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Author's Note

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book

 

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

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




Enjoy! Vx




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




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




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




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




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


The End of the Affair

He stood in the foyer, silhouetted by the lights shining through the open doorway. Although she couldn’t see his face, his rigid posture declared his mood. He’d had a relapse, a return to the negative behaviour that had taken her months to train out of him. It was going to be one of those evenings, where she would have to remind him of his place.

“I’m here to end it,” he said. “This affair is over. I’m going back to my wife.”

She allowed a brief, derisive snort to escape her pert nose. It was amusing that he had chosen to describe their relationship as an ‘affair.’ An affair implied there was a degree of equality between them. It suggested that at some point in time, they had come to a conspiratorial agreement about his extramarital activities.

The truth was, he’d never had a choice when he’d made the decision to betray the sanctity of his marriage. It wasn’t because she had forced him to do anything he didn’t want to do. He was a willing recipient. He craved what she could give him, because he’d never revealed his true character or forbidden vices to his wife. It would only destroy their happy, white picket-fenced marriage.

Any other man would run a mile as soon as he realised how she intended to conduct the relationship. She watched his body tighten as he waited for her to respond. Not him though: he wasn’t like other men.

It wasn’t that she was cruel by nature either. He wanted to be owned, shamed and humiliated. She enjoyed having a new pet. Their relationship was entirely complicit. It pleased her to treat him as she did, because despite having a hard, strong, muscular body, he was powerless in her presence. He reverted to his true self: a mild-mannered, submissive and weak man.

* * *

She recognised his true nature in the first moment she saw him across the tiled floor of the foyer. It was a big company, with hundreds of employees spread over many levels of the tall office building. It was also her first day on the job, so he hadn’t noticed her, not yet, but he would. There was no doubt about that.

He had movie star looks: tall, handsome, with jet black hair and chiselled features worthy of a Michelangelo sculpture. He walked with a confident stride, exuding an easy-going charm that put both men and women at ease. She followed him through the corridors, at a discreet distance, until he arrived at his office.

At that moment, a mail boy wheeled his trolley down the corridor toward her. He paused to find a wad of letters for the tall, dark and handsome man. This was no chance opportunity. They were meant to meet.

“I’ll take those,” she said, not giving the mail boy a choice as she swiped the bundle from his hands.

The mail boy didn’t object. She made sure she gave him a revealing flash of her cleavage as she took the letters. His eyes widened and he grinned. Who could blame him? With her face and body, his next stop would likely be the men’s bathroom to jerk himself off.

With practised ease, she opened the top two buttons of her blouse and marched into the handsome man’s office.

“Your mail,” she said, slapping the letters onto his desk. She didn’t bother to introduce herself or apologise for the intrusion.

Your mail. They were two simple words, but her tone suggested a different interpretation: you’re male.

As he looked up, his hungry eyes answered her declaration, speaking volumes. They said: and you’re female.

Women have certain instincts men are incapable of understanding, no matter how hard they try. As he looked at her, his eyes taking her in from her head to foot, lingering longer on her cleavage than they should, she knew she owned him. She owned him right then and there, in a split second, without another word said between them.

Even though he wore a plain gold band on the third finger of his left hand, he now belonged to her. And they didn’t even know one another’s names.

From there, it had been a simple matter of cementing her ownership. She took care of this by wearing skirts cut above the knee and blouses that gave him flashes of her deep, delicious cleavage. It was a gorgeous view, when he could position himself at a suitable angle to look down her top. He managed to find all manner of ways to achieve that perfect viewpoint too. But it was what he couldn’t see that drove him over the edge, beginning his descent into maddening lust. She enjoyed every moment of subjugating his primary loyalty to his wife.

Denial is the most powerful aphrodisiac at a woman’s disposal. All she needed to show him was a little leg or a flash of cleavage, nothing more. What took place in his head did the rest. The fantasy that played out was more powerful than any pheromone, as he imagined every inch of her body that he couldn’t see or touch.

The more he imagined her body the more he wanted it. Once his desire had set in, there was no going back, for him anyway. She drove him past the point of no return with a few well-chosen flirtatious words, and the occasional, casual brush of her breast against his arm. She had large, gravity-defying, perfectly proportioned breasts that thrust out with goddess-like seductiveness.

She felt sorry for flat-chested women, not that there was anything wrong with having small breasts. They were missing out on a simple, but incredibly powerful means to activate a man’s libido against his will. No other touch felt anything like the brief press of a warm, soft breast, or the hardened point of a nipple against a man’s arm, even through layers of clothing. One brush of a breast made a man’s cock twitch, throb and swell. If sustained, he would become uncomfortably hard in seconds. She especially enjoyed using the power of her breasts on him when surrounded by other people. It made her smile, watching his cheeks redden as he desperately sought a way to conceal his erection.

She’d seen the photograph of his wife on his desk. It had been taken on their wedding day. She had a flat chest that barely filled out the bust of her white dress, poor thing. By their shape, she looked like she’d stuffed her bra with tissues too.

Now she had complete control of his libido, she had complete control over him.

* * *

She regarded him with a blank expression, while he fumed, waiting for her response. She would make him wait for it too. She would give him her response when she was ready, not because he had demanded it. He didn’t get to make demands. He followed orders.

Instead, she licked her luscious, bee-stung lips, the way she always did when she was ready to make him cum. She had so many ways to make him become aroused. He couldn’t help himself as it happened now. He’d been too well-trained. With his head raging with emotion, it would only torment him more to remind him of the power she had over his ability to cum, or to deny it. In his current mood, an erection would be most unsettling. She watched the bulge swell in his pants and enjoyed how much it made him squirm.

Besides, what response could she give him? He’d said he was going back to his wife? He hadn’t actually left her, not physically anyway. He’d certainly left her emotionally. Did he honestly think he could pick up where they’d left off as if nothing had changed? Did he believe he could return to a satisfying emotional and sexual relationship with her?

“It isn’t over until I say it’s over,” she said at last.

He slammed the front door behind him and marched into the lounge, rigid with tension. He had a dark look on his face, like a brooding thunderstorm. She’d had to deal with his temper before. It required a firmer hand with his discipline.

“What did you hope to achieve by telling me this?” she said. “Did you hope I would beg you to stay? I don’t beg for any man. You do the begging. Remember?”

* * *

It had only taken a scant few weeks for him to arrive at the point where he worshipped her. Nothing had happened between them yet, at least not physically. He made any excuse to see her, to be with her, to interact with her. Their departments had very little to do with one another, so his excuses became so desperate, it was a wonder people weren’t beginning to notice. She could only conclude they were as blinkered by the plain gold band on his left hand as his wife.

One night, she’d been working late to get a report finished. As she stepped out of the lift, she saw him waiting for her in the foyer, staring into space as he leaned against the wall near the revolving doors. She slipped into the women’s bathroom unseen and took off her blouse and bra. She replaced her blouse, leaving the top three buttons undone. There was no way he wouldn’t notice the hard points of her nipples making small peaks in the sheer fabric.

She waltzed through the foyer, acknowledging him with little more than a glance. He followed her outside into the cool night air, trailing her like a lost puppy, covering his erection with his satchel.

As she arrived at her car, she looked him square in the eyes. His eyes were elsewhere, devouring the sight of her exposed cleavage, rising and falling with each breath she took. He kept opening his mouth to speak, but no words were forthcoming. He was trying to say goodnight, like an addict trying to refuse the offer of his chosen drug.

“If you’re coming, stop behaving like an idiot and get in,” she said. “Otherwise, go home to your wife.”

He got into the car without saying a word, as if the silence made his decision acceptable. As she drove home, she watched him toying with his wedding ring from the corner of her eye. He looked like he wanted to take it off, as if by not wearing it, he could absolve his guilt. He was in so deep now he was drowning in denial, but at the same time, he couldn’t resist his lust for her.

She parked in her garage. He trailed her into her home, obedient as a lost puppy, complete with big, sad brown eyes so desperate to receive her affections.

“Please,” he said. “I can’t stand it anymore. Please… I’ll do whatever you want.”

She told him to sit down. He did so, with his hands clasped on his lap. She sat on the couch opposite and stared at him for a long moment, wondering if she should take pity on him or send him packing with a mocking laugh.

“You’re a bad boy,” she said. “You have a wife waiting for you at home. You’re going to be late. Now, you’re going to have to lie to her about where you’ve been. Because here you are, in my home. What exactly do you want from me?”

