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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.


The Honey Trap

As Danny combed styling wax through his hair, he wondered how long it had been since he’d last got laid. It had certainly been a while, and jerking off wasn’t a very satisfying replacement.

He had dressed his best in a pair of tight jeans, a smart checked shirt and a matching denim jacket aiming for a rugged appearance. Ruffling his hair a little to get the ‘just woke up’ look, he was happy that he was ready to go.

He cleaned his teeth for the third time, rinsed with mouthwash and ran his fingers along his jawline to check his shave. Rugged was a good start, but if it did the trick, he didn’t want rough stubble spoiling a good time, even if a single kiss was all he scored for his trouble. Satisfied he looked good, smelled good and hopefully tasted good, he called a cab.

Internet dating was all fine and good, but there were too many liars, cheats and women flaunting honey traps that were never as sweet as they promised. Worse still, internet dating was a recipe for getting mixed up with a space cadet, and he definitely didn’t like the idea of that happening.

Technology could replace many outdated aspects of life, but it could never beat meeting another person in the flesh. A man and a woman had to be in the same room to know if they had chemistry. That was why bars remained the perfect environment to find romance and sex. After a few drinks to loosen inhibitions, it was much easier to get to know a girl and hopefully, get lucky.

Tonight, he was trying out a different bar, a new place called The Three Beers. It was an upmarket brewery bar, popular with young, sophisticated men and women who wanted to drink, dine and dance. It also had a reputation for being a good singles bar.

Danny took a liking to it as soon as he stepped through the door. There was a large dining area split over two levels, with formal seating, more intimate booths and casual standing tables for people after a quick drink and a snack. The decor was relaxed with natural wood panels, soft lighting and soul music playing in the background.

Out the back, through a ceiling to floor glass wall, he could see the huge stainless steel brewing tanks. Even though he wasn’t much of a beer drinker, the toasty malt aroma in the air had a pleasing effect that set his nerves at ease.

He ordered a vodka and soda with a wedge of lime and slid into one of the booth seats that had the best view of the bar. While slowly sipping his drink, he casually checked out the other patrons, not bothering to dwell on the men and women who were obviously in relationships.

At one end of the bar, partially in shadow, he saw a woman sitting alone. She had long, straight, honey blonde hair and an adorably cute doll-like face with big aqua blue eyes. From his vantage point, he could also see she had big, round breasts straining against her yellow silk blouse. They were magnificent. Even if he got to talk to such a girl, how could he stop his eyes from wandering away from her face?

Damn! The Three Beers also came with its own Goldilocks. And she was hotter than a bowl of porridge cooked in a furnace.

Danny blew out a breath. She was stunning, but not worth a second look, not for a man like him. At one glance, he knew he was out of her league. She was a girl who could choose any man she wanted. He would only torture himself if he indulged the idea that she might be interested in him. It was a straight path to a crushing rejection.

No matter how hard he tried, his eyes invariably returned to her. Why was she alone? There were other single men scattered about, but not one had tried to strike up a conversation with her. Perhaps they all felt the same, that they didn’t stand a chance getting together with such a beautiful girl. Danny revised his assessment. Beautiful didn’t do her justice. She was a dream girl.

As he snapped out of his love-struck daydream, he realised he had been staring. He drew a sharp breath when he saw she was looking back at him. Even though they were a dozen metres apart, it felt like their eyes had met and made the connection of souls.

She gave him a brief smile. He quickly averted his gaze and berated himself for staring. Now he had absolutely blown it. Nobody liked a voyeur, especially not a drop dead gorgeous woman who undoubtedly received more than her fair share of ogling from men.

He sipped his drink and deliberately focused his attention on the opposite side of the bar. A minute later, he felt the booth shake as somebody sat down beside him. He turned to see it was the blonde woman, Goldilocks of The Three Beers.

He swallowed. She was even more lovely up close. Her skin was golden, but she was wearing foundation two shades lighter than her skin tone, which gave her the doll-like appearance reminiscent of a geisha. It was sexy as hell, but not cheap. She was a woman who knew exactly how to make every feature of her body and face utterly feminine and totally desirable.

“Well? Are you going to pluck up a little manly courage and ask me if I want a drink?” she asked in an even tone. Damn, even her voice was sexy, soft and sweet as a caress. “Or are you going to sit there all night and then go home alone?”

Danny swallowed. “Uh… would you like a drink?”

She tilted her head and smiled. “Thank you. White wine, a Viognier.”

Danny nervously waved down a waiter and ordered two drinks, his mouth stumbling over the wine variety like a fool.

She helped him out, much to his relief. “I’m April,” she said, offering her hand.

April… it was a lovelier name than Goldilocks and suited her.

“D-Danny,” he replied, accepting her handshake. Her skin was soft and warm and she smelled like lilies after the rain.

“Danny, I don’t bite,” she said.

He raised his hands in peace. “Ah, yeah, it’s just I don’t often meet women quite as… oh hell, I’m just gonna say it… as amazingly beautiful as you.”

Her blue eyes widened, and Danny wished he could get lost in them forever.

“Why ever not? A good-looking man like you must get to meet plenty of lovely girls. I was checking you out from the moment you walked into the bar.”

It was Danny’s turn to look surprised. “Really?”

“Absolutely! I knew straight away you were my type.”

Danny fumbled with his thoughts and his mouth, not knowing how to reply. Her type? He was grateful he was already seated, as his knees would’ve given way.

Thankfully, the waiter arrived with their drinks. He swallowed it in one mouthful and ordered another. April sipped her wine. Her full lips pouted so seductively as she took each sip that Danny felt like he would melt into a puddle.

He was grateful he was so nervous, otherwise he would have a raging boner at this moment, especially with the tantalising view of her cleavage. How big was she? Probably well into the alphabet with her bra size. Thankfully, her gaze was magnetic, which stopped his eyes from wandering.

“Let’s not bother with the standard ‘get to know you’ stuff. I want to really get to know you, Danny. Tell me what you enjoy doing in bed.”

Danny reached for his glass and swallowed a mouthful of ice, hoping to cool his head. “Ah, just the usual things. I try to keep an open mind.”

She wet her lips with the tip of her tongue. “Anything… kinky?”

“I had a one-night stand with a girl who enjoyed getting her breasts tied up. Nothing else, just her breasts. Does that count?”

She gave him a playful, non-committal shrug. “I hope you don’t mind me being so forward, Danny. I feel like I’ve known you for ages, not just a few minutes.”

“It’s fine,” he said.

It was actually way better than fine. He also hated the ‘what do you do for work, hobbies and do you have any pets’ conversation that started most relationships. This was much better, especially with April sitting so close and looking so radiant. If only he could stay focused on her eyes. That was what all the ‘how to get a girl’ books advised. Look at her eyes and then you’ll get to see her breasts later if all goes well.

“I know you’re trying hard not to look down my blouse,” said April, as if she could read his thoughts.

Damn, he’d blown it straight away! Just when everything had started off so well.

“You can look. I really don’t mind. In fact, you’ll offend me if you don’t look. Have a good look and tell me what you think.”

Wow! Had she really just said what he thought she did? She leaned forward, giving him a better view of her generous cleavage. He allowed his eyes to wander away from her face. Danny loved big breasts and knew more about bra sizes than most men. She was bigger than a double D. She was easily an F or a G cup and they were so firm and upright. Now she had let him take a closer look, he could see the tiny, hard peaks of her nipples. She wasn’t wearing a bra! She wasn’t a fairy tale girl, but a goddess.

“They… they… look good.”

“Just… good?” she asked with a twinkle in her eye.

He laughed nervously. “Ah, I didn’t know what to say. Y’know, a man isn’t supposed to stare or compliment a woman like that… at least, not until he knows her better. It’s usually the fastest way to ruin a date.”

“It won’t ruin anything. Now look again and be honest with me.”

Hell, they were two of the best breasts he had ever seen in his life, straining against the sheer fabric of her blouse. If she wanted the truth, he was now praying he would get to see them with her blouse off.

“I’ve always loved women with big breasts. They’re so feminine, so sexy… but yours are incredible!”

“Do you fantasise about women with big breasts?”

He swallowed hard. Where had this girl been all his life? She was amazing.

“I have to confess they’re not completely real. I had large breasts, but I’ve always wanted them much bigger and it’s wonderful not having to wear a bra. Does it bother you to find out I’ve had work done?”

“No! If it makes you happy, there’s nothing wrong with it at all!” They made him happy too.

“I’ve had other work done too, a little trimming down below… if you know what I mean.”

Danny nodded. He’d heard of women getting ‘the designer vagina,’ but he never thought he’d be sitting across a table from one.

“I have a very tight pussy,” she continued, “and I didn’t like the way it looked, so I had my labia trimmed. Who would have thought such a tiny trim could make such a big difference! I’m so sensitive down there now! Sex feels unbelievable! It’s like the first time, every time!” She leaned closer. “Have you seen how pretty it looks after a little trim?”

He nodded without thinking.

“Of course you have, when you jerk off to porn.”

He sputtered an excuse, but she cut him off. “Danny, don’t feel bad about it. You’d hardly be the first man to do that, and definitely not the last. Is it making you really horny? Knowing I’m all woman up top and tight little schoolgirl down below?” She put her hand to the side of her mouth, not that anyone could hear their conversation. “It’s tighter than a sixteen-year-old virgin!”

“I cannot believe I’m having this conversation with you!” he stammered. Although, he wasn’t objecting to having it. Not one bit.

April leaned in close and whispered, “I had a feeling tonight was going to be special, so I went to the salon today and got a full Brazilian. I bet you’d love to stop fantasising and see it all for real.”

His mouth went completely dry. Was this really happening? Perhaps it was all a dream, albeit an incredible, first class, five-star dream with all the optional extras. He pinched his wrist and was relieved to feel the bright pain shoot up his arm. No, this was completely real. All those years of being unlucky were about to end. He felt like he’d won the lottery.

“But enough about me,” she said, taking a delicate sip of her wine. “How about you? Have you ever considered getting a trim down there?”

Danny scratched his chin. “You mean like… getting circumcised?”

Even though the noise of the bar prevented anyone from overhearing their conversation, she lowered her voice so was the only person who could hear what she said next. “No, I’m talking about getting ‘the snip’.”

“Oh, right! Uh, sure! Yeah, I’ll get a vasectomy at some point. I never did like using condoms.”

She smiled, but he couldn’t tell if she felt awkward or embarrassed.

She kept her voice to a whisper. “No, I’m talking about getting two special little snips… as in having your balls removed,” she said, miming scissors with her forefingers.

He recoiled. “What the hell? Why would I want to—get—get—castrated?”

She averted her gaze. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Danny. I shouldn’t have asked.”

He caught his breath. Where the hell had that question come from? “It’s okay,” he said. “You just took me completely by surprise. Wow! Huge topic. Way to break the ice! What on earth made you ask?”

She sat back and looked at him with lowered eyelids. “I’m sorry, I was just curious. You probably think I’m a crazy woman and are just putting up with me because I’m pretty.”

He laughed, although it was more to disguise how awkward the conversation had suddenly become. “No, no… not at all!”

“And because I have big tits,” she said with a more relaxed smile.

“Well, that helps,” he said, also relaxing a little.

She paused. “I really like you, Danny, but…”

He felt the crushing blow of rejection coming. He had been right about his first instinct. This was all too good to be true.

“But… you should know that some women fantasise about it. If you like me and want to get to know me, you should know I fantasise about it too… quite a lot… probably too much. It wouldn’t be fair to keep it from you. I’ll understand if you don’t want to talk about it, or… if you want to walk away and forget we ever met.”

Danny knew life was full of sliding doors moments, but he never expected he would come across one quite like this. The look in her eyes was desperate, pleading with him not to reject her. Hell, he really didn’t want to blow it either. She was so damned gorgeous, so sexy she made him long for nothing else in the world. And she seemed to be really into him too.

“You caught me off guard. That’s all. It’s not a subject people discuss every day.”

The worry lines that tainted her lovely face melted away, and she gave him such a sweet smile he felt like the luckiest man alive.

He took a deep breath to brace himself for the conversation. “Go ahead. Tell me why you fantasise about it.”

She was so happy she looked like she might burst into tears. “Really? Are you sure it won’t scare you off?”

He reached across the table and took her soft, warm hand in his. She didn’t pull away, just kept looking at him with such deep longing his willpower dissolved in the aqua blue pools of her eyes.

“Never. Please… tell me all about it,” he felt himself say, as if he’d lost his sense of self-control in her presence.

Her long, black eyelashes fluttered. “Now I’m too embarrassed. You’ll think I’m crazy.”

“It’s natural to daydream and have fantasies. You know I’m crazy about big breasts. It’s your turn to share.”

She nodded, swallowed hard and shuffled around the booth to sit closer to him. Her thigh was so close he could feel the warmth of her body. Then he felt the delicate touch of her hand on his leg, travelling slowly up his inner thigh, pausing just before his groin. Her touch was so erotic it made his balls ache with desire, which was the last thing he wanted given the subject of her fantasy.

“Where do I start? Well, I’ve been having this fantasy for years. It turns me on more than anything else in the world. Just the thought of it makes me incredibly horny. Even if I’m just thinking about it when I touch myself, I cum so hard, I wet the sheets.”

He swallowed. If her fantasy pushed her love button, he would indulge her if he could come along for the ride. Maybe he wouldn’t need to worry about performing too well if she was so turned on by the idea.

She looked up at him and parted her lips as if ready to receive a kiss. “I am so turned on right now!” she said with a ragged whisper. “Thank you for listening.”

Hell, the pleasure was all his. If all she needed was a little encouragement, he was happy to oblige.

“What is it about castration that turns you on so much?”

She looked deep into his eyes. “It’s the idea of doing it. There’s no more intimate and erotic way a woman can penetrate a man. She opens him up, takes out his manhood and removes his sexual power for her own pleasure. It’s sublime because a woman can only castrate a man once. It’s like when a woman has her hymen pierced when she loses her virginity, but infinitely better.”

Danny’s cheeks burned as she spoke, and his heart thumped so hard it felt like it might burst from his chest. He took a deep gulp of his drink, but the alcohol did little to calm his nerves.

“Surely you can imagine it, Danny, making the ultimate sacrifice for the woman of your dreams?”

Hell, the woman of his dreams was sitting so close to him he could smell the sweet honey scent of her long, blonde hair. But surely she wasn’t suggesting he would actually consider doing it for real.

“Um… I… I… always thought a ring proved a man’s commitment,” he said.

She pouted as a tear welled in her eye. “A ring isn’t always forever, Danny. You can take a ring back. That’s why castration is so special. When a man lets a girl take his balls, it’s forever.” She sighed with deep longing.

“I don’t get it, sorry. You’re talking about it like it’s the ultimate way to have sex. A medical procedure doesn’t sound very sexy to me.”

She looked at him with such aching desire, nothing could quench the dryness of his mouth.

“No, it’s so much more than that. It’s the act of perfect masculine submission to a woman, by surrendering his manhood and letting her take it.” The look of supreme pleasure in her eyes quickly turned to fear. “I suppose you hate me now. I wouldn’t blame you if you do, Danny.”

“No, I don’t hate you. I just don’t understand. That’s all. Describe your fantasy.”

She blushed. “Promise you won’t hate me?”

“Promise.”

“Well, I meet a man somewhere, usually at a place like this. One thing leads to another and we end up back at my place. He knows about my fantasy, but he still wants to have sex. So I challenge him to a dare. If he can last five minutes without cumming, we have sex. If he cums, I get to snip off his balls.”

Danny was grateful as his next drink arrived. It went the way of the last and he ordered another. “So does he make it?”

April laughed. “With this body? There are so many ways to tease a man, to get him so aroused he can’t control himself. Then I make him cum with the slightest touch. He always cums. Plus, it’s my fantasy and it wouldn’t be much of a fantasy if I didn’t get my way.”

