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About The Author

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

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

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


Author's Note

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book 

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

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




Enjoy! Vx




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




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




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




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




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


Not The Usual Suspect

Detective Roberts felt nervous about his upcoming interview. He knew it shouldn’t differ from any other interview he had conducted, having dealt with all kinds of sex offenders over the course of his career.

However, this was his first castratrix, and as much as he tried to remain calm, his balls felt heavy between his legs. They only knew her as The Jewels Thief. Specifically, using the plural. He supposed she would argue that she always took both balls, so the plural was necessary.

It seemed like an obvious name for a woman of her activities, even clichéd, but that was all they knew about her, other than that she had castrated at least thirty-nine men to date.

There was no apparent connection between her victims, so her motives weren’t based on revenge, unless she wanted revenge on every man alive. Also, she hadn’t performed the procedure with any malicious intent other than to take their balls. She used anaesthetic, removed them with the skill of a surgeon and sealed the cuts with textbook sutures. Other than being two balls lighter, not one man had suffered pain or harm.

He leafed through the folder of photographs taken at the most recent crime scene. She clearly knew what she was doing, as the empty sac of her latest victim had tiny cuts only requiring two stitches each. The man would likely heal without a scar to mark his new status as a eunuch. The urologist they’d asked to inspect her work said he doubted he could perform the procedure any better.

And now they had her in custody. However, most successful arrests happened by putting in hours and hours of hard work, including forensics, interviewing witnesses and piecing the puzzle together. This time, they had caught her through dumb luck.

She’d paid a sex worker a thousand dollars to switch places with her client, who was a convicted rapist. He snorted a laugh at the irony of the situation. Even a rapist had to pay for sex sometimes. By chance, the mistress of the establishment saw the girl counting her money, asked where she had got it and found out about the switch. The mistress immediately locked the door to the room and called the police.

This brothel was exceptionally secure. Apparently, they didn’t appreciate their clients making a discreet exit down the fire escape without paying the bill. When the officers had arrived at the scene, they unlocked the door and found The Jewels Thief and her latest victim, minus his balls, of course.

Detective Roberts snorted another laugh. The man had been prepared to pay for sex and had ended up paying an entirely different price.

So, here he was, with hard, heavy balls, awaiting the accused. He could feel them hanging low, with a dull ache along each side of his crotch, where his cords anchored his balls to his cock. He dismissed the feeling as empathy for the victims, including the rapist. The man had done his time for his crime and now paid for sex.

Detective Roberts focused on the task ahead. His job was to get her to talk, to extract as much information as possible, perhaps even secure a confession. Most importantly, he wanted to find out her motivation for this most specific of sex crimes.

While he tried to unlock her secrets, the boys in the back office would run everything they could to discover her identity: photographs, fingerprints and dental records. They’d already started sifting through the lists of students in her apparent age range who had studied the procedure at medical school. It was a needle in a haystack of information, but it was a start.

However, he was a pragmatic cop. He doubted they would turn up anything at all if they had a month, let alone the few brief hours they could hold her in custody.

To date, she’d been a ghost to them. If they didn’t have hard evidence that thirty-nine men were now missing their testicles, he wouldn’t have believed she existed at all.

He sat up as he heard the door handle rattle. A uniformed cop led the suspect into the room. As the first and hopefully last castratrix Detective Roberts would ever meet, he didn’t know what to expect.

He had vague imaginings she would be some plain and bitter woman who men had overlooked too many times. But she was anything but plain. As an officer led her into the interview room, he saw she was a vision of seductive beauty. He swallowed hard, unable to control his involuntary sexual attraction as a man.

She had long hair the colour of burnished gold and large eyes with amber irises like tiger’s eye gemstones. As she had been masquerading as a sex worker, she wore a very revealing white silk bodice that pushed her large, round breasts together. A man could happily get lost in her cleavage for the rest of his life. Her figure was slim, with curvaceous hips and long, slender legs. To go with the bodice, she wore silk boy shorts and long white boots.

Along with his nerves, Detective Roberts felt a bulge swell in his pants. All his experience and training meant nothing in her presence. He couldn’t silence his male instincts and desires. He immediately understood how thirty-nine men, willingly or otherwise, had surrendered their manhood to such a woman.

Her feminine allure was irresistible, her gaze steady, confident and assured, not racing around the room like a caged animal. When she blinked, her long, dark lashes fluttered in the most captivating way.

As her attention fell on him, she smiled as if she were greeting a long-lost friend. There was intelligence in her eyes, as well as the power to activate a man’s libido against his will.

The uniformed cop led her to the interview table. Even though she was handcuffed, he also shackled her hands to the set at the table. They were connected to chains which were bolted to the floor. She winked at the cop and told him she was looking forward to seeing him later.

“I’ve been told you’ve refused your phone call,” said Detective Roberts, as they levelled off in a stare down.

He didn’t introduce himself. He was happy to be called by his title, which would make their interaction less personal. From the first moment their eyes had locked, he knew he was in for a battle of wits and a test of his willpower.

Her voice was soft and silky, like a tender caress. “I don’t need to make one. Phone calls are for criminals who need to contact a lawyer. I have done nothing wrong.”

“I beg to differ. Along with your latest victim, you’re accused of castrating thirty-nine men—”

“Only thirty-nine?” She sounded insulted.

“There are more?”

Her mouth twitched with a suppressed smile. “Oh, yes!”

“How many more?”

“Oh, hard to say… a girl loses count after a while.”

He opened a folder containing the list of known victims and pushed it across the table. “Then give me an estimate.”

She leaned forward and scanned the list of names. It gave him a very intimate view of her tantalising cleavage and his cock swelled again.

“Well, you have the ones who came forward,” she said. “But you could hardly describe them as men. I did them a favour. You might say, I gave them a pity snip. It’s the others you should be interested in: high-powered men, alpha males, abusers pretending to be upstanding members of society… none of whom will admit they no longer have balls because they’re afraid of public humiliation. I get a thrill every time I think about them, wandering around with empty sacs, unable to abuse their wives, girlfriends or mistresses the way they once did.”

Detective Roberts kept his tone even, which was becoming increasingly difficult in his state of unwanted arousal. Regardless of how much he loved his wife, her sexual allure was so powerful, it spoke directly to his animal desires.

However, the best way to work a suspect towards a confession was to avoid getting emotional as he prodded and probed. If he wasn’t a married man and she wasn’t a criminal, he’d love to prod and probe her with his cock. Damn, why couldn’t he shake his arousal?

“I’m amazed you have no remorse for your crimes,” he said.

The thinly veiled insult did the trick. The chains rattled as she planted her fists on the table.

“Crimes! You don’t know what you’re talking about, Detective! Men have been castrating women for centuries. It’s still a common practice in many countries around the world. They make ridiculous excuses for it, but the truth is they do it to remove a woman’s ability to feel pleasure from sex. But that’s the way men like it, isn’t it? Admit it, Detective! If a woman doesn’t feel any pleasure when you penetrate her, you feel like you’re raping her. And men like to rape women.”

“That’s a broad generalisation.”

“I disagree. Strip away all the layers of civilised society and you’ll find we have the same basic instincts as animals for food, shelter and sex. When men act on those instincts, they have the perfect tool for rape, which gives all men the capacity to commit rape. Do you believe that if you gave all men a loaded gun, that not a single one would fire it in the heat of passion? It’s not your fault. All men are born with a cock and balls, loaded with cum and the desire to shoot it into any sweet, little pussy available. A woman’s consent is optional.”

Her argument reminded him uncomfortably of the twitching erection in his pants and his desire to have it satisfied.

“So I come along and start reversing the trend and you accuse me of committing ‘crimes’! You should congratulate me for performing a public service.”

“Very few men actually commit rape.”

She laughed. “You’re missing the point, Detective. All men have the desire to rape. The difference is that few men can get away with it. But you would if you could. Admit it!”

Damn it! She was persistent.

“I’m not the subject of this enquiry,” he said.

She leaned across the small, square table as far as the chains would allow. She smelled of orange blossoms and he felt his loins ache with desire once more. Whether it was intentional, she gave him a very intimate view of her deep cleavage. It was hard to know where to look.

“Can you put your hand on your heart and say you have always respected a woman’s wishes when she said ‘no’? Or do you simply get a little more insistent? Something like, ‘C’mon, honey, it has been a hard day and I need a little loving.’ Or do you get her drunk, or slip a pill into her drink, so you can rape her without protest?”

She waited for him to respond. He remained silent.

“Yes, I thought so. Even you, an ‘officer of the law.’ When a woman says ‘no,’ she means it. When I say ‘no,’ I make sure of it.”

“Don’t you think castrating a man is cruel?”

She sat back and placed her hands on her lap. “Not at all. It’s a kindness. All men should be done. Any boys we don’t need for breeding should get snipped early to prevent them from developing the urge to rape. It’s a quick, clean procedure. Just two small cuts and two little snips. Stitch up the sac and you’re done. Men are much nicer once they’ve had their balls trimmed.”

“What kind of life do you think they will have once you’ve done your work?”

“I don’t know. Maybe they’ll take up poetry or knitting or something.”

He pressed her harder. “I think all this talk about men being rapists is just an excuse. I think your real motivation is that you enjoy it.”

She licked her lips in such a way that his cock throbbed with the need to cum.

“Oh, I do, but ‘enjoy’ doesn’t adequately describe it. I adore doing it. I can’t describe how much pleasure I get from taking out a pair of balls and snipping the cords. From the moment I started cutting my first man, I knew once would never be enough. Would you like to hear about it?”

He placed his palms flat on the table and shrugged. It was always best to appear disinterested when a suspect was about to make a confession.

“I was staying in a hotel. It wasn’t completely soundproof, and I was sure I could hear a woman cry out in the next room. So I went to the balcony, hopped over the rail and made my way into the room. This brute of a man had just finished raping a girl, but he wasn’t content to stop there. He had her tied to the bedpost, with cruel clamps attached to her nipples, and he was torturing her big, bare breasts with a whip, striping them red. If he hadn’t gagged her, I would have heard her crying out much sooner. He was enjoying torturing her, taking pleasure from her pain. With every lash of the whip he let out a contented grunt.”

She paused and looked at him, as if waiting for him to disapprove of the man in her account.

“Go on,” he said flatly.

“Well, I took him from behind in a choke hold and knocked him out,” she said, as if it were an everyday occurrence. “I untied the girl and used the ropes to tie him up. The girl was furious. She told me what had happened, how he had raped her and then tortured her for his pleasure. At the end she said, ‘I wish someone would cut off his balls!’ So I did. After she had left, of course.”

Detective Roberts considered her story. It was unlikely she could have easily knocked out a man by choking him without him putting up a struggle. She’d described him as a brute. She was a slender, delicate woman who would be no match for a powerful man in a physical encounter. There was some fact she’d omitted from her story, if indeed it were true at all.

He wondered if she was making everything up to lead him on a merry chase. Everything she had told him was deniable. They had nothing concrete to pin on her at all. Although they had arrested her at the crime scene, they hadn’t found her latest victim’s missing testicles.

If their case went before a judge, even a mediocre lawyer could get her off if their case was entirely based on circumstantial evidence. He needed a confession.

“So that’s how you do it? You knock men out to prevent them from stopping you?”

“Sometimes. When it’s necessary. I prefer them awake and aware though. I love to watch the look on their faces when I take the first one.”

She acted out a look of shock and surprise.

“But the second one is the best. That’s when you see the yearning in their eyes, as they realise I’m about to remove their sex power.”

“You expect me to believe men willingly let you do this?”

She arched an eyebrow. “Men go quite stupid in the head when they’re face to face with a pretty girl, especially if she’s being flirtatious and showing off her lovely, big breasts. It’s like taking candy from a baby.”

Damn, she had lovely breasts! As a professional, he wished he didn’t have such a good view of them. As a man, he was secretly enjoying every glimpse of her delectable curves.

He needed to stay on track and not get distracted, even if his twitching cock disagreed with that assessment. It was time for another loosely disguised insult to see if he could breach her defences.

“You clearly have an issue with men. Is this because you have repressed sexual desires for women?”

She licked her lips, and his cock throbbed again. It was like she was laughing at his insult by demonstrating her ability to control his sexual desires.

“Oh, no. I like a hard cock just as much as the next girl. I just like one when I’m ready for it, not because a man wants to use me as his sex toy.”

“It must be difficult to have any meaningful relationships.”

She looked at him wide-eyed. “I have a boyfriend.”

“An intact boyfriend?”

She sighed. “Oh, I tried, I honestly did, but what’s a girl to do? They were so full and delicious. I just had to give him a little trim.”

This was getting too far-fetched. She had to be lying.

“And you’re still together?”

“Of course! He thanks me every day for giving him the snip. He said he wishes he had them back so I could do it all over again.”

“Obviously, you don’t miss having sex.”

“We have sex when I want it. He takes a pill to make him go hard, and I let him pleasure me. He can’t cum, of course. Or, if I feel like a little variety, I bring a man home, let him shoot his load one last time and then give him a snip too. It’s a win-win scenario for all concerned.”

She leaned across the table again. “All men secretly want to surrender their balls to a beautiful woman. Tell me, Detective, how often do you feel that lingering ache, that mysterious urge you can never satisfy? Wouldn’t you be grateful if a beautiful, naked woman milked you dry and then snipped off those pesky testicles dangling between your legs?”

He shrugged, outwardly maintaining the calm composure of a professional. Inwardly, his balls had developed an uncontrollable ache throughout the entire interview. After all, he was a man and the topic at hand was too personal to dismiss.

“I know you feel it all the time. It’s the beginning of your awareness that you know you have to surrender your balls. Don’t feel ashamed. All men are in various stages of this journey from denial to acceptance.”

“Regardless of what you believe, you’ve performed your last castration. We’ve got you now.”

She smiled so sweetly it was like he had just paid her a compliment.

“Really? Perhaps I wanted you to catch me. Perhaps, while you’ve been looking for me, I’ve been watching you, Detective. What better way for us to meet than this? It has been such a pleasure, especially now we’ve shared our most intimate secrets.”

Her comment made him flinch.

“Are you scared of little old me? I’m handcuffed…”

He looked at his watch. Hell, how long would it take for the boys in the back office to get something on this woman? Anything!

He’d have to stall for time, in any way possible. The clock was ticking. Just because she’d rejected a phone call, that didn’t mean a lawyer wouldn’t show up at any moment to demand her immediate release. She’d be free to go, and he was certain they’d never cross paths again. He needed to make a big play.

“I think you’ve made all of this up to stall for time.”

She crossed her legs back and forth, rattling the chains as she tried to get comfortable. The chair wasn’t designed for comfort. It was designed for the opposite, because people with a sore ass were more willing to talk.

“I have told you three little lies, Detective. The rest is true,” she said.

“Oh? What were the lies?”

She held his gaze for a long moment, and he felt his desire burn in his loins.

“Okay, I’ll tell you. But only you. No cameras. No stuffed shirts waiting at the doorway. I’ll even give you a full confession.”

Detective Roberts thought about it for a moment. She was handcuffed and chained to the floor. They were in a secure facility filled with police officers.

He switched off the security camera, took out his phone and laid it flat on the table.

“A full confession?”

She nodded.

“If you don’t fulfil your end of the bargain, I’ll throw the book at you.”

He opened the voice recording application on his phone.

“Let’s start with your name,” he said.

“Jewel,” she replied.

He recited the mandatory information required to submit her confession as evidence in a court of law.

* * *

Her name wasn’t Jewel, but they didn’t need to know that, and it didn’t count as a lie. It was a white lie, as that was how people knew her in her capacity as a castratrix—and a world-class castratrix at that—not some mere thrill seeker.

She eyed Detective Roberts, cleared her throat and tossed her head to get the hair out of her face. It wasn’t bothering her. She was observing how many times Detective Roberts had looked at her breasts jiggling in the tight cups of her bodice.

The fact she knew his name—his full name—wasn’t a lie either. He hadn’t given it, she hadn’t used it, and they hadn’t discussed it.