“I want you,” he said with a ragged breath. “Please…”

She licked her lips, circling them slowly with the tip of her tongue. The look of tortured desire on his face was utterly adorable, so she did it again, then sat and watched him without saying a word. She was giving him every opportunity to go home to his wife, a clean way out, but he wouldn’t take it.

She kept her voice soft and seductive as she delivered her first order. “Take off your pants!”

He undid his belt and pulled off his pants and briefs so fast, it was like they were on fire. Then he sat there, with his pants around his ankles and his erection poking out from between his shirt tails.

“If you want to cum, you can do it yourself,” she said softly, licking her lips again.

He was so malleable, so easy to train. It took him less than a minute. He’d been so desperate to cum, he hadn’t given a thought to the mess he made. Before he could clean himself up, she told him to pull up his pants and get out. He spread cum all over his zip and belt as he hurried to do them up.

She didn’t offer to take him back to the office to collect his car. That was his problem, along with thinking up the explanation he would need to give his wife for why he was late… and why he had cum all over his pants.

* * *

“I told you,” he said. “I’m here to end it. The way you treat me is shameful.”

She put her hand on her hip and regarded him with an even expression. “Then why do you keep coming back? This has now been going on for over a year and you keep coming back. Every time. Right on time. You’ve never been late. Not once.”

There was madness in his eyes as he tried to resolve what she’d said. No matter what she’d done to him, it had been his choice to come to her home, to partake in whatever activities suited her mood. She’d never invited him once, simply told him what day and what time she would be home if he wanted to see her away from the office.

“Don’t bother giving me an excuse. I’m not interested,” she said, not waiting for him to respond. “Go back to your wife… return to Vinegar Tits with my blessing.”

“Don’t—call—her—that!” he said through gritted teeth, clenching his fists at his side.

“Why? That’s what she has: small, sour little tits. Is her pussy sour too? Is that why you crave my pussy so much, because hers tastes like bitter lemons?”

It was so satisfying to see him raging inside and unable to do anything about it. She knew he would never raise a hand against her. He wasn’t capable of it. He was too weak.

“We’ve met, you know,” she continued. “I made a point of having a long talk with her at last year’s office Christmas function. She thinks the sun shines out of your ass. It’s astonishing how blind some women are to the truth.”

He went white as she related the details of their conversation. She revealed personal, intimate facts that confirmed she’d learned much more about his wife and their relationship than he liked. As she sowed the seed that his wife might know they were having an affair, his anger quickly turned to cold fear.

She could read his thoughts as they played out on his face. Had his wife begun to suspect that he was seeing another woman every Saturday night, rather than going to a poker night with the lads? Had she pieced the clues together?

He never came home smelling of booze, or with his wallet any heavier or lighter than before. If Vinegar Tits had bothered to look, she would see it had exactly the same amount of cash as when he had left. The only scent on his body was her perfume, the one that smelled of roses, along with her love juices smeared across his face.

How could Vinegar Tits not suspect something was amiss in their relationship? What self-respecting man put a card game before his wife on such a regular basis?

“It’s no wonder she can’t please you in bed,” she said. “She doesn’t understand you like I do. She doesn’t understand you have needs… very particular needs… to be a submissive man, whose only purpose is to fulfil the desires of his mistress. You say I treat you shamefully, but you always come back because you love it.”

He reached for his neckline, pulling down the turtleneck sweater to expose his bare skin. He wore these sweaters now to hide his collar, or the red line where the collar had rubbed his skin raw. She always strapped the circle of leather tight to his neck, so it cut into his skin and applied pressure to his windpipe. She liked to see how uncomfortable it made him. Every second he wore it reminded him that it symbolised her ownership over him.

She often wondered where he kept it, when he wasn’t wearing it. It would have to be some place his wife would never look. Or perhaps he didn’t have that concern. After all, Vinegar Tits couldn’t have questioned why he’d made the sudden switch from wearing open-neck shirts to turtlenecks. He even wore them on warm summer days. It was hard to believe his wife could be so blind.

He had his collar on now, but was fingering the clasp to release it from his neck.

“If you take it off in front of me, there will be consequences,” she said.

He hesitated. He knew all too well what those consequences would be.

* * *

The day she collared him was the first time she allowed him to lick her pussy. If he agreed to wear it, she would give him that reward. He found it demeaning as she fastened it to his neck, but he didn’t resist or complain. He wanted her pussy too much.

What he didn’t expect was that she made him strip naked and get on his knees. She bound his hands behind his back, his ankles together and covered his eyes with a blindfold. He had never—and would never—see her naked. Keeping her body a forbidden fantasy ensured he remained ever hungrier to see it. This constant denial acted as the most powerful aphrodisiac, compounding its effect with each passing day.

Taking his sight from his array of senses only made him want her pussy more. As he explored it with his tongue, he could piece together the clues. She was completely hairless and smooth. She didn’t keep her pussy waxed and groomed for his pleasure. She loved how sensitive it made everything that touched her skin: her panties, the breeze when she wasn’t wearing any, warm water, his tongue… the sensations and pleasures were endless.

Besides, she insisted it was right for a man to floss before, not during, oral tribute.

When she presented her pussy to him for the first time, he was immediately devoted to it. As he indulged in the scent of her sex and the taste of her juices, his addiction became more potent than any class A drug.

Even though he never saw her pussy, he worshipped it. He couldn’t help himself as he kissed her all over, working his way to her soft folds and tight entrance. He breathed in her scent, the delicious musk of her arousal and lapped up her juices. He savoured her sweet, buttery nectar, refusing to let a single drop go to waste.

If she didn’t feel like being licked, he whimpered and begged her to let him do it. She enjoyed watching him beg as much as she liked having his enthusiastic tongue between her legs. It was such a joy to have a powerful man on his knees, begging her for permission to give her oral pleasure.

He may have been submissive, but he was also cunning. He focused all his efforts on mastering his skills with his lips and tongue. Over a short space of time, he became quite the expert pussy-licker. He learned the location of all her most sensitive zones and how to tease them for her greatest pleasure. She became jealous of his wife at that point. She didn’t want to share his expertise in cunnilingus with Vinegar Tits. So, she forbade him from giving her oral pleasure, if indeed, they had sex at all anymore.

Eventually, he got so good at it he could make her squirt several times in one session. Aside from the pure carnal joy, she loved squirting all over his face. She made sure she also got her juices in his hair and down his chest, scent marking him like a cat claiming rights to her territory. She wondered how hard he found it to kiss his wife afterwards, after she’d branded him with her scent. Oh, to be a fly on the wall!

His reward for pleasuring her pussy was the chance to penetrate her. This also followed a strict routine. He had to lie on his back, still blindfolded and bound hand and foot. She straddled him, bringing his throbbing cock to her hot, tight entrance. Again, without his eyes or hands, he experienced every sensation with only his cock for guidance. He had to use his imagination to provide the missing details.

As she slid down his shaft, she clenched him tight with her inner muscles, making each thrust an intense and sudden burst of sublime pleasure. “One,” she said.

She waited a moment before raising her bottom to withdraw his length. She counted a beat, then plunged him deep inside her again, listening to his shuddering breathing. “Two.”

Taking him out again, she gripped him as hard as she could. She took a breath and drove him balls deep inside her, pressing down hard as she swivelled her hips. “Three!”

This was as much as she was prepared to give him and as much as he needed. He always came on three.

Having given him three euphoric strokes with her pussy, she withdrew him completely and sat back as he shot his hot cum over his stomach and chest. He came so hard sometimes he sprayed himself on the chin. She never let him cum inside her. Again, it added to his denial, leaving him desperately wondering how much better it would feel.

Sometimes she sat on him and didn’t thrust at all. Sometimes she would count to two, then stop, withdraw and watch him squirm with the need to reach his release. On these occasions, she made him jerk himself off to achieve his orgasm, while she sat back and mocked him for being so desperate and weak. On all occasions, she made him dress without cleaning himself up and then kicked him out.

A real man wouldn’t take such treatment, but he wasn’t a real man.

The first time she didn’t let him orgasm at all was the first time she saw him lose his temper. Of course, it didn’t emerge as anger, or an expression of any strong emotions toward her. He didn’t have the balls to confront her in a direct manner.

Instead, he ignored her at work, deliberately turning his head if they passed in the corridor. It was his way of trying to punish her. It annoyed her, not because she wanted his attention, but because it was so sulky and pitiful. He couldn’t even manage to be a man when he had his nose out of joint.