“So what happens next?”

“Well, he’s lost the dare, so he gets on the examination table and I get to give his balls the perfect trim.”

Her hand moved further up his thigh, and her fingertips caressed his balls. Then he tasted her mouth as she stole a kiss. She tasted like she smelled, floral and delicious, like vanilla and honey.

“You know, now we’ve shared our fantasies, I think we should go back to my place so I can really get to know you better,” she said, as their lips parted.

After her kiss, Danny didn’t care what the hell she fantasised about. He waved for the waiter and ordered the cheque. They shared more playful kisses in the back of the cab on the way to April’s house and she couldn’t keep her hands off his balls. It made his cock hard as hell. He couldn’t wait to get her naked and move on to more.

She led him by the hand up the drive to her front door, stealing another kiss as she unlocked it. After their conversation at the bar, Danny half expected her house would look like a doctor’s surgery, but she had a perfectly normal lounge, with a comfortable suite, flat screen television, charcoal carpet and cream walls.

“Let’s role play,” she said, clapping her hands like an excited young girl.

“Uh… okay. I guess you’ll want to role play your fantasy.”

As soon as he finished speaking, he felt her arm wrapping around his neck, pulling him in for a passionate kiss. She tasted wonderful. The more he kissed her, the better she tasted. Her mouth was eager, her hands more so, unzipping his jeans and letting them fall to the floor. She immediately pulled down his boxers and began to stroke his swollen shaft and feel his balls.

“Mm… mm…” she said between kisses. “You have such a beautiful pair.”

He thought it was only right to put his hands on her pair. They made her kisses even sweeter. They were firm, round and thrusting against the thin fabric of her blouse. Her nipples were hardened points, and she trembled as he ran his fingers over them.

“You are going to get so lucky,” she moaned. “When we’ve finished our role play, I’m going to treat you to my pussy.”

She led him to the couch, sat him down and spread his legs so she could get a better view of his cock and balls.

“My, you’re a big boy!” she said. “And so nicely groomed. I love a man who grooms himself.” She ran her fingers through his trimmed hair and down to his cleanly shaven balls. He’d read that a good haircut and a shave increased the chances of getting a blow job.

“Really?” Danny felt like he’d been asking her that question a lot over the course of the evening, but he’d never thought of himself as being well-endowed.

“Oh yes,” she said, gently stroking his cock and handling his balls, squeezing them for hardness. “Much larger than average. It could be a struggle to make it fit.” She kissed him again and giggled. “Now I’ve seen yours, I’ll show you mine.”

She unbuttoned her blouse and slipped it off. As he’d suspected, she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her breasts didn’t just feel incredible, they were the best he’d ever seen in his life. His mouth watered. They were full and round, their size accentuated by her flat stomach and slim waist, and sat high on her chest with her tiny pink nipples pointing to heaven. That was where he was going tonight, straight to heaven with this sexy angel, his dream girl, his goddess. He could turn a blind eye to her unusual fantasy. It was merely a blip. Nobody was perfect.

“Don’t you cum,” she said, waggling her finger. “If you cum, I’ll have to snip them off.” She stroked him again. “Do you think you can last five minutes?”

He had to last. Hell, he didn’t want to blow his load early, not before he found out if the promise of her pussy was as good as she had made out. She leaned in between his legs and teased the head of his cock with the tip of her tongue.

“Mm… yummy! I love the taste of pre-cum and yours is delicious.” She giggled and licked her lips. “I think you’re close. I think you want to cum because you secretly want the girl of your dreams to give you a very special trim.”

She took his cock in her mouth and sucked while she circled his head with her tongue. Her technique was unbelievable, and he could feel his orgasm building fast. He put his hand under her chin to ease her mouth from his cock. Damn, what could he do to keep her busy? There was no way he would last two minutes, let alone five, but she wouldn’t take no for an answer.

“How about this instead?” she said, taking his cock and placing it between her breasts.

She pushed them together to create a tight passage and then worked his cock with slow, sensuous strokes.

“Tell me you can resist this and not spurt your hot cum all over my perfect breasts.”

Seconds before the point of no return, he wriggled out of her grasp. It wasn’t about losing the bet in her role-playing fantasy. He just wanted to make it to the finish line and feel the clench of her perfect pussy.

“Let’s move on to the next part,” he said.

“You’re ready to go to my snipping table now? I knew it!”

She pulled him up and led him through to her bedroom. Danny breathed a sigh of relief. This was progress in the right direction. The bedroom was good. The bedroom meant he had a chance of staying the night. Staying the night meant getting a second chance to have sex with her in the morning and perhaps beyond. Oh damn, what had he done so right in his life to earn this reward?

Her bedroom also looked very normal, with a yellow polka dot duvet on the king-size bed, dresser, make-up table and a wall to wall wardrobe off to one side. There was also another much smaller bed that looked very similar to a massage table. It was covered with a sunset orange sheet.

She led him over to it, pulled off the sheet and told him to lie down. He did as she asked, lying on his back with his erection poking straight up in the air. She rewarded his obedience with a series of sensuous strokes.

“Cum for me, Danny! Cum!” she whispered, brushing her breasts over his chest and face.

Danny fought back his orgasm, struggling to think of the least sexy thing he could imagine. Broccoli! There was nothing sexy about broccoli. It became his new mantra.

While he fought back his orgasm, she took some thick belts from the frame of the table and strapped his arms into place. She produced a much longer one, fitted it over his chest and buckled it up tight. Damn, he hoped she planned to straddle him and ride him like this, where he could get a full view of her curvaceous figure.

Finally, she raised two stirrups from the end of the table and strapped his ankles into them so he was spread eagle before her. He couldn’t take his eyes from her body, so graceful, with her magnificent chest jiggling so seductively. Now he was secure, she covered him with the sheet, making a small tent above his spread legs.

Broccoli, broccoli, broccoli.

She wheeled a stainless steel trolley to the end of the table. From his position, he couldn’t see what was on it. He asked what she was doing.

“Just getting some toys,” she said, holding up a glass jar three-quarters filled with clear liquid.

She took a magic marker, wrote on it and held it up so he could see. It said: Danny.

“Shall I drain you before we begin? You can look at my titties while I milk the cum from your balls,” she said, stroking him in a way that made it impossible to think straight.

Broccoli, broccoli, broccoli. Damn, there was no way he could hold on if she was going to continue to tease him like this. He had to push through to the end, let her play out her fantasy to its conclusion.

“I know you want to cum,” she said, unzipping her short, yellow skirt and letting it fall to the floor.

She wasn’t wearing panties, and he got a tantalising flash of her waxed pussy before she returned to stroking his cock again.

“Mm… let’s get all the cum out so I they’re ready to cut,” she said. “Then you can have your reward.”

Broccoli, broccoli, broccoli.

“I’d like to wait,” he said. “Carry on with the role play.”

“Oh, Danny! You’re so sweet… thinking only of my needs. I am going to give you such a beautiful reward when we’re done!”

He felt the sharp prick of a hypodermic needle in his ball sac, then the sensation faded as it quickly went numb.

“Hey!” he protested. “What the hell are you doing?”

“Giving you what you’ve always wanted,” she purred. “I took one look at you in that bar and knew you were ready to let your dream girl take your balls.”

Hell, what a dilemma! Here he was with the sexiest woman he had ever seen, with her naked so he could look at her beautiful breasts, and she wanted to role-play her fetish fantasy as authentically as possible. He probably should have bailed as soon as she had stuck him with the needle. He reconsidered. Maybe a little numbness would help. Maybe it would help to delay him from cumming too soon.

She slipped her hands into a pair of latex gloves. “Can I play with them? They feel so lovely, all shaved and smooth.”

“Ah, sure, if you like.”

She let out a long, aching sigh. “Oh, yes, I do like! I’m simply obsessed with men’s balls. Two sweet, juicy little plums holding all the power of your manhood.”

She reached under the sheet and played with his balls, although he couldn’t feel what she was doing, as they were now completely numb.

“Yours are round and hard because they’re full of cum. I bet you saved up a big load in case you got lucky.”

He nodded. “I haven’t masturbated for two weeks.”

She gave him a knowing smile. “I thought so. And you’ll be so grateful you didn’t succumb to the temptation because you are going to get so lucky. In fact, this is going to be the luckiest night of your life. Are you absolutely sure you don’t want me to milk you one last time?”

She held up a pair of scissors with two short blades. They were designed for one purpose. Did he want to cum? Hell yes! The way she was talking made him break into a light sweat. It was the apprehension and excitement that came with the cocktail of adrenaline and endorphins.

His wits felt scrambled, but he pieced together an idea to make it through. In her fantasy, the man had to cum before she could castrate him. He simply had to hold on to his cum for the sake of the role-play and for when they had sex afterwards.

“Later, when we’ve finished playing out your fantasy.”

She jiggled her chest, making her breasts sway. Through the blood pounding in his ears, he thought he heard the snip of a tiny pair of scissors. No, he was imagining it. His heart was beating so hard he couldn’t think straight.

He was certain he’d feel some sensation if she actually intended to act out her fantasy. And it was just a fantasy. Nobody did anything like this for real. It was just a game to get them both excited for the finale in her bed. He could play along. After she’d satisfied her fetish, he would feel her tight, juicy pussy sliding down his cock.

“You might think it was pure luck that we met one another tonight, but it was actually destiny. Destiny led you to me to fulfil both our fantasies. I know it’s what you’ve secretly yearned for all along, to have your dream girl slowly snip off your balls. Shh, just keep looking at my beautiful, big breasts and it will all be over soon.”

“Look, I know you were just being honest and upfront about your fantasy, but now you’re making me nervous,” he said.

Her breasts swelled so seductively as she took a slow breath. “Actually… I wasn’t one hundred percent honest with you, Danny. I don’t really like role-playing at all. Why would anyone bother with role-play when you can real-play?”

Real-play? No, surely not. Okay, he was numb, but he would know if she was actually removing his balls, wouldn’t he?

“Look, I don’t want to rush into anything. Y’know, what you’re suggesting is kinda scary. I’m not ready to surrender my balls. And it’ll hurt.”

He heard a faint snipping sound and a soft plop, like a soft-boiled egg falling onto a plate. It could have been a tap dripping in another room, or an insect flying into a window. The adrenaline was making him paranoid. He felt a pull through his crotch and realised she was only playing with his balls. But she had a mischievous smile on her lips as she did it. Was she actually serious about this? Did she really have a fetish for castration, or was she just being overly enthusiastic in the heat of the moment?

“Let me deal with your concerns one by one. Yes, of course it’s scary. At first, all men find it scary, but once I’ve trimmed them off, you’ll understand there was no need to be afraid. And when you realise how happy you’ve made me, you’ll feel grateful that you could give me the greatest pleasure.”

“And what about the last point? I don’t like pain and I know it’ll hurt.”

She shook her head. “Not at all. When a woman knows what she’s doing, it’s quick and painless.”

There were two rubbery snaps as she whipped off her latex gloves and threw them into the bin. Then she held up the jar with his name printed on it. Floating inside were two white, plum-like glands.

“See? I’ve already finished.”

Danny felt a pang of fear surge through his body. No, it couldn’t be real! It would be impossible for her to do it so fast and without him feeling anything. She had taken this fantasy too far, and it was time to end it. But before he could react, she said the words that put him at ease.

“Now it’s time for your reward, Danny. I may have told you a little fib, but I don’t break promises. It’s time to treat you to my pussy.”

She climbed onto the examination table, and Danny finally got a good look at her naked body. She straddled him with her knees under his arms, so he had a close-up view of her sex. The sight of it made him tremble with desire. She hadn’t exaggerated when she had said it was tight and pretty. It was the sexiest pussy he’d ever seen, like two tiny vertical lips puckered for a kiss.

“Here it is, Danny. My beautiful pussy, which I’ve had trimmed to perfection. You’ll have to imagine what it’s like to be inside me,” she said, as she gently toyed the tiny nubbin of her clitoris with the tip of her finger. “Oh, it feels so, so good!”

In seconds, she was moaning loudly with the onset of her orgasm. As she did, she let out the longest sigh of such complete satisfaction that Danny realised he’d never heard a woman make such a sound. For the first time, he was grateful for the injection she’d given him. All his dreams had come true, and he knew without it, he would have shot his load long before he got a chance to be inside her.

It occurred to him he was no longer aroused. His sense of pleasure was all in his head, with nothing below the belt. Surely the drugs she’d given him hadn’t been that strong. April continued to sigh and moan. Her juices flooded from her pussy, running down her legs and dripping onto his chest.

“Oh, Danny! Now I’ve trimmed you to perfection too. Your balls are mine now. And unlike a ring, you can never have them back! I did it for real. Your balls, Danny! I’ve snipped them off and preserved them in a jar!”

She took a moment to catch her breath, then bent down to give him the sweetest little kiss on the lips.

“Oh, Danny,” she whispered, sounding totally spent, “that was one of the best orgasms I’ve ever had in my life. I’m so sorry you didn’t get to cum one last time, especially as you’d saved it up. I suppose I should have told you I was going to snip them for real.”

She giggled as she waved the jar above his face. “I’m such a naughty girl!”

She eased herself off him, undid the belts restraining his arms and carried the jar to her wall to wall wardrobe. Instead of being filled with clothes, he saw rows upon rows of sealed glass jars, each with a name printed on the side. And each jar contained a pair of perfectly preserved testicles.

His heart thumped like a hammer as he reached down to feel between his legs. He realised he would have to accept the truth. Instead of hard, round balls, he felt the smooth, neatly stitched flap of his emptied sac.


A Wife’s Prerogative

Daisy was perspiring much more than she liked. It was a hot day and her chores around the farm were making her feel hot and bothered. She stopped for a cooling drink from the well, splashing water down her front as she drank from the ladle they kept in the bucket. It was refreshing, so she took off her hat, allowing her long blonde hair to blow in the breeze, and unbuttoned her shirt.

She had developed into a curvaceous woman since she had passed through puberty, but now she was eighteen, her breasts had become very round and full. It felt good to free them from her tight shirt in the breeze.

She splashed more cold water onto her face and chest, relishing the way it hardened her nipples, making them stand erect. She pinched and rolled them between her fingers, stretching them until they hurt, swooning with the pleasure she could take from her own body. It was fun to tease herself this way. It made her feel sexually awakened, womanly and very grown up.

Unconsciously, one hand drifted to her pussy, gently finding her lips through the fabric of her shorts while the other teased her nipple. The wetness she found there was more of a turn on. It hadn’t come from the water bucket.

As she sank deeper into the passion of the moment, with her pussy aching with desire, she felt the hairs prickle on the back of her neck. She glanced about and saw her brother, Bobby, partially hidden behind the old oak tree. He was staring at her and doing something out of view with his hands. She turned away from him and quickly covered herself, buttoning her shirt up to the neck.

When she looked back, he was gone. She felt her cheeks flush. He was supposed to be moving cattle down to the paddocks across the creek. What was he doing up by the house? More to the point, how much had he seen of her touching herself? How embarrassing!

She hurried back to the house, a large colonial mansion painted sky blue with white trim. She and Bobby had inherited the house and farm after their parents had passed in a tragic accident several years ago.

While it was homely and welcoming in only the way a country house can be, she often felt it was much too big for the two of them. Perhaps that feeling sprung from the woman maturing inside her, calling out for what would inevitably come next in her life: taking a husband and starting a new family.

She took a lukewarm shower, washed her hair and put on a dress. The evening was her time to feel more feminine, as she spent most days dressed in shirts, shorts and work boots. She put on a pretty pink and white chequered dress, and tied up her hair in a ponytail with a matching pink ribbon. It was perhaps a little girlish given she now had the body of a grown woman, but it made her feel good and that was most important.

Once dressed, she started the evening meal. She’d tried to teach Bobby to cook, but he was absolutely hopeless. It was easier for them both if she ran the house and he did the hard work on the farm.