“The first lie I told you was that I’d never counted the men I’ve trimmed. What respectable castratrix could forget how many pairs she had in her collection? Shall I tell you the number?”

He nodded, still pretending to be nonchalant. She watched him loosen his tie. The room had air conditioning. It wasn’t stuffy or too warm. She was getting under his skin and she enjoyed getting under a man’s skin, especially his ball sac.

“Including the rapist at the brothel, exactly nine hundred and ninety-nine.”

She watched him swallow hard.

“The second lie I’ve told you is that I’m handcuffed,” she said. “The first trick a woman in my profession learns, apart from how to snip a pair of balls, of course, is how to get out of handcuffs or restraints. When you’re in the clutches of a sadomasochist who wants to use you as his personal whipping toy, it’s a skill that comes in handy.”

He laughed, evidently wanting to call her bluff. Or perhaps he had too much faith in the ‘escape-proof’ rating of police restraints.

It didn’t matter. She hadn’t been crossing her legs back and forth because she was uncomfortable. She had been slipping out of the handcuffs and getting to her tools, which were concealed in her boots.

The first was a cloth soaked in chloroform. She slipped it out of its plastic zip-lock bag, launched herself across the table and pressed it to his face.

Administering chloroform with a sudden surprise always worked best, as the body takes an involuntary deep breath. Not even a calm, well-trained police officer was immune to that instinct.

His eyelids fluttered and closed, and he slumped onto the table. She had chloroformed the rapist in her story too, but that didn’t count as a lie. It was a necessary omission, so she didn’t put the idea in the detective’s head.

She eased his limp body onto the floor, sat down and waited for a moment. If anyone was watching, it would only be a matter of seconds before several officers crashed through the door to restrain her.

She used the time to tell him her third lie, and to provide a full confession, as promised. After all, she was a woman of integrity and wouldn’t cheat on a promise.

“My third lie is also my confession. It wasn’t luck that led you to me. It was as I suggested before. While you’ve been looking for me, I’ve been watching you, Detective Roberts. Yes, I know your name, Detective Dean Patrick Roberts. I know where you live. I know what you eat for breakfast. I have photographs of your pretty wife. Her name is Vicky. I was outside your bedroom window the night she told you she needed some sleep, when you wouldn’t take no for an answer when you wanted to have sex. I remember exactly what you said. ‘C’mon, honey, it has been a hard day and I need a little loving.’ Then you forced her to have sex with you.”

She looked at him, lying helpless on the green lino floor. Men were so predictable. They didn’t think with their heads, only their balls and the constant need to cum.

“With number one thousand coming up, I wanted to make the trim really special. And so, Detective, you have the honour of bringing up that milestone.”

She would have preferred more time, not that she needed it, as she’d done a man in under a minute before, but it was a shame to rush such a beautiful experience. She removed his pants and boxer shorts and felt her cheeks flush as she fulfilled her plan: snipping a detective in an interrogation room in a building filled with dozens of other cops. It would be a genuine pleasure to relieve him of his balls.

When they found him in a few minutes, everyone would know she had taken his balls and that he was never getting them back. It wasn’t cruel as he had suggested. It was a kindness.

He would understand eventually. From this day forward, every time he interviewed a sex offender, he would be grateful she had saved him from being like them, even if his colleagues were laughing behind his back about his empty sac.

She examined his package. He had two fine, round balls dangling underneath an impressive cock. Oh yes, they definitely had to go!

Her flat-packed kit contained a small pair of operating scissors and suture strips. Her pussy tingled as she cut him open and took out his first testicle. Trimming a man always made her want to masturbate, but that would have to wait for later.

“This cut is for Vicky,” she said, cutting the cord.

She put the neatly severed testicle in a small plastic bag. Her heart rate sped up. It would have been better if he was awake as she snipped him, but the thrill of doing it in such a dangerous location more than made up for it.

She opened up the other side of his sac and eased out his other testicle.

“And this cut is for me,” she said, making the second, much sweeter and more satisfying snip. His second liberated testicle joined the first. She tucked the bag into the cup of her bodice.

The arresting officers had looked at her breasts, but hadn’t thought to search her there. Under her right breast were the balls of the man at the brothel.

She tucked Detective Roberts’s balls under her left breast. It felt so good to know the one thousandth jar in her collection would soon be full.

She used the suture strips to seal the cuts and briefly admired her work. Stealing into the hall, she walked purposefully to the women’s bathroom, where she had stashed a policewoman’s uniform the day before.

Nobody gave her a second look as she walked out of the police station. And then, like Detective Roberts’s balls, she was gone without a trace.


Country Matters

Ella Mae was still a virgin, but she knew enough about life to identify the sticky patch on her panties. Someone, specifically a male someone, had been through her lingerie drawer and jerked himself off, using her panties to mop up his release.

She cautiously raised her panties to her nose. One quick sniff confirmed her suspicions. A man’s cum smelled sharp, salty and musky. It was unmistakable.

To make matters worse, the intruder had also jerked himself off onto her favourite pair of panties: a white satin G-string. She only wore it on the rare occasions she wanted to touch herself. Good girls weren’t supposed to crave sex, unlike boys who didn’t have a choice, but touching herself gave her pussy such a delicious ache. Her ritual made her feel naughty, and while she tried to be as good as she could, being naughty also felt good.

She always showered and shaved her pussy smooth. Then she put on perfume, slipped on her panties and enjoyed the sensation of stroking the smooth satin against her sensitive skin. She loved the feeling as it slowly got wet with her juices as she worked it between her lips while she smelled sweet flowers from her perfume. She figured if she didn’t put her fingers inside herself, then she wasn’t being a bad girl.

So, who had used her panties to jerk off? Surely it couldn’t have been her dear, sweet daddy. He was a good man who only spanked her when she had been bad, such as when she didn’t serve his dinner on time.

He wasn’t anything like Old Man McGee, who regularly took his wife or daughters outside to strip them naked, tie them to a tree and whip their poor breasts. The women did nothing wrong. Old Man McGee whipped their breasts because he enjoyed it. Ella Mae knew this because she had spied on him once and seen how it made his penis go hard.

No, her daddy wasn’t anything like Old Man McGee at all. That narrowed the list down to one of the farm hands: Ricky or Rhett. While both men spent the day working outside, they still had access to the house. It wasn’t unusual to see either man inside when they needed to use the kitchen or bathroom.

Rhett was a shy young man, but she was certain he was harbouring lustful thoughts about her. He was always watching her with his hungry blue eyes, because he always looked away if she caught his gaze.

Ricky was the confident one. He let her know he liked her and wanted to have sex. He started by telling her she was pretty. Then he would ask for kisses. She’d refused him because she didn’t want to be a bad girl. If her daddy found out she was having relations with one of the farm hands, he would most definitely spank her poor bottom red.

But Ricky wouldn’t take no for an answer. He waited until he could get her alone, so he could take out his penis and tell her how much it ached for her, and how much he needed to cum.

Judging by the mess on her panties, men needed to cum a lot. Ricky certainly needed to cum a lot. With every opportunity, he took her into the milking shed for a different milking session. Hiding in a dark corner, he made her sit on his knee and jerk him off while he played with her breasts through her dress.

He told her it was important she knew how to please a man if she wanted to learn how to be a good wife. He said her husband would expect her to do much more than stick her hand down his pants. And he told her to keep quiet about what they did together, or he would tell her daddy what a bad girl she had been. If that happened, she was in for a spanking that would leave her bottom red and sore for days.

She couldn’t imagine what it was like being a boy, with balls that constantly filled up with cum and needing release. She wondered if they ached when they got too full.

For these reasons, she knew the stain on her panties was definitely cum. Now she was suspicious, she wondered if the culprit had been through any of her other drawers. Searching through the drawer with her bras, she discovered the pretty one with little embroidered red kisses was missing.

She looked about her room, wondering if she’d misplaced it, but she knew that was unlikely, as she always kept the house tidy and clean. A messy house was another reason she could find herself with a red, burning bottom.

She also had to wear an unflattering shirt and shorts during the day while she did her chores, so she liked to wear much more feminine clothes underneath. As such, she kept track of what she wore and when. She hadn’t worn the bra with pretty red kisses for over a week, so it should have been in her drawer.

The missing bra turned up in the washing pile, stashed inside some of her daddy’s bedsheets. While the smell had faded, there were telltale stains where some man had used one of the generous cups to mop up his cum.

“Well, really!” she huffed, throwing it into the machine and setting the wash cycle.

As she carried the basket outside to hang the wet washing on the line, she saw Ricky and Rhett leaning against the side of the pickup truck, sipping steaming mugs of coffee.

Ricky gave her a knowing smirk, which wasn’t uncommon when her daddy wasn’t around, but she thought it was suspicious given the circumstances. He only made her jerk him off when her daddy wasn’t around. Her daddy hadn’t been to town for over a week, so Ricky’s balls would be full of cum if he hadn’t relieved himself without her help. He was the likely culprit.

Rhett had the ‘rabbit in the headlights’ stare, which was equally suspicious. He quickly averted his gaze and took a pull on his coffee. She raised her chin and strutted past them, not even pausing to wish them good day. From the corner of her eye, she saw Ricky blow out an appreciative breath. Rhett whacked him on the arm with the back of his hand.

Just then, her daddy strode out of the house, and both men stood to attention. She smiled and waved to her daddy. He was a man who commanded respect, and that was the reason she didn’t mind if he spanked her every now and again.

Now in his early forties, he was still devilishly handsome. He had silver streaks in his black hair, a rugged face and a broad, muscular body. She’d seen Mrs McGee and her daughters look at her dear, sweet daddy with the kind of longing that reveals a woman is wet between the legs.

If Old Man McGee wasn’t around, no doubt her daddy would have his hands full fighting them off, or maybe taking them all to bed, but not at the same time, of course. Ella Mae’s breasts heaved with heartache for her poor daddy. It had been such a long time since he’d had mommy around.

The three men discussed the morning’s business while Ella Mae hung the washing on the clothesline. As she hung up her now clean satin panties and her pretty red kisses bra, she saw Rhett watching her. As she met his eye, he looked away. She pursed her lips. It looked like an admission of guilt.

She no longer felt any doubt. Rhett was the culprit and needed to be taught a lesson so he never did it again. But what could she do to teach him a lesson? Although shy, he was a solid, powerful man who could easily overpower her if she tried to do anything he didn’t like.

Staring at her bra and panties waving in the breeze, she realised how she could do it. She could use the power of her femininity to torment him.

The following morning, she saw her daddy send Ricky into town for supplies. He was sitting on the porch enjoying a steaming mug of coffee, while Rhett loaded hay bales onto the back of the pickup truck. She gathered her hair into pigtails and darkened her long eyelashes with enough mascara to make them thick and glossy. It gave her a cute little girl look, but with her large breasts pushed together in her pretty red kisses bra, she also looked very grown up too. She dressed in a white, short-sleeved shirt and tied it in a knot under her breasts to expose her thin waist and flat stomach.

Next she put on her white satin panties and a short red pleated skirt that could blow up and reveal her round bottom, or the small silk triangle barely covering her pussy, providing the wind cooperated with her plans.

The finishing touch was a thick coat of no transfer lip gloss. Her lips were going to be very busy, and she wanted to make sure they still glistened seductively after she had finished her work.

She bounced downstairs and outside onto the porch. Without asking permission, she sat sideways on her daddy’s lap and looped an arm around his neck.

“Morning, daddy,” she said, fluttering her lashes.

He put his coffee down and looped one arm around her waist. “Morning, baby girl. You’re looking mighty pretty today!”

She gave him a sad pout. “I just wanted to say sorry for being a bad girl sometimes, daddy.”

She glanced at the pickup truck. Rhett was taking his time loading the bales. He could clearly see her sitting on her daddy’s lap and remained within earshot of their conversation. He had a hungry look in his clear blue eyes.

Ella Mae stroked her daddy’s cheek with her fingertips. “So, I know why you spank me sometimes. I’m sorry, daddy. I know I deserve it.”

“Ah, baby girl, don’t let it worry you. The devil tempts us all with wickedness.”

“Thank you, daddy,” she said, planting a series of little kisses on his cheek.

He screwed up his face as if he didn’t like it, but she knew it was all for a show of manly pride as he too was aware Rhett was watching.

“I love you, daddy,” she said, continuing to give him sweet little kisses, making sure she planted some near the corner of his mouth.

“Well, I love you too, baby girl,” he said, making a show of trying to pull away.

She held him tight. “I know you miss mommy, so I thought you needed some sweet little kisses to make you feel better.”

She continued to kiss him, while peeking to see if Rhett was watching. His eyes were burning with lust, and the way he carried each bale over his crotch meant he probably had a stiff penis.

When her daddy tried to pull away again, she wrapped both arms around his head, pulling him to her breasts. “Don’t be sad, daddy. Remember that I love you just as much as mommy did.”

“I know, baby girl. Now, you’re being much too sweet to an old scoundrel who really needs to get back to work.”

He lifted her from his knee and set her on the porch.

She thought for a moment about what her daddy had said about the devil tempting people to be wicked and how that was the reason he spanked her. Using that line of reasoning, if the devil had tempted Rhett to wickedness, then she didn’t have to feel she was doing anything wrong by punishing him. Her daddy was so wise!

“You’re the best daddy a girl could ever want,” she said, hugging his chest.

At that moment, the wind cooperated with her plan and she felt the cool breeze on her bare bottom as her skirt blew up. Yes, it was providence, a sign she was justified in her desire to punish Rhett for what he had done.

She waited until the afternoon to act, when her daddy usually went indoors for a nap. Reapplying a generous amount of lip gloss, she went to the milking shed and perched on a hay bale with her long legs crossed to wait for Rhett to take his afternoon break.

He appeared right on time and she knew there was no way he’d miss seeing her there, gently bouncing one foot up and down. He looked nervous. She couldn’t tell if it was because she was looking so sexy or he suspected she knew about his intrusions into her lingerie drawer.

“Heya, Rhett,” she called out. “Can you help me with something?”

He stopped in his tracks. “Uh… sure, Ella Mae. What do ya need?”

She wiggled her finger, inviting him to approach. He shuffled uneasily over to her, stopping at a respectful distance.

“Y’know how Ricky is away in town…”

He nodded.

“Well… there’s a problem with one of the milking parlours. I think the pump is faulty. And y’know, I’m ready to do a little milking…”

Rhett undoubtedly knew what she was suggesting. When Ricky wanted to ‘check the equipment to do some afternoon milking,’ it had nothing to do with the cows.

“So, how about you come and help me do some milking instead?” she said, licking her glistening lips.

“Are—are you sure?” he said.

She had to suppress a laugh. He was trembling with nerves and excitement. It hadn’t stopped the bulge in his pants from becoming more noticeable though.

She hopped off the hay bale and took him by the hand. “C’mon,” she said. “It doesn’t look like it’ll take very long to get the milk flowing.”

Leading him inside, she closed the door and switched off the lights. He followed along like a puppy as she took him to the stall she had prepared earlier.

“Now, if we’re going to fix that pump in your trousers and get all the milk out, we have to do it right. Maybe you should start by taking off your pants.”

He was positively breathless with excitement and nearly fell over himself in his hurry to remove his pants.

She told him to climb into the stall. “Now bend over and put your hands on the bars,” she said, taking two short belts she had placed there earlier. “These are to make sure you’re not tempted to touch me while I’m working. Those are the rules if you want a good milking.”

He nodded, and she strapped one to each of his wrists. Then she rolled up a scarf to make a gag and fitted it into his mouth, binding it in place.

“And this is so you don’t accidentally whoop for joy when the milk flows. We wouldn’t want to wake up my daddy, would we?”

His long, hard cock twitched with anticipation as she untied the knot beneath her breasts to take off her shirt. She did it slowly, making him wait for every inch of her deep cleavage as she peeled it off.

“Do you like this brassiere?” she said, giving him an intimate view of the way it cupped her full breasts.

He nodded like a feverish man desperate for water.

“Oh yes, silly me. I already know you like it a lot!”