When he showed up at her house, on time and wearing his collar, she showed him what he would earn for such snivelling disrespect. She whipped him for the first time. She tied him to one of the posts of her four-poster bed by his wrists and ankles, and gave him seventeen lashes across his back with her cat-o’-nine-tails.

She adored that whip. Each tail was three strips of tightly plaited leather. They looked harmless enough and didn’t carry enough weight to rend skin, but she knew every lash felt like a hornet sting. Using the full force of her arm, his back was covered with red stripes by the time she had finished.

There was no particular reason she chose seventeen lashes for his punishment. It was simply the number she felt he deserved. She did not make him count them or thank her for each blow. She knew he didn’t like being whipped, so why make him pretend that he did? All the counting and thanking was just pomp and ceremony. What’s more, how could she punish him effectively if he knew how many lashes he was going to receive? It was much better to keep him guessing, not knowing how much longer the pain would last.

He took it as she expected he would, like a weak, pitiful man, whimpering after each lash. She enjoyed it so much, she made whippings a regular staple for their weekly activities, even if he’d done nothing to deserve it.

Whipping him harder and for longer became a new and exciting game. How much could he take? How far could she push him before he would break? On one occasion, she whipped him neck to foot, then turned him around and gave him the same whipping to his front. He looked like a red-striped zebra in a man’s body when she had finished.

Afterwards, she told him he would have to jerk himself off, still feeling the pain of her strokes to his cock and balls. He cried as he did, making a mess of himself with his cum before she told him to get dressed and get out.

How did he explain that to his wife? He’d probably started wearing pyjamas to bed, and taken to showering and dressing with the door closed, or when she wasn’t around. What sweet torture it would be if Vinegar Tits rolled over and embraced him in bed. He’d feel the hard points of her sour nipples dragging across his back, giving her pleasure and reminding him of the pain.

* * *

“I didn’t sign up for this,” he said, fingers poised to release the buckle of the collar.

She slowly shook her head as a final warning.

He took his hands away from his neck. “But this!” he said, raising his voice and making a karate chop gesture at his cock. “This is a disgrace!”

She stepped forward and slapped him hard across the face. “Don’t raise your voice with me,” she said, returning with a stinging backhand to his other cheek. “I told you to save yourself for me for two weeks, but you couldn’t even stick to that. I saw the look of guilt on your face… I know how often you jerk off thinking about me. You got exactly what you deserved. I’m not a cruel woman. I’ve only ever given you exactly what you deserved.”

He hung his head, unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants. She smiled. He was still wearing the pink lace panties she’d given him. He dropped those too, and she saw the shiny chrome-plated bands of the chastity cage she’d put him in two weeks ago.

“Look at me! I’ve had to piss in the men’s bathroom in the foyer in case someone from the office saw it,” he said, still with his head down. “I was trying to piss when this guy came in and saw it. I couldn’t finish fast enough. He stood beside me at the urinal, saw the cage… the look on his face! I wet my pants, I was in such a hurry to finish. Hell, the shame of it… that you could do this to me.”

“I’m not the one living a lie,” she said. “I’m not hiding my activities on a Saturday night from my wife. If you didn’t want to wear it, you would have found a way to take it off.”

She was pleased he hadn’t tried to remove it. The past two weeks would have been pure torture and a constant challenge to avoid being discovered. Wearing her panties and a chastity cage, every time he started to get an erection, it would have made his cock sore. What would he have done if his wife had walked in on him in the bathroom, or tried to fondle his cock in bed?

“I hate what you do to me,” he said.

“That’s why you crave it so much,” she finished.

He didn’t disagree, just hung his head. It was a pleasure to see a big, powerful man reduced to a sweating, shuddering wreck. She put her hand under his chin and lifted his head to make eye contact.

Yes, she could see it now in the dark pools of his eyes. He was completely broken. There was no fight left in him anymore. She could continue to play with him if she chose to, but the joy was always in the breaking. Every one of her pets had given her this pleasure, but there came a time to give them release. Wasn’t that the advice in the popular song? If you love somebody, set them free.

She kissed him softly on the lips. Then she removed his collar and kissed the raw, red line on the side of his neck. She loved all her pets. They couldn’t help being the way they were. It was simply their nature.

He stood rooted to the spot like a helpless child with a head full of confused emotions.

“Take off your clothes and lie down,” she said. “I’ll be back in a moment.”

When she returned, she saw he had done as she had asked. Always obedient, he was lying prone on the carpet, staring into space. She knelt down and ran her hands over his powerful body, tracing the lines of his sharply defined muscles from his neck to his groin.

He looked at her with such longing as she showed him this simple kindness that she thought he might burst into tears. Some of her pets had needed much more to be broken: a forceful pegging to go with a whipping and so forth. But not him. In some ways, it had been too easy, but that didn’t mean it had been any less enjoyable, because the best was still to come.

With a quick turn of the key, the chastity cage sprung open and she eased it from his swollen cock. She had released him. “You’re free to go,” she said. “As you have always been free to go whenever you were ready to leave.”

Yet, like the lion that sees his cage is open, he decided to remain where he was and wait for the zookeeper to close it again. Any caged beast who has had his basic needs fulfilled doesn’t want for freedom. His cock hardened, standing tall and proud as his eyes roved her body, ever hopeful he still might catch a glimpse of her bare flesh. Yes, he was completely broken, so his release had to be absolute too.

She lifted her skirt, spread her legs and straddled him. It was the first time without binding his hands and feet, or making him wear a blindfold. She mounted him in reverse, so all he could see were her calves and feet, and the golden waterfall of her hair spilling down her back.

She pulled her lacy white thong aside, admiring the smooth, bare mound of her pussy as she positioned his cock at her entrance. Did Vinegar Tits have such a tight, pretty pussy? Somehow, she doubted it, otherwise he wouldn’t have craved hers so much. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be lying on her floor, desperate to be inside her.

As she took him inside her, he let out a long, shuddering sigh. Yes, she could do anything she wanted to him, beat him, humiliate him, torment him, as long as he got this reward. With his cock deep inside her, she could see his balls dangling between his legs. After two weeks in the cage, they were so full they felt hard as she rolled them through her fingers. Yes, he needed absolute release.

She swabbed them with Lidocaine. He didn’t ask what she was doing. He was happy to be inside her, even if she hadn’t yet given him the pleasure of completing the first thrust. She set her scissors to work, pinching the skin of his sac to make a fold where she could give it a small cut. Releasing her pets from her care was always the most satisfying part of the affair. With a gentle squeeze, the white marble-like sex gland emerged from his sac as if begging her to cut it off.

She lifted her hips, slowly withdrawing his cock from her pussy until only the head remained between her lips. “One!” she said, thrusting down onto him, driving him deep inside her again. As she did so, she snipped his testicle free. He gasped as he always did after the first thrust, but this time with more intensity. She knew he felt no pain, but he would be feeling the tight ache and the desperate need to cum that accompanied the removal of his manhood.

She cut into the other side of his sac the same way she had penetrated him the first time. She released his second testicle and pulled the cord taut, ready for cutting. She slowly withdrew his cock, clamping it tight inside the walls of her pussy, making him feel every inch of the delicious friction. She held him in her opening for what felt like an age. She felt her orgasm swell, burning deep inside her, the sublime ache like a time bomb counting down to detonation.

“Two!”

Her pussy exploded in ecstasy as she thrust down onto him again. Her scissors closed, making the second much sweeter cut as she buried his cock deep inside her pussy. She pressed down hard, while her insides pulsed and contracted with waves of pleasure.

His balls looked so pretty outside their sac, so perfect now they’d been snipped free. The sight of them sustained her orgasm, sending wave after wave of euphoria through her entire body. With a long moan, she was spent and so deeply satisfied she tingled with joy.

She eased herself off of him. There would be no ‘three’ this time. There was no need for it.

Without balls, he was never going to cum again. It was a fitting end. He’d never had any balls in his personality and character. It was appropriate that she sent him back to Vinegar Tits without any balls in his sac.

He’d been able to keep the collar, the whippings, and even the panties and chastity cage a secret. Without his balls, he now had some explaining to do. If their marriage survived, which was unlikely, Vinegar Tits would discover what a good pussy licker her husband had become. If it survived, she might even be grateful.

Who knew? It didn’t matter either way.

“Now,” she said, “it is over between us. This is the end of the affair.”


Last Resort

Seven Palms was an odd name considering the tropical island luxury resort had many more than seven palms growing on it. There were more like seven hundred, but Jake Steed wouldn’t ask why it had been given that particular name. He was here for a well-earned vacation, not a working vacation. He was determined there would be no investigations of any kind, even if it were only to find out the significance of the name.