Bobby came in an hour later, covered in dirt and dust, as usual. He greeted her with a grin, but it didn’t seem to imply anything about what had happened earlier in the day.

He looked at the stew bubbling away in the pot and gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Mm, that smells mighty tasty, Daisy,” he said.

She made a face. “Go on and get washed up! You smell like a bull’s behind.”

“And you smell like a pretty flower,” he said, stealing another kiss on her cheek.

He’d become much more affectionate since their parents had passed, perhaps compensating for what they’d lost, but recently, he’d taken every opportunity to hug or kiss her whenever he could.

Although he was her brother, she enjoyed having a man show her love as she was blossoming into a grown woman. These new feelings were strange, but not unwelcome at all.

Once he’d showered, they sat at the table and ate a plate of stew with fresh-baked bread. Then they retired to the lounge to watch television. Daisy usually sat on one end of the couch and Bobby sat on the other, but tonight he sat nearer to the middle, so he could be closer to her.

Before she knew it, he lay down with his head on her lap. “I love you, Sis,” he said. “Thank you for taking such good care of me.”

Bobby wasn’t normally one for expressing his feelings, let alone showing appreciation for her domestic duties.

She stroked his hair. “I love you too, big brother,” she said, at a loss for what to say otherwise.

While they continued to watch television, she became concerned. Bobby was drawing deep breaths, but his eyes were open, so he wasn’t asleep. He had buried his nose near her pussy. Was he trying to smell the perfume of her sex?

It brought back the memory of what had happened earlier in the day, and she felt an unusual mix of shock and arousal. He had his legs tucked up under his belly, so she couldn’t tell if he had an erection or not.

She huffed lightly, thinking she was just being paranoid and silly. He was her brother! He wouldn’t have those kinds of thoughts about her, even if he had seen more than he should earlier in the day. That kind of thing just didn’t happen.

After breakfast the following morning, she was carrying a basket of dirty clothes to the laundry when Bobby intercepted her. He took the basket from her hands with a toothy grin.

“To show how much I appreciate you, Sis, I’ll do the washing today,” he said, heading straight for the laundry so she couldn’t object.

She shrugged. They had an automatic washing machine, so all he had to do was add the powder and remember to turn it on. Surely he couldn’t mess that up.

Curiosity got the better of her, so she padded softly to the laundry and peeped through the crack in the half-open door. Bobby had loaded most of the clothes in the machine, but he stopped when he found her panties. It was the white cotton pair she had been wearing yesterday when she’d had her moment of arousal by the well.

He raised them to his nose and breathed in the scent of her pussy juices. He wasn’t trying to establish how dirty they were and how much detergent to use. She knew this for a fact because his other hand went to his zipper. He inhaled deeply from her panties and sighed contentedly as he jacked himself.

Her dirty panties smelled wonderful. She enjoyed sniffing them herself, but this was totally inappropriate! She thought fast and dashed to the kitchen to grab a tea towel. Returning to the laundry, she made certain her footfalls were loud enough for him to hear as she approached. Bobby looked surprised and dropped her panties in the machine.

“I forgot this,” she said, dropping the tea towel in after them.

She waited for him to close the lid and set the wash cycle, making small talk to provide an excuse for her presence. Satisfied the machine would dispose of her scent, she set about doing her chores for the day.

That evening, she put on her cornflower blue summer dress. It was one of her favourites, even though it was too small in the bust since her breasts had swelled in size, but it still fitted her slender curves well everywhere else.

While preparing the meal, she heard Bobby come inside. He went straight to the bathroom to shower. Soon after, he came into the kitchen and embraced her from behind, wrapping his arms around her midriff.

“Mm… what’s cooking, Sis? It smells good!”

“Chili,” she replied, feeling his hands creep up her body to cup her breasts.

“And you smell good too, Sis. Real good!”

She felt a hard lump pressing between her butt cheeks. She wriggled out of his grasp and spun about. He was most definitely sporting a large erection.

“Bobby! What’s that in your pants?”

His nostril flared. “It’s what happens when a man loves a woman,” he replied. “You know I love you, Daisy.”

She felt her cheeks flush with heat. It was a shock to see her brother in a state of arousal over her, but it was also flattering to discover she was sexually attractive. Now his lustful desires were out in the open, she knew she should have seen this coming. He’d been looking at her differently for some time now. She had assumed it was brotherly affection, but she now realised it was much more. Those affectionate looks had actually been him undressing her with his pale blue eyes, just as he was doing right now.

“You ain’t my little sister anymore, Daisy. You’re a grown woman.”

He put his hands on her waist again, gently caressing her, working his way to the small of her back and down to the round cheeks of her bottom.

“And you’ve grown up real pretty… in all the right places.”

She pushed him away. “And I love you too, Bobby, but you ain’t supposed to have those kinds of feelings for your sister. It ain’t right!”

He took her by the shoulders so she couldn’t so easily break his hold. “A man has certain needs, Daisy. Needs that require a woman.”

“Well, get yourself into town and find one!” she said, letting the glare in her eyes sound in her voice.

“I don’t want to drive for six hours for no pig farmer’s daughter. Why would I when the prettiest girl in the world is right in front of me?”

He pulled her close and nuzzled her neck, planting soft kisses on her cheek. “We already live together in the same house and we love each other. This is meant to be, Daisy.”

The way he touched and kissed her made her tremble, not from fear, but because she had never been so intimate with a man before and the feelings stirring inside her were not unpleasant at all. It had the opposite reaction. She felt her pussy tingle with desire. It wanted more and was becoming wet in anticipation.

Anticipation? Of what? She knew the answer: of having a cock inside her, sliding in and out, stretching her in the most delicious of ways to make her cum. But siblings shouldn’t harbour sexual appetites for one another. Even if they did, they should never consummate such desires.

She was sure it was just their love for one another getting mixed up with the growing need to find a partner and have sex. She freed her arm and wrapped it around his neck, quickly twisting her body to put him in a headlock.

They had often wrestled in their youth and she had been wily enough to overcome his superior strength by putting him in compromising holds. She did the same now, rolling him over her hip and onto the floor, pinning him in place.

“Now listen here, big brother! If you don’t get these wicked notions out of your head, I’m gonna have to give your ass a good old whooping!”

But he was now much stronger than when they had been kids, and she felt him breaking her hold. She straightened her body to apply more leverage. He reached up and grabbed her dress, ripping the buttons at the front. The fabric was already straining to hold her large breasts in place and seemed glad to give way and set them free.

Handling her bare breasts spurred him on. He rolled her over onto her back, broke out of the headlock and pinned her wrists to the floor. She tried to free her hands, but he was much too heavy and strong in the dominant position.

His hungry eyes lingered on her breasts, and she could tell he was eager to fondle them. The only reason he didn’t was it would mean he would have to release her arms. He forced her legs open and pressed his bulge to her sex, their clothes the only barrier to him penetrating her with his hard cock.

“Bobby, stop! You need to find another woman to be your wife.”

“You’re the only woman for me, Daisy.”

He ground his erection into her pussy and took one nipple into his mouth, nibbling and sucking on it like a thirsty man desperate for a drink. Well, this was a compromising position! If she had known he planned to make amorous advances, she would have put on a pair of panties.

Bobby rubbed his hard cock right on her pleasure button. “C’mon, Daisy, we should be making love, not war. Doesn’t this feel good? Don’t you want more?”

The truth was, she did want more, but with her brother? It could never happen, no matter what desires surged through her body or how much she needed sexual satisfaction. He was suggesting he put himself inside her, with his hard cock pounding away at her pussy until he shot his load of cum deep into her womb.

That was how men and women made babies. She and Bobby could never make a baby together. To even consider doing that was sinful. It was forbidden.

Bobby appeared to have no such inhibitions about what he was doing or how far he wanted it to go. His sense of reason had gone and only animal desire remained. His blue eyes were ravenous for her body, his cheeks flushed with raw lust.

She’d known her brother her whole life, but to feel him now, like this, with the thick heat of his erection pressing against her sex, making her inner muscles clench, making her body respond to his arousal regardless of what her better judgement said… it was so wrong… and yet so right! Even the way he looked at her made her nipples tighten. He kissed her then, his hot mouth insistent, as if he were telling her not to resist. He pushed his tongue roughly into her mouth, finding her own, while he ground his hard cock into the folds of her dress.

“Bobby,” she said, her voice ragged as she caught her breath, “let me go and we’ll sort this out.”

“I need you, Daisy. I need you now!”

“You’re going to have to let go of my arms at some point,” she said. “I promise I’ll make you feel better.”

Slowly, he released the pressure of his hold on her wrists. Seeing she wasn’t desperate to get out from under him, he sat up on his haunches. She lifted her skirts, so he could see she wasn’t wearing any panties and spread her legs. He took in a long, greedy look at her bare pussy, excited to see she was wet. His hard cock was straining against his pants.

“Why don’t you take those off?” she said.

“Oh, Daisy, I knew you felt the same way too,” he replied, frantically wriggling out of his pants.

As he bent over to slide them off, she wrapped her legs around his neck, clamping it between her thighs. With a determined twist, she rolled him onto the floor. He grabbed at her legs, but this time, she had both strength and leverage on her side. With his legs tangled in his pants, he could do nothing as she locked her ankles together to tighten the scissor hold.

“You’ve been dreaming about being between my legs,” she said. “I hope it lives up to your expectations.”

“Daisy… can’t… breathe…” he gasped.

“That’s the idea, stoopid!”

She sighed. Boys went plain dumb at the sight of a girl with bare breasts and spread legs. They’d probably die of thirst rather than take their eyes away from the objects of their desire. Bobby was turning a nice shade of blue in the face, which meant he wasn’t far from passing out. She squeezed a little tighter to hurry him along.

Once he was under, she would just have to get him fixed. There was no way she would risk getting caught in that position again with his pants off. She felt a pang of guilt tighten her chest. Getting him fixed was a wife’s prerogative. Her mother had told her so, all those many years ago.

It had started as one of those conversations where Daisy had asked why they didn’t have more brothers and sisters to play with. Her mother had said that she and Daisy’s father couldn’t make any more babies.

She’d said, “Daisy, dear, as the woman of the house, it’s your right to say no if you don’t want to make any more babies. All you have to do is make sure you get your husband snipped and everything will be fine.”

Daisy had told her mother she didn’t understand what she had meant by ‘snipped.’ Her mother had pursed her lips, considering how to explain herself in a polite and decent manner to a young girl.

“Well, it has a long, fancy name. Vasectomy. It’s kinda like what we do to the sheep and cattle. There’s a special doctor in town who knows how to do it. I took your daddy to see the doctor to get it done. Now we can still love one another as man and wife, but we can’t make any more babies. We’re so much happier now.”

It had been the best piece of advice her mother could have given her, as Daisy was quite certain she didn’t want to have any babies at all, but especially not with Bobby! Bobby had said he didn’t want another woman for his wife, so it was only fair she should take that responsibility.

She didn’t want the bother of getting him into town for the doctor to do it though. She’d have to hog-tie him and, given how big he was now, how would she ever lift him into the back of the pickup truck? When he woke up, he would holler his head off too.

No, she would just have to do it herself. She’d helped her mother snip hundreds, if not thousands, of sheep and cattle beasts on the farm. A man wouldn’t be much different. It was easy: just two small cuts, a squeeze to pop them out of the sac and then two little snips. In most cases, there wasn’t even a need to sew up the cuts. They were so small they healed up by themselves.

From the moment her mother had given her that treasured piece of advice, she had planned to give her own husband the snip as soon as they were married. If getting snipped had made her mommy and daddy so happy, what better gift could she give her husband on their wedding night? She let out a soft sigh. She could hardly wait.

Bobby was now limp between her legs, so she gently eased him out of the scissor hold and rested his head on the floor. He was out cold. That was good, as there was no time like the present to get him fixed.

She hurried to the bathroom and fetched the jar of Lidocaine, a pair of manicure scissors and a needle and thread. Returning to Bobby, she finished removing his pants and boxer shorts and spread his legs. She gasped. She knew her brother had a manly erection, but now she saw his cock and balls bared for the first time, she found their size astonishing.

His cock was limp now, but she wondered what it would feel like to have it inside her, pumping her tight, little pussy? Would it even fit? She gave him a good swab of Lidocaine to numb his balls and then another for luck. Just as she did with the bulls, she pinched the skin of his sac to make a fold for a neat cut.

“This will make you feel much better, big brother,” she said, as she eased a magnificent testicle from the soft flesh.

The size of it made her gasp. He would cum like a stallion if he were full to the brim. No wonder he was mad with lust! She stretched the cord taut and allowed herself a moment to appreciate how pleasurable it was to give it a little snip.

Feeling light-headed and breathless with excitement, she opened up the other side to liberate his second sex organ. It was as large as the first and positively loaded with cum. No wonder men couldn’t think straight. As she cut the second cord, she wondered why her mommy had deprived herself of the pleasure of snipping her daddy.

She let out a deep, satisfied sigh as she stitched up Bobby’s sac, admiring how lovely and flat it looked now it was empty. He would feel like a new man when he woke up.

“I love you too, big brother,” she said, leaning down to give him a delicate kiss on his lips. “But it’s just not right to think about putting a baby in your sister.”

She kissed him again, even though he didn’t respond. So, she lay down next to him and kissed him tenderly on the lips, remembering the force with which he had kissed her before and the feeling of his hard cock rubbing on her pussy.

Kissing his sleeping lips with more passion, she reached between her legs to find her pleasure button. She was already slippery with the juices of her sex. As she surged towards a delicious orgasm, she thought about how happy they would be now she had snipped his balls, just like her mommy had said. Now, they would be just like her mommy and daddy, and happy forever.


The Six Stages of Separation

Becky watched her boyfriend Scott while he slept. He was mostly a pretty decent boyfriend. He had a good job, made good money and looked after her well. She couldn’t complain about his looks either. He had sandy blonde hair, a handsome, masculine face and a strong, muscular body. The only thing that bothered her about him was that he could be a real bastard in bed.

She carefully touched his leg. He stirred briefly and went back to sleep. She inched her hand up slowly until she found his cock. He had a good cock too, longer than average and nice and thick. She just wanted to have it on her terms sometimes, rather than getting it slammed into her pussy like a jackhammer until he came.

Even though he remained asleep, it twitched and swelled at her touch. Scott mumbled contentedly in his sleep. She slid down to his balls, his two solid globes dangling in their special pouch. Scott had been hesitant at first when she’d asked him to groom himself, to trim his pubic hair and shave his balls, but he had taken to it, especially if she did it for him.

She was very happy to do it for him. It gave her more opportunities to handle them without it being necessary to have sex. She stroked his smooth balls, feeling the firm round glands swimming around in their sac, as she searched for the thin, cord-like tubes that carried his cum. They were the only thing anchoring his balls to his body outside of his sac.

She felt her pussy grow warm and wet, and the trembling excitement that flowed through her body as she found them. They were so thin… so vulnerable. But she also felt guilty as she touched them. The fantasy she’d been having for some time now was wrong. She wished she could make it go away somehow, but the more it occupied her thoughts, the more she liked the idea.

“Hell, baby. What is your fascination with my balls?” said Scott, opening his eyes.

She started, not realising he was awake. “Oh, nothing. Just a girl’s fascination.”

“It’s a bit strange,” he said.

“Why? I don’t say you’re strange because you’re fascinated with my breasts.”

He rolled over and put his hand on each of her breasts and kneaded them as she had done, only he was more forceful, and his cock was getting hard.

“Not just your sweet tits,” he said, sliding the straps of her nightgown down her arms to bare her breasts. He gave one a playful slap and she squealed. “Yeah, that’s what you like isn’t it. Good girls don’t want nice men. They want a bad boy who’ll treat ‘em rough.”