Next, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the ground.

“How about these panties?” she said, toying with the bands, peeling them down far enough to give him a peek of her smoothly shaved pussy. His cock twitched in time with his nodding. She pulled it up again.

“I already know you like these too, because I know it was you who went through my lingerie drawers so you could jerk yourself off!”

His expression turned from ravenous lust to wide-eyed shock and he grunted something through the gag.

“Don’t deny it!” she said. “That’ll only make your punishment worse!”

With that, she switched on the milking pump and rammed the head of his cock into the cup.

“If you like milking your cock so much, let’s see how much cum we can pump out.”

It was at this moment she realised her plan wasn’t going too well. The suction from the pump wasn’t strong enough to torment his cock as she had hoped. He actually seemed to enjoy it, especially as he could stare at her very sexy and nearly naked body.

Perhaps he imagined this was what happened when Ricky took her into the shed. This wasn’t punishment at all! She decided she’d have to resort to the normal means her daddy used and give him a good spanking.

She lined him up and spanked his bare bottom as hard as she could. His cheeks were solid muscle from all the physical work he did around the farm, so after two dozen spanks, her hand was more sore than his bottom. She’d barely made it blush.

Rhett didn’t seem displeased that she was spanking him either. His cock was still hard as a rock and twitching for more. She looked at it as the milking machine suckled it.

What had she done? This wouldn’t discourage him at all! If anything, he probably thought he was also in line for her attention when he wanted them too. She’d only doubled her man trouble!

Men and their aching cocks! Men and their wicked needs! Men and their cum filled balls!

She gasped as an idea struck her. His cock wasn’t the problem. It was his balls! Those two troublesome organs kept filling up with cum, making his cock hard, making him want to stroke it to empty them out. Balls were an absolute menace!

If he was a farm animal, he would’ve had them taken out long ago. Ella Mae pressed a finger to her lips. Dogs, cats, sheep, bulls, horses… the list went on and on… but it didn’t include men. The fact they weren’t on the list defied all reason!

“Gosh!” she said. “Think of all the problems it would solve!”

It wasn’t like she didn’t know how to do it. After all, she had desexed many animals on the farm. A man wouldn’t be different. Their sex organs were basically the same.

But she couldn’t actually do it to a man without his permission… could she? It wasn’t like she could put them back if she felt like she had made a mistake.

And there was no way Rhett would give her permission, even if she hadn’t tied him up and gagged him. But by the same token, he hadn’t asked her permission to invade her underwear drawer to use her panties to satisfy his need to jerk off.

The idea of clipping Rhett’s cords while he was helpless made her flush with a sense of excitement she’d never felt before. It felt extremely naughty, but also incredibly arousing. The more she considered it, the more her sense of arousal grew, making her hot and wet between the legs. She could feel how damp her panties were getting with every breath.

He’d taken more than his fair share of sexual gratification from her. Now it was his turn to provide her with pleasure, while she dealt out the punishment that would fix his problem once and for all.

Her pussy throbbed and ached in the most delicious way as she decided to do him right now.

They kept the gelding kit in a nearby storage locker. She retrieved it, found a milking stool and positioned herself between his legs. His large balls swayed in time to the milking machine, while it pumped the head of his cock.

Yes, his wicked balls had to go! She gave him a jab with the anaesthetic they used on larger animals. If it could numb a horse, it would numb Rhett nicely too. He tried to look around to see what she was doing, but bent over and with his hands belted to the bars, all he would know was that he’d felt a brief, sharp jab in his sac.

It surprised her how much she enjoyed snipping him open with the scissors. The gorgeous white plum that held half of his sex power came out so easily. If balls were vulnerable to just a tiny cut, it was a wonder men could hold onto them at all.

With another tiny cut, she severed the cord and he was halfway to becoming a gelding. Rhett grunted. It sounded like he was enjoying it too. His cock looked so hard, like he was close to an orgasm.

Perhaps snipping off balls felt like the moment before release. Well then, if he enjoyed getting snipped, she thought she’d better get on and finish the job.

Once she had his second white plum in her hand, she felt deliciously powerful in her womanhood. She liked how it made her feel, how she could now control a man’s sexuality. She could drive a man wild with lustful desire, and she could also take it away from him. So she did.

His grunting got louder as she cut off his second ball. Yes, he was feeling the tightness, the need to push, the desperate desire to cum. As she put a few stitches into his sac to close the cuts, she wondered if he knew why he couldn’t cum.

He’d shot his last load into her panties, and for that, he wouldn’t ever cum again.

Ella Mae put his balls in a jar and wandered around to face him.

“Trying to cum, Rhett? I bet you need to so bad it’s driving you crazy.”

She giggled and held up the jar for him to see. Through his straining need to cum, a look of confusion passed over his face. He may not have known what they were at this moment, but he would find out soon enough.

In the morning, she would take a trip into town and buy a big flagon of formaldehyde. She would preserve his balls and lock them away where he could never find them. If he ever exhibited any perverted behaviour ever again, she would show him his balls and tease him about his empty sac.

Although, she didn’t expect she would ever have another problem with Rhett. She’d fixed him good and proper.

There was still a part of her that thought it had been a bit naughty to snip off his balls, but it had given her so much pleasure, she wanted to do it again soon.

And why not? It had been so easy to fix Rhett. Why should she stop there? She could fix Ricky too. Instead of him taking her into the milking shed so she could jerk him off, she could tie him up and give him two special snips.

There were so many possibilities. She could also trim the testicles off Old Man McGee. She was certain his wife and daughters would be most grateful if he didn’t have wicked balls anymore. Then they could all make love to her dear, sweet daddy.

She removed the milking machine from Rhett’s cock, undid the belts and left him to discover what was now missing between his legs.

As she climbed the stairs, she heard a similar muffled grunting noise to the one Rhett had been making. It was coming from her bedroom. Tiptoeing to the door, she nudged it open and peeked through the crack.

She clasped her hand over her mouth to suppress a gasp. Her dear, sweet daddy was standing next to her dresser. Her lingerie drawer was open and he had his cock out, jerking it into a pair of her panties. The culprit wasn’t Rhett at all! It was him!

“Oops,” she mouthed silently, as she looked at the two round organs in her jar.

Still, providence worked in mysterious ways. Clearly, it intended her to discover the joy of snipping off men’s balls. She let out a short, silent huff. And it looked like she would now have to add her dear, sweet daddy to the snipping list too.


The Perfect Girlfriend

It was the day Louis had been waiting for since he’d started a career in advertising. The work was hard, with long hours and little recognition for his efforts, but he was amongst the glitz and the glamour of the business.

More importantly, he had the chance to get on the set for a television commercial shoot. It wasn’t just any commercial. It was one for Supabrite Toothpaste, where the star was none other than the famous glamour model Amanda Bell.

When asked, he admitted he’d seen photos of her before. If he had to swear under oath, he would have to explain that he had many on the hard drive of his personal computer at home. If he had his arm twisted really hard, he’d also have to confess to jerking off over the said photos. A lot. Which meant every day. Often more than once.

She looked devastating in her photos, so he couldn’t wait to see her in the flesh. How would he react if she looked at him with her mesmerising jade-green feline eyes? What would he say if she opened her full, pouting lips and spoke to him?

Could he keep his eyes on her face without looking at the two perfect round globes on her chest? Could he steal a longing look at her hourglass figure and slender, shapely legs? Damn, he hoped so!

Dark glasses were definitely in order. Thankfully, the shoot was at an exclusive spa, where there were hot mineral pools among landscaped gardens.

Amanda would wear a bikini. He bit his knuckle hard at the thought and saw bright stars from the pain. Damn, they were lucky stars though.

And to think he’d considered a career in computers. It was a dream come true. Amanda Bell… in a bikini… in the flesh.

Louis could barely contain his excitement as he joined his colleagues on the bus that would take them to the spa. Every man had dressed in his coolest clothes and groomed every hair on his head, including the married men and the ones in long-term relationships.

Louis hadn’t been in a relationship for over a year, and while he thought it would be nice if his luck changed for the better, who needed a girlfriend when he had pictures of Amanda Bell to look at every night? How could any girl live up to her? And those images would be so much better after seeing her in person.

When he arrived on set, there was a throng of camera, sound and lighting technicians setting up gear around one of the hot pools. He looked for her, but she was nowhere to be seen in the crowd.

He took his position with the other spectators, well back from the film crew. What a perfect day! The sky was solid blue, there was steam rising from the hot pools, and once he had taken a seat, he wouldn’t have to conceal the bulge rising in his pants.

The shoot started as the director called, “Action!”

And there she was, swimming towards the cameras, doing a slow breaststroke that sent gentle ripples over the surface of the water. She was wearing silver mirrored aviator glasses and her long black hair looked like molasses spilling down her back.

Louis’s breath caught in his throat as she reached the stairs and emerged from the pool with the elegance of a ballet dancer.

The spectators drew a collective breath at the sight: Amanda Bell wearing only a tiny, green bikini, showing more of her divine body than any of them had seen before.

Off to one side, a continuity girl read the lines that would eventually get added as a voiceover, but Louis only had eyes and ears for Amanda Bell.

Now she was close, she looked even more beautiful in person. She radiated femininity and powerful sexuality, traits a photo could never capture.

The director counted down from three. As he reached one, Amanda Bell took off her glasses. She might as well have taken off her top. It had the same effect on the men in the crowd, many of whom crossed their legs.

Louis realised he’d been holding his breath, as he was lightheaded. Was there a more beautiful woman alive?

The combination of her large green eyes against her jet black hair, pert nose, full lips and heart-shaped face gave her the sexy, innocent look. Yet somehow she also had a mischievous twinkle in her eye, like she wasn’t innocent in the bedroom.

“Wait for it…” said the man sitting next to him. The continuity girl read the buy line, something about how good SupaBrite was for your smile.

Amanda Bell smiled and everyone swooned, without exception, men and women alike.

“And there it is!” said the man.

His mouth was hanging open. Louis felt like his heart had stopped. Naturally, he’d seen photos of her smiling, but to see her smile in person was electrifying.

All he could think was: what would he have to do to see her smile at him? It was like receiving a blessing from a goddess.

“And cut!” yelled the director, ending the moment.

He was the first to rush over to Amanda, just as her dresser wrapped a long white robe over her shoulders. Taking her hand, the director gushed with compliments and thanked her for once again doing a commercial in a single take.

Louis wiped his sweaty palms on the sides of his pants as the director invited the gathering to meet Amanda.

One by one, she said hello and shook their hands. She seemed to know some and gave them a knowing smile. Others were so shy they could barely look her in the eye. Finally, Louis stood before her, feeling totally intoxicated by her beauty.

“Relax,” she said. “I’m just a girl, you know.”

“H—h—hi,” said Louis.

“Oh, you’re cute!” she said, taking his hand and giving it a gentle squeeze.

Then, for the briefest moment, she flashed him her smile. Louis thought he was going to melt, or self-destruct from the fact his heart rate and blood pressure were shooting through the roof.

As he came to his senses, she had moved on, finishing the meet and greet to return to the spa. He took the longest, deepest breath of his life. He’d met Amanda Bell, and she’d said he was cute. How could he stop himself from jerking off until he got home?

At that moment, he realised he had a slip of paper in his hand. He read it. Then he read it again. Then he swallowed, bit his lip until it hurt, and read it a third time.

The pain was real, which meant he wasn’t dreaming. The slip of paper had her name printed on it, along with her phone number.

* * *

It took Louis three days to pluck up the courage to make the call. After the ring tone had sounded three times, she answered the phone.

Stuttering like he had a serious speech impediment, he nervously reminded her of their meeting three days before.

“Louis!” she said. “What took you so long to call? Are you gay?”

“N—no… I… er… thought you gave me your number by mistake.”

“Good. The only man who never called was gay, but I don’t blame him if he prefers men.”

Now Louis was past the worst of his nerves, it occurred to him he’d never given her his name. He asked her how she knew it.

“Oh, I know all about you, Louis. Your colleagues were most forthcoming when I asked about you. But they do anything for me.”

Louis was dumbfounded. She was enquiring about him?! Amanda Bell, the most gorgeous glamour goddess in the world was making enquiries about him?!

“Listen, Louis. I’m a girl too, even if I’m a very famous girl. If I see a man I like, I can’t use normal means to arrange a date with him.”

“A—a—date!?”

Louis decided this was the best dream ever. He would be quite happy to die in his sleep if it meant it was the last experience of his life.

“What are you doing tonight?” she said.

Louis didn’t know if he’d planned anything. He didn’t know what planet he was on anymore. He revised that assessment: he was definitely living on Planet Awesome, where only awesome things happened to its inhabitants.

With a shaking hand, he took down the details of where she wanted to meet.

Then, with his head spinning like he was drunk, he started the frantic task of getting ready. He washed, scrubbed, combed, shaved and groomed every part of his body. He put on his best shirt and jacket and called a cab.

She’d asked him to meet her in a private room in one of the flashier hotels in the city. Scarcely able to believe it was real, he took the elevator to the twentieth floor, found the room and knocked on the door.

It swung open and he nearly fainted. Amanda Bell stood before him wearing a classic black cocktail dress. It was low-cut to show off her heavenly cleavage, with a long slash up one side to show off an equally heavenly leg.

She sighed. “It’s all right! I’m just an ordinary girl, you know.”

Louis was thunderstruck. He couldn’t speak or move. She grabbed him by the arm, pulled him into the room and closed the door. Before he realised what was happening, she was helping him to take off his jacket and ushering him into the spacious lounge. The details of the suite were all a blur. He only had eyes for her.

“Don’t feel bad, Louis. I get this a lot. Well, all the time. Would you like a drink?”

He would have agreed to anything. She poured two glasses of wine and sat opposite him on another couch with her legs crossed, but on display as the slash in her dress allowed the skirts to fall away.

“As you can imagine,” she began, “a girl like me doesn’t get to go out on regular dates. I attract too much attention in public, even if I wear a wig and dark glasses. So I’ve had to find other ways to meet men and abbreviate the dating ritual. So, here’s the deal. If I like you, I’ll be your girlfriend. If not, we’ll say ‘adios’.”

As Louis comprehended the last sentence, the stupor lifted from his head. “My… girlfriend?”

She sipped her wine. “Yes, if I like you. First impressions are in your favour, if you can make at least one competent sentence.”

“It just feels totally unreal,” he said. “You’re… Amanda Bell! I’ve had one helluva crush on you since I first saw you in that commercial for the self-service car wash.”

She gave him a small nod of approval. “Hmm, that was a few years ago now. Lots of water and suds, if I recall.”

“Lots of water and suds!” he agreed.

She let out a small laugh. It sounded amazing, like the sweet tinkling of a tiny bell. Perhaps that was how she had gained her stage name.

“We can bypass all the get to know you stuff. You know I’m a famous glamour model. I have your personnel file from the advertising agency—”

“Um, isn’t that supposed to be private?” said Louis, finally gathering his wits.

She blinked in affirmation. He thanked heaven her eyes were so mesmerising, bright green and framed by long black lashes and thick lines of mascara that only a woman of her beauty could wear and still look classy.

“Yes, they are private, but I know many of the men at your work. They never refuse me. Is it a problem?”

“Only if I wouldn’t like what it said.”

“Oh, you’re fine. They think you’re wonderful. Now, you ask me whatever you want.”

She sat back, toying with the stem of her wine glass and waited. Louis found he was relaxing. He took a decent mouthful of wine to help the sensation along.

“Why did you want to become a glamour model?”

The way she pursed her kissable lips showed she approved of his question. “If I don’t like a man, I answer him with this: because I have the body and the looks and it pays extremely well.”

“What do you tell a man you do like?” Louis said, swallowing hard.

Hell, he was getting ballsy with Amanda Bell! When was God going to show up and tell him he’d died and gone to heaven?

“I became a glamour model because I get off on the fact that thousands of men jerk off over me every night. Not just lonely, single men, but men with girlfriends, regular lovers and wives. When they’re horny and need to cum, they look at pictures of me, or they think of me, not their partners. They all cum for me!”