He tried to put it out of his mind. All the other guests looked so relaxed, it was time he started to unwind too. The temperature was perfect, in the high twenties Celsius, without too much humidity and with a refreshing ocean breeze.

The resort was fabulous, even if it had an unusual name. He thought he deserved every one of its five star facilities, from the poolside bar to the Michelin star restaurant. Better still, there were plenty of lovely looking ladies in revealing swimsuits. The only pity was they all had their husbands and boyfriends in tow.

He immediately wondered how long each of these couples would last together. What were the odds he would see these people again after his vacation? Would he see any of the men at his office, wanting him to save them from making hefty alimony payments? Too many men were struck dumb by a pretty face, a lovely pair of breasts or a delicious tight pussy. They got themselves in way too deep before realising they should have organised a prenuptial agreement first.

That was where Jake Steed, private investigator, came to the rescue. He was their last resort to avoid being taken to the cleaners. He usually found a way to save these men from writing punishing cheques for the rest of their lives. Sometimes he found legitimate evidence, other times it was astonishing what showed up, for all parties concerned. Regardless, there were few occasions he couldn’t get a claim diminished or quashed.

He allowed himself a quiet chuckle. There was no way he would ever be so thoughtless, letting his life get turned upside down by a pretty lady with a delicious tight pussy.

He snapped out of thoughts about work, reminding himself he was here for a good time, not a long time. Damn, why was it so hard to put work aside? He promised himself he’d head straight to the bar and let Uncle Jack help him do some forgetting once he’d checked in.

His room was everything the brochure had promised. He helped himself to one of the overpriced and undersized bottles of Uncle Jack while he unpacked.

“Try to enjoy the pretty ladies as a man for once,” he said to no one in particular. “You’re on vacation. If you get lucky, there’ll be no strings attached.” He raised his glass and felt the sweet burn of the bourbon as it slid down his throat.

The next morning, he felt like he’d managed to adjust to the holiday groove. He slept late, ate a sumptuous breakfast of French pastries and tropical fruit, and ordered himself a Sea Breeze as a chaser. He was on holiday and it was a respectable choice for a pre-noon cocktail.

Then he went to the pool to read a book and work on his tan. His Sea Breeze arrived and he sipped it, enjoying the decadent contrast of the cool drink against the hot day. This was the way to enjoy life! Why hadn’t he taken a holiday sooner? It was well overdue.

As if irony was his nemesis, his eyes gravitated to the most captivating woman he’d ever seen in his life. Dressed only in a gauzy robe and a tiny bikini, his arm went limp and he spilled his drink down his front. Setting it aside before he made a complete fool of himself, he pushed his sunglasses up his nose and pretended to be engrossed in his book.

She appeared to glide around the edge of the pool. Damn! ‘Exotic’ was a paltry word to describe such an enchanting beauty. He didn’t know what her bloodlines were, but like the ingredients in his cocktail, they’d produced an exquisite blend.

She had caramel skin and long, thick tresses of wavy black hair. Her body, which was all but completely on display minus the bikini, made him immediately cross his legs up to conceal a sudden, throbbing erection. She was both slender and voluptuous, with large, heavy round breasts. Her flat stomach and tiny waist accentuated her breasts, making them look even bigger. He followed the lines of her curvaceous hips down her long, shapely legs. Wow!

She took a long look at him as she passed. He met her gaze, even though his eyes were shielded by his glasses. She had such fine features, generous lips, a tiny, pert nose, but her eyes… for all the exotic blood in her genes, they were the deep blue of a glacier. What a combination: a red-hot body and ice-cold eyes.

As she passed, making her way to her recliner at the side of the pool, he realised she had rendered him breathless. He decided to start breathing again before oxygen deprivation set in. She took off her gauzy gown, put on a pair of dark glasses and lay back in her chair.

The hair on the back of his neck prickled. Was she looking at him, while he was looking at her, both checking the other one out behind their darkened lenses? He decided to make one exception to his ‘no investigations’ rule while being on holiday. She definitely warranted investigation. If she was available, he wanted to investigate every last inch of her body.

He continued to turn the pages of his book, even though he hadn’t read a single word. His eyes remained fixed on her, roving over every inch of her gorgeous body, imagining all the ways he could devour her for his pleasure.

Soon, staring at her became too much for his libido, so he retired to his room to jerk off and get his head under control. He needed to start thinking straight again. Now he had a case to work, it was time to begin undercover observation. He couldn’t do that with a twitching, throbbing hard-on in his swimming trunks.

Returning to the pool, he was delighted to see she was still in the same spot. He took a seat in the shade of an umbrella at one of the tables off to one side of her.

He started to compile a list for deduction. If only his usual gigs were as enjoyable as this. She was an eminently watchable subject.

At a guess, she was in her mid to late twenties, but it was always a guess when it came to picking a woman’s age. They had so many more tricks up their sleeve to stay looking young. She looked like she indulged in regular beauty care at a top salon. She had flawless skin, French polished nails and perfectly plucked eyebrows.

She wore diamond stud earrings, but no other jewellery or rings. It didn’t mean she was single or not in a committed relationship. If she intended to go swimming, it was wise not to wear anything she wasn’t willing to lose.

He took a walk to the bar, taking the long way round so he could pass by her recliner. Her robe was a Gucci, so she had plenty of money or access to it. He didn’t note any marks on her hands where a ring might have left an impression. That was justification enough for him to make a move on her. If there was a significant other lurking about, he could apologise for assuming she was single and spend the night with his right hand instead.

He looked for her again as he arrived for dinner. The open air restaurant was already full, but he found her immediately as there didn’t appear to be any other women seated at the tables.

The restaurant was delightfully presented, using hundreds of candles to provide mood and light with the onset of night. She was sitting alone at her table, looking ravishing in a black sequined wrap-around evening dress. Even her choice of drink was elegant: a vodka spritz with a slice of watermelon. She had her long hair clipped back and he could make out every detail of her fine features and large blue eyes.

He sat at his own table and ordered a drink. Pulling his eyes away from her for a moment, his instincts alerted him to the fact the other tables were occupied only by men. Most were looking at their watches or fiddling with their smartphones. It wasn’t unusual for women to take more time to get dressed for an evening out, but so many all at once? Jake didn’t need his sixth sense to tell him this couldn’t be a coincidence.

One by one, the wives and girlfriends appeared. They were all dolled up and wearing the most seductive evening attire, revealing a tantalising amount of cleavage and leg. As they entered the restaurant, they passed by the exotic woman, acknowledging her with a slight nod. He counted twenty women who did this before the restaurant was once again a scene of normality. No one arrived to sit with the exotic woman.

As waiters emerged with menus, he decided it was time to make his move. He walked over to her table and gave her his most disarming smile. It was friendly, suggesting some degree of familiarity.

She returned his smile, and he could read her thoughts. She was wondering if they knew one another. It wasn’t unexpected. He’d practised this particular smile for years, perfecting it in the mirror until it was effortless.

“I couldn’t help but notice you’re dining alone,” he said, affecting a more refined accent than his natural speaking voice. “Would you care for some company?”

She nodded and held out her hand. He took it and planted a soft kiss on the back of her fingers.

“I saw you by the pool today,” she said as he took his seat. “Are you staying long?”

“A week. You?”

“The same. I’m Maria.”

He smiled again. “Jake.”

They made small talk while they ordered and ate. When asked, he explained he worked in tax. White lies were much better than real lies as they contained a kernel of truth and were much easier to deliver convincingly. He got men off paying tax for their relationship mistakes. Plus, tax was a great way to get the other person to change the subject about work.

As she told him what she did, he took a large gulp of his bourbon.

“I’m a… divorce counsellor,” she said. “We always aim to save a relationship if possible, but some have to come to an end.”

Damn, he was dining with the opposition! Worse still, he was falling headlong for the opposition. Even though he’d jerked himself off earlier, he couldn’t stop his eyes from wandering to her deep cleavage. Nor could he stop his thoughts from wondering what it would be like to pound her little pussy with his cock.

He’d never felt anything for the wives he’d seduced, even if they came close to being as pretty as Maria. It was because he’d had to seduce each of those women. It was a setup, so their estranged husbands could catch them together. Naturally, the husband had a camera at the ready to take incriminating photographs.

The difference was he wanted to seduce Maria. He’d never wanted to seduce a woman more in his life.

Her eyes shone like the morning sun on deep blue ice. “Are you in a relationship?” she asked.