“Can I just play with your balls instead?” She squeezed them firmly in each hand. “Oh, yeah, you feel pretty full.” She couldn’t stop the thought from springing into her mind and then out of her mouth. “Hell, it’s so sexy to feel them loaded up with cum and ready to go.”

She wasn’t referring to him having an orgasm when she said, ‘ready to go.’ She was voicing her fantasy, the one about how much she wanted to snip them off.

He rolled over and pinned her to the mattress. “Baby, I’ve got an itch that needs a scratch.”

He pulled her panties to one side and thrust himself inside her. It was lucky she was wet from thinking about her fantasy, otherwise it would have hurt. Even then, he was big and stretched her to her limit as he pounded her roughly, hammering his cock into her cervix like he wanted to make it hurt. She winced with each thrust, realising she would be sore afterwards anyway.

He grunted with pleasure and he forced himself in and out of her. “Hell, your pussy is so tight, I could do this for hours,” he said, burying himself balls deep inside her.

When he was in this mood, sex felt like he was punching her in the stomach from the inside. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried not to cry out, hoping it wouldn’t take too long for him to cum. It never did, but even a brief rough ride could make her sore for days.

After a few minutes, he let out a deep grunt and she felt his hot cum explode into her pussy. Opening her eyes, she accepted his brief kiss as he rolled off and out of bed.

While he showered, she lay in bed and finished herself off, gently fingering her clit while she let her mind play out her fantasy. How would she do it? It could only happen once. It would be really sexy to dress up in her most revealing lingerie and work him into a frenzy of lust. Just before she sent him over the edge, she’d snip his cords, denying him any pleasure and taking it all for herself. He wasn’t concerned about her pleasure, so it would only be fair to do him that way.

It would also be super sexy to snip each one just as he spurted his load. Damn, why were there so many important decisions to make in a fantasy? She thought about what it would be like afterwards, wandering around the house in her sexiest outfits, lacy lingerie, short skirts and low-cut tops. She could sit on his face and make him give her oral tribute while she toyed with the loose flap of his empty sac, forcing his tongue deep into her pussy while she pinched it to remind him of what he’d lost.

She gasped. How had her mind stumbled onto that idea? It was new and exciting and ramped up her arousal enough to send her over the edge. Scott had turned off the shower, so she buried her face in the pillow to suppress her moans as she came, feeling the gush of hot pussy juice wetting her hand.

Hell, were these fantasies normal? She felt strange as the wave of arousal passed. She’d cum hard at the idea of castrating Scott and then taunting him about it. Perhaps she needed to get help.

Once Scott had dressed, eaten and gone to work, she opened her laptop and browser, searching in incognito mode. She typed the following into the search bar: are castration fantasies normal for women?

The search engine returned 1,690,000 results… ‘approximately,’ it said. She let out a small harrumph. It proved one point. There was plenty of material about the topic on the web. She browsed a few pages, which seemed relevant. There was mixed information on the topic. Some sites suggested it was a common fantasy for both women and men. Others said it was nonsense.

After an hour of reading, she didn’t feel any wiser about if it was normal. She even found one page with a series of accounts from women who had supposedly done it to their boyfriends and husbands. Most sounded like they had done it out of revenge, not for the sexual gratification of totally dominating a man.

She tried searching on those terms and a listing popped up that immediately caught her eye: Bachelorettes: For girls who love to dominate. She clicked through to the website, expecting to see dark, gloomy dungeon-like imagery commonly associated with bondage and sadomasochism.

Instead, the Bachelorettes site was bright, colourful and filled with images of very sexy and feminine women taking charge of bound, submissive men. She looked at more pages, but in order to engage with other members, she had to create a profile.

Hell, was it safe to put her personal information into a strange website? She chewed a nail and thought about it for a moment. She had to find out more and this site looked like her best lead yet. With her heart a flutter, she signed up and followed the instructions to verify her account.

Now with full access to the website, she could see there were hundreds of women discussing many topics: bondage, pegging, chastity cages… it made Becky’s heart pound with excitement. Eventually, she found a subforum called The Castaway Club. The listing read: A club dedicated to sharing the ultimate pleasure of perfect male domination by women. Members only. New members require moderator approval.

Becky sucked in a deep breath. This was her best lead yet. Without hesitation, she hit apply. After a moment, a chat box popped up. Becky gasped. She’d expected a form or a questionnaire, not another person—presumably another woman—asking her questions in real time.

Chanel: Hi. What’s your name?

Becky: Becky.

Chanel: Is that your real name or a user handle?

Becky: It’s my real name.

Chanel: Okay, Becky. Why do you want to apply for our club?

Becky’s fingers hovered above the keyboard. Could she tell a complete stranger? She started to type, realising the only way forward was to dive headfirst into the rabbit hole.

Becky: I’ve been having fantasies about castrating my boyfriend. Sexual fantasies, not out of revenge. It turns me on. I was hoping to talk to other women about it, to find out if it’s normal.

Chanel: Appreciate the honesty, Becky. Trust is the second most important aspect of the club. Do you want to talk to me about it for a start?

Becky: That would be great, if you have the time.

Chanel: LOL, of course! How often are you having these fantasies?

Becky: At first, not much at all. Now it seems like I’m having them all the time. And they’re getting wilder every time.

Chanel: What triggers them off?

Becky: I have them every time I have sex with my boyfriend. His name is Scott. He likes it rough. While I dream about getting the chance to dominate him, he’s a strong man and always gets his own way in bed.

Chanel: A woman has a different strength, but few women know how to use it. How do your fantasies play out?

Becky: The one that currently turns me on is the idea of working him up to the biggest orgasm of his life and then snipping them off while he’s still pumping his load.

She neglected to mention that even typing it into a chat box made her wet between the legs.

Chanel: Then what’s holding you back from doing it?

Becky: Well, y’know… it’s just a fantasy. Nobody does it for real, right?

Chanel: Honey, you’re a classic stage four, also known as ‘the denial stage.’

Becky: Stage four? Of what?

Chanel: Of The Six Stages of Separation, as in separating a man from his balls.

Becky couldn’t quite believe what she was reading. She continued to type.

Becky: But doing that to a man… it’s so naughty!

Chanel: You wanna let him use you as a sex toy whenever he’s full of cum? Or do you want to discover the exquisite pleasure that comes from absolute sexual domination of a man? Listen, I love to give a man a damned good pegging as much as the next girl, but if you really want to go to the next level, and onto the highest level, nothing comes close to snipping off his balls.

Becky was trembling with trepidation and excitement. The way Chanel was talking, women were actually castrating men—for real—and entirely for their own personal pleasure. She nervously typed her next response.

Becky: Are you being serious? It’s a one-way ride. Once he’s been done… there’s no more sex.

Chanel: Well, men lose their desire to have sex and aren’t able to cum, but you can give him a pill to make him go nice and hard. Then you can enjoy sex when you want it, for as long as you want it. There’s a pill that makes them stiff for about six hours. Has Scott ever lasted that long?

Becky: Seven minutes is his record.

Chanel: Oh, honey, what the hell are you waiting for? Look, I’ll post you a link to the stages. Read up about it, then get back to me. If you’re interested in going further, we’ll do all the checks and if all is good, we’ll welcome you into the club. Later, honey. Sweet dreams!

Becky: Thanks. Bye for now.

She waited for the link to post and immediately followed it to the article titled: The Six Stages of Separation.

It read: There are six distinct stages a woman passes through in her developing fascination with castrating a man. Arguably, there are many more subtle stages, but for the purpose of setting a framework for the topic, we shall treat it as six. They are as follows:

Stage one: The woman develops a fascination with male sexual organs in a more intimate way than normal male / female sexual curiosity. This usually manifests as wanting to learn about male genitalia at a biological level, but not out of scientific curiosity, but as a form of sexual desire in which she draws gratification from understanding how that part of the man’s body works.

Stage two: Between the first two phases, a woman will typically ask her regular sex partner to groom their pubic hair and shave their testicles to allow more intimate handling and exploration. This is often the stage when she will start fantasising about castration and become aroused by the idea of doing it.

Stage three: The woman fantasises about castration and achieves orgasm while indulging in the fantasy. Fantasies usually begin as situations where she can dominate a man, by using an elastration band on his testicles or another means of binding them into a constricted pouch to prevent ejaculation. As this stage develops, she usually fantasises about the full removal of the testicles and the various scenarios about the manner in which it can be done.

Stage four: The woman wants to realise her fantasy, but convinces herself it is still only a fantasy because people view the practice as taboo. Many women do not progress beyond stage four.

Stage five: The woman realises her fantasy by watching another woman perform a castration. Women who reach stage five invariably progress to stage six.

Stage six: The woman learns how to perform a castration herself and fully realises her fantasy as an act of total sexual domination of a man for her own gratification.

Becky was fanning her face with both hands and letting out deep breaths by the time she had finished reading the article. She was most definitely a stage four. Now that she was conscious of the fact, she knew she wanted to progress to stage five.

She logged on to Bachelorettes again and found The Castaway Club. After a brief discussion with Chanel about how she had to verify her real identity, she was on her way to becoming a full member. She spent the rest of the day in a state of nervous excitement, unable to concentrate on any task.

By the time Scott arrived home from work, she was so giddy with anticipation she felt like she’d had a few too many glasses of wine.

Scott had a hungry look in his eye. “I’ve been thinking about your sweet, little pussy all day.”

She bit her lip, realising he was horny as hell, but she didn’t want to have sex.

“I’m sore from this morning,” she replied.

He approached her and gently ran his hands down her shoulders and over her breasts. “Oh now, you aren’t telling your man he can’t have a little relief after a long, hard day, are you?”

“Maybe later. I’m not in the mood right now.”

He massaged her breasts, pinching the nipples to make them go hard. “Maybe now,” he said, grabbing her by the shoulders, spinning her about and pushing her down onto the couch. “You’re such a cock tease, poking out your big tits, making me want your pussy even more and then saying ‘no’.”

She squirmed and struggled, but he was much too strong for her to resist.

“Yeah, that’s a good girl,” he said, unzipping his jeans. “I know you like it when I’m bad. I know you like it rough.”

“Scott, stop!” she said, her voice muffled from being face first in the cushions.

He pulled up her skirt and pulled down her panties. Then he was working his way inside her from behind.

“Scott!” she yelled, freeing her face.

He spanked her hard on the ass, and she yelped. “Oh, yeah! My girl deserves a hard spanking for being such a naughty cock tease,” he said, spanking her hard again.

The pain came as bright, white light, stunning her senses. He pounded her pussy, with soft, guttural laughs as he spanked her butt hard again and again.

“Maybe I should roll you over and spank your titties… or give your pussy a good spanking, so you don’t have to lie to me about it being sore.”

Mercifully, the rough stuff set him off and he came fast. Becky panted with relief.

Scott wrapped his arms around her. “Oh, baby, you’re enough to drive a man wild,” he said. “If you weren’t so damned sexy, I could control myself. But you make me lose my head.”

All she could think as he lay on top of her was: you could control yourself perfectly well if you didn’t have any balls.

* * *

Becky received a notification the following morning from Chanel. As soon as Scott had gone to work, she logged on to check it out. It said they had approved her membership. She was now welcome to attend members only nights. They held them every Friday and Sunday in a private theatre out the back of a popular nightclub. She squealed with delight. Today was Friday, so she wouldn’t have to wait long.

She spent the day getting ready, choosing what to wear and eventually settling on a sexy, form-fitting black dress with a plunging neckline. She showered and took her time doing her hair, combing the long, wavy black locks until they shone. Then she messaged her friend Denise.

Becky: Hey, babe. If Scott messages or calls, can you tell him I’m with you tonight? Got an invitation to a private club and I don’t want him getting jealous.

Denise: Oo! Sounds spicy. Anything you want to share with a friend?

Becky: Promise I’ll fill you in after I’ve been.

Denise: No worries, doll. I’ll sort out your gorilla if he gets paranoid.

Becky fired off a few hugs and kisses. She made sure when Scott got home that she was ready to go, but wearing a long raincoat, so he couldn’t see she had dolled herself up to the nines. She told him she was having a girl’s night with Denise and that she would be staying the night.

He grumbled a bit, but didn’t complain when she gave him a sweet peck on the lips and squeezed his cock. Then she was off, into a cab and on her way to the club.

The entrance to The Castaway Club was down a side alley and through a back entrance in the building. The lobby was austere with dim lighting and a simple booth where a glamorous brunette checked her in and took her raincoat.

The brunette invited her to go through to the club. As she passed through the security door, she was delighted to see a comfortable lounge, with plush cream couches and chairs, a table of mouthwatering canapés and a bar. There was soft music playing in the background, and the tone of the conversation from the women was exciting.

They were all stunning visions of sophisticated feminine sexuality, and Becky felt pleased she had dressed well for their company. They were all relaxed with one another, deep in conversation and clearly enjoying the camaraderie in the genuine way people do when they have a strong personal connection.

She felt a hand on her arm and turned to see a slender redhead with bright green eyes and ruby lips.

“You must be Becky,” she said. “You impressed me from the start, by actually using your real name. That’s why you’re here tonight, because trust is the second most important part of The Castaway Club.”

“What’s the first?” asked Becky.

“Why, watching a man get trimmed, of course!”

“Chanel,” Becky breathed, hardly knowing what else to say.

Chanel gave her a mischievous wink. “Let’s grab a bite and a drink to help get you into the mood. I can’t wait to get to know you better.”

Chanel was a perfect hostess, seeing that Becky received the finest hospitality and introducing her to all the members of the club. Without exception, they greeted her warmly and made her feel welcome. Becky’s head was spinning by the time they went through to the theatre for the main event. She took her seat as the lights lowered to absolute darkness.

There was an excited murmur of anticipation from the other women as the lights came up on the stage. It was bare apart from what appeared to be a dentist’s chair and a small trolley covered with a white cloth. The chair had belts along the arm and footrests, evidently used to immobilise its occupant.

From the entrance, a spotlight shone on a nurse, although she wasn’t like any nurse Becky had ever seen. She was incredibly glamorous, not to mention having curves that could make a man cum in his pants in seconds. Her uniform, if that was an adequate term to describe it, was a one-piece, skin tight dress that barely covered her panties. She had pulled the zip down at the front to reveal her generous bust. She also had white lace-top, thigh-high stockings, high heels and a small box cap with a red cross on the front.

The sight of the nurse made Becky’s head swim with desire. She’d never found other women attractive before, but this woman radiated unadulterated sexuality. She was so profoundly alluring she made Becky’s pussy grow warm and moist. Becky wanted to rise from her chair and kneel at the nurse’s feet in the hope she would grant her the perfect pleasure her aura promised.

The nurse glided down the aisle with the stride of a catwalk model, and Becky saw she was holding a leash tied to the neck of a young man, delirious with lust, some other substance or both. He was wearing only a shirt and a pair of boxers. He was good-looking too and reminded her a little of Scott: blonde, with square jaw and a firm, muscular physique.

The way he scrambled after the nurse made him look like a hopeless puppy, eagerly following its mistress even though it didn’t know how to walk on a leash. The nurse led him with such a firm hand that the sight made Becky hold her breath. She was amazing: a vision of feminine sexuality and confidence.

Without missing a step, she led him onto the stage to the chair. As if she were untying a ribbon, she took the leash from his neck and tossed it into the darkness.

“Are you a bad boy?” she demanded.

Her tone was authoritative, but her voice was womanly and melodic. Again, Becky admired how she could be so feminine and so powerful at the same time. She wished she had such strength. The man shook his head. The nurse repeated her question with a firmer tone and slowly unzipped her dress another inch. A smile spread across his face and he nodded.

“I thought so,” said the nurse.

She pressed a hand to his chest and shoved him into the chair as if he were a rag doll. “And bad boys have to be punished.”