“You forgot to mention jerking off over car wash commercials,” he said. “And not just at night. During the daytime it’s perfectly good too.”

She laughed louder now, a rich and full laugh from her adorably flat stomach. “You’ve jerked off for me too?”

Louis felt suddenly exposed. He searched for an appropriate response. Nothing sprang to mind, so he just nodded.

“You would have insulted me if you’d said no,” she replied. “How many times?”

He drew a long breath. What did it matter what he told her now? He was alone in a room with Amanda Bell. That alone was a dream come true. He had nothing to lose.

“Let’s just say you’re my ‘go-to girl’ and have been ever since I first saw you in that car wash commercial, so… er… I’ve lost count.”

She shook her head. It took him a moment to realise it wasn’t out of disapproval, but admiration.

“You’ve jerked off over me thousands and thousands of times… that is so sexy!” she whispered.

“My turn. What do you think about having sex on the first date?”

“Ah, I guess it’s okay, as long as people want to,” he said. “What about you?”

“Oh, if I don’t do a man on the first date, I won’t do him at all.”

Louis felt the temperature rise several degrees. Yes, he was definitely living on an alien world called Planet Awesome. He just hoped the awesome part carried through to the resolution she’d just suggested.

“I’m sure you’ve seen much more of my body than I’ve seen of yours,” she said, resting her glass on the coffee table. “Let’s even that up. Why don’t you take off your pants? If I like what I see, this evening might not end with ‘adios’.”

Louis stood up. He still had nothing to lose. He was alone with Amanda Bell in a sexy black cocktail dress. That made him luckier than all those thousands of men who had to resort to her pictures. He unbuttoned his pants, pulled down the zipper and removed everything all at once. It really didn’t matter that he was hard as hell, with his cock twitching like it had a mind of its own.

She gave him a small, appreciative nod, stood up and knelt down in front of him. Louis squeezed his eyes shut. Damn! Amanda Bell’s lips were mere inches from his cock. If she got any closer, he was going to cum for sure, without her even laying a finger on him.

“I see you’ve groomed yourself,” she said, gently cupping his clean-shaven balls on her palm. “Nice weight. Good and heavy. Pumped full of cum. Mm… delicious!”

Louis prayed, even though he wasn’t in the slightest bit religious, but he prayed anyway to the god that helped men to overcome premature ejaculation, because he was staring down the barrel of that happening at any moment.

Amanda retrieved a measuring tape from the coffee table. Clearly his prayers were getting answered as he had a sudden burst of size anxiety which suppressed his need to cum. Did women really care that much about size that they needed to measure it?

“I like what I see, but I need measurements. They’re essential,” she said, placing the end of the tape at the base of his cock. She made sure she was completely accurate with her measurement. “Five and three-quarter inches. Not bad. A little longer than average.” She wrapped the tape around his cock to measure his girth. “A full five in girth, also thicker than average. That’s big enough for me, as I have a tight pussy.”

She tossed the measuring tape aside and pushed him backwards onto the couch with her fingertips. He didn’t care. She could do anything she wanted to him as long as this night never ended.

She sat side-saddle on his lap and wrapped one arm around his neck. Her skirt fell open again, revealing her long legs. Her jasmine perfume filled his nose, and he felt hypnotised by her bright, jade-green gaze.

“So far, it all checks out. There’s just one more thing I need to know…”

He swallowed. “What is it?”

Her face moved closer to his. “If I enjoy kissing you.”

Her lips were soft as velvet, but warm, willing and wet. Her tongue flicked across the corners of his mouth, over his lips and teeth, delving inside until she found his tongue. Instinctively, his hands went to her slender waist, eager to explore her divine body, to make his way up to her perfect breasts, the ones he dreamed about, the ones he looked at when he jerked himself off. She took him by the wrists and held his arms at his side, adjusting her position to straddle him as she did.

“Just kissing,” she whispered as she paused for breath, “for now.”

She kissed him more passionately, pressing her lips to his to work her tongue deep into his mouth. It was like she wanted to be inside him, to penetrate him and plunder his mouth with her tongue. He didn’t know how long they kissed. It might have been minutes. It could have been hours. Time had no meaning anymore.

Eventually, she withdrew, holding him in her emerald gaze. “Yes, I enjoy kissing you very much. Let’s go to the bedroom!”

She led him like a puppy to the bedroom. He didn’t need any encouragement. As before, she pushed him onto the bed with her fingertips. Then she climbed on top of him, hiking up her skirt so she could spread her legs wide to straddle him.

“Oh, my!” he said under his breath as he felt the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy.

She was dripping, her juices running down his shaft as she took him inside. Louis tried to pull himself together. She was so tight, he felt like he had a powerful hand gripping his cock, but she was also warm, soft and wet too. As she took his length fully inside, it was all too much and he exploded, pumping her full of his cum.

She giggled. “Don’t worry, Louis, I get that a lot too. Well, all the time. Would you like to take a break and try again in a few minutes?”

He shook his head. His cock hadn’t softened at all. She smiled and pulled the straps of her dress from her shoulders, baring her breasts. None of her photos were ever nude, only implied. For the first time, Louis looked at the two full round globes that made men giddy with desire.

“Yes!” she said as she felt him go even harder inside her.

Then she grabbed him by the wrists, pinning his arms to the bed, with her breasts tantalisingly close to his face. She rode him hard and without pause until they both orgasmed many times.

* * *

After his night with Amanda Bell, Louis felt like he was floating on air. He saw her two more times during the week, each time at a different hotel.

On both occasions, they had sex with her on top, holding him down as she rode him. He didn’t care if she preferred the dominant position, or that he couldn’t touch her body because she pinned his hands to the bed. It didn’t matter, because he was having sex with Amanda Bell!

He wanted to scream it out at the top of his lungs, loud enough so the entire world knew, but she made his silence part of the deal. She would only be his girlfriend if he kept quiet about it. She insisted that her privacy was of paramount importance.

Who was he to disagree? He was having sex with Amanda Bell! She was his girlfriend, the perfect girlfriend! She left him so completely satisfied, he didn’t even feel the need to jerk off on the days they were apart.

They met again at the weekend. After talking and kissing, she told him she didn’t want to have sex because it was her time of the month. He felt the weight of disappointment heavy on his heart and even heavier on his swollen cock.

To his surprise though, she put his hands behind his back, handcuffed his wrists, unzipped his pants, knelt between his legs and gave him the most mind-blowing blow job he’d ever had in his life. It was amazing—not because Amanda Bell herself had sucked every drop of cum from his cock and swallowed it—but because it was so sensual.

She tortured his cock for twenty minutes, driving him to the point of orgasm, then easing back, only to work him so close to the edge of release again. She did this over and over until she was ready to let him cum. It felt like she owned his manhood and that she alone held the rights to make him cum. Life had never been so good!

The next time they met, she seemed more aloof than normal. They talked, drank wine and kissed for a short time. He asked her if she wanted to go to the bedroom.

“Oh, not tonight,” she said, twirling a lock of her raven-black hair in her fingers. “I’m not in the mood. I met a guy last night and he was very insistent.”

Louis felt the cold pang of fear hit his stomach. “Insistent? About what?”

“About taking me to bed and screwing the living daylights out of me, of course! He was very big. Seven inches long and five and a half thick! Oh, he pounded me with it for hours! My poor little pussy is quite sore after taking such a big cock, so I’m just not up for any action tonight.”

Louis held back tears. “B—but—I thought we were together,” he said in a tiny voice.

She fixed him with her heart-stopping gaze. “I’m sorry, Louis. I didn’t mean to, but when I saw his huge, throbbing cock, I had to feel it inside me.” She planted his face between her hands and gave him a big, wet kiss. “I promise it won’t happen again.”

“What happens now then?”

For the first time since they’d been together, he saw the naughty look in her eyes. “What did you do before I was your girlfriend? Jerk off to pictures of me? Or that car wash commercial?”

He nodded.

“Then sit opposite me and jerk off. I want to watch.”

He did as she asked. Although humiliated, she was still Amanda Bell, the sexiest woman alive. And even fully dressed, it only took him a minute to cum.

* * *

The next time they met, Louis discovered she had cheated on him again.

“Oh, Louis, I was feeling horny,” she said. “And there he was, eight inches of rock hard cock and a six and a quarter inches of girth. What’s a girl to do?”

“You could have called me. I would have been over straight away.”

She sighed. “I’m sorry, Louis. It was a heat of the moment thing.”

He drew in a sharp breath. “Amanda, I think we should break up.”

He realised what he’d just said. The words had popped out, also in the heat of the moment. He didn’t want to break up, he just needed to find out how much he really meant to her. Who would want to break up with Amanda Bell?

“Okay,” she said, sounding very matter of fact about it.

He felt utterly crushed, but outwardly managed to keep his feelings composed. “I had hoped you might be at least a little upset.”

“Upset? Oh, my darling Louis, not at all! I can’t tell you how happy you’ve made me.”

And there it was again: the smile. It hit him like a stun gun.

“I have a little confession to make. I only got together with you so we could break up. We really should have done it sooner.”

She closed the gap between them, filling his vision with her magnetic green eyes. She stood on her tiptoes and kissed him lightly on the cheek.

“Would you like something to remember me by, Louis?”

He nodded, although the truth was he didn’t want to break up with her at all. He was now regretting that he had even suggested it.

“I bet I know what you want the most,” she said softly. “One final chance to jerk off over me, not over a picture of me. Would you like that?”

He wanted to cry his eyes out, but at the same time he wanted that last opportunity too. She sat him on the couch and told him to start jerking while she traced her lips with a fingertip. All thoughts of breaking up vanished from his mind. The simple gesture took him right back to the night she had sucked him dry. The memory of that moment, with her so close to him now, was all he needed to cum.

“Good boy, Louis. You’ve done a good job getting rid of every last drop of cum in your balls. It’ll make it easier for you to give me your special gift.”

Him give her a gift? He asked her what she meant.

“I need something to remember you too, Louis. I want the most precious gift you could ever give me.”

Louis shook his head in disbelief. He didn’t understand what she was talking about. Money? Diamonds? Clearly she could read the confusion on his face.

“All my ex-boyfriends gave me their most precious gift. You have to as well.”

He shook his head, dazed and utterly confused. She knelt down and took his wrists, pushing them behind his back. He heard the familiar metallic rasp of handcuffs and felt the cold metal close tightly around his wrists.

“I want your balls, Louis.”

He protested loudly, begging her not to do anything rash.

“Oh, you don’t need them anymore. I’m the perfect girlfriend. And I won’t have you jerking off for any other woman but me. Since we’re breaking up, the only way to be sure is to give you two sweet snips. I like shiny gifts, Louis. So I have to open your purse and remove your two most precious jewels.”

She opened her handbag and took out a small wallet sized case. She unzipped it and spread it out on the coffee table. It contained a glass jar, hypodermic needle, scissors, and a surgical needle and thread. She inserted the needle into his sac and pushed the plunger.

“I’m glad your firm hired you, Louis. There aren’t many single men left there that haven’t already been my boyfriend. That’s why they do anything I ask. They all want to keep the secret, that under their tiny, limp cock is a tight, empty sac.”

She pinched his balls with her long fingernails and was satisfied to see he didn’t flinch.

“Many of the married ones too. I wonder what they told their wives when they went home without their balls…”

All of a sudden, Louis understood why so many of the men at the firm were divorced. She took up the scissors and made two incisions, one on each side of his sac.

“Can’t we break up like normal people?” he whimpered.

“I told you at the start,” she replied, easing out the first, shiny white plum. “I can’t date men like a normal girl.”

She stretched the cord taut, and he felt the tightness spread through his loins.

Snip!

“Mm… giving men a special trim makes me so happy. I know you want me to be happy, don’t you, Louis?”

“Surely there’s another way?”

“No. It makes me very happy that untold thousands of men jerk off thinking about me, not their girlfriends, lovers or wives. Me! After breaking up, you won’t feel the same way about me. You’ll have regrets when you look at your photos. And if you’re not going to cum thinking about me, I won’t let you cum at all.”

She eased his second testicle out of his sac and pulled the cord tight. Staring at her terrifying beauty, all he wanted to do was cum. She was Amanda Bell, every man’s wet dream. He needed to cum so much, but she was taking it from him and making sure he would never cum again.

Snip!

With the final cut, Louis felt his desperate need to cum subside. As she stitched him up, he could only think of one thing: how this moment had completed a seemingly impossible trio of events. He had met Amanda Bell in the flesh. He’d had sex with Amanda Bell. And now, he had also been castrated by Amanda Bell.

Amanda trimmed off the excess cords, dropped his balls into a preserving jar and tightened the lid. Then she leaned in and gave him a sweet little kiss on the lips.

“Thank you for this lovely gift, Louis. Breaking up is always the best part of the relationship.”


Double The Honey

It was Saturday night, party night, but Reagan’s best friend, Brin, was trying to change their plans. Reagan hadn’t heard from him all week, as he’d apparently been under the weather. He didn’t sound sick now, as he was overflowing with enthusiasm about some new bar Reagan had never heard of before. Brin was so excited, Reagan had to hold his phone away from his ear.

“Dude, I’m telling you, Rodeo Bar is the hottest spot in town! It’s packed with single girls and they’re even hotter!” said Brin.

“What’s wrong with our regular joint?”

“Dude, I’m not talking about girls that can’t get a date. I’m talking about girls you’d give your right arm for a chance to get a date.”

Reagan thought Brin was now overselling the proposition. “I’m not big on trading off my body parts to get laid,” he said flatly.

“Dude, it’s just an expression. Trust me on this! If you don’t get lucky, at least we get to look at some hot babes, down some beers and have a good time. C’mon, man, we can’t hang out at The Sea Shanty every time we go out.”

Reagan liked their regular watering hole. It was a known quantity. At least Brin was now being realistic about their prospects for the evening, as he didn’t expect to get lucky. It wasn’t because he was unattractive. He’d just never been a magnet for hot girls.

Some men had a gift that was nothing to do with their face, body or the size of their cock. Even butt ugly guys with the gift could pull hot girls like they were taking candy from a baby. It was some kind of X factor. And he didn’t have it.

“Okay, we’ll give it a shot. I hope the beer isn’t too pricey. Eight o’clock?”

Brin sounded more relieved than excited that he had finally agreed and hung up.

Eight o’clock rolled around as Reagan walked into the Rodeo Bar. It didn’t surprise him to hear country music playing, or to see barmen wearing ten-gallon hats and hot waitresses dressed up in Daisy Duke costumes.

Maybe it would be all right after all, although he’d never been a fan of country music and preferred The Sea Shanty’s choice of classic rock.

Brin was already at the bar, talking to a few guys Reagan had never met. He was wearing his leather jacket, but had chosen a pair of comfortable slacks instead of his usual tight jeans. He saw Reagan and waved him over.

They ordered beers, had a brief chat with the other guys and caught up on what had happened during the week. Brin had little to say, so they found a vacant pool table and played a few racks.

While Reagan was waiting for his shot, he saw two knockout brunettes walk into the bar. He swallowed hard. They were absolutely identical, right down to wearing the same figure-hugging blue dresses. They had figures he’d like to hug too! He was only on his second beer, but he wondered if he was seeing double. He let out a long, quiet whistle.

“Damn, those are two of the hottest babes I’ve ever seen!” he whispered to Brin.

Brin glanced in their direction, then returned to lining up his shot. “Uh… yeah… they’re a couple of foxes.”

Reagan wondered why Brin was indifferent to the twins. He stared in wonder. Perhaps he had his beer goggles on already. Wow… twins… two heavenly twins with curves that made his mouth go bone dry.

“Can you imagine what it would be like to spend a night with those two girls?”

Brin stopped to take a better look. He sucked in a breath. “I’d say it would be a once in a lifetime experience,” he said, clapping Reagan on the shoulder. “Hey, didn’t I tell you there were some absolute honeys at this joint?”

The twins went to a booth away from the bar. They sat close to one another so they could touch, laugh and chat at a million miles an hour. They were intimate in the way they touched one another, as if they were lovers, but Reagan supposed that was normal for twins.