“Not at the moment,” he said. “You?”

“I can’t seem to find the right man,” she said, before leaning across the table to give him a conspiratorial whisper. “They all just want me for my body. Do you think I should try to find a woman instead… to find out if the rumour is true?”

“What rumour?”

She pursed her lips as if she were about to blow him a kiss. “That women know how to lick a pussy much better than a man.”

He wished she hadn’t put that idea in his head. He could happily watch another girl lick her pussy if he wasn’t going to get a chance to do it himself.

“They say it’s because a woman knows how she likes to be licked herself,” she continued. “Apparently, women instinctively know how to make another girl cum so hard she squirts.” She sipped her wine.

“I take it you enjoy receiving oral pleasuring,” he said, trying to keep his cool. The way she’d casually delivered those comments had made his cock throb.

“What girl doesn’t like a tongue in her pussy?” she replied. “It’s one of the most delicious ways she can be selflessly pleasured.”

“One?” he said, getting back into his flow of inquiry.

Her lips curled at the corners. “Oh, now that would be telling, Jake, and women like to have some secrets.”

Secrets… well, now she had his complete interest. He would have to make it his mission to uncover those secrets before the week was out, as well as trying to get her into bed.

He sipped his bourbon. “Is that why you’re here… for pleasure? If I’m not mistaken, most of the women appear to know you as if you are acquaintances or colleagues.”

“Well, it’s a mix of business and pleasure. We gather every year for a… conference.” She sliced off a neat mouthful of steak to cover her white lie. As stunning as she was to look at, he wasn’t fooled by her polite euphemism for why these women had gathered together.

So, she was capable of telling white lies as well, but not as convincingly as him. He immediately wondered if her claim to being a divorce counsellor was a white lie too. The clue was she claimed to try to save marriages. The mystery was becoming more interesting by the minute.

He rolled the ice round his empty glass. “Oh? What’s the conference for?”

“You do ask a lot of questions,” she said, fixing him in her hauntingly beautiful gaze. “But I’m afraid it’s a need to know affair. Ladies only.”

He didn’t press her any further about the topic and they finished their meal discussing other matters.

“I’ve enjoyed your company very much,” he said. “Would you care to have a little nightcap at the bar?”

“I’d love to, but we have our conference sessions after the evening meal. I wasn’t expecting to meet such a charming and… handsome man this week, so I’m sure we’ll see much more of one another.”

This time she hadn’t told him a white lie. She was letting him know she found him attractive too. This vacation was looking better by the second.

He took her hand and pressed a tender kiss on the back of her fingers again. “Enchanted,” he said, taking his leave.

Sometimes old-fashioned manners worked like a charm. The way he saw her cheeks colour told him the prospects of climbing on board her sweet pussy for the ride of a lifetime were looking promising too.

He made his way to the bar, waiting for her to leave. Once she’d turned her back on him, he disappeared into the shadows to follow her. He kept behind cover and made no sound as he passed, ensuring she was never far from his sight. She crossed the grounds, passing the rows of villas, through the tropical gardens toward the small conference facility. She produced a set of keys, opened the door and passed through.

He gave himself a moment before he approached, rehearsing excuses for his presence if caught. Testing the handle, the door remained locked. He considered picking the lock, but when he heard the chatter of women approaching, he slipped away, finding cover behind a large palm tree.

The twenty ladies who had greeted Maria at dinner began to arrive in pairs. Each made a rhythmic knock at the door. A muffled speaker answered. Each woman spoke a single word in reply. In the light of the entrance, he was able to read their lips: Sybil or some very similar sounding word.

Once they were all accounted for, he saw the lights go on through the high windows in the main conference room. They revealed little. He could see the women moving about, but he couldn’t see below the height of their shoulders. He tried the door again, to no avail. Regardless, there was no way he could get inside unnoticed if this was a ladies only event.

Damn, why were palm trees so hard to climb? If he could get some elevation, he’d be able to see what they were doing.

Finding the best spot to pry, he saw Maria raise her hands to quiet the audience. She was standing in a spot where he could just make out her lips as she spoke.

“Welcome something annual celebration something something goddess. Something give worship something.” She raised a small metal object in her hand, obscuring her mouth. “Something something… balls!”

Balls? It was such a distinct word and difficult to mistake for anything else. It was oddly out of context with the rest of her speech, which sounded like some kind of religious celebration.

What Maria did next could not be misinterpreted in any way. She took off her dress. At the same time, he caught a glimpse of two women escorting a man into the room. He was gagged and bound judging by the way they were handling him. Then everyone vanished from view, which suggested they had all taken a seat.

Jake crept closer, hoping to see or hear what was going on. There was silence for several minutes before he distinctly heard all the women chant in unison. “Two!”

The situation was hopeless. He would have to somehow get inside to discover what was happening. Even if he picked the lock, he still had to overcome the issue that it was a women’s only event.

Returning to the restaurant and bar, it occurred to him that one of the husbands might know. However, the bar was entirely empty. It had only just gone eight o’clock. Where were all the men?

As the bar was deserted, there was no barman on duty, so he helped himself to a very generous double bourbon on the rocks. While he sipped his drink, he tried to fit the pieces of the puzzle together. He’d been so focused on Maria, more accurately Maria’s cleavage, he hadn’t taken much notice of the other couples, specifically the men.

Closing his eyes to search his mind palace, he recalled the moments he had observed the men. At the pool, they’d all been very reserved, not getting up to the usual trouble men got themselves into when they had an open bar and time to play.

At dinner, they had also been mild-mannered, obediently waiting for their wives who were all uniformly late. No, that wasn’t correct. The wives had arrived on time. The men had been told to go to the restaurant and wait. They weren’t mild-mannered men at all. They were weak and submissive, every single one. No doubt they had now been ordered back to their rooms. What dubious pleasures were the women currently engaged in with Maria?

He swallowed the rest of his drink in one mouthful. This was the kind of mystery that had gotten him interested in investigative work at the outset of his career. He was going to solve it no matter what.

Walking at a casual pace to reception, he enquired about ordering flowers, asking if he could get them delivered to Maria’s room. With the right suggestive remarks and the help of a hundred dollar bill, he found out she was staying in the Sunset Suite. The receptionist told him she stayed in the same room every year for the ‘conference.’

He found her suite without any trouble. It was one of the self-contained villas on the beachfront with uninterrupted views of the ocean. Although the door was locked, the level of security wasn’t an issue for someone with his set of skills. His lock pick, which he kept in his wallet, soon released the tumblers.

Her room was luxurious and carried a floral scent mixed with the salt-brine smell of the sea. He wasn’t sure what he was looking for, or what he expected to find, so he started with the wardrobe. Maria had a lot of very sexy dresses and it was hard not to imagine how ravishing she would look in each of them. Her suitcase was unpacked and stowed in the cupboard, so he started going through the drawers.

On her bedside table, he found a notebook. Carefully noting its original placement, he picked it up and leafed through the pages. It contained handwritten lists of names going back five years. They were lists of the women who had been invited to the annual conference. This year there were twenty-three names, but he had only counted twenty women. Three names were marked with an asterisk. He memorised one and replaced the notebook.

There were no other notable clues, but an irresistible urge took control of his better judgement. He saw the laundry basket next to the washing machine in the small laundry.

Sitting on top of the clothing pile was a pair of pretty white cotton panties. He’d never indulged in the fetish for smelling a woman’s used panties, but these were Maria’s panties. He had an overwhelming need to find out if her pussy smelled as delectable as he imagined.

As he raised them to his nose, the sweet, buttery fragrance made his head swoon. His cock went rock hard as he felt a flood of lust sweep through his body. He couldn’t stop himself from taking delicious deep breaths, one after the other, with her panties pressed to his face. Her aroma was like a drug and the more he inhaled, the more he craved it. If it were possible, he could happily put his head between her legs, close his eyes and drown in the divine perfume of her sex.

With his cock throbbing like he was about to cum, he reluctantly put her panties back in the basket and made a discreet exit from her room. Getting back to his own room, and with her scent still engraved in his senses, he barely got to the box of tissues in time.

Cumming once wasn’t sufficient to satisfy the intoxicating lust evoked by her scent. Still hard as a steel bar, he pounded out a second load in only a few minutes of jerking his cock.

As his rational thought took control again, he felt strangely exposed. If the scent of her pussy could stupefy him with lust, what would happen to him if he tasted it? That thought set him off again and he shot his third load into a wad of tissues in the space of fifteen minutes. He’d never done that before, especially without needing a break in between.