The man’s grin was almost as wide as his face as she secured his arms to the chair with the belts along each arm, making sure she gave him a good look at her cleavage as she did so. Once she had strapped him down, she tapped the controls on the side of the chair, reclining it until he was fully prone and eye level with her bust, but tilted up sufficiently to provide the anonymous audience a clear view along the length of his body.

Then she wheeled the small trolley to the side of the chair. Like the leash, she removed the cloth and flung it away into the darkness. From the trolley, she produced a pair of scissors with long blades. She used them to slice off his boxers, making each cut with a precise, audible snip.

The man looked happy to have his boxers removed in any manner that suited the nurse. His erection was already plump and proud. Becky felt her pussy throb. He looked so vulnerable with his stiff rod sticking out from between his shirt tails and his heavy balls dangling below. The nurse adjusted the chair again, parting the leg rests, spreading the man’s legs.

“Are you a bad boy?” she asked, more seductively this time, as she took his cock in her hand.

He nodded eagerly, and she rewarded him with a few sensuous strokes. As she did so, she raised a metal bar from below the man’s exposed crotch. It was a single miniature calliper, with a fine claw grip. She gathered his balls between her thumb and forefinger and fitted them to the stirrup so the skin of his sac bulged as a tight pouch in the restraint.

She asked him her question again, and he nodded, even though he wasn’t sure about what she would do next. The nurse produced what Becky first thought was a fluffy household duster. Then she realised it was a small toy whip, the kind used in casual bondage foreplay.

There was nothing casual about the way the nurse used it, giving him ten strokes to his cock and balls with the full force of her arm. He winced with each stroke, but didn’t cry out. She rewarded him by stroking his cock, again asking him her singular question.

He nodded, more nervously this time. She stopped stroking and gave him a resigned shrug, before delivering twenty strong lashes to his erection and strangled balls. Becky fanned her face with her hand and blew out a breath. It was unusual, kinky, but also incredibly arousing. She was glad she’d put in a tampon because she was getting wetter than she’d ever been in her life. If this was going to go all the way, she felt like she would drench the seat with her juices.

She wondered if the other women were feeling the same, and reached for her purse, fumbling around until she found her travel pack of tissues. She grabbed the whole wad and stuffed it into her panties.

The nurse turned to face her unseen audience. “More?”

There was only the sound of women with excited breath.

She nodded with approval. “More!”

The nurse counted the lashes, delivering thirty, one after the other, in quick succession. When she had finished, the man had lost his erection, the pain overwhelming any sense of pleasure. The nurse stroked his face and he opened his eyes, relieved to see she wasn’t poised to deliver another set.

“Oh, sweetheart, did it hurt?” she asked him softly.

He nodded.

“Oh, you poor dear, I’ll make it better for you. That’s what nurses do.”

She unzipped her dress further and slipped a hand inside to lift out her magnificent breasts. Becky’s eyes widened, as did the man’s. They were perfectly round and stuck straight out, with tiny brown nipples already hard with her arousal. She stood beside the man so they filled his vision, took his cock and stroked it back to hardness.

“Is that better?” she asked sweetly.

“I’m still a bit sore,” said the man, with puppy dog eyes.

She kept stroking, working the full length of his shaft. His breathing quickened as she pleasured him and his eyes remained hungry for her breasts.

“How about now?” she asked.

“It still hurts,” said the man.

“Oh, that’s not good at all!” said the nurse. “Let me give you something for the pain.”

She stopped stroking and searched the trolley, producing a hypodermic needle. She tapped the side and pressed the plunger to release any air. Then she injected the contents into his balls.

“They’ll feel much better soon,” she said, with a small smile.

Disposing of the used needle, she turned her back to the man, wriggled out of her panties so he had a full view of her bottom as she bent over and stepped out of them. Standing tall, she raised the silky white fabric to her nose, slowly relishing the scent of her sex, letting out a long, satisfied sigh with each breath.

Becky felt a powerful pang of arousal. It wasn’t driven from a desire to have sex with the nurse, but from the absolute pleasure she took from her own sexuality, as if the scent of her juices were the ambrosia of the gods.

Finally, she offered her panties to the man, placing them under his nose as if they were a precious gift. He breathed in her aroma and swallowed hard with desire.

“Now it’s time for your treatment,” she said, taking a clear silicone penis pump from the trolley.

She lubed the inside and slid it down the length of his cock. Then she fitted a tube to the tip and switched on a machine which provided suction. Becky imagined it must feel like getting an intense blow job. The look on the man’s face confirmed it was having the desired effect. He threw his head back and started to sigh deeply.

Meanwhile, the nurse readied a scalpel and a pair of surgical clippers. Becky gasped. This was it! The nurse was going to castrate the man and she would see every moment. Her heart pounded and her pussy throbbed with excitement.

Becky was surprised as the nurse made her first incision. She imagined she would need to make a much larger cut, not a small one that was barely half an inch long. With a gentle pull on the callipers, his testicle popped free from his sac. The nurse grasped it with her fingertips, drawing it out slowly, ensuring everyone could see as she gripped the cord in the jaws of her clippers.

The air was heavy with feminine musk, the collective scent of the audience’s lust. The nurse made sure everyone heard the snip. She held up the severed organ for the audience to see, before dropping it into a preserving jar.

Becky swallowed. The Castaway Club collected their trophies. She wondered where they stored them and how many they had. More to the point, would they let her peruse the collection?

Her attention returned to the nurse, who had readied the man’s remaining ball for extraction. She eased it from his sac and removed the callipers, which were no longer required. The man didn’t know what was happening. He was focused on the machine pumping his cock and groaning with pleasure.

The nurse seemed to time her trimming to the man reaching his peak. As he sucked in a deep breath, ready for his cum to explode from his cock, she snipped the last cord. As she completed the ritual, Becky felt overwhelmed by how the nurse remained completely in control at every stage.

Even as a vision of the most feminine and sexually desirable woman she had ever seen, she was also totally dominant, keeping the man utterly submissive. The nurse stood over him, her bare breasts heaving with excitement.

“Are you a bad boy?” she asked with a tone of absolute finality.

The man clenched his teeth, desperate for the moment of release and the relief of ejaculation. The pump continued to torment his swollen cock, hungry to drain his cum.

The nurse smiled. “Bad boys don’t get to cum,” she said, raising the jar with his stolen sex organs. “Now we have your balls, there will be no more hot cum squirting from your cock… ever again!”

Becky couldn’t hold back. She didn’t need any physical stimulation to orgasm. It gripped her entire body, and she cried out with the intensity of the pleasure. Any moment of self-consciousness vanished as she heard the moans of pleasure from the other women scattered in the darkness.

And at last, the man realised everything that had happened. The nurse had taken out his balls while a room full of women had watched. The nurse stitched up his sac while the women caught their breath.

Then there was a photo opportunity, which the nurse described as a chance to get a memento in case they needed to have a quickie later on. Becky made sure she got a nice close-up of the man’s now limp cock and his empty sac. Damn, it looked sexy!

* * *

The next morning, Becky felt like a new woman. She slept as late as she could before she had to check out from her hotel room.

After a pleasant brunch with coffee and croissants, she went to the lingerie store and bought herself a new outfit: a white lace thong, a matching bra that barely contained her breasts and a translucent white baby-doll nightdress with a split up one side to her waist. It looked damned sexy on her.

Then she booked herself into the salon for the works: a massage, facial, full leg wax and a Brazilian. By the time she was done, she felt completely transformed. It was like a part of her had been asleep all her life and now it was fully awake. She put on the lingerie and covered herself with her raincoat for the cab ride home.

Scott was waiting. He looked eager to cash in on the promise she had left him with the previous night. He rose from the couch with a glint in his eye that burst into flame at the sight of her looking so radiant.

“Baby, I’ve got an itch that really needs a scratch.”

She slowly unbuttoned her raincoat and watched his eyes pop as she threw it aside. He took three strides towards her before she stopped him with her palm, planting it squarely in the middle of his chest. She put her fingers under his chin, forcing him to look her in the eye and shook her head. His expression changed immediately. He looked like a puppy scolded by its mistress.

She drove him backward to the couch and shoved him into it, much as the nurse had done to the man the night before. Then she slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and lowered them to give him a view of her smooth, bare mound, pausing before she revealed her pussy lips. He swallowed and blinked at the sight, his erection becoming rock solid in his pants.

“Take a good look at my beautiful pussy,” she said, pausing to let him savour the view. Then she whipped her panties up again. “Because that’s as close as you’re going to get to it tonight. You’re sleeping on the couch!”

His jaw dropped, but he didn’t argue or complain. It was just as Chanel had said. A woman had a different strength: the power of her sexuality. After seeing the nurse in action, Becky had found it in herself. Now, Scott was hers to do with as she willed.

“Goodnight, Scotty. Sweet dreams. Don’t spend all night jerking yourself off.”

She smiled sweetly, went to the bedroom, and lay down on the bed with her phone.

Becky: Book me in with a plus one for members only night tomorrow.

Chanel: Wonderful! I’ll let the nurse know we’re having a double feature.

Becky: Can you also let her know that she’ll be getting an assistant?

Chanel: Oh, honey! Congratulations! I’ll make sure we have the champagne on ice.

Becky licked her lips as she put down her phone. Scott liked it rough, so she’d make sure he got it good and rough when she whipped his cock and balls. She knew she would have to fore-go the pleasure of taking out his balls. The nurse would have to do that part until she’d learned how to do it herself, but she was going to make damned sure she would be the one to clip each cord.

She took a deep breath and pulled up the picture on her phone of the man’s neatly stitched, emptied sac. It would be fun to play with Scott after she’d had him done too. She let out a contented sigh. It felt really damned good to reach stage six at last.


Cleaning Up The Town

As the Sheriff of Hope Town, Jim Cole had learned his job was more about maintaining the peace than any actual need to keep it. The small agricultural community had no crime to report. The population comprised around fifty families, principally farmers and their wives. They were hard-working men who all shared the same problem that went with the lifestyle: very little free time.

So they played hard too, which meant they slapped their wives around a bit, especially if a woman wasn’t pleasing her man in the bedroom. A few were partial to giving their wives a whipping just to blow off steam. However, most liked to give their wives a regular spanking, just to let them know who was in charge.

There was even an old saying amongst the men of the town: a good woman is a properly spanked woman. The sheriff could spot a freshly spanked woman by the subtle, stiff gait of their walk. It came from pressing their thighs together so they didn’t stretch the muscles in their bottoms. A free stride came with the constant reminder of still smarting cheeks.

He’d tip his hat, wish them good morning, and then admire the view from behind as they continued to waddle down the street. He often wondered if their cheeks were still bright red from the way many walked. The thought of it gave him a nice swelling in his pants.

If he had a woman at home, he’d probably give her a good spanking every now and again too. If a little domestic discipline was necessary to keep the peace, then so be it.

However, as sheriff, there was a fine line with these matters, so he had to be seen to be maintaining law and order and promoting decent behaviour within the community. If he thought a husband had gone too far, it was a simple matter of meeting up with him for a beer and quietly suggesting he not be so rough next time.

In his fifteen years as sheriff, he’d never received a single complaint from any of the women in town. If there were no complaints, they all must have believed they deserved it.

So, all was well in Hope Town until the day Ms Krystal Cane rode into town in her white Mustang convertible. Ms Cane was a single woman of undisclosed independent wealth. She was also a fox and not shy about letting people know it. She was a classic platinum blonde beauty with a Barbie doll face and a body to match. With her arrival, Sheriff Cole knew change was coming, and not the kind he liked.

Sheriff Cole kept his distance as she stepped out of her car. She wore a body hugging dress, low-cut at the top, with an equally short skirt to display her long, slender legs. If he wasn’t naturally suspicious by nature, he’d likely make a move on her before any other single man had the same idea.

Fortunately, there were very few single men in Hope Town. He snorted a laugh, wondering if she was the kind of woman who liked a man in uniform. He snapped out of his daydream and watched her go into the general store, which also provided most of the essential services required in the small town.

On this occasion, she would collect the keys to the Old Wiseman Manor, which had been in that family for generations before its only surviving descendant had passed. The benefactors of the estate had no interest in moving to a small town, so they happily sold it to its new owner, Ms Krystal Cane.

And that was the fact that bothered Sheriff Cole the most: what did a wealthy, glamorous young woman want with an old manor in the middle of nowhere? Surely she was the type who wanted to be in the middle of a big city, where she could attend lavish parties, go shopping and get pampered in beauty salons. The only pampering the women of Hope Town received was a good spanking on the bottom.

Sheriff Cole smacked his lips, wondering if there was an old statute that would allow him to give her delicious round bottom a sound spanking if she disturbed the peace. It made his cock hard just thinking about it.

Ms Krystal Cane proceeded to disturb the peace, but not in any manner that allowed him to intervene, or give her a spanking, much to his disappointment. She held a party one afternoon, inviting all the women from the town to her newly refurbished manor.

Sheriff Cole got his hands on an invitation, although it wasn’t for him. According to the invitation, Ms Cane was putting on a full spread, using out-of-town caterers to provide her guests with fine food and French wine. As far as Sheriff Cole could surmise, every woman in town had accepted, which meant leaving their husbands waiting at the table much later than they liked to be served their dinner.

The following day, it came as no surprise when Sheriff Cole saw the most spanked bottoms he’d ever seen on one occasion. Aside from the fact it gave him a happy, swollen cock to see the women walking around the small town centre like a parade of ducks, it looked comical.

Clearly, the men of Hope Town did not approve of ladies only parties. He decided it was time to pay Ms Cane a visit to suggest she didn’t disturb the routine of their peaceful little town any further. He also wanted to find out what her real motivations were for setting up house so far from the big city.

Ms Cane had spared no expense in the refurbishment of the Old Wiseman Manor. The grounds were groomed, the exterior had a new paint job and even the windows were spotless. Nobody bothered to clean their windows in the country. Nature did it for them. The dust made them dirty and the rain cleaned it away. He scoffed under his breath at her excessive behaviour.

He strode up the front steps and rapped his knuckles on the doorframe, as the door was already open. Nobody answered. He hollered out to see if anyone was home.

“Come in, Sheriff. I’m just making tea,” Krystal Cane called back.

Her voice was astonishing, even though she had raised it to be heard. It had a soothing, melodic quality, as if he were listening to a woman with a beautiful singing voice.

He wiped his boots on the mat, stepped inside and removed his hat, holding it to his chest. She’d had the interior renovated too, but had kept the original character of the colonial manor, simply bringing it back to new. Krystal emerged from the kitchen, holding a tray with a steaming teapot and two cups.

“Come in! Come in! Do take a seat, Sheriff. I’ve been so looking forward to meeting you.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said, struggling to get the words out clearly, as the sight of her put a lump in his throat, as well as his groin. What he’d taken for Barbie doll looks did her no justice up close. She had pale aquamarine eyes, which she enhanced with long, black lashes and dark eyeliner to affect a piercing gaze. Her lips were full and painted a rosy pink. She wore a shimmering black gossamer dress, gathered under her generous breasts with a silver spiral clasp.

She sat on the couch and served tea. Sheriff Cole nervously sat opposite. It was an uncommon feeling for him. As an officer of the law, he rarely felt nerves in any confrontation, pleasant or otherwise.

“Just thought I’d stop in to welcome you to the town,” he said.

She placed a cup of tea in front of him and invited him to take cream or sugar if he liked.

“Hard to believe you had a party here last night,” he said, scanning the room. There wasn’t the slightest suggestion that fifty women had been to visit.

“My caterers see to every detail,” she said with her enchanting voice. “Which includes cleaning up.”

She let out a breathy giggle as if the idea she had done the cleaning up herself was preposterous. Sheriff Cole paid her closer attention, which made him feel uneasy again, as he didn’t want to reveal that he found her very attractive. His eyes kept wandering to the silver spiral broach tucked at the base of her cleavage.

“How’s law and order in Hope Town, Sheriff?” she said, sipping her tea.