As if they had a standing order, a waitress served them wine, which made Reagan scratch his head given there was a sign above the bar which said: No table service.

He quickly forgot about it as he lost himself in a daydream about going home with them on each arm. He told himself to snap out of it. Some guys might have a chance, but not him. He turned his attention back to the game and tried, without success, not to stare at the twins.

Brin had forced him behind the eight ball. He played a safe shot and returned to his beer, which did little to wet his mouth. As they played their next few shots, he repositioned himself so he had his back to the twins.

There were other hot girls at the bar, but next to the rare visage of two identical beauties, they paled in comparison. It was safer not to look. No, it was self-protection from the torture of imagining what it would be like to spend a night with them.

“Dude, turn around,” said Brin. “Do it slow. Do it casual.” He glanced at the twins. “Dude, they’re checking you out!”

Reagan snorted a laugh. “As if!”

He turned around anyway, ready to give Brin an earful for trying to get him wound up. His mouth fell open. The twins were standing, checking him out from head to foot, both with an appreciative smile. One of them waved at him with a little wiggle of her fingers. The other beckoned him over with a curled finger.

Reagan looked back at Brin, lost for words.

“Dude, it’s your lucky night,” he said.

Reagan swallowed hard. Lucky? It was a fantasy come true!

“You don’t mind?” he said.

Brin shook his head. “I’ll be over there with the other guys. Go knock yourself out!”

Reagan straightened his jacket and ran his fingers through his hair, before trying to look casual as he crossed the bar to meet the twins. They ushered him to the centre of the half-moon booth and sat on either side of him.

From across the bar they were tantalising, but up close they were devastating. Alone, one twin could make a man’s hormones surge into overdrive, but together he felt delirious, as if he had become intoxicated.

Both had long brown hair that spilled over their shoulders in pretty ringlets, large sapphire eyes framed by long, glossy lashes, and perfect pink pouts.

He tried hard to focus on their faces, as they both wore low-cut dresses that showed a generous amount of their full, round breasts.

“I’m Cara,” said one.

“And I’m Sara,” said the other.

“Uh—hi—I’m Reagan.”

He noticed both were wearing gold and sapphire pendants on thin black chokers. One had an S, the other a C.

“Oh, he’s cute,” said Cara.

Sara giggled. “And yummy!”

Reagan had never been called ‘cute’ or ‘yummy’ by a girl before, let alone in the same identical breaths.

“Would you like to play with us?” said Cara.

“Play?” he said, looking between them, feeling lost in the intensity of their attention on him.

“We like to play naughty games with cute guys,” said Sara.

“Together?” he said.

Despite feeling overwhelmed, a little voice at the back of his head told him this had to be a practical joke. This happened to other guys, not him.

“Oh, yes! We do everything together,” said Cara. “Shall we tell him what we get up to, sis?”

Sara sipped her wine. “It started one day when I’d just gotten out of the shower. I was walking back to my room, and I heard these moaning sounds coming from Cara’s room. I knew exactly what she was doing, but I couldn’t help myself and had to take a peek. She was lying on the bed in a tiny white nightdress with her legs spread, fingering her clit.”

She sucked in an excited breath as if it were happening at this very moment.

“At first, I thought it might be awkward, but she looked so sexy! And what she was doing was even more sexy!”

“I’d just shaved my pussy and it desperately needed some attention,” said Cara.

“Her pussy looked so wet and delicious that I touched my pussy too,” said Sara. “I didn’t realise, but I was incredibly wet too! Hell, I was getting off watching my twin sister masturbate! It was like I was looking at myself playing with my pussy.”

Reagan downed half his beer and started to believe this was actually happening to him.

“And so I stroked myself in time with Cara, trying not to moan in case she found out I was watching, but as she arched her hips and creamy cum flowed from her pussy, I couldn’t help myself. I’ve never cum so hard before!”

Cara nodded. “Oh, I knew she was there. It actually turned me on too, knowing she was watching me fingering myself. So I called out, ‘Stop hiding behind the door, Sara! Come and join me in bed!’ And she did.”

“We couldn’t help ourselves. We started kissing and exploring one another with our hands.”

“It was such a turn on!” said Cara. “It’s like making love to yourself and the amazing part about it is, Sara knew exactly how I like to be touched—”

“Because I love getting touched the same way,” said Sara. “Even though I’d just cum, I was ready to go again straight away.”

“So I lathered her up and shaved her pussy just as smooth as mine,” said Cara. “She was dripping wet and irresistible, so I had to lick up her juices. She tasted so sweet and delicious I just couldn’t stop.”

“And I thought my first orgasm was great! The next one blew my mind!”

“We should have put a towel down, because she squirted so hard she wet the sheets,” said Sara.

“After discovering how much she enjoyed licking me, I had to find out what it was like too. Reagan, she has the most delicious tiny, tight pussy. It tastes like a sweet buttery Chardonnay, only better. Now I lick it any chance I can get. And seeing as we live together, that’s every day.”

Cara put her hand on Reagan’s thigh. Sara put her hand on the other. In unison, they slid their fingers up to his crotch, gently discovering the erection that wanted to burst free from his pants.

“I think Reagan likes the fact we’re a little kinky,” said Cara.

A little kinky? Reagan had heard some understatements in his time, but this one topped all others.

“I think he wants to play with us too,” agreed Sara. “Reagan, do you want to play our kinky game… all the way to the end?”

His head was swimming with desire and he nodded without giving it a second thought.

Sara gave his cock a playful tweak. “The rules are simple. We’ll take you home and do kinky things like we just described. You get to watch. If you manage not to cum before we’ve finished, you’ll get to enjoy both of our tight little pussies. Wanna play?”

Reagan nodded so hard he felt like he had given himself whiplash.

They swept him up, one on each arm and went outside into the night. They teased him in the cab, circling their fingers over his thighs and giving him little kisses on his cheeks. He closed his eyes and drowned in their perfume, which had the luscious musk of pussy juices underneath their sweet floral scent.

He was determined to play their game and win. What a story he’d have for Brin!

Before he knew it, he was at their apartment, getting whisked into their bedroom. It had an identical dresser, make-up table and sea chest on each side of the room. At the centre was a super king bed, with a sapphire bedspread. One pillow had a C printed on it, the other an S.

Wow, they also slept together too! He didn’t know what was more exciting, the idea of two drop-dead gorgeous twins having taboo sex together, or the fact he was going to get to have sex with them both at the same time.

“There are three rounds to our game,” said Sara.

“Round one, we get to shave you, Reagan,” said Cara.

He nodded. That didn’t sound too hard to lose.

“Topless,” said Sara, as they both slipped off their dresses.

Reagan realised it would be harder than he thought, perhaps harder than his cock was already. It was so hard it was throbbing at the sight of their beautiful curves. They both wore matching skimpy blue lingerie with white lace-top, thigh-high stockings.

He pulled off his pants and felt his cock twitch in anticipation of their soft, warm hands. As they removed their bras, he knew it could take a miracle to win their game, but he figured he’d already won anyway. He was looking at four perfect large breasts, full and round, and defying the pull of gravity. Even if he didn’t make it to the grand prize, the evening was already the most amazing sexual experience of his life.

He lay back on the bed and Cara lathered him up with shaving cream. They each took a razor and shaved his crotch and balls completely bare. His cock throbbed every time they gripped it to whisk away the hairs. He clenched his jaw tight and tried not to look at their beautiful bare breasts.

It was the first time he’d experienced a full shave, but it felt good. Without hair, he was very sensitive to their touch, which would no doubt make the next round much harder than it had already become.

“Don’t you cum,” warned Sara.

Cara wiped a glistening drop of pre-cum from the slit at the tip of his head. “Mm,” she said, licking it from her fingertip.

Sara did the same. “Oh, yes! Mm… I knew he was yummy.”

Reagan told himself over and over in his head not to cum, and he fought back the orgasm that was gradually becoming too hard to resist.

Sara pouted. “Looks like Reagan won round one,” she said. “You’d better take your panties off, sis.”

Reagan could barely believe his eyes. They were really going to have sex with each other! What did that make their relationship? Twincest?

Cara pulled her silk panties down her long legs before lying next to Reagan on the bed. She spread them wide and positioned herself so he could get a clear view of her pussy, which was also shaved bare. It was perfect too, tiny and tight.

He wished he would get to taste her. He could happily lick her beautiful lips until she squirted all over his face. His cock throbbed at the idea. How the hell was he going to make it to the end?

“Round two is where I get to make Cara cum,” said Sara.

She leaned in between Cara’s legs and took a long breath of the perfume wafting from her sex.

“Oh, she smells so good! Mm… I could sit here for hours just sniffing her yummy pussy!”

She lapped at Cara’s pussy, toying her clit with the tip of her tongue.

“But she tastes so good!” she said between licks. “Oh, I can’t resist her sweet juices!”

Cara let out a whimpering moan with each flick of her sister’s tongue. As Sara drove it between Cara’s pussy lips to lick and suck her clit, Cara started panting and groaning with pleasure.

“Oh, sis! You know all the right spots! Oh, oh, I’m going to cum!” she gasped, arching her hips into Sara’s hungry mouth.

Reagan’s cock ached with the need to do the same. He held his hands behind his back so he couldn’t touch himself. It wouldn’t take much at all, one stroke, maybe two and he would explode.

“Oh! Oh, oh, yes!” cried Cara, collapsing onto the bed while Sara lapped up the flood of creamy juices flowing from her pussy lips.

Sara licked her pussy to make sure she drank every drop. “It never takes me long to make her cum,” she said. “I know her body like it’s my own.”

She looked at Reagan’s twitching cock, which was now dripping droplets of pre-cum. “Well, well, sis. Cute, yummy Reagan has made it through round two. How I’d like to lick all that pre-cum off his cock.”

Cara sat up, still catching her breath. “As long as you save some for me,” she said. “You’d better get your panties off, sis.”

Sara slid her sapphire panties down her long legs and lay face down on the bed with her legs spread and her irresistible round bottom in the air.

“Sara likes a really kinky licking. She’s got an anal fixation,” said Cara, as she leaned into her sister.

Cara spread Sara’s bottom cheeks and slipped her tongue in Sara’s tight, little ass button. Sara immediately gasped and moaned as if waves of pleasure were flooding through her body. Cara didn’t let up, circling her tiny hole, teasing it with deft flicks, and driving the tip of her tongue into her forbidden entrance.

Their forbidden pleasure was too much for Reagan. He barely needed to stroke himself once. Cara stopped licking her sister and looked up. Reagan grunted as he pumped himself dry.

“Oh, sis, Reagan has cum! It looks like he’s lost our little game.”

“I’ll be ready… again soon. Just gimme… a minute,” he pleaded between breaths.

“Rules are rules,” said Cara, reaching under a pillow to pull out a length of white, silky rope. “I want to finish my sister off, so we need to make sure you don’t touch yourself and have another accident. Hold out your hands!”

The evening was getting really kinky now! Reagan allowed Cara to bind his wrists. She seemed to be skilled at bondage, securing his hands with neat loops and tidy knots. Once she had bound him, she pulled his hands above his head and secured the rope to the headboard.

Reagan tested the bonds. They didn’t hurt his wrists, but they were tight and secure. Sara lay down on one side of him and Cara lay down on the other, both pressing their big, warm breasts against his chest.

“Don’t worry, sis,” said Sara. “You can finish me later.” She circled his chest with her fingertips, inching down his stomach to his cock. “We shouldn’t have to tie up naughty boys for playing with themselves, should we, sis?”

She arrived at his balls and slowly traced their outline. Cara did the same, starting at his chest and working her way down to his cock.

“No, a real man would do the tying up. He’d be able to resist cumming so he could win the game and tie us up like a pair of naughty sluts. Then he would take turns pounding our tight pussies until they’re sore,” she said.

Reagan winced. Why had he cum so soon? He hoped he had enough juice in the tank to get hard again soon. Meanwhile, Sara was playing with his balls, rolling them around on her palm like she was testing fruit for ripeness.

“Yes, and when we couldn’t take any more of his cock in our poor aching pussies, he’d pound our poor bottoms and give them a workout we’d never forget.”

“Yes, that’s what a real man would do, right before he pumped his load into our mouths and forced us to swallow his cum,” whispered Cara.

Sara sighed. “But they never win the game, do they, sis?”

Cara also sighed. “They never do, sis! They never do!”

Sara’s hand tightened around his balls. “Oh, well, as we’ve won again, we get to enjoy snipping off his balls.”

“Uh… what?” Reagan said at last.

Cara frowned. “Did we forget to tell Reagan that was the price for losing the game?”

“Oops!” said Sara, putting her lips to his ear. “We started the game by giving you a lovely shave. We’re going to finish it by giving you a special trim.”

“That’s right, Reagan,” said Cara in his other ear. “You lost, so we’re going to open up your sac, take out your balls and then snip them off!”

Reagan laughed nervously. “You can’t be serious!”

The twins giggled in harmony. He relaxed. They were just messing with him. Cara sat up, reached under the pillow and pulled out a cloth muzzle gag. She fitted the gag over Reagan’s mouth, pulled the straps tight and buckled them in place.

He didn’t mind because he got a splendid close-up view of her breasts. She giggled, noticing how he was ogling them, so she brushed them gently over his face, teasing him with the fact he could no longer take one of her hard pink nipples into his mouth.

“Don’t feel bad, Reagan. We make sure every man loses the game because we love snipping off men’s balls. That’s why it’s time to say goodbye to your pair right now.”

Reagan watched as they spread his legs wide. Each girl straddled one leg, pinning him in place as they both readied a pair of surgical scissors. Cara licked her lips as she administered a shot of local anaesthetic into his sac.

The flash of pain from the needle confirmed it was no joke. Reagan fought against his bonds, but they’d tied him up much too tight.

The twins kissed one another passionately, with probing tongues and playful bites. They both made the special moan a woman reserves entirely for the orgasm building inside her.

Still kissing and without looking, they each took one of his balls and made a neat incision to ease his sex organs from his sac.

Their kissing became more heated once his balls only had a slender cord to keep them attached. As their pleasure mounted, each twin pulled their respective cord tight. Reagan felt the pull and clenched his teeth. They couldn’t! They wouldn’t! Surely not!

He pleaded with them not to cut them off, but his cries only came out as muffled grunts. The tug on his cords made his crotch ache like the tightening sensation before ejaculation, only much more intense.

The twins parted lips and let out deep moans of satisfaction as they raised the scissors to snip off his balls in perfect unison. They each held up a shiny white gland for Reagan to see, giggled and snipped his cords.

Reagan watched them squirm with joy in the aftermath, giving one another desperate little kisses as they dropped his balls into a preserving jar and sewed up his empty sac. They took turns taking photos, showing one another their shots as if they were comparing their skill with a camera.

Sara smiled at him once they had finished. “Didn’t you notice all those men at the bar who couldn’t look us in the face? They’ve all played our little game too… and lost, of course,” she said. “They can’t look at us because they’re all too ashamed.”

“Too ashamed of the empty sacs between their legs,” said Cara, as she gave his now empty sac a little tug. “We plucked them all, just like we plucked you. Now they do anything we want, just like you’re going to do anything we want.”

“And what we want our snipped men to do is bring their friends to the bar.”

“Friends with balls,” added Cara.

Sara gave him a small kiss on the cheek. “Yes, friends with lovely balls bursting full of cum, ready for two lovely snips. Friends just like you.”

Cara kissed the other side. “That’s right, Reagan. We gave Brin a special trim last week. He’s probably still sore between the legs.”

“Not as sore as his pride though,” giggled Sara.

“We were very mean and teased him about his sad, empty sac afterwards,” said Cara, also with a mischievous titter. “But we love being mean, don’t we, sis!”

Cara smiled. “Yes, we do! I guess you won’t want to be friends with Brin anymore, now you know he brought you to our bar so we could snip your balls.”