Damn, if she could make him feel this way without even being in the same room, he was going to need to call reception to order another box of tissues before dawn.

He poured himself a bourbon and stepped out onto the balcony to enjoy the balmy night air. Even the enduringly refreshing scent of the sea paled in comparison to the perfume of her pussy. He had to find out what she was doing in the conference centre with all the women. As he sipped his drink, a plan took shape in his mind.

The resort had many boutique shops, so the following morning, he visited one of the fashion stores. He found a glamorous red evening dress with a high neckline and a short skirt. He added a sexy red bra and panties, matching satin corset, black thigh high stockings and red shoes to the pile. With the right set of suggestive remarks, the shop assistant believed she was serving a man with impeccable taste in clothing for his wife.

While she folded and gift-wrapped the parcel of clothes, he swiped the best wig from one of the mannequins. It was a luscious full-bodied head of brunette hair. He stuffed it down his pants. Cosmetics were next, along with perfume and a few items of jewellery, and he was set.

Returning to his room, he readied his disguise. He had a slim athletic physique, ideal for impersonating a woman. This wasn’t the first time he had cross-dressed to get a job done.

He ran a bath and shaved his legs. Looking at the length of the skirt on his dress, he decided it would be prudent to shave his groin and balls too. The ocean breeze could easily blow up his skirt and show off his tiny red panties at the wrong moment. Being fully shaved would also make it easier to tape down his cock so he appeared to have a flat pubic mound like a woman too.

Even though few men shaved themselves, he had to admit he enjoyed the feeling of being smooth and bare.

He tried on his outfit, tying the laces of the corset as tight as he could bear to give himself a smaller waist. With half a box of tissues stuffed into each cup of the bra, he thought he looked pretty damned hot. He rehearsed his speaking voice until he was happy he sounded natural and not like he was forcing himself to speak in a higher register.

Transforming back into a man again, he spent the rest of the afternoon relaxing by the pool. He saw Maria and exchanged a few words. She had the glow of a woman who had recently had sex, specifically very good, very satisfying sex. As he looked at her, he recalled the delectable scent on her panties. Hell, he would have to make sure he jerked himself off several times if he were to see her naked later this evening.

When she asked him if he would like to have dinner with her again, it was painful to refuse the invitation, but necessary. He explained he was retiring early as he’d booked a fishing trip the following morning and had to get up before dawn.

“Oh, that’s a pity,” she said.

“If I catch something tasty, I’ll have the chef cook it for you,” he replied. He did want to catch something tasty too: the answer to this mystery.

He ate a light meal earlier than the other guests and avoided having any alcohol. Then he returned to his room to go through his final preparations.

His disguise needed to stand up to close scrutiny, so he gave himself a careful, close shave. A thick layer of foundation evened out his skin tone and bright red, ultra-glossy lipstick gave his lips a fuller appearance. He glued on fake eyelashes and applied lots of eyeliner and mascara. After he’d taped his cock flat to his groin with several strips of plaster from the first aid kit, he dressed. Admiring his final look in the mirror, he was convinced he could fool a world-class transvestite into believing he actually was a woman.

While he’d done this several times before, he’d never gone for such a glamorous look and he understood why crossdressing appealed to some men. It was arousing to see himself miraculously transformed. It was as if he’d stripped away the layers of his masculinity and found a beautiful woman beneath.

Satisfied he was ready, he made his way to the restaurant, keeping to the shadows to observe the evening’s proceedings.

As before, the women dismissed their husbands and gathered in pairs to go to the conference centre. He waited until they had all departed, then followed behind at a safe distance. He needed to be last, to avoid having any interactions before the crucial attempt to gain entry.

His heart was beating hard as he approached the door. He rapped the rhythm he had heard the night before and waited. He recognised Maria’s voice over the intercom.

She answered with a simple, “Yes?”

“Maria, it’s Jacqueline Peters. I was able to make it after all.”

“Jacqueline! What a pleasant surprise. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you in person.”

He breathed a sigh of relief. Picking a name from Maria’s notebook was always going to be a gamble about how well she knew each of the women on her list.

“You will, of course, know the password,” said Maria.

“Sybil,” he said, with his heart in his mouth.

For a long moment, Maria said nothing and he thought his disguise was already blown. Then he heard the click of the lock release. He turned the handle and walked inside.

Maria was waiting in the lobby. Once again, she wore a wrap-around dress, secured at her slender waist with a silken belt. It was silver-grey and as short as Jake’s red dress, showing the full length of her lovely, long legs. The glimpses of her cleavage made his groin ache, despite having emptied his balls twice already.

“Jacqueline, we were about to begin. I’m so glad you could make it!”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world,” he said, grateful for the corset, which restricted the air in his diaphragm, helping him to maintain his feminine voice.

Maria looped her arm through his and led him into the main conference room. The scene before him wasn’t like any conference he’d ever attended. Instead of a podium and seating, there was a large, circular altar at the centre of the room. It looked very much like a bed, covered with pink silk sheets that flowed onto the floor, widening the circle to include the women who surrounded it. They were kneeling on pink cushions as if in prayer, but with their legs apart rather than pressed together. The entire circle had been sprinkled with white rose petals which subtly scented the air. His nose also detected the distinct musk of feminine arousal.

Maria presented him with a cushion. He took it and assumed a similar pose in the circle, wondering with every passing second what the hell they were doing. As he lowered himself to the floor, he saw right up one woman’s dress. She wasn’t wearing any panties and her pussy was clean-shaven. He made sure he tucked the folds of his skirt between his legs in case he was meant to be similarly naked there.

As he had seen the night before, two women led a man into the room. He was gagged and bound, wearing only a shirt and naked from the waist down. It was difficult not to stare at his cock, which was rock hard and pointing out between his shirt tails. They led him to the altar, removed his bonds and laid him down, holding his arms in place.

Maria circled the bed, producing manacles from underneath the sheets to secure his wrists and ankles, binding him in a spread eagle pose. Then she unbuttoned his shirt so he was entirely naked before the gathering. Jake saw the man had also had his groin shaved bare, so his cock and balls were prominently exposed. With his erection saluting the heavens, he looked like an erotic version of Da Vinci’s Vitruvian Man.

“Ladies, we are here to bear witness to the true marriage of Wendy to Sean, marked by his gift to the Goddess to show his love and devotion. In return, he will gain her eternal blessing.”

One of the women stood up and presented Maria with a small glass jar. Jake assumed this was Wendy and the man on the bed was her husband Sean.

So, these women gathered to practice some form of marriage ceremonies or the renewal of vows. He’d thought it might have been some kind of sex cult. Perhaps it was all quite harmless after all.

Maria accepted the jar with a small nod of her head and placed it between the man’s legs. Then she undid her silk belt and let her dress fall from her shoulders. Jake swallowed hard at the sight of her heaving breasts. All her vital signs suggested she was experiencing a rush of adrenaline and endorphins. She had enlarged pupils, was taking rapid breaths and had a hungry expression on her face, like she was eager to have sex.

As she circled the gathering, he saw her tiny panties were wet through with her pussy juices. He wished she would come closer to him so he could inhale her sweet scent once more. Had he ever breathed in a more heavenly scent? He felt the craving for it begin to swell in the pit of his stomach, making his balls tighten and his cock ache.

After she’d completed her circuit, she picked up a small metal object from the altar. Now he was close to the action and not trying to peek through a window, he saw it was a pair of surgical scissors.

“One or two?” said Maria, addressing the gathering.

“Two!” they answered in unison and without hesitation.

“As it should be,” said Maria. She climbed onto the bed between the man’s legs and knelt down. “Goddess, accept this man’s pledge of devotion, marked by him giving up his most precious gift.”

Jake was confused as all hell until Maria used the scissors to cut into the man’s ball sac. The man didn’t react or lose his engorged erection as she cut him. He didn’t even flinch as she withdrew one of his balls from their protective pouch. Maria lifted the shiny white gland high so all the gathering could see, stretching its vulnerable lifeline as far as it would go.

Jake’s heart rate went up three gears and he heard his pulse pound in his ears. This was no mere wedding ceremony, they practised male castration!

He suddenly felt giddy as his body reacted to the sight of the man’s testicle, drawn out and ready to be cut. He felt horrified and vulnerable, and yet also strangely aroused. There was nothing cruel about the way Maria went about it. She was taking out his balls in the most sensuous manner and, judging by the look on her face, she was building up to a powerful orgasm.