“Fine, ma’am. Some men weren’t so pleased with you keeping their womenfolk out so late last night, but they seem to have the matter resolved.”

“You can look, Sheriff. I really don’t mind.”

Sheriff Cole pulled his eyes away from the glittering spiral broach, sitting so tantalisingly between her exposed breasts.

“Beg your pardon, ma’am?”

“Krystal,” she said. “You may be the Sheriff of the town, but you’re still a man. I have lovely, big breasts and I don’t mind if you want to admire them.”

“I was taken by your broach,” he said, scooping up his tea to take a swig.

“Relax, Sheriff,” she said softly, holding him in her mesmerising gaze. “You’re simply looking at a beautiful woman who has full, round breasts. I’m flattered that you like them so much.”

With a simple gesture, she led his gaze from her eyes back to the spiral broach. With a slow, deft sweep of her hand, she pushed the fabric aside so he could see the edges of her areolae. His gaze shifted between her eyes, her breasts and the silver spiral. He developed a deep, aching desire in his crotch that made his head spin.

“Ms Cane, I don’t know if it’s appropriate—”

“Relax, Sheriff. You’re a man, I’m a woman. I like being admired. It’s not illegal, is it?”

“No, ma’am, but—”

“Then relax and enjoy it,” she said. “And please, call me Krystal.”

Sheriff Cole carefully placed his teacup back on its saucer. He felt lightheaded, as if there wasn’t enough air in the room.

“I need to be on my way, ma’am. Thank you for your hospitality.”

He reached for his hat, reeling as he stood up and hurried for the door.

“Drop by anytime, Sheriff.”

The sound of her voice made him want to stop dead in his tracks and turn around. He wanted to sit down and just stare at her. He shook his head to fight the feeling off.

Once outside, he took a few deep breaths to gather his wits. Ms Krystal Cane was absolutely enchanting. He could imagine being putty in her hands if he let her continue to be so openly flirtatious. That was certainly grounds for a good spanking.

As he drove back to town, every time he blinked he saw her dazzling blue eyes, the generous curves of her swelling breasts, rising and falling with each breath, and the silver spiral broach. Had he fallen for her in a matter of minutes?

As a man who didn’t have lasting relationships and who was suspicious of strangers, he didn’t warm to people quickly, let alone develop a strong romantic interest. He decided to knock off early and get a few beers at the local bar.

Many men were already doing the same. Their conversation had one topic: Ms Krystal Cane and the decidedly bad influence she was having on their womenfolk.

As the cool beer quenched his thirst, Sheriff Cole wondered if Ms Krystal Cane would have a decidedly bad influence on them too. She was ravishing enough to tempt even the most loyal married man to the idea of having an affair.

Feeling weary from the day and more beer than he normally consumed in the evening, Sheriff Cole was glad to hit the hay. As he buried his head in his pillow and closed his eyes, Ms Krystal Cane appeared, vividly pictured in his mind’s eye.

Her aquamarine gaze was penetrating, drawing him to the spiral sparkling beneath her breasts. Damn, her breasts were so desirable! He wanted to grab them, squeeze them, pinch and pull her nipples until she squealed, spank them until they went pink, and then press them around his cock to pump them until he exploded. That night, he had a fitful sleep.

The following day, Sheriff Cole heard a rumour several of the women had taken their husbands to meet Ms Krystal Cane. They had done so separately, one after the other, each staying for half an hour before leaving.

Under normal circumstances, he ignored such gossip, but in her case, it was worthy of attention. These visits had allegedly begun at five in the evening, with Ms Cane taking a fifteen minute break between appointments.

Sheriff Cole drove over to her home in the middle of the afternoon, parking his truck off the road in a thicket several hundred metres from the house. He carefully made his way through the bushes, hopped over the fence and found a surveillance spot in a row of camellia bushes. The dense, dark glossy leaves provided excellent cover, with peep holes large enough for his binoculars.

At five o’clock, a car pulled up outside the front door. He recognised the couple. The husband was hesitant to go inside, but his wife took him by the hand and led him up the stairs with a few reassuring words.

Ms Krystal Cane greeted them at the door. She was wearing a form-fitting black dress with short sleeves and a plunging neckline. The skirt was so short, it barely covered her panties, let alone an inch of her legs. As before, she wore the glittering spiral broach at the base of her breasts.

At the sight of her, the husband’s mood immediately became more positive, and they went inside. A few moments later, the wife stepped out onto the porch with a steaming cup in her hand. She sat on the step and kicked her feet through the dirt.

Sheriff Cole tried to get a view of what was happening inside. Although Krystal kept her windows spotless, he couldn’t see what was happening without moving to an elevated position. He only caught glimpses of Krystal alone with the husband.

He crept around the house so he could look through another window. It appeared as if Krystal was kneeling between the husband’s legs. Her platinum blonde hair gently swayed back and forth. Damn, was she giving him a blow job? It certainly appeared that way.

When the half hour was up, the husband emerged at the door, led by Krystal. His wife took him by the arm and helped him down the stairs. The man looked like she’d sucked his cock so hard he could barely walk straight. The wife thanked Krystal, put him in the passenger seat and drove away.

At a quarter to six, the next couple arrived and the same scenario played out, only this time the wife stayed in the lounge. Hell, Krystal let the wives watch while she blew their husbands? Sheriff Cole corrected himself. It was circumstantial at this point and, while society frowned upon infidelity, they weren’t actually breaking any laws. He had no grounds to intervene.

The last couple for the night arrived at six thirty. He imagined Krystal would have a pretty sore jaw by now if she was taking three men one after the other. When she emerged a half hour later, she looked none the worse for her oral marathon.

Sheriff Cole had to admit it was an impressive display. He could happily have her lips wrapped around his cock for that amount of time, if he could actually last that long. He’d probably cum in about three minutes and only if he tried not to look at her magnificent breasts bobbing up and down in time with her head.

As the days passed, there were more visits to Ms Krystal Cane’s house. Sheriff Cole did more surveillance, but learned little else about what was happening behind closed doors. He also noticed subtle changes happening around town.

There were fewer women waddling around after getting a spanking. Many had changed their clothes, choosing to wear short dresses with new handbags to stride around with carefree abandon. There were fewer men in the bar at night, most noticeably, the men who had been to visit Ms Krystal Cane.

This changing state of affairs became more pronounced every day. And at night, he had feverish, lustful dreams of Ms Krystal Cane and her mesmerising eyes and captivating breasts. Some nights he lay awake, unable to sleep at all, despite jerking himself off multiple times. His cock ached for her mouth and her breasts. Even the merest thought of being inside her pussy made him feel like he could tip over the edge of sanity.

When the bar declared they were having ladies only nights due to dwindling patronage, Sheriff Cole decided it was time to pay Ms Krystal Cole another visit. Although he couldn’t prove it yet, he felt certain she was responsible for this change.

As he pulled up to her front door, she was waiting for him on the front step. A lump formed in his throat as his eyes drank her in. She looked devastating in a tiny pink lace top, tied up at the front with a silk bow, with a matching miniskirt and nothing else other than a pair of pink pumps. As always, she wore the silver spiral broach pinned between her breasts.

“Sheriff, I was expecting you. Come inside!”

It was an order, not an invitation, but he accepted regardless. He wanted to come inside. In more ways than one. She took his hat and jacket and led him to the couch. She had already prepared tea and filled two cups.

“Picking season in your little town has been a blast, Sheriff. So much low-hanging fruit on offer,” she said, meeting his gaze with a small smile.

“Let me come straight to the point, ma’am,” he said, clearing his throat. “Are you running some kind of sex shop?”

She looked him squarely in the eye, capturing him with her gaze. “Not exactly,” she said. “It’s more of a desex shop.”

He felt lightheaded again. “I beg your pardon, ma’am? Did you say ‘desex’?”

“Yes, Sheriff. The women of Hope Town haven’t felt the law has been on their side, so they took it into their own hands. They invited me to clean up this town.” She leaned forward to whisper. “Isn’t it remarkable what two sweet little snips can do? Instead of drinking all night and spanking their wives, the men of your town have become model citizens.”

While his head felt foggy from the silkiness of her voice, the intensity of her gaze, her heaving bosom and the glittering broach, he could still make a deduction. Desex. Not a blow job. Krystal was removing men’s balls, not draining them of cum.

“You mean the women of this town have been paying you to castrate their husbands?”

Her laugh was like the embarrassed titter of a young girl who has said something rude. “No, not at all, Sheriff!”

He was struggling to think straight. She was making no sense. “Then what the hell is going on?”

“I’m independently wealthy, Sheriff. I do it for free.”

Sheriff Cole hadn’t heard many things in his life that made his jaw drop, but this was one of those moments.

“It’s a perfect arrangement,” she continued. “Women need their husbands corrected so they can all lead happier lives, and I love snipping off men’s balls. I’m sure you know the old saying about a submissive man: that his wife carries his balls around in her purse. Well, now the women of this town actually do!”

Sheriff Cole fought with himself. Why couldn’t he take his eyes away from her breasts?

“Didn’t the men try to stop you?”

He realised he was slurring, becoming increasingly intoxicated by the sight of her two full, round breasts rising and falling with each breath.

She couldn’t control the belly laugh that escaped her mouth. It wasn’t raucous, but musical, like the crescendo of a symphony. As it died away, he wished she would laugh again, so he could once again listen to such a beautiful sound.

“Not one. They willingly opened their legs for me. Every man willingly opens his legs for me when I’m ready to pluck his low-hanging fruit.”

Sheriff Cole felt the need to fight, to maintain control and take charge of the situation. “You know I’m going to have to take you in for this.” He realised he didn’t sound very convincing.

“No, Sheriff. My work here is almost done. Tomorrow, I’ll ride off into the sunset and soon be a distant memory, along with the time when the men of Hope Town had balls.” She stood up. “Now it’s your turn, Sheriff.”

Sheriff Cole fought with his scrambled thoughts. Why wasn’t he refusing her? Why couldn’t he make an arrest? He stood up too, but his arms hung limply at his sides.

“Suggestion is a powerful tool, Sheriff, but it has one limitation. I can’t make you do something you ultimately don’t want to do. Now, why don’t you take off your pants?”

His hands went to work as if they had a will of their own, unfastening his belt and unzipping his fly so he could step out of his pants and boxer shorts. She took a step closer, her glittering broach making his eyes water, but he couldn’t look away.

“Good, Sheriff. Now I want you to relax, sit down again and spread your legs wide for me.” He did as she asked. “What is it you want most, Sheriff?” she said, pulling at the pink ribbon bow. “You want to see my lovely breasts, don’t you? And you’ll let me do anything I want to you if I let you see them.”

“I can’t stop dreaming about them,” he said with a dry mouth. His cock was throbbing at twitching now he was so close to her at last.

“I know. It’s all right, Sheriff. You’re only a man. How could you resist?” She knelt between his spread legs and lifted his balls on her fingertips. “Mm… that’s a fine pair. I’m looking forward to helping you part with them.”

She peeled back the pink lace so he could see more of her breasts and the edges of her areolae as she had done at their first meeting. “Relax. Just keep looking at my breasts. They’re so beautiful. Just keep looking at them while I take out your balls.”

He was vaguely aware she had a small pair of scissors in her hand, but he remained fixated on her exposed cleavage. His cock ached to see more, even just a hint of a nipple.

“It’s always best when you’re aware of what I’m doing to you. I love to watch a man’s changing expressions as I do my work. It’s always the same, but it never gets old.”

She cut into his sac, but he felt nothing other than the aching joy in his cock. Her breasts were so beautiful. The broach was so shiny.

“Much like your expression now, Sheriff. You’re wide-eyed and speechless, thinking I can’t possibly go through with it, but you’re willing to take the risk if you can look at my breasts for just a bit longer. There’s no pain, is there, Sheriff?”

“No…” he slurred.

“It actually feels good, doesn’t it? There, I’ve taken one out of its sac and you weren’t even aware I’d done it, but I’m sure you’re aware of the pull of the cord as I stretch it out… ready for snipping.”

He could feel the pull, but it only made his cock throb with the desire to be between her breasts.

“It’s such a vulnerable little lifeline.”

He heard the snip of the scissors and felt the tightness of the cord release as it sprang free.

“Mm… getting your cords cut feels good, doesn’t it, Sheriff?”

She put down the scissors, picked up a needle and suture, and sewed up the cut.

“Ah, if only you could see the look on your face. Right now you’re wondering if I’ll take the other one, or if I’ll take pity on you and let you keep it. It’s so hard to decide, isn’t it? Because keeping it means you won’t get to look at my lovely breasts any more. And I bet your cock is just aching to see more!”

She was right. He felt like he was on the verge of a powerful orgasm. She cut him again, penetrating the other side of his sac to remove his remaining sex organ. There was no pain, only the pull on the cord.

“Ah, Sheriff, you have such a delicious longing in your eyes. This is the moment where you realise you’ve always wanted this. Otherwise, you would have told me to stop and walked away. Now beg me to let you cum one last time!”

His voice sounded so small, so distant. “Please, ma’am, let me cum one last time?”

“No!” She closed the blades, releasing the pull on the cord.

As she stitched him up, she said, “You’ve been a very naughty boy, Sheriff. Naughty boys don’t get to cum. Naughty boys get a spanking!”

Before he knew what was happening, they had traded places, and she had him over her knee. For a slender woman, she had strong arms. Each blow of her hand felt like a hornet sting. She spanked him soundly, covering every inch of his cheeks until they burned.

When she finally stopped, he knew there were two reasons he would waddle around like a duck for the next few days. His ass was on fire, but that would pass. What he didn’t know was how long the dull, lingering ache would last where he once had balls.


Anything For Love

Sasha cuddled into her boyfriend, Jett. They’d been going out for over six months now and their relationship had progressed from the ‘steady’ to the ‘committed’ phase. They both knew they were in a committed relationship because the L word was now fully in play.

Hell, what wasn’t there to love about him? Jett was a hunk! And he was her hunk. He was tall, blonde, blue eyed and had a body that made women wish they’d worn a tampon to stop their panties from getting soaked through from imagining what he might do to them in bed.

Sure, he spent a lot of time staying in shape, but all the running, gym sessions and weights were worth it. He had the body of a Greek God, with washboard abs that were far too good for such menial domestic chores, and arms that were so sexy it made her want to lick them. Sometimes she did.

But his cock was something else again. It was a truncheon of manhood, long, thick and solid as it saluted the heavens in the throes of passion. Honestly, it was almost too much man to have inside her. Almost.

Admittedly, she was a pretty good catch too, but being with such a man came with insecurities—perfectly natural insecurities—about how long he would stay committed to the L word. He was a man, and his primary loyalty was to his libido. He had needs. And the needs of his cock and balls could easily overpower the needs of his head and his heart.

She couldn’t always be around when his cock and balls needed fulfilment. Temptation was everywhere. She’d seen other girls look at him. Pretty girls. Sexy girls. Girls with large breasts, shapely figures and long, luscious legs.

She’d seen the way they looked at him when he was out running, often wearing only his skin-tight Lycra shorts and shoes. They could see exactly what he was sporting between his legs, and they all wanted it in their tight little pussies. How could he resist so many sexy girls? It was only a matter of time.

She looked into his eyes and fluttered her long eyelashes. “How much do you love me?”

“All the way, baby!”

She gave him her special pout, the one that suggested he would have to be really careful about his answer if he ever wanted to have sex with her again.

“How do I know you really mean it?”

“Baby, I’d do anything for you.”

“Anything? Truly? You’d do anything for me?”

“Of course. I worship you, babe.”

Worship. She liked that word. It went very nicely alongside the L word. She let him know how much with a long, lingering kiss, finished with a gentle bite of his lower lip.

“I’ve planned a special evening for you tonight,” she said. “I want to show you how much I love you by giving you an evening of pure selfish pleasure.”