“I hope you have plenty of other friends to bring to the bar, otherwise these photos will start showing up in your social media feed. So, we expect to see you next Saturday night,” concluded Sara.

“With a friend…”

“A friend with balls…”

Reagan winced, and not from the dull ache between his legs, but because Brin had been his only real friend. He knew he could forgive him one day, but right now, he needed to make a lot of new friends… and fast!


Fine Young Men

Miss Veronica Jackson stepped out of her car and took in the view of the school and surrounding countryside. She blew out a short, derisive snort from her pert nose. Lakeville Reform School looked as run down as its success rate. The old brick building, which had once been a hospital in Lakeville Township, had moss growing on the roof, cracked windows and litter blowing about the grounds.

She tut-tutted under her breath as she saw Mr Anthony King, the current warden come ‘headmaster,’ pass through the once fine main doors to greet her. He was a handsome man, approaching middle age, but he clearly kept himself in good physical shape. It was a necessity when dealing with troubled youth.

The dusting of grey at his temples made him look rather distinguished and in different circumstances, she would enjoy making his acquaintance. He affected the look of a headmaster with a grey wool suit, a waistcoat and white shirt, but without a tie, as they made very effective garrottes.

He smiled broadly as he approached. “Ms Jackson, it’s a pleasure to meet you in person at last!” he said, extending his hand.

She took it. “It’s Miss Jackson, but likewise.”

“Oh, I do apologise, Miss Jackson,” he said, unperturbed by her correction. “Most women prefer ‘Ms’ so as not to denote their marital status. Fem lib and all that.”

“You’ll find I’m a liberated woman, Mr King, but I still prefer ‘Miss’.”

He nodded. “As you please, Miss Jackson. I’m just glad you got here at such short notice. My former assistant left in rather a hurry. She claims it was a family matter, but I suspect she found the pressure of dealing with these young men all a bit much.”

“You won’t have that problem with me, Mr King.”

He took her bags and led her along the path towards the main entrance.

“Indeed, Miss Jackson. When I saw your credentials, it surprised me you’d applied for the position, let alone wanted to take it. Your successes at your previous institutions are very impressive.”

“I’m merely doing my job, helping these wayward young men to become fine young men,” she said, noting the various faces leering at her from the windows above.

He shouldered the door open to allow her entry. “I believe you’ll be very popular with the boys,” said Mr King.

She shot him a quizzical glance and raised one carefully sculpted eyebrow.

“If you’ll pardon me saying so, you’re a fine beauty, Miss Jackson. Your photograph does you no justice.”

“I’m not here to be admired, Mr King. I’m here to turn around your—if you’ll pardon me saying so—rather lacklustre success rate.”

Mr King called to a boy and asked him to take Miss Jackson’s bags to her room. “We do what we can, Miss Jackson. These young men are too old for the school system. A prison sentence is too harsh for their minor misdemeanours, and none have any hope of getting a college education.”

“Nonetheless, I intend to turn that around, Mr King,” she said with a tight-lipped pout.

He laughed softly and smiled. “I hope you can, Miss Jackson. Either way, I know you’ll still be very popular with the boys.”

Miss Jackson was no fool with men. Judging by the look on his face, she expected she would become very popular with Mr King too.

* * *

Miss Jackson gave herself one day to unpack and settle into her room on the top floor of the building. Mr King had given her a private room away from the main dorm. It was more spacious than the other rooms, even though she had few possessions and no furniture of her own. The bed was comfortable enough, and the cleaners had done an adequate job of making up the room for her extended stay.

The following day, she went straight to work. Mr King introduced her to the young men at a general assembly. There were about thirty men, all about twenty years of age, currently being given a chance to reform and become upstanding members of society.

Most had received government funding for six months of ‘further education’ to learn the essential life skills that hadn’t been part of their upbringing. It was a polite way of saying they were all there for rehabilitation.

Judging by the way they all tried to look down her shirt to glimpse her breasts, they desperately needed it. With one exception, a boy who deliberately looked the other way.

Miss Jackson’s role was to teach remedial English and mathematics, such as learning to manage a household budget, but she also intended to address these uncouth behavioural issues. The male libido was the greatest menace to society, not the minor misdemeanours these young men had made in life. Like the other positions she had held in her career, she wouldn’t ease her way into the job either.

Her first move was to identify the troublemakers. She had dressed for class in a black pencil skirt cut just below the knee. It was within the regulation length for the dress code, but her long shapely legs were dangerous in a skirt of any length. She also wore a tailored shirt cut to flatter her well-rounded bust and a matching black jacket.

Her choice of make-up was the ‘natural look,’ which gave her a wholesome beauty rather than overt sex appeal. Although, she didn’t expect any of the boys would look at her face, as she hadn’t put on a bra.

She took her first class in the lecture theatre, an altered surgery where students had once observed surgeons at work. The boys in attendance—she was certain there were several playing truant—seemed completely disinterested in her class, but she knew she had their attention elsewhere. Most were breathing in time to the rise and fall of her bust.

She set them an aptitude test, explaining that she needed to find out where each of them stood with their reading, writing and numbers. Then she removed her jacket, sat on the desk and crossed her legs. Although she had large breasts, they were very perky, so her nipples poked at the thin fabric of her shirt, displaying themselves prominently as small peaks.

She held her head high, looking at each of the boys in turn to see if they were concentrating on the test or her chest. Most boys looked away when she met their gaze, confirming it was the latter.

She noted the one boy who was hard at work on his test was the same one who hadn’t tried to look down her top at the assembly. She’d already memorised all their names from the portfolio supplied after accepting the position. His name was Lennie. She planned to keep a special eye on him. Quiet, well-behaved boys were always the worst deviants, even if they hadn’t realised it yet.

Another boy, Duncan, was at the top of her list though. He clearly had his hand down his pants, even though he was hiding the fact by not being too vigorous as he rubbed himself.

At the end of the test, she told him to come to her room when he had finished his classes and duties for the day.

Miss Jackson spent the rest of the afternoon setting up her special chair. It was a dentist’s chair and quite a complex piece of machinery, but she was well-practised with its assembly and disassembly.

Afterwards, she showered and put on a much shorter skirt and a low-cut top. Duncan dutifully arrived a few minutes after the evening meal. She made him remove his pants and underwear, sat him in the chair and told him what she had observed during the test.

“Since you’ve arrived, I can’t stop playing with it,” he whined.

He couldn’t take his eyes off her cleavage. Miss Jackson frowned.

“It isn’t acceptable to touch yourself like that in public, Duncan. It has to stop!”

She pushed a button on her remote, the chair reclined and the footrest parted to spread his legs.

“Are you going to do something to me, Miss?”

“Shh, there’s nothing to worry about. Would you feel more relaxed if you stroked yourself?”

He nodded and reached for his bulging erection.

“I believe in firm discipline, Duncan, but I’m also fair. This problem you have will soon go away and you’ll feel much better. Keep stroking it, but not too fast.”

While he stroked, she lathered his crotch with shaving cream. She made him pause while she shaved him, thinking it was a pity more men didn’t shave themselves. They looked so pretty and vulnerable with their sex organs completely exposed. Once he was completely bare, she let him stroke himself again.

“Would you like me to take my top off?” she said, sterilising a pair of small stainless steel scissors.

“Yes please, Miss!”

She unbuttoned her blouse and let her breasts swing free in the air. Duncan’s stroking sped up three gears. She took his hand and slowed him down.

“Nice and slow, Duncan. I want you to remain relaxed while I treat your problem.”

He nodded and maintained the pace she had set. While he stroked himself, she gave him an anaesthetic. After a few seconds, he was completely numb.

“Are you close to cumming?”

“Yes, Miss. I need it so much it aches.”

She sighed and pulled his hand away from his twitching erection.

“Ah, you poor boy. This is why you play with yourself so much. Just keep your hands where they are and I’ll take the ache away.”

She kept her little scissors very sharp. One small snip opened his sac. She expertly removed the first offending testicle, and with a second snip, it was no longer a problem. As she cut the cord of his second testicle, she could see his erection subsiding, weeping out his remaining pre-cum.

“You’re going to feel much better now,” she said, as she stitched him up. “I want you to be very good from now on and keep yourself nicely shaved, just as I have done now. When you shave your face, you must also shave your crotch nice and smooth. I’ll conduct regular inspections.”

“Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss.”

She finished tying off her stitches and admired her work. She’d liberated another young man from the ordeal of having to make his way through life with troublesome testicles.

“Now, I want you to put these on,” she said, holding up a pair of pink lace panties.

Naturally, he objected to the fact they were women’s panties.

“No, Duncan, they’re now your panties. From now on, you’ll only wear pretty panties like a girl.”

He nodded. She told him to put his pants on and to see her for medication if he was sore over the next few days.

“Miss?”

“Yes, Duncan?”

“What should I tell the other boys?”

“You’re welcome to tell them I gave you a special treatment to prevent you from making any further transgressions.” She smiled. “I don’t mind if you also mention that I let you see my breasts, but don’t mention it to Mr King. I’m certain he would like to see them too, and that wouldn’t be appropriate as we’re colleagues.”

He thanked her again and went on his way.

Miss Jackson was feeling rather hot and bothered, as she always did after snipping a pair of balls. Men loved to empty the cum from their balls. She loved emptying their ball sacs.

The famines between the feasts were always a little trying, but now she was starting a fresh round of snipping, her pussy was hungry for more.

She sat on the couch and contented herself with the pictures she kept on her phone. She photographed them all once she had taken out the stitches. All her young men looked pretty and effeminate, clean-shaven and wearing pink lace panties, with their empty sacs under their tiny, limp penises.

A big hard cock and a juicy pair of balls were sexy, but after a girl had trimmed a man, he looked utterly delectable.

She put her hand to her pussy and stoked it with her index finger as she scrolled through the album, admiring each young man she had liberated from his balls.

Even though she enjoyed trimming men, it served a higher purpose. Every man she trimmed got a better chance to lead a productive life as part of society. It gave them the means to cooperate with others, taught them to respect the women in their life, and reduced their desire to turn to crime.

And all it took to give them that great gift was to snip off their balls. She didn’t know why it wasn’t common practice. A good man was a trimmed man.

There was a knock at her door.

“Just a minute,” she called out.

“I’m sorry to disturb you, Miss Jackson.” The muffled speaker was Mr King. “I just came to wish you goodnight.”

“I’m just making some tea,” she called back. “Would you like a cup?”

“Oh… well, I don’t mean to be a bother.”

She removed her wet panties and placed them under the coffee table, leaving one waistband visible in a most conspicuous place.

Wrapping herself in a bathrobe, she opened the door. Mr King was grinning like a fool with flushed cheeks.

“It’s no bother,” she said. “Take a seat and I’ll be back in a moment.”

She directed him to the couch. When she returned with a tray loaded with steaming hot tea, biscuits and two cups, she noticed Mr King rubbing his nose. He sat up and straightened his back as she placed the tray on the coffee table.

“Miss Jackson… do you mind if I call you Veronica?”

She sat down opposite. “As long as it’s not in front of the boys. Informality can lead to disrespect.”

“Indeed… Veronica,” he said, awkwardly saying her name as if he rarely used the word.

She served tea, sat back and nursed her cup. “What brings you to my room so late?” she said.

“I wanted to make sure you’d had a pleasant experience on your first full day on the job,” he said.

“Oh, I did indeed! I’ll be most happy here.”

She saw him let out a small sigh, even though he was trying to conceal his relief.

“That’s splendid news. After all, we’ll be working very close to one another and I wouldn’t want you to be unhappy in your work.”

She blew on her tea and took a sip. “There’s little chance of that, Mr King.”

“Please, call me Anthony,” he said, “but naturally, not in front of the boys.” He put down his cup. “Thank you for the tea, Veronica. I’m sure you must be tired, and I don’t wish to keep you from your sleep.”

They wished one another good night, and he made a discreet exit. Miss Jackson sipped her tea and took a peek under the coffee table. Her panties were missing.

Searching the lounge suite, she found them tucked behind a cushion where Mr King had been sitting. She pressed a finger to her lips. It came as no surprise, but he was clearly a slave to his balls too.

* * *

For the next few weeks, Miss Jackson was run off her feet. When she wasn’t teaching, she was busy taking stitches out, taking balls out, putting stitches in and starting all over again.

A few boys had to be ordered to her room, others turned up of their own accord, saying they’d heard she would show them her breasts if they could have her special treatment. She doubted any of them knew what her special treatment was exactly, but it didn’t matter as it was having a positive effect across the school.

The boys were less aggressive, more attentive and obedient, and improving in their grades. They’d cleaned the moss from the roof and tidied the school grounds. Overall, the building was a much more harmonious and pleasant place.

Mr King stopped by her room every now and again to congratulate her for the impact she’d had on the boys, although she doubted he knew how she had made such a difference so soon. She wouldn’t tell him either.

Men were addicted to their balls and didn’t like the idea of parting with them. They never understood how beneficial it was to get them snipped until she had liberated them from their pouch.

She left items of her lingerie, carrying the scent of her sex, scattered around her room for Mr King to find, which he invariably did. He was also becoming increasingly familiar with her and craving her company, and struggling to behave like a gentleman. She wondered how long he could restrain himself.

* * *

At the end of her second week, she’d snipped over half the boys, and it was time to start the cycle of inspections. As Duncan had been the first and most problematic, she ordered him to her room that evening. He bowed his head and looked at the floor, somewhat surprised and embarrassed to find her dressed in a tight silk dressing gown.

“Duncan, I told you there would be inspections,” she said firmly. “Now take off your pants and come here!”

He stood before her, wearing the panties she’d given him. She pulled them down and was pleased to see he had shaved himself. It was a promising start.

Lifting his cock, which hadn’t shrunk yet, she saw his sac had healed well. She stroked it, relishing how lovely it felt now it was tight, flat and empty. She took out her phone and framed a picture to add to her collection. Then she opened her robe so he could see she was completely naked underneath.

“How does this make you feel, Duncan?” she said, spreading her legs.

He swallowed and his cock twitched. She took it in her hand and stroked it.

“Would you like to feel what it’s like to put your cock in my pussy?” she asked.

His cock swelled a little. It was normal. It took time for the testosterone production to slow.

“I think I would, Miss,” he said, “if that’s what you want.”

He swelled further, beginning to harden to a semi-erect state.

“No, it isn’t,” she said. “And clearly you are still having inappropriate thoughts and desires. Bend over!”

He did as she said, and she pulled him over her knee with his ass in the air. She sighed. Sometimes a young man needed additional treatments to make a full recovery. She gave him a sound spanking.

She may have been a slender woman, but she had powerful arms and didn’t mind using the full force of her hand. He yelped with each spank and cried, but she continued to pepper his ass with stinging blows.

“This is for your own good, Duncan.”

Smack!

“You need to learn to be obedient and well behaved.”

Smack!

“That means no more impure thoughts.”

Smack!

His butt cheeks were bright red and smarting by the time she had finished. She made him stand up and present himself before her again. He held both hands to his burning cheeks.

“Listen, Duncan. If you’re a bad boy, your girlfriend or wife will spank you too. And they may not be as lenient or merciful as I have just been. Now run along back to your room and think about what you can do to improve.”

She tut-tutted as soon as she heard the door close. Duncan evidently had an overactive libido before she had trimmed him. It was lucky she had got to him first. Who knew what kind of man he would become if his testosterone was so out of control?

* * *

After another two weeks, she had snipped all the boys but one: Lennie, the good boy. With every passing day, she had become more and more suspicious of his faultless behaviour. He was in the program because of underage drinking. The investigation had also brought to light that he had stolen the alcohol from the local liquor store.

Since being at Lakeview, he had been a model student. His grades were the highest of the group, he never looked at her inappropriately, and he was always punctual, clean and well-dressed.

She ordered him to her room at the end of class to understand his suspicious behaviour. Taking him to her bedroom, she asked him to remove his pants and take a seat in her special chair.

“Please, Miss, I have done nothing wrong,” he said, with eyes downcast.

“I never said you did, Lennie,” she replied with measured calm. “Tell me, do you like girls?”