He couldn’t take his eyes away as she licked her lips and positioned the scissors against the cord. As if his own cock felt sympathy for the fact the man was having his sex power removed, he felt it go plump and test the tape strapping it to his groin.

Maria cut the testicle free and the gathering let out a collective sigh of pleasure. As if it were the most precious object she had ever handled, she carefully placed it in the jar.

Jake finally understood the answer to Maria’s question: one or two? They were going to remove both of the man’s balls and with it, his sex function. His own balls tightened at the thought, as if he were lying on the altar feeling her pull his cords, priming them for snipping.

What could he do? Run for it? If he did, he was outnumbered and stranded on an isolated island. No, fleeing was too big a risk. He had to see this through, just as the woman he was pretending to be would do. Once the ceremony was over, he could transform himself back into Jake Steed and try to forget it had ever happened.

Damn, what a story he’d have for his next client who didn’t want to write alimony cheques. He would be able to tell the man it was infinitely better than losing his balls.

As he watched Maria continue to perform the castration, he was struck by a more terrifying thought. It was worse than being on the altar in the man’s place. If he fled, he wouldn’t get a chance to be with her ever again. He would rather take the man’s place than consider the thought of never seeing her again. As much as he was dazzled by her exotic beauty and divine sexuality, he felt inexplicably drawn to her. It was as if a power was acting upon him that was beyond his control. Was this love? Was he, Jake Steed, champion of men in failed marriages, head over heels in love?

Maria cut open the other side of the man’s sac and withdrew his testicle for cutting. Again, she held it up, pulling on the cord to stretch it out as far as it would go. Wendy, the wife, joined her at the altar, placing a cushion under the man’s head. His eyes widened as he finally saw what was happening and why he had been experiencing a strange tugging sensation between his legs.

Wendy let out a wicked giggle as Maria placed the open jaws of her scissors around the cord. How was the man still so hard? Jake assumed they’d given him Cialis or a similar drug to keep him erect.

Maria severed the cord and held up the man’s last testicle. “Is there anything more beautiful than seeing a man get snipped?” she said, with a deep sigh. She placed his testicle in the jar along with the other. She sealed the lid and presented it to Wendy, who accepted the jar with the same formal bow of her head.

As Maria stood up, Jake now saw her panties were drenched. She’d taken great sexual pleasure from castrating the man. She now had the same radiance he had seen earlier. Wendy handed her a needle with a suture and she stitched the man’s cuts. He looked strange with a huge, hard cock and a tight empty sac, and yet at the same time, it was also powerfully erotic. It was like he’d been transformed and was now ready to discover a new kind of sexuality.

“Ladies, you may now show the Goddess how grateful you were to witness this union.”

Jake realised his attention had been entirely focused on the castration ceremony. He hadn’t noticed that most of the women in the circle had their hands between their legs and were fingering themselves.

One by one, they stood up and approached the altar. Maria invited each woman to take a turn on the man, straddling his cock and grinding it deep into her pussy until she orgasmed. As they were already highly aroused, it only took each woman a few moments to cum.

Jake couldn’t take his eyes from the man’s face. He looked like he was being tortured with pleasure as one hot, tight pussy after another took a turn to ride his cock. He looked like he was desperate to cum himself but couldn’t find his release.

Eventually, there were no other women left to ride the man, but him. Maria turned to look at him, as did the rest of the women. The irony of the situation struck him like a punch in the gut. He wasn’t going to have his life turned upside down by a pretty lady with a delicious tight pussy at all. He was going to have it undone by a bound man with a swollen, emasculated cock.

“It’s my time of the month,” he said, groping for the first excuse that came to mind to avoid having to straddle the man.

Maria nodded. “The Goddess would not be displeased, but it’s your choice.” She proceeded to remove the man’s shackles. He looked totally spent by the experience. “Now take him back to your villa and begin your true honeymoon,” she said, addressing Wendy. “Start his training. Teach him to be a pussy-licker worthy of the Goddess.”

The women took turns to congratulate Wendy. Just like a traditional wedding, the happy couple departed for their room to consummate their marriage.

“Until tomorrow night, ladies,” said Maria. “Sweet dreams.”

Jake let out a sigh of relief. It was over at last.

“Oh, Jacqueline,” Maria called out, before he could leave. “Come sit with me for a moment.” She was sitting on the edge of the altar and patted the spot where she wanted him to sit at her side.

Damn, she was too hard to resist. He felt compelled to obey, his body and soul made a prisoner while she held him in the intensity of her icy blue gaze. Before he knew it, he was sitting at her side.

Maria ran her hand down his shoulder and arm, bringing it to rest on his leg.

“You look lovely tonight, dear. Positively ravishing!”

“T—thank you,” he said.

She moved closer, putting her face close to his to draw a long slow breath through her nose. “Mm… Velvet Orchid if I’m not mistaken. It smells incredibly sexy on you.”

He was impressed. It was a subtle fragrance and hard to pick.

“Your lips are irresistible. Why don’t you lie back and let me kiss you until you cum,” she said. “It’s such a pity you had to miss out.”

He swallowed hard, not doubting she could easily make good on her promise. However, if he found her too hard to resist, the bulge in his panties would give the game away. He’d have to keep her hands away from his groin.

He felt his heart flutter with excitement and his pulse race as she opened her mouth. So, she had been serious about wanting to make love to a woman. Okay, he could do that. He could fake an orgasm. If it meant he had one chance to be intimate with Maria, he would take it. Had he ever seen a more beautiful woman? The memory of the scent of her pussy brought on the deep ache in his groin once more. He wanted her so much, he could feel himself slipping over the edge, past the point of no return.

As her lips brushed his, he realised he had lost the power to resist her at all. He lay back and she climbed on top of him, smothering him with kisses. Her mouth was so eager, her tongue exploring every part of his mouth until it locked with his. He felt light-headed as they kissed, unable to draw enough breath with the combination of the tight corset and her hungry mouth. It was like he was drunk with arousal. Before he could straighten out his wits, he felt the shackles close about his wrists.

“The name of the Goddess is Cybele,” she said. “Not Sybil. But I knew who you were from the start. You see, while you were trying not to look at my breasts over dinner, I spent the evening studying your face. And now I know you also have a beautiful, long tongue that’s perfect for licking my pussy… when I’ve finished taking out your balls.”

She stopped and looked at him, seeing he wasn’t testing his bonds or making any attempt to get free. Her full glossy lips parted as she drew a slow breath.

“Oh my… you truly are a blessing from the Goddess. So beautiful, already dressed in her image…” One by one, she opened the shackles, releasing his hands. Their eyes remained locked, hers in sublime admiration, his drowning in her mesmerising beauty. “… A true gift indeed, ready and willing… no… wanting to be cut.”

She took off her panties, held them up to her nose and inhaled deeply. “So sweet!” she said, placing them under his nose.

The addictive perfume of her sex drove him back into the drunken stupor of desire. The perfume of her sex overwhelmed his senses. If this was the last experience he would ever have in his life, he would die a happy man, drowning in her heavenly scent. She pressed the panties into his mouth and he took his first taste of her juices. They were like ambrosia, deliciously sweet and savoury at the same time, like vanilla cream and salted caramel. He wouldn’t spit them out for all the money in the world.

“The Goddess will bless two unions this evening,” she said, using her scissors to cut each of the bands holding his panties in place. She gasped as he was bared before her. “So perfect! Right down to the last detail… with your big, beautiful balls shaved and ready to be taken out.”

She removed the tape to free his cock and proceeded to inject his ball sac with a syringe. If it contained Cialis or a similar drug, he didn’t need it. The taste and scent of her panties had made him so hard his cock ached with desire.

She put a pillow under his head, so he was propped up like the man earlier.

“Here, I want you to watch as I remove each one,” she said, lifting them on her fingers. “What a beautiful pair! I can’t wait to see them out of their sac, to cut the cords and see you emptied.”

As she began to cut him, all he could feel was his cock ache with the need to cum. As she withdrew his testicle, she pulled hard on the cord and the feeling intensified. “Look how much you want this,” she said, wiping a glistening bead of pre-cum from the head of his cock. She spread it over her lips and then licked them clean.

Still pulling hard on the cord, she positioned her scissors for cutting. “You do make a very beautiful woman, Jake. I want you to dress as a woman from now on.”

The blades closed and he felt the sudden release of the pressure on his cord. She didn’t hesitate to get the second one out of his sac.

“We’ll go to the salon and get all your hair permanently removed. You’re going to look so beautiful with a tight, empty sac and a tiny, limp penis. I’ll get you lots of pretty dresses and sexy lingerie so you can always look your best for me.”