He sat up straight so he could look at her better. His wry grin made it absolutely clear he liked the sound of her idea, as did the bulge in his pants. Sasha couldn’t keep up with his libido sometimes. If he wanted sex more than once a day, her pussy felt saddle sore from all the use.

“I’ve been learning some special new skills in the bedroom. I’d like to give you a full demonstration,” she said.

Jett grinned. “Sure, babe. What did you have in mind?”

She pressed his nose like a button. “Now that would be telling, wouldn’t it! Part of the fun is wondering what I’ll do to you next. All I’ll say is it’s going to be very kinky. Do you think you can handle a little kink?”

“What? You mean like bondage sex or something?”

“For starters,” she replied. He knew her so well. They were just meant for each other. “Can you handle the idea of a girl using you as her sex toy, teasing you, dominating you, mercilessly pleasuring you?”

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. “Wow, babe!” He took his beer from the coffee table and sipped it. “What has brought this on?”

She caressed his cheek with her fingertips. It was amazing to see him a little intimidated by the suggestion she wanted to take the dominant role. He usually dictated terms in bed.

“I just want to pleasure you selflessly,” she breathed. “There’s give and take in any relationship, so tonight it’s my turn to give and your turn to take. So why don’t you take a shower and meet me in the bedroom?”

The bulge in his pants told her his answer. The sight of it also worried her perfectly natural insecurities a little. His need to cum had instantly dismissed any hesitation he might have had about letting her dominate him. If he could make that decision in a moment, he could make the same decision if another girl opened her legs and gave him access to her tight, little pussy.

Her job tonight was to give him no reason to make such a decision. She went to the bedroom, where she had everything already prepared. On the bedside table was a tray of toys covered with a cloth. Her clothes, what there were of them, were on the bed.

She stripped out of her shirt and skirt and looked at herself naked in the mirror. Her bright green eyes stared back at her, questioning why he would ever consider cheating on such a beautiful girl. She brushed her long brown hair until it shone, then swept it back and secured it in place with a jade headband.

She took the green silk corset from the bed and clipped it up, relishing the snug fit and the way it pressed her large breasts together, making them look even bigger. Then she enjoyed the sensuous task of pulling on a pair of black lace-top, thigh-high stockings.

She admired herself in the mirror, transformed from an everyday working girl to a seductive goddess, with the green corset and headband bringing out the colour of her eyes. Tonight, she decided against any panties so he could admire her pretty pussy, waxed and perfectly smooth.

She finished her look with a copious amount of lip gloss, so her full lips glistened no matter which way she turned in the light. Yes, this was the way to guarantee he would never give a moment’s thought to sliding his cock into another girl.

Jett arrived in a bathrobe, still rubbing his hair with a towel. She was waiting on a stool with her legs crossed. He blew out a slow breath as his hungry eyes ravished her from head to foot. She stood up, giving him a full view of her new dominatrix look.

“Babe!” he said, dropping the towel on the bed.

“That’s ‘Mistress Babe’ tonight,” she said, crossing the room to stand close and look up into his eyes.

His hands were immediately on her, desperate to release the clips holding her large round breasts so seductively in place. She took his wrists and pulled them away.

“Uh-uh! No touching! This is about me pleasuring you.”

She undid his robe and let it fall to the floor. He was completely naked underneath and smelled incredible, like lime and freshly cut grass. She loved how he looked and smelled after a shower, all man, rugged and ready for action. If he was having a hard time keeping his hands off her, she was having a hard time doing the same.

Speaking of hard, his truncheon-sized cock was already swollen and twitching. She told herself to resist touching it, as she would have fun with it soon enough.

She went to the bedside table. “Under here, I have some new toys that will make this experience so much better. Would you like to see what’s first?”

He nodded. She peeled back the white cloth just far enough to reveal the first item, a length of silky green rope.

“This is to prevent you from touching me,” she said, taking his hands behind his back and looping the rope around his wrists. The silk cord was soft, but strong, so she could bind his wrists securely without causing him any discomfort. Once finished, she gave his rock hard ass a playful spank.

“I’m making you my prisoner,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to have you in my clutches, powerless to resist me.”

“I can’t resist you without the rope,” he said.

She turned him around and pushed him onto the bed. It felt so good to dominate him. Why hadn’t she done this before?

“Time for more toys,” she said, peeling back the cloth further, revealing a battery operated hair clipper, razor and shaving cream. “I know you like to see me shaved. Tonight, I want you to know how good it feels to be perfectly smooth. You promised you would do anything for me. You won’t break that promise, will you?”

He swallowed and agreed. She buzzed the hair from his crotch at the shortest setting and then carefully removed as much hair as she could from his balls. Seeing his fat cock and heavy balls with little hair made her mouth water. Then she applied shaving cream, lathering it all over his crotch and up his shaft.

He was rock hard now, clearly enjoying what she was doing and wondering what was coming next. She removed the wrapper from a brand new razor and shaved him, small sections at a time, careful not to press too hard. She wanted him perfectly smooth, with no nicks.

It was surprisingly easy to shave his balls. She thought that part might be difficult, but they yielded every strand of hair as if they had specifically evolved to be easy to shave. It made sense cryptically, as if destiny had definite intentions for men like him.

Carefully wiping him clean, she admired her work. He looked utterly delectable, so well endowed, with his sex organs now totally exposed. She peeled back the cloth a little further. The next toy was a measuring tape. She knew he was big, but she’d always wanted to put a number on it. She extended the tape and placed the end at the base of his cock.

“Nine inches!” she said. She wrapped it around his shaft and sucked in a breath. He was a full six inches in girth. No wonder it felt like having sex with a horse! She ran her fingers up and down his shaft, over his smooth skin and caressed his balls. They were full to bursting.

“We have more measuring to do,” she said. “I want to know how much cum you have in your balls, so that means I’m going to have to get it out.”

She winked. He grinned and wriggled to sit up on the pillows, eager to find out what was coming next.

“But first, I’m going to tease you a little, to make sure you give me a huge load when you’re ready to cum.”

Under the next section of cloth was a can of whipped cream. She released one clip from the front of her corset and let her breasts spring free. Taking the can, she applied a neat, round blob of cream to each of her nipples.

“I’m sure you’d like to have a taste,” she said, lifting her right breast in her hand, “but you’ll just have to watch.”

She raised it to her mouth and took kitten licks of cream with the tip of her tongue.

“Mm… delicious,” she said with a sigh.

“Babe, I thought you said this was all about me,” he said, eyes ravenous for her other cream-coated nipple.

“It is,” she said, lifting her left breast to her mouth. “I can see your cock twitching in desperation.”

She licked the cream from her nipple and didn’t hold back her moans of pleasure. The sensations of stimulating her nipple with her tongue and the sweet cream were heavenly. Why hadn’t she done this sooner? It was making her so damned wet! Once she had sucked off all the cream, she sat down on the bed beside him and licked her super glossy lips.

“After all that sugar, I need a little salt,” she said, wiping a glistening drop of pre-cum from the tip of his cock. She applied it to each of her nipples.

“Babe, this isn’t fair!” he complained.

She sucked the delicious, salty fluid from her nipples and moaned with pleasure, knowing if she continued, she would soon make herself cum. She looked up to see Jett’s eyes desperate with longing for her breasts.

Domination was sublime. It was wonderful how she had made him mad with lust in only a few minutes. Returning to the tray, she peeled back the cloth further to retrieve a bottle of lubricant. Gently spreading his legs wide, she applied a generous amount to the small button of his asshole and then more to her middle finger. As she probed his tight butthole, he asked her what she was doing.

“I’m giving you a prostate massage,” she said, with a mischievous smile.

There was a slight quiver in his voice. “Well… I dunno. Is it safe?”

“Of course! You said you’d do anything for me and I want to give you this special massage so much! It’s a secret male pleasure zone. I know you’ll enjoy it.”

Jett resigned himself to the fact he had no choice and lay back. Sasha felt an unusual flush of pleasure as she penetrated him with her finger. She was penetrating him! It was always the other way around with sex. Men penetrated women. She felt powerful having so much control over his body.

Now she had this power, she was going to fill his balls with so much cum, they were going to be hard, swollen and aching for release. She found the soft round dome of his prostate and circled it with her fingertip. She could feel it release its precious fluid with each press, easing more cum into his balls.

Jett shuddered. “Damn!” he gasped. “Don’t stop, babe! I never knew it could feel so good!”

She massaged him more, flushing with pleasure to see him like this, helpless, shaved and now with his balls filling up with cum. It was all from her doing, and making him hopelessly aroused.

“They call it the male G spot,” she said. “Do you feel the need to push, the aching need to cum?”

Jett groaned. His cock was dripping pre-cum, and she wondered if she could make him pump out his load by working his prostate alone.

“Hell, babe, my balls feel like rocks. I’m gonna have to cum soon or I think they’re going to burst!”

“Not yet,” she whispered, loving every moment of the beautiful torment she was giving him. “Anything, remember?”

“Ah, babe, you’re driving me nuts!”

“I want all of it,” she said, “every last drop.”

She gently squeezed his balls with her free hand. They felt like two large marbles. He was ready.

“Now sit on the edge of the bed, because I’m going to make you cum so hard you’ll see stars.”

The next item on the tray was a honey flavoured condom. At nine inches, it was no wonder they were never long enough to reach the base of his shaft. She ripped open the packet, pinched the tip and rolled it onto his throbbing cock.

Taking the cream again, she sprayed a blob between her breasts and rubbed them together to spread it between her cleavage. Then she wrapped them around his cock, so he had a tight channel to work his cock back and forth.

Sitting up, she knew he could see her breasts, the cream smeared all over his cock and her pretty face looking up at him. He groaned with pleasure.

“Do you like this?” she whispered.

“Oh, yeah… it feels amazing!”

“You think about having your cock between a pair of big beautiful breasts all the time, don’t you?”

“Babe, you know me so well,” he said, shuddering as she glided up and down his shaft.

“I want you to promise me you’ll never cum for any other woman but me.”

He smiled in between sharp breaths. “That’s an easy promise to keep.”

“You’ll do anything to prove it?”

“Anything!”

She stopped stroking him as she saw him fast approaching his orgasm.

“Mm… someone needs to lick all this cream off,” she said, starting in with her mouth, taking small licks along the length of his shaft.

The honey flavoured condom mixed nicely with the cream. She returned her middle finger to his ass, massaging his prostate for all it could give. His cock twitched and throbbed in her mouth and he let out a long, deep moan as he reached his peak.

She stopped sucking. She wanted to see him cum. The condom filled up fast as he pumped his balls dry. She could imagine how long each creamy jet would have been without it.

When she thought he was nearing the end of ejaculating, he kept bucking his hips and pumping more out. The head of the condom filled up with so much cum it swelled like a balloon.

She gasped at how much he had to give and returned his cock to her mouth to help suck out more. He grunted and moaned for what seemed like minutes before finally slumping backwards onto the bed, breathless and spent.

She carefully removed the condom, letting none of his precious cum escape, tied a knot and tightened it, so there was a perfect ball of his delicious white juices. There was so much of it, spoonful after spoonful. She put it on the tray and then untied his hands.

“Babe, that was amazing!” he said, still catching his breath.

“I figured if I drained all the cum from your balls, you won’t have those wicked thoughts I know you’ve been having… about other girls.”

“I only have thoughts for you, babe,” he said, although she didn’t think he sounded very convincing.

She didn’t blame him. He was a man. With all that cum building up in his balls every day, how could he not think about other girls? Even though she had done a sterling job of milking him dry, he would only fill up again. By the morning, when he went for his run, he would be ready to cum again.

And they would be waiting, all the pretty girls with their big breasts and tight, sweet little pussies, ready to lure him into their beds. She took the second to last item from the tray.

“Here, take this.”

She put a pill to his lips. He looked back at her with the dreamy gaze of a man who has had an incredible orgasm.

“What is it?”

“A special reward for all that cum,” she said. He swallowed it. “Good. Now I want you to prove you’ll only ever love me. You said you would do anything for love, remember?”

“Anything, babe.”

She stroked his chest. “I want you to surrender your balls to me.”

He laughed sleepily. “Easily done. They were yours the day we fell in love.”

Sasha pursed her lips. “I don’t mean it figuratively, Jett. I mean it literally.”

She pulled the remaining cloth from the tray, revealing her last set of toys, a small pair of scissors and a needle threaded with a suture.

“You said you would do anything. This is the proof I want.”

He laughed, obviously thinking she was making a joke. The sedatives she had given him would also make him feel a little high. She waited for him to close his eyes before swabbing his sac with disinfectant. His balls were soft now she had emptied all the cum. They were two ripe and delicious plums just waiting to be plucked.

Her heart pounded with excitement at what she was about to do. It felt very naughty and yet it felt deliciously sexy too. She was certain, when he awoke, he would be eternally grateful that she had done it. He would understand she had saved him from himself.

In some ways, it was a shame to cut off his balls, perhaps a touch extreme, but it was the only way they could both be certain he’d never cheat on her or leave her for another woman. After he’d thought about it for a bit, she expected he would shower her with gifts and ask her why she hadn’t done it sooner.

Taking the scissors, she made a small incision, popped his first testicle free and snipped the slender cord. Removing the first one had started the juices flowing between her legs again. If only there was a way to make it last longer.

Sadly, she couldn’t leave the job half done or save it for later. She had to cut them both off. He could still cheat on her with one ball in his sac. It was a pity that trimming a man didn’t take very long. It made her feel so good, she wished she could spend all day doing it.

With another incision and drained of every drop of cum, she easily popped out his second testicle to snip it free. She finished the job by stitching up his sac. It was so quick, so easy. As she looked at her handiwork, she drew a slow breath. Taking out a man’s balls made him look so sexy!

His tight, empty sac looked so delicious beneath his limp cock. She wished it was still hard so she could ride him. Damn, what a sexy idea! Imagine riding a man who couldn’t cum!

She held his cock aside so she could stroke his smooth sac. He was the perfect boyfriend now. Better still, there was no way his naughty cock could lead him astray. He had been true to his promise and had made the ultimate sacrifice to prove his faithfulness and love.

At that moment, she realised she had a problem. He may have become the perfect boyfriend, but without his balls, he wasn’t much good to her as a lover anymore. He wouldn’t be able to screw her for hours like he used to do. His libido would dry up and he wouldn’t be able to get hard for very long, if at all. Eventually, he would lose his desire for sex altogether.

This really was an unforeseen complication! Why did love have to be so difficult? So many men had said they loved her, but the relationship never lasted.

She sighed. She would just have to find herself a new boyfriend, a man who really loved her with all his heart. And she would make sure he proved his love too… just to be sure.


Business Expenses

Steve Connor looked at the clock. It was well past eleven. Hell, it was almost the witching hour. He stretched, stood up and poured himself a scotch from the mini bar opposite his desk. The alcohol burned away some of the grind of the day as he gazed out over the formless cityscape.

The city was beautiful at night, mysterious in the shroud of darkness, yet so enticing with the twinkling lights. He wondered if he would find Montreal as captivating by night. One thing was certain, he wouldn’t see much of it by day while he presented his property development proposal to a group of potential investors.

Most of them were already in the bag. The purpose of his business trip was to get the few remaining scrutinisers over the line. After he had them all signed on the dotted line, it would be time to celebrate a big haul.

He sipped his scotch and let the smoky, peaty aroma linger on his nose. How best to celebrate a big score? A lopsided grin formed on his face. There was no better way than with a little company and some nocturnal activities.

He topped up his drink and returned to his desk. Opening an internet browser, he typed: high-class escorts who travel. He quickly lost the will to live when he saw ‘About 38,800,000 results’ at the top of the page.

Damn, he didn’t have the time or the patience to wade through endless listings to look for the right girl. And she would have to be the right girl in more ways than one. He had a reason to celebrate and he didn’t want to put up with a girl who was unwilling to help him celebrate in the way he enjoyed best.