He nodded, still without making eye contact.

“Do you think about girls and touch yourself?”

He shook his head this time. “Only if I’m in the bathroom or the shower, never if it gets stiff.”

“Let me look at it then,” she said, lifting his shirt tails. “My, you are rather lucky for a young man,” she said. “That’s quite an impressive specimen. Surely it must feel nice when it gets stiff… nice enough for you to want to rub it until you cum.”

He shook his head again and swore he didn’t masturbate. She didn’t believe him. What young man full of hormones wasn’t jerking his cock three times a day?

“Well, we should talk about your personal grooming and hygiene,” she said. “It’s better to keep yourself clean shaved. I’ll show you how.”

As with all the other boys, she lathered him up and shaved him completely bare. Even when she handled him, he resisted getting hard.

“My, it’s hot in here,” she said, unbuttoning her shirt so he could get a good view of her breasts as she worked.

She cleaned him off with a hot towel and ran her fingertips over his sensitive, clean-shaven skin.

“Doesn’t that feel nice?”

“If you say so, Miss.”

“Oh, I do! It feels very nice.”

She took his cock in her hand, eased back the foreskin and gently circled his head with her thumb.

“And how about this? Does that feel nice?”

She realised he had been biting his tongue to fight down his arousal, but her soft hand was too much. His cock twitched and swelled in her hand.

“Ah, it’s as I thought,” she said. “That naughty testosterone is making you misbehave too.”

“But you made me, Miss!” he protested. “Please don’t do to me what you did to the other boys.”

“What did I do that was so wrong?”

“You—you—took their manhood!” he whimpered.

“And see how much better they all are for it too,” she said. “I think we should give you two little snips as well.”

“But, Miss, I have done nothing wrong!”

“You will though, Lennie. It’s only a matter of time. Repressing your lustful desires isn’t helping either. If you continue to do that, it’ll manifest as one large indiscretion that will haunt you for the rest of your life. It’s best we take care of you now, as a preventative measure.”

“But, Miss, I’m scared!”

She stroked his cheek with the back of her fingers. “There’s no reason to be afraid. It’s a natural, healthy treatment that will make you a better man. It’ll happen one day regardless. Girlfriends and wives are much happier when they get their men fixed. And many women enjoy doing it themselves.”

She injected his sac with her needle.

“Think about all the attention you’ll get from pretty girls once they find out you’ve already been done. I swear they’ll be throwing themselves at you!”

He sniffed and nodded.

“That’s a good boy, Lennie,” she said, snipping into the first side to extract his testicle. “Lie back and relax. You’ll enjoy this much more than you expect.”

* * *

The following week, Miss Jackson received a formal email from Mr King to join him for dinner that evening. She accepted, put on a black evening dress and arrived on time, not because she was eager to see him, but because she respected punctuality.

He opened his door, and she heard soft music playing. He was wearing a silk robe and his eyes hungrily scanned her from head to toe.

“Come in, come in, Veronica,” he said with equal enthusiasm.

He ushered her in and closed the door before dashing to the table to collect two glasses.

“Champagne?”

He thrust one into her hand before she could reply.

“To us!” he said, raising his glass.

She sipped hers. “What are we celebrating, Mr King?”

“Anthony, please. There’s no need for formality anymore. I have feelings for you, Veronica, and I know you have feelings for me too.”

“I most certainly do not!” she said.

He put down his glass and took her by the shoulders. “Oh, I know we’re meant to keep our relationship strictly professional, but I just can’t ignore it anymore.”

She also put down her glass, not wanting to drop it with his hands eagerly pawing her arms.

“There’s no need to deny it, Veronica. I’ve found all the little gifts you’ve left out for me. Make love to me now!”

“Very well, Mr King,” she said, hiking up her dress. “If you’re so eager for my pussy, then you shall have it! Lie down!”

He did as she asked, lowering himself to the carpet. She straddled his shoulders, pinning his outstretched arms to the floor beneath her shins. He didn’t struggle as she wasn’t wearing any panties, giving him an intimate view of her clean-shaven pussy.

She adjusted her position to lower her bottom cheeks over his mouth, fitting his chin snugly between them. Bracing herself, she pressed herself firmly onto his face.

“Veronica—” he gasped, as she pinched his nostrils closed with her free hand.

It was the most satisfying way to knock a man out by sitting on his face. While he struggled to breathe, he inadvertently gave her the most delicious oral pleasure, as he sucked and fought to free his mouth for air.

He put up a good struggle, but even with greater size and strength, he was no match for her as she had leverage on her side, as well as oxygen. It was very satisfying to deprive a man of oxygen, leaving him vulnerable and totally at her mercy.

Once he had stopped struggling, she began her count. Several seconds to allow for the chance he was trying to bluff her into the idea he had passed out. Several more to confirm it. Then exactly ten seconds without oxygen to ensure she had knocked him out cold.

It was a pity to climb off him. If only he had lasted a little longer before passing out. She was highly aroused but hadn’t reached her peak. It didn’t matter though. She would enjoy an orgasm soon enough. He was still breathing, but she gently slapped his face to make sure he was completely unconscious.

“How nice of you to wear a robe, Mr King,” she said, as she opened it to discover he was completely naked underneath.

He had a lean and muscular body, but his manhood was most impressive. She cupped his balls in her hand and rolled them through her fingers. They were fat, juicy and hard, pumped full of cum and rearing for release. She would give them release too. Total release.

She found his razor and shaving cream in his bathroom cabinet and returned to his body to give him a shave. A mature man looked different from a young man once shaved. His balls were heavier, his cock fatter.

Gathering her purse, she took out her castration kit and gave him a shot of anaesthetic. Although deeply unconscious, she didn’t want to cause him any pain, or indeed, for him to wake while she was in the middle of plucking out his balls.

She hadn’t trimmed a mature man for some time and it was most enjoyable to ease his large, manly testicles from their sac and snip the cords. Unlike young men, with their tight, smooth sacs, he would have a pitiful empty purse.

She stitched him up and rehearsed the conversation they would have once he regained consciousness, where he would resign and she would become the headmistress.

It would be a satisfactory outcome for all, because from now on, Lakeville Reform School would have an impeccable record for producing fine young men with every intake.


Unfinished Business

As Lance stumbled through his front door, he barely had time to retrieve his keys before he collided back into it. Although he’d unlocked his door thousands of times, it was surprisingly difficult with a beautiful woman attached to his lips.

He couldn’t believe how fast the spark between them had blossomed into full-blown, red-hot lust. Her name was Sophia. She was an absolute dream, in her early thirties, with a body that looked like it had come straight from the collective fantasies of men who liked women with large breasts.

To say Sophia had large breasts was possibly an understatement, as he hadn’t seen them naked yet. It was astonishing what a woman could do with a handful of tissues or a spare pair of socks stuffed into her bra.

But her tight dress promised two melon-sized breasts on a slender body, with a thin waist leading to curvaceous hips, a plump, perfectly rounded bottom and long, slender legs.

And her delectable body was only the start. She had an absolutely enchanting face, with long blond hair, large brown eyes and already confirmed, highly kissable lips.

What she could do with her lips blew his mind too! She was the score of a lifetime! He felt certain she could make him cum just by kissing him alone. He couldn’t imagine what she could do with his cock in her mouth!

However, a blow job wasn’t what Sophia had in mind. She’d been quite specific about her interests for the evening. She wanted him flat on his back so she could ride him.

From Lance’s point of view, this was a perfectly acceptable alternative to a blow job. Anything that involved Sophia and his cock was acceptable!

However, his immediate concern was how he could stop himself from cumming too soon. He wanted to last longer than two minutes, but with such an incredibly sexy woman riding his cock, he thought two minutes would probably be his limit.

“Head upstairs to the bedroom,” he said, prising her away from his lips. “Make yourself comfortable and I’ll fix us some drinks.”

“Don’t make me wait!” she said, with one last savage kiss.

He staggered into the kitchen feeling light-headed because his body had redirected his blood supply to his crotch. Grabbing two tumblers from the pantry, he filled them with ice and poured two generous shots of vodka. He downed his vodka and refilled it, hoping a little Dutch courage would help him last longer than two minutes.

Taking the drinks upstairs, he saw Sophia had made herself at home. She had posed herself on the bed like a centrefold, but still wearing her form-fitting blue dress. He passed her a drink, and she immediately set it on the bedside table without taking a sip.

“I’m only thirsty for you,” she said, crooking her finger in his direction.

He put his glass down too. She didn’t want to ease herself into their lovemaking and sat on the edge of the bed to remove his pants and boxer shorts.

His swollen erection was mere inches from her beautiful lips, but she seemed more interested in examining him than taking him into her mouth.

“What a beautiful cock! Not too long, but nice and thick. It’s going to be a squeeze to fit it in, but I can’t wait to try,” she said with a breathy voice.

She caressed his balls, gently cupping them on her fingers as if weighing them and gasped.

“Oh, and such delicious, heavy balls too! They’re full to bursting with cum!”

They were too, but Lance had closed his eyes and was thinking about his last trip to the dentist, which was the least sexy thing he could imagine, as his cock was already dripping pre-cum and aching to unload.

She wiped the glistening fluid from his cock with the tip of her tongue, and he let out a shuddering sigh of pure pleasure.

“Mm… and you taste so good too,” she said, licking it again as if hoping for another salty treat. “So good, I’d like to take you to the back of my throat, so I can taste all that delicious cum. But then I won’t get the ride you promised me. And I want my ride on your beautiful cock!”

Still thinking about his dentist, who was a balding, overweight man with the worst bedside manner ever bestowed upon a medical professional, Lance changed the pace a little. He sat back against the pillows and invited her to straddle him.

“Oh, not so soon,” she said. “You’ll need to warm me up first.”

She hoisted her skirt so she could spread her legs over his crotch and unbuttoned her dress. As her breasts popped free of their restraint, Lance saw there was no trickery with tissues or spare socks. She wasn’t even wearing a bra.

Damn, they were beautiful, a dream come true, so large and round. He put his hands on them and squeezed. They were lovely and soft, and so warm too. Her tiny pink nipples hardened as he brushed his fingers over them, and she let out an approving moan.

“Yes, Lance, that feels wonderful. Keep going! Milk me!”

Who was he to argue? He massaged and squeezed, pinched and tugged at her nipples, took them in his mouth and worked them with his tongue. Sophia was very vocal and while he loved the sounds she was making, he hoped it wouldn’t wake the neighbours. The walls were too thin in his apartment building.

She couldn’t get enough of his attention. If he focused too much on one breast, she took the other and lifted it to her mouth to suckle the nipple. Even though she wasn’t riding him yet, she rolled her hips as if she were working his cock in and out of her pussy.

She collapsed onto him and planted soft kisses on his neck, working her way up to his ear.

“I am so turned on right now!” she said breathlessly. “So turned on, I want to castrate you this minute!”

He stopped massaging her breasts, eased her away and blinked rapidly.

“Er… what? Did you say you wanted to chop off my cock?”

Lance swallowed hard. That idea was more of a turnoff than thinking about his dentist. She grabbed his wrists to put his hands on her breasts again.

“Don’t stop! I’m so horny it’s driving me crazy!”

He rolled his eyes and planted kisses on her neck while he firmly worked her breasts.

“I’d never cut off a man’s cock,” she said with a long moan. “Who would do such a thing?”

She found his lips with hers and kissed him like she was drinking from his mouth.

As she came up for air, she said, “I only snip off men’s balls.”

He stopped again. “Okay, this isn’t funny anymore!”

She wrapped her arm around his neck and pulled him to her mouth for a long, passionate kiss.

“A lady never makes jokes about such a divine experience. Don’t worry, darling, I wouldn’t miss out on my chance to ride that big, hard cock of yours. I just can’t wait until after we’ve had sex to take them out. You wouldn’t mind me doing it first, would you?”

Lance was totally confused. This was clearly some kind of kinky talk that got her in the right mood. After all, how could a man get an erection if he was having his balls removed? More to the point, how would he be able to get hard afterwards? He was glad he had his hands on her insanely luscious breasts, which were now dripping milk from the hard points of her nipples.

Sophia smothered him with kisses and offered him a dripping nipple, which he eagerly sucked. Hell, yes! She was so aroused she was lactating, and he was the sole beneficiary.

“I’m not cruel,” she moaned. “I usually let a man cum one last time, but I’m so horny I can’t wait!” She offered him her other nipple to suck. “You have such big, beautiful balls. I just have to snip them off now!”

She waited for his response, like she had made a perfectly reasonable request. He decided not to answer for two reasons. First, he didn’t want to think about castration when they were about to have sex, but more importantly, answering meant taking her succulent nipple out of his mouth.

With a sigh, he removed the sweet, milky treat from his mouth. “Why would you want to do that at all?”

She stared back at him with her big brown eyes as if the answer were obvious.

“There’s no better way for a woman to dominate a man. Taking out his balls is the most intimate way she can penetrate him. As he surrenders his manhood, she experiences indescribable pleasure.” She kissed him again and again, leaving no part of his mouth unexplored with her tongue. “I’ve got my tools in my purse,” she said breathlessly. “Your balls are ripe for plucking. Oh, I’m so thrilled!”

He felt completely addled by what she was saying as she pleasured him intensely. He watched as she opened her purse and took out a handful of small black belts. Sophia was one kinky vixen and no mistake! She was getting ready for a little bondage. That was much more preferable, so he let her continue.

“Can’t we just go straight to the sex part?” he asked.

She laughed softly and nibbled his lower lip as she kissed him again. “Oh, you are so cute and funny!”

Her mouth was so enthusiastic with kisses, he felt powerless to stop her as she belted his wrists to the vertical bars of the headboard. She buckled them tight, then secured a belt to each elbow to immobilise his arms.

“We’ll have sex soon enough. It doesn’t take long to pop them out and snip them off. Then I’m going to slide my tight, juicy pussy down your cock and ride it hard until I cum!”

She reached into her purse and took out a small black case which contained a hypodermic needle. She readied it with a flick and then injected its contents into his sac. The effect was immediate. He felt his balls go numb, but his libido levels went through the roof. His cock became engorged, bigger and harder than it had ever been before. He felt like whatever she had given him had made him grow an extra inch in length and girth. His head swam, he was so horny.

As much as he didn’t like Sophia’s peculiar bedside manner, he couldn’t wait to feel her sink down onto him, easing him deep inside her pussy.

Before he knew what was happening, she took a scalpel from the case and made a small incision into the side of his sac. She took his testicle between her thumb and forefinger and eased it to the opening. The combination of his raging libido, the drugs and the shock of her cutting him stunned him to silence.

“Oh, Lance, you’re so full of cum, it wants to stay inside,” she said, squeezing with more urgency. “But it won’t get away from me!”

She let out a long, satisfied sigh as she finally prised the plump ball from his sac. She stretched the slender tube until it was taut and positioned a pair of tiny scissors to give it a snip.

“Stop! I thought you were joking,” he cried out, recovering his voice at last.

She licked her lips, fully focused on the moment of removing his first organ. “I told you. A lady never jokes about the moment of perfect domination.”

She closed the blades and the scissors did their work. It was the most unusual sensation, painless, but he felt the release on the cord like she had cut a taut elastic band. She placed the severed white plum in her glass of vodka and ice.

“Ah… I think you enjoyed that almost as much as I did, you naughty man!” she moaned.

She leaned over and kissed him again. Her lips were so eager and desperate, as if she were close to having an orgasm.

“Beg me not to do the other one!”

She stroked his cock. Even though one of his balls was now getting pickled in vodka, her soft hand was driving him crazy with the need to cum.

“It’s always better when a man begs. But we both know the truth. You don’t want to keep it. You want me to cut them both off.”

“Yes,” he said, struggling to get the word out in between her kisses.

“Yes, cut them both off, Sophia!” she said, biting his lower lip.

“No, the first part about keeping it!”

She smothered his mouth with kisses. “Say, ‘Yes, Sophia! Yes!’”

His head was so addled, he did as she asked. He felt her hot breath on his neck as she pumped his cock, making him desperate to cum.

“That’s so sweet, Lance. I know you’re loving every moment of getting your balls snipped. That’s why your cock is so hard!”

He fought to regain his wits. “You gave me something to make it hard!”

She giggled. “I know. I’m a very naughty girl. But you’re secretly loving every moment as I pluck your jewels from their precious purse!” She kissed him again. “You’re more aroused than you’ve ever been in your life. I can feel how much you need to cum!”

He couldn’t deny it. His heart was pumping, his ears were buzzing and his cock was throbbing with the desperate need for release. But he was also terrified she would do it.

“Yes, Sophia! Yes!” she repeated, while she vigorously pumped his shaft.

He repeated the words, no longer aware of what he was saying.

“Yes!” She sounded like she was close to an orgasm. “Beg me to snip off the last one!”

He was so delirious with pleasure, he realised he had agreed after his mouth had spoken the words.

She drew a shuddering breath of pure joy and cut the other side of his sac. His remaining sex organ resisted removal, but Sophia was determined and soon prised it from its protective pouch. His erection was raging, so close to the point of ejaculation he could feel it swelling.

“Are you ready to cum?” she said. “It’s so much better when you’re still full of cum, when you’re so desperate for release.”

She readied her scissors to cut the cord and pumped his cock until he was seconds from exploding. It was the most extraordinary sensation, like the moment before orgasm drawn out for so long it became torture. He had an aching tightness in his one remaining ball and he desperately needed to cum, but it felt beyond his reach. He felt trapped at the edge of release, ready to burst, but unable to do so.

“Such sweet torment,” she said. “There’s no way to feel pleasure this intense without getting your balls snipped. Do you want it to end?”

“Yes!” he grunted between ragged breaths.

Sophia made the final cut, and the strain from his need to orgasm came to a crashing halt. She held up the second severed sexual fruit and let out a long moan before dropping it into the glass with the other.

Now freed from the torment, he found his voice. “Please! Somebody help!” he bellowed.

Next door, Pizza, his neighbour’s dog, let out a loud series of barks.

“Oh, Lance, why did you do that?” she said, bundling her tools into her purse.

He yelled for help again. Pizza barked again, and he heard his neighbour Bernie rattling his front door.

“Lance? Lance! You okay?”

Sophia silenced his response with a smothering kiss. “We have unfinished business, Lance. You owe me a ride on your cock and I still want it!”

Without another word, she went to the window, opened it and vanished down the fire escape into the night.

As Bernie crashed through his front door, the intensity of the evening’s experiences finally overwhelmed him and he passed out.

* * *

As Lance returned to consciousness, he slowly opened his eyes. The world was blindingly bright, and his immediate thought was that he’d passed over.

The soft humming and beeping of hospital equipment soon confirmed he was still in the world of the living. Dead? He laughed. It would take more than getting his balls removed to send him to an early grave.

Then he groaned, remembering everything that had happened with Sophia. A nurse whipped his privacy curtain aside. Seeing he was now awake, she told him she’d fetch the doctor.

Moments later, a man who bore a rather uncanny resemblance to Lance’s dentist arrived at his bedside. His badge identified him as Doctor Franklin L Jones. The doctor introduced himself, including his middle initial, as if Lance couldn’t read.

“You’re a lucky man,” said Doctor Jones. “Or rather, I should say, you’re lucky you’re still a man.” He laughed at his own joke.

Lance made a mental note to tell his dentist he’d met a medical practitioner with a worse bedside manner. As he processed the doctor’s comment, he fixated on the words ‘you’re still a man.’

He reached between his legs, taking care as he had a dull ache below his cock. Aside from two short rows of stitches, his balls were right where they ought to be.

“People are always losing bits of themselves,” continued the doctor. “I could tell you many stories about the body parts I’ve sewn back on, but I can safely say I’ve never had to reattach a pair of balls.”

“Will… will I be normal?” said Lance.

“Depends if I didn’t get the left and right one mixed up,” said the doctor. When Lance didn’t even muster a smile, he sighed. “I may not be much of a stand-up comedian, but I am an outstanding surgeon. You’re going to be just fine. It was a fairly simple procedure. The worst you’ll have is a couple of small scars.”

“I mean… will they function again?”

“I expect you’ll be fully functional before you know it. We’ll get you on some medication and hormones to be on the safe side. But I’m sure you’ll be back in the saddle, or underneath the saddle if that’s your preference, in no time.”

Lance let out a long sigh of relief and thanked the doctor for his timely care.

“Just doing my job,” Doctor Jones replied with false modesty. “If I can offer you some advice, avoid dating women who have a penchant for surgical tools.”

* * *

Nervous he would see Sophia at his door again, Lance moved across town to a new apartment building. But the thought of seeing her also again excited him. She was by far the sexiest woman he’d ever taken to bed and an outstanding lover, despite her fetish for castrating men.

As he recalled her kisses, her breasts in his hands and mouth, and the promise of her tight pussy, his cock reminded him it still worked. The doctor had been true to his word. Only two weeks had passed. Although his erection felt good, he decided not to push matters further, letting it subside on its own rather than testing the full operational capacity of his reassembled plumbing.

A week later, he felt a stirring in his pants again. His stitches were out and his balls had healed well. He fetched a box of tissues to put his equipment to the test. He worked his cock gently in his hand, focusing on rubbing the head more than the shaft.

As he closed his eyes and let the moment carry him away, he remembered Sophia straddling him with her scissors at the ready to remove his balls. His heart raced with fear and excitement, filling his body with sexual tension at the memory of her arousal. He felt the aching need to cum, and how easily she could deny him that pleasure with two snips, so he could never experience an orgasm again.

Before he realised what he was doing, he was pumping his cock furiously and whispering, “Yes, Sophia! Yes!”

His orgasm ripped through his body and he felt the delicious joy of release, shooting jets of cum into his wad of tissues.

As his euphoria passed and his rational brain took control again, he shuddered. He still wanted her desperately, like an addict trying to escape a drug that held him captive.

Two things were certain. It was going to take a lot of time to get her out of his system. And until he did, he couldn’t have sex with another woman.

* * *

A year passed before Lance plucked up the courage to return to the dating scene. He posted his profile on a popular dating site, one that insisted people post a verified photo of their actual appearance, even though they weren’t required to post their real name.

He chatted with various women, met a few for a casual coffee, but none stirred his interest romantically. Regardless of what she had done, what woman could surpass Sophia?

Then he met Natasha. She messaged him and wouldn’t take any rebuff for an answer until they’d met in person. He liked her photo, so he agreed.

Although he didn’t want to compare her to Sophia, it was one of those unavoidable processes that happen in the human brain and beyond his control. It helped that she differed from Sophia in appearance, with raven-black hair which made her blue eyes even more dazzling. She had a sexy body too, as far as he could tell.

After a few casual dates, he wanted to see more of her in person, and hopefully more of her body.

“Why are you so shy, Max?” she asked him one day.

He still hadn’t plucked up the courage to tell her his real name yet.

“You’re handsome, charming and confident in everything you do, apart from expressing your feelings.”

“I can express my feelings,” he said, not liking the defensive tone in his own voice. She was right. He was shy, but with good reason.

“Specifically your romantic feelings,” she said.

“Ah, it’s a long story,” he said with a sigh.

“Would it help if I told you I liked you?”

He shrugged.

“Would it help if I told you I liked you enough to want to take you to bed?”

Judging by the look on her face, he must have turned white as a sheet.

“Oh, I’m sorry, that was much too forward. You’re not… still a virgin… are you?”

He laughed, feeling the blood return to his cheeks. “No, I’m definitely not a virgin… in more ways than one.”

She rested her chin on her palm and smiled. “Oh, you’re a man of mystery! Now I’m interested. And if you don’t tell me your little secret, I may withdraw the offer relating to you getting lucky.”

“Okay, I’ll tell you, but not here.”

A coffee shop was not the right place to make his confession. It would be a tough story to tell. He didn’t know if he could disclose it in a confessional either, not that he was a churchgoing man.

“Come back to my place,” she said.

Thirty minutes later, he was sitting on her couch sipping tea. She sat opposite and had fixed her full attention on him.

“I’m going to take an educated guess and suggest you recently had a bad relationship,” she said.

Lance laughed. “Yes, it literally left scars, but it was the best relationship of my life… to date,” he added quickly, not wanting her to think she couldn’t surpass Sophia.

“We were totally compatible in every way but one.”

“Ah, there’s always one thing which forces couples to come to a compromise or break up. She wanted kids and you didn’t? Or the other way round?”

He shook his head. “No, not that.” He drew a deep breath, knowing he had to talk about it eventually. “She… ah… had a passion… for removing my manhood.”

Natasha frowned. “What? You mean like she was really controlling or something?”

He swallowed. “No, it wasn’t a euphemism. I meant it literally. She has a fetish for castration. She castrated me.”

Natasha’s jaw dropped. Then she laughed. “You’re kidding, right?”

He shook his head. “She opened me up and cut them off,” he said.

She laughed again, but this time it was awkward. “I mean, I guess the idea is kinda sexy, but doing it for real? That’s altogether different! Holy heck! What did it feel like?”

Lance swallowed. He remembered it like it was yesterday, but he didn’t want to admit to the fact. “It was kinda strange. I dunno. She gave me something to boost my libido too. I was hard as hell through the whole thing and scared out of my wits at the same time. It kinda made the BDSM pleasure and pain thing feel like a tea party at grandma’s house.”

“Oh, you poor dear!”

“My head was so mixed up I didn’t know what to think. All I remember is I needed to cum so much, but I just couldn’t.”

She pursed her lips and blew out a slow breath. “So, does that mean you’re now a eunuch?”

“No, my neighbour got me to the hospital, and the doctor sewed them back on.”

She nodded, seeming to be relieved. “I understand why it has been so long since you’ve been with a woman.”

He nodded. “Over a year now.”

Her lips softened to a warm, inviting smile. “Then maybe it’s time we broke the drought.”

She took his hand and led him to her bedroom, which was decorated in tasteful shades of blue. She asked him if she could see his scars. He took off his pants and pointed out the fine white lines on either side of his sac. She sat down on the edge of the bed to get a closer look.

“Oh, you poor dear!” she said again. “Here, let me kiss them better.”

Before he could respond, she kissed his balls. His cock stood up tall and proud, no longer impotent from his shyness.

She kissed it too, up and down the shaft, and then she stroked him slowly while she continued to kiss his balls. It felt so good to be back! He allowed himself the joy of being selfishly pleasured, but when she took his balls in her mouth to give them a slow, sensual suck, his conscience got the better of him.

“Natasha, stop, please! If we go any further, I think you should know my real name. I don’t want to hide behind a dating website handle.”

She nodded.

“My real name is Lance.”

“Thank you, Lance. I appreciate your honesty,” she said. “Why don’t you get up on the bed so we can find out if your other lance is still working?”

It felt great to be making love to a woman again after all this time. Her mouth was eager for him and she delved inside with her tongue as if looking for treasure.

He put his hands on her breasts. They were soft and warm, more than he could handle with only one hand. She pulled his hands away to gain a dominant position as she straddled him. Before he knew what was happening, he heard the metallic rasp of handcuffs and felt cold metal closing about his wrists. He tried to pull free, but she’d looped them through the bars of the headboard.

Then the kissing was over much too abruptly after the heat of passion she had shown him before. She sat back, took her phone from her purse and dialled a number.

“Hi, Sophia? Great news, doll! I’ve found Lance. Yes, I thought it was him from his photo, but now I’ve confirmed it. Sorry, he’s too tied up to talk. He’s at my place. Great! I’ll see you in ten.”

Through the surprise, shock and confusion, it was at that moment Lance remembered Natasha had said the idea of castrating a man was ‘kinda sexy.’ Hell, of all the men in the world, he should have been the one to read the warning signs.

Ten minutes later, he was looking at Sophia in the flesh again. She looked dangerously ravishing. He had to admit that although he was scared, seeing her again delighted him. She said nothing and simply walked over to the bed to sit beside him to plant a soft, lingering kiss on his lips.

After breaking the kiss, she turned to Natasha. “Didn’t I tell you he was utterly delicious?”

Natasha nodded. “To be honest, doll. I was hoping he wasn’t the same man, so I could have him all to myself. He’s yummy!”

Sophia unbuttoned her blouse, revealing the objects of his fantasies for the past year of self-pleasuring. Then she unzipped her skirt and stepped out of it. Just as she was wearing no bra, she wasn’t wearing any panties either. Her smoothly shaved pussy was utterly irresistible. In any other circumstances, he would have a raging erection.

“Oh dear! Lance looks a bit scared,” purred Sophia. She straddled him and kissed him passionately on the mouth.

“Natasha, would you give him some help with getting an erection please, dear? We have unfinished business and I want him rock hard for that ride he owes me!”

Lance couldn’t see what Natalie was doing behind Sophia’s back, but he recognised the brief, bright pain of the stab from a hypodermic needle. Sophia stroked his cock as the drugs took effect, making it long, thick and hard.

“Good boy, Lance,” she said, guiding his cock to the hot entrance to her pussy.

She was so wet she was already dripping her love juices. Although he felt the resistance of her tight passage, she forced him inside.

“Why couldn’t we have just done this?” he said in a tiny voice.

She felt amazing, clamped around his cock like a fist, but so hot and wet.

“Men have needs, and sometimes women do too,” she replied. “Ah, I knew your cock would feel wonderful, but it’s even better than I imagined! You’re going to make me cum so hard!”

“Sophia, please don’t take my balls again!” he pleaded.

“Shh… I promise I won’t,” she said, pumping her hips, revelling in the delicious friction of sliding him in and out of her tight pussy.

“I’ve had the pleasure of snipping you once already. It would be totally unfair of me to do you again.”

Satisfied with her promise, he surrendered to the pleasure of her riding him. Despite everything, he’d dreamed about this moment, desiring it more than anything. Now it was happening, he couldn’t believe how amazing it felt. She squeezed his cock with each stroke, making it ache. His balls tightened with the need to cum. The sound of her moans as she pleasured herself on him intensified the joy of their coupling, and he felt the strain of his oncoming release.

As before, beads of milk flowed from the hardened points of her nipples, but Lance couldn’t get the delicious offering to his mouth. His body clenched in a knot of straining muscles as he struggled to reach his peak.

Sophia reached her orgasm first, a long shuddering, shaking release that surged through her body. As she came, her pussy became so hot it burned and her pelvic muscles clamped his cock like a vice. The sensations made his need for release unbearable.

As she caught her breath, Sophia rolled her hips again. “Oh, Lance!” she moaned. “I knew you’d be good, but that was the best orgasm of my life!”

“Why—can’t—I—cum?!” he grunted, trapped in the throes of the need for release.

She stroked his cheek with her fingers. “I’ve already had the joy of snipping off your balls. I promised Natasha she could do it the next time. Don’t you feel the tightness? You must remember it… how it gives you that aching need to cum… that desperate need for release. But you just can’t reach it, no matter how hard you try.”

Natasha showed him a glass jar filled with clear liquid and two white plum-like organs. He knew what they were. He’d seen them before.

“Such beautiful, big balls,” said Natasha. She sat in a chair beside the bed to watch. “They’re absolutely loaded with cum. He would have orgasmed like a fire hose.”

Sophia moaned as her pleasure built again. “Oh, how I love a ride on a freshly snipped man!”

She rolled her hips faster and harder. The heat and grip of her pussy tortured his cock with an unending need to cum. The strain spread down his thighs and up into his stomach, but he knew he couldn’t climax. Sophia would ride him for as long as she desired, enjoying his endless denial, using it to fuel the intensity of her own sublime release. He felt her pussy clench his cock again as her second orgasm swelled.

“Oh, Lance, you were so worried you wouldn’t last two minutes inside my perfect pussy. I can feel you throb and strain, desperate to pump your load deep into my womb.”

Natasha held up the jar again and giggled.

Sophia let out a whimpering moan. “But now you can’t cum at all. Don’t worry, I’ll cum hard enough for both of us! All night long!”
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