He picked up his phone and swiped through his contacts. Finding the one he was looking for, he pressed the call icon.

“Jack? Steve Connor. Sorry to call you so late.”

“No problem, Steve. Your call is always welcome. What can I do for you?” Jack replied.

“I’m flying to Montreal tomorrow on business. Gonna have a reason to celebrate afterwards, and I was hoping you could recommend some company.”

Jack’s voice went up two notches in excitement. “Well, that’s a no-brainer, Steve. If you don’t book Penny, it’s a wasted trip. I’ll message you her website address.”

“Just ‘Penny’? That’s a plain name for an escort. Don’t they usually go by something a little more flamboyant?”

“She’s called Penny because she’s expensive as all hell… but worth every cent.”

Steve scratched his chin. “Does she travel?”

“Most places. Montreal should be fine.”

“Okay, I’ll take a look. Thanks for the tip, Jack. You have yourself a good night.”

“Hey, Steve, make sure you ask her for the special. You won’t regret it.”

“Okay, I will.”

They exchanged brief pleasantries and Steve hung up. Moments later, he was viewing Penny’s personal website. It looked much like many of the others he had seen. There were a few photos, mostly with her face obscured, some text about her terms and conditions that he didn’t bother to read, and a contact form.

She looked nice enough in the photos. She’d obviously had some work done, which hopefully wasn’t with Photoshop. It was always a disappointment if they were all promise and not so hot on delivery. He picked up his phone again and dialled another number.

“Vince? Steve Connor. Sorry to call you so late.”

“Steve! What can I do you for, old buddy?”

“You ever booked the company of a voluptuous blonde named Penny?”

Steve could hear the smile in Vince’s voice. “Yeah, sure have! You can’t go past Penny, my man. She’s amazing! A good friend recommended her services. She gave me the best night of my life.”

“Apparently, she has one special service I should ask about.”

Vince whistled through his teeth. “That’d be her special bondage blow job. It’ll blow your mind, not to mention what you keep in your pants.”

“That’s a pretty big promise.”

“You can thank me later.”

Steve sipped his scotch. “What’s she like in person? Hard to tell from the pictures on her website.”

“If she has one flaw, it’s that she takes a lousy photo. In the flesh, she’s a bombshell, not to mention in the sack.”

“Vince, you know me from way back. You know I have certain… tastes. Do you think she’d meet my specific catering requirements?”

“For catering, nothing is off the table with Penny. She’ll charge you for it, but lemme just say she’s a no holds barred kinda girl.”

Steve looked at a photo that showed off Penny’s adorable round bottom. It certainly fitted the bill. If she lived up to the recommendations, he was looking forward to spanking her cheeks bright red.

Two glowing recommendations were enough to close the deal, especially as he knew Jack and Vince also shared similar tastes. Jack was a whip man. Vince was old-fashioned, preferring to use the belt from his pants.

Steve liked to use his bare hand. He’d told them more than once they didn’t know what they were missing. He liked to feel the sting of each spank as it landed. It gave him an appreciation for what it must feel like to be on the receiving end. For him, that gave the experience an intimate connection, as well as making his cock rock hard.

He typed his details into the contact form on Penny’s website. The first box read:

Name: I don’t care if it’s real or not. It’s just what I’ll call you.

He typed: Steve.

Phone: Don’t be dumb and use a number that could ring when your wife is about.

He typed in his cell number.

Interests: And I don’t mean long walks on a beach.

He thought about it for a moment and decided it was better to be up front.

He typed: Spanking. That’s me spanking you. I’ll pay whatever you charge if you can take it anywhere on your body. Plus, book me in for the special. Two good friends recommended it.

The rest of the form was pretty standard, dates, location, standard of dress required and so forth. From the prompts on the form, he liked how sassy she sounded. Sassy girls were a better challenge than submissive ones. They took more spanking to get them straightened out.

He returned to sipping his scotch when his phone buzzed. The caller had withheld their number.

“This is Steve,” he said, raising it to his ear.

“Hi, Steve,” came a very smooth woman’s voice. “I gather you’re after some company in Montreal.”

“Penny?”

“The one and only. You sound like a bit of a naughty boy, Steve, but I like naughty boys, so you’re in luck.”

They discussed the arrangements, which consisted of Steve paying for everything, her airfares, accommodation, travelling expenses and spending money. It was no issue. He could write it all off as business expenses, something like ‘hiring a professional consultant to assist him with his presentation.’ It was true in a way. She would assist him with his celebrations.

“My fee for services granted are not negotiable,” she concluded.

Steve shrugged, not that she would know. Even if the presentation flopped, he would still clear a cool million at a minimum. If she wanted as much as a hundred thousand for the night, he would make ten times that much while he used her as his personal spanking toy.

“I’ll bring cash and pay you bonuses, depending on how the night goes.”

“I like you, Steve. And I see you’ve also ordered the chef’s special.”

“It came highly recommended, as did the chef,” he said.

It was best to get her in the right mood from the get go. He looked at the photo of her two sweet, heart-shaped butt cheeks. Even if she knew what was coming, she wouldn’t like it. He was never playful. He spanked a girl like he meant it. Given she had a cute little girl’s voice, he wondered if he could make her cry. It really turned him on when he could make a woman cry.

Business was looking up. So was pleasure.

* * *

The presentation went like a dream, and Steve signed up a few more investors than he expected. His confidence was sky high, and he expected it was more to do with the evening ahead than being in good form.

He showered before dinner, put on a casual shirt and a pair of smart dress pants, and made his way to the hotel restaurant. It was a five-star joint that didn’t mind being ostentatious. It was all black glass and chrome, with gentle music and soft, mood lighting.

The French waiter, who sounded like he was putting on the accent, informed him his company had already arrived. He smoothed his shirt and readied himself as the waiter led him to a private dining room away from the restaurant.

Penny perched on a stool at the small private bar, sipping a martini. Steve made a note to thank Vince and Jack for their recommendation. She was a knockout in the flesh, glamorous, sophisticated and incredibly sexy.

She’d chosen a silver sequin cocktail dress for dinner that revealed her long, shapely legs and large, round breasts. Rivers of blonde hair ran down her back to her waist. Hell, her hair alone turned him on. He wanted to grab handfuls of it and pull hard as he pounded her from behind. That was also going on the menu after he had given her a good spanking.

Her eyes fixed on him. They were a mesmerising shade of hazel, but more yellow than brown, which gave them a golden glow. She’d accentuated her most striking feature with lots of dark eyeliner, long glossy lashes and sparkling silver eyeshadow that complemented her dress.

She had painted her luscious lips metallic bronze, the same shade as her eyes. The way her cheeks went concave as she sucked her straw made his heart rate speed up at the thought of her speciality: the bondage blow job. What was the word Max had used to describe it? ‘Unmissable,’ yes, that was it. He could hardly wait.

“Good evening,” he said, sitting on the stool next to her.

She offered him her hand like a princess. While she wore diamond stud earrings and a choker that would cost a fortune if the diamonds were real, she had a curious absence of rings on her fingers. He took her hand and planted a soft kiss on the back of her fingers, then ordered a scotch on the rocks.

“Well, well,” she said. “The naughty boy is also a handsome devil.”

She allowed herself a moment to cast an appreciative eye along the length of his body.

“I try to stay in shape,” he said. “And I appreciate your shape too.”

“Well, a girl has certain advantages these days. An enhancement here, another there. In my trade, competition is stiff, not to mention the clients.”

He snorted a laugh. So, she had it all, looks, charm, intelligence and a sense of humour. He wondered what it would take to pin down such a desirable woman. Hell, she was having quite an effect on him already and the evening had only just begun.

“Well, you seem to be doing okay for yourself. Two of my most trusted friends gave you one hell of a recommendation.”

“It’s always a pleasure to get a referral. As a businessman, I’m sure you appreciate their value.”

“According to the research, most referrals become your most loyal customers.”

She gave him a mischievous smile. “Indeed!”

As the evening went on, he found her company more and more enchanting. He felt like a cobra caught in the snake charmer’s spell. As well as being beautiful and witty, she was also a remarkable conversationalist.

They enjoyed a fine meal, which Steve paid for, of course, had a few more drinks and he was in the mood to ravish her, or more accurately, to be ravished by her. After such a short time in her company, he understood why she came so highly recommended. With such alluring eyes and beautiful golden lips, he couldn’t wait to have his cock in her mouth.

They returned to his suite, and she asked him how he wanted to start the official business of the evening. Without hesitation, he told her he was ready for the special.

“Ah yes, every man wants to begin with the special. Follow my lead and give in to the pleasure you’re about to receive,” she said, unbuttoning his shirt and running her hands over his chest. “Mm… you are in good shape!”

She arrived at his belt and unbuckled it. He was fully erect before she’d even undone his zipper. Helping him out of his pants, she quickly had him completely naked apart from his shirt. She took his cock in one hand and his balls in the other, gripping them firmly, without stroking.

“Mm… very good shape indeed!”

She ran her tongue over her irresistible pout. Letting him go, she reached for her purse and withdrew a short length of silky black rope.

“This is an experience of the senses,” she said, taking his hands behind his back and securing his wrists with the rope. Next she took a soft black blindfold from her purse, which she fitted securely over his eyes. Even though the room was brightly lit, he couldn’t see a thing.

“If we take away your touch and sight, it forces you to focus on your other senses,” she said, guiding him to the leather couch and helping him to get comfortable.

She ran her fingernails over his bare chest and he understood what she meant, feeling the soft drag of her nails more intensely with only the sensitivity of his skin to guide his awareness of the experience. She teased him for what felt like several minutes before arriving at his cock.

“A little manscaping makes a world of difference,” she said, gently tugging his pubic hair.

“I’m behind on that task,” he said.

“I’m glad of it,” she purred.

He heard the puff of an aerosol can and felt her hands massaging creamy foam over his crotch. He asked her what she was doing.

“Shaving you, of course,” she said. “Now, there are far too many questions. Lie back and enjoy the experience. Savour every moment as we slowly increase your sense of pleasure.”

Steve had never been clean-shaven before. Without the use of his eyes, his attention focused on the sensation of the blade scraping across his skin and how sensitive it felt once it was bare. He wondered if she was using a safety razor or a cut-throat blade. It was impossible to tell, but she certainly knew what she was doing, working with the expertise of a barber, taking his hair off with precise strokes.

Then he felt the glorious sensation of a hot, moist towel gently cleaning any remaining cream from his crotch. She teased him again with her fingernails. It amazed him how sensitive he had become from the simple act of having his hair removed. Every touch made his cock twitch and throb with anticipation of what she would do next.

She kissed his nipple and gently rolled her tongue around it. As she worked her way down his chest, the curtain of her hair tickled him in the wake of her kisses. He couldn’t stop the groans of pleasure as his cock went harder than ever before.

He felt her hot breath next, over the head of his cock, down the shaft and on his balls. She breathed slowly. It felt like she was massaging him with warm air. Then her hands were on his balls, squeezing them gently as she worked his throbbing cock into her mouth.

He gasped as she flicked the tip of her tongue over his head. Each lick was like getting an electric shock, but one that felt fantastic. Then he felt a brief, bright, painful prick in his scrotum.

He started. “What the hell!?”

“Just relax,” she said. “As we go on, this gets quite vigorous, so I’ve just given you a little something to ensure you feel nothing but pleasure.”

He quickly forgot his shock as he felt her hot breath on his cock and her tongue returning to lick him up and down his shaft. Meanwhile, she had one of his balls in each of her hands, gently massaging them as if urging them to become full and hard.

Then he was in her mouth, with her tongue circling his head as she sucked. He’d had plenty of blow jobs before, but she was making his heart pound like it was the first time he’d ever had sex. It all felt exciting and new.

Hell, she’d been right to put him in a blindfold. He could feel every part of her mouth with the head of his cock, her hot, wet tongue, the ridges along the roof of her mouth and the gentle scraping of her teeth at the base of his shaft. She seemed to be completely in tune with his body, steadily working him closer to an orgasm, but pulling back when she sensed it nearing to make his pleasure last longer.

There was momentum to her technique as she had promised. She was progressively becoming more and more vigorous. Through the indescribable joy of her mouth working his head, she had one hand on each of his balls. She was massaging them in the most sublimely erotic way, kneading them, pulling them back and forth like a milkmaid working teats.

Her technique was mind-blowing. He didn’t know how she could massage him in such a way while sucking his cock, but as his orgasm mounted with incredible intensity, there was no way in hell he was going to complain or ask her to stop.

She took him deep into her throat, sucking him like she had an insatiable thirst. Her soft slurping made the sensation more erotic, and the way she was moaning whenever she caught her breath sounded as if she was enjoying the experience as much as him.

He groaned with pleasure, his cock twitching as his orgasm approached. All the while, she squeezed his balls. Somehow, what she was doing gave them an acute tightness, making his need to cum a desperate, powerful ache. The feeling overpowered him, rendering him speechless. All he could do was pant and groan as she worked him closer and closer to climax.

As it arrived, every muscle in his body clenched and he cried out, shooting jet after jet of creamy cum. She drank it while he bucked his hips. The intensity of his orgasm seemed to make it last forever. She squeezed his balls hard, as if wanting to get more cum out of them. He grunted and groaned as she drank him dry.

When he was spent, he slumped into the couch panting for breath. He felt her hands on his face, gently removing the blindfold. He kept his eyes closed while he caught his breath.

“That… was… incredible,” he said at last, wondering if he had anything left in the tank for later. He’d never orgasmed so hard in his life! He slowly opened his eyes to meet hers. She licked her luscious lips and smiled.

He opened his mouth to ask her what she’d done to make the experience so intense, but as he looked down at his crotch, he saw the reason. His breath caught in his throat. If he hadn’t seen it with his own eyes, he wouldn’t have believed it was possible.

She had made small incisions in his sac, taken out his balls and massaged them while she worked his cock in her mouth. The tightness… hell… it was her pulling his cords. For the first time in his life, Steve Connor was lost for words.

“I told you at the outset that my fee is not negotiable,” she said, picking up a small pair of scissors, evidently the ones she’d used to open him up. “My fee for services rendered is I get to snip these off.”

“No…” he said, as he released his breath.

“Oh, Steve, you can’t renege on a business transaction!”

She took one of his balls and stretched the cord tight, reminding him again of the desperate aching need to cum.

“Here we go!” she said, as she snipped it clean off. “Now, that was easy, wasn’t it?”

“Please…” he whimpered.

“Business is business,” she said as she readied the other one. “You hired me to get your rocks off. I take my work seriously.”

Snip!

As she held up the shiny white gland to admire her work, she let out a satisfied sigh. “Too few people enjoy their work, but I get a real kick from getting a client’s rocks off. The only downside is I don’t have any repeat customers.”

After putting his balls into a small glass jar, she prepared a suture and sewed him up. Then she took out her phone and photographed him from a variety of angles, tied up, shaved bare and now with a neatly stitched and empty ball sac.

“Mm… it looks so pretty after getting your balls trimmed,” she said.

She sat down next to him and flicked through the photos, holding the phone so he could see them too.

“Here’s what will happen. You’ll return home and carry on as if nothing has happened. I’m sure you wouldn’t want these photos showing up in any unwanted places.”

He shook his head, still in disbelief that she had just taken his manhood.

“What you will do though, is recommend my special bondage blow job to any of your rich colleagues who want a little company. You’ll tell them something like, ‘she gave me the best night of my life’ or ‘it’s an unmissable experience.’ I’m sure you’ll figure out what to say.”

Steve let out a resigned sigh, remembering that was the exact phrase Vince had said on the phone last night, but he sure as hell wouldn’t call Vince and thank him though. He wouldn’t mention this to anyone at all.

When it came to business, there was a time to take your losses and move on. This time, Penny held all the aces, as well as a pair of balls. And this was one set of business expenses he would never declare.
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