Again she pulled hard on the cord so he felt the intense tight sensation that preceded the need to ejaculate. The cord sprang free as she severed his second testicle.

“Oh, yes, you’ll have such a pretty little penis. I hope it shrinks quickly. I can’t wait to see it tiny and limp when I pull down your panties.”

As she sewed him up, he felt his need to cum dissipate and his erection subside. There was no sense of loss. He had given himself to her and that was all that mattered, to show her that he was hers, without reservation.

“I can’t wait to start training you to be the best pussy-licker a girl could ever want,” she said, climbing over him.

As she lowered her perfect pussy onto his mouth, so his tongue could delve deep inside her juicy, tight entrance, he knew he was right where he wanted to be. Nothing could be better than drinking her divine juices until she squirted all over his face.

She’d given him a chance to escape, a last resort to keep his manhood, but he hadn’t wanted to take it. Although he hadn’t realised it at the time, from the moment he’d smelled her heavenly scent on her panties, he had become her devoted servant. And he wanted nothing more than to bring her pleasure for as long as she would have him.


Hell Hath No Fury

At first, Cherie thought her husband was joking. It had to be a joke, not a particularly funny joke, but a joke nonetheless.

Miles started to undo his belt to drop his pants and briefs. “Here, take a look for yourself,” he said, holding up his cock to show her his ball sac.

She leaned in closer to inspect it. He’d been clean-shaven. There wasn’t a single hair left on his crotch. He had two short rows of stitches sealing the cuts where his balls had been taken out. There was no mistaking it, they were definitely gone.

She blinked rapidly as if clearing her eyes would dispel the illusion. It was shocking, unbelievable! Who could have done such a thing to him? Her heart raced as panic set in.

“Holy heck! We should call an ambulance—”

“Cherie, stop!” he said, raising his palms. “It’s much too late for that… and… I’m okay about it…” Seeing he’d done nothing to allay her concern, he drew a deep breath. “I’ve already had a vasectomy, so it’s not like we are going to miss out on having children. To tell the truth, it feels like a relief.”

“How the heck can you be okay about it? Miles, you’ve had your balls taken out! It’s not even remotely the same as having a vasectomy!” Her head was a turmoil of emotions. Considering he was the one who was now missing his sex organs, it was also shocking how calm he was about it.

“H—how?” she managed to say at last. “How did this happen? Where did it happen?” She couldn’t get her head around it. In the space of a few hours, her husband had been transformed into a eunuch. “Who did this to you and w—why?” she whispered.

“Her name was Tanya,” he said. “She said it was for the best. I believe her.”

Cherie was stunned at how readily Miles had already accepted it. She was beginning to fume, but she kept her temper in check. Now was not the time for an argument.

“For the best? How can any part of this be good?” She slumped onto the couch, overwhelmed by the enormity of the change to their lives.

Only this morning, he’d had balls. Now, in what felt like the blink of any eye, they were gone. He sat down beside her and gently stroked her leg. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him close.

“Oh, my darling Miles. Your poor man.”

“It’s okay, Cherie. Tanya said it will make everything better,” he said.

She eased him down onto her lap, resting his head on the channel between her thighs. “Tell me how it happened.”

“Well, you know how our sex life has dried up over the past few years—”

“Yes, but it’s normal for couples who have been together for a long time. If the honeymoon period lasted forever, it would be exhausting!” She stroked his soft blonde hair. “Let’s face it, we had a pretty good run at the start, much better than most. It doesn’t mean I love you any less. If anything, I love you more.”

“Yeah, I know, I love you too,” he replied. “I thought it might be nice to spice things up a bit every once in a while. When I saw this advert for sex toys, I thought that might do the trick, so I gave it a shot.”

“Tell me what happened. Don’t leave anything out.”

He nodded. She sat quietly, stroking his head while he related the story.

* * *

Earlier that morning

Miles paced back and forth across their lounge. He only had a short window of opportunity. Cherie was having lunch with a few of her girlfriends and could be back anytime from mid-afternoon.

He’d booked an appointment with a company that sold sex toys. He was now awaiting the imminent arrival of Tanya, their sales consultant. According to the advert, they offered a huge choice of exclusive products that could put the wow factor back into sex for anyone. He wondered what kind of creams, lubes and toys she’d have to show him. With a discreet ‘at home’ service, what did he have to lose?

Tanya was five minutes late and he was starting to feel nervous. He wanted to surprise Cherie with his purchases, to try out a different toy each time they had sex. In recent years, their lovemaking had become comfortable and routine. It wasn’t that comfortable or routine was bad per se. He wanted to recapture a little of the magical lust they’d had for one another in the first few years of their marriage.

The doorbell sounded and he instinctively smoothed his shirt as he crossed the lounge to the foyer. Opening the front door, he was stunned by the sight before his eyes.

Tanya had the kind of beauty that struck men dumb. She was a golden haired, doll-face woman with large brown eyes and a dazzling smile. Dressed in a pink skirt-suit, she looked both professional and very seductive. She reminded him of a younger Cherie, before she’d decided to dye her hair mahogany-brown. What a pair they’d make together!

Tanya also reminded him how Cherie could make him feel back then too, the way she could stir his loins with nothing more than a smile.

“Miles?” said Tanya, checking the number on the door. “Do I have the right house?”

“Uh, yes. Hi. Sorry, I was having a moment,” he said, stepping aside to allow her entry. “Please, come in.”

She set her merchandise case on the carpet and offered him her hand in greeting. He took it. She had lovely soft skin and smelled of sweet coconut. He had another moment of goosebumps and tried to calm his nerves by inviting her to take a seat. She did so, sitting right next to him on the couch.

“It’s lovely to meet you,” she said, still smiling sweetly. “I’m going to take the plunge and guess you’re looking for something to spice up your marriage?”

Miles blinked. “How did you know?”

“Oh, the décor has a woman’s touch.” She laughed softly. “Plus, I saw the photo of you and your wife on the sideboard. She’s very beautiful. What’s her name?”

“Cherie,” he said, thinking Tanya was very beautiful too. If he didn’t love Cherie more than anything else in the world, he’d be very tempted to stray with a woman as alluring as Tanya. She reminded him so vividly of Cherie, not only in appearance… he could see some other similarity deep in her eyes.

Tanya put her hand on his leg above the knee. He’d only known her for a minute, but it felt like they’d known one another for years.

“What’s the problem in the bedroom?” she said.

To his surprise, he wasn’t bothered by the continuing presence of her hand on his leg, or the fact it had travelled further up his thigh. “We’re not having problems. We’re just not very regular any more. When we do make love, it’s a little routine. It’s still good, but I thought it might rekindle a bit of the old bedroom magic if we tried something new.”

She nodded. “How long have you been married?”

“Sixteen years this July,” he replied.

She drew a sharp breath. “You don’t look nearly old enough to have been married so long.”

“We were high school sweethearts.”

“Ah, that is so lovely!” she said, going a little misty-eyed. “Miles, can I be honest with you? I could sell you all kinds of creams, lubes and toys to put some sparkle back into your sex life. In fact, I could sell you so many products, my manager would be thrilled with my sales figures. But what you really need is… to have your balls taken out.”

He blinked rapidly, uncertain he had heard her correctly. “Uh… what?”

Her hand travelled further up his leg until she reached his crotch. She looked deep into his eyes as she cupped his balls on her palm. “There comes a time in every relationship when these have to come out,” she said. “It’s for the best. Neither of you will have any regrets.”

He waited for her to smirk, or to tell him it was a joke, but she held his gaze with utmost sincerity in her chestnut eyes.

“I can do it for you now. There’s nothing wrong or unnatural about having them out. If Cherie was aware of the benefits, she might have considered doing it herself. Sadly, few women do. It’s a very beautiful experience and she’ll be so happy when it has been done. You’ll both feel like you’re falling in love all over again.”

With her hand on his balls, his groin started to develop a deep ache. He was transfixed by the way she was staring into his eyes as if they had made a connection of souls. He liked the idea of falling in love all over again, especially if it was with Cherie.

“Are you sure?”

“I guarantee it.” She rolled his balls through her fingers. “Taking these out has saved marriages that were on the brink of collapse. It’s so simple. All it takes is two little snips.”

“But doesn’t that mean we won’t be able to have sex any more?”

“I can give you the solution to your problem, but not the answers to your marriage,” she said. “You and Cherie will have to discover those answers together, after it has been done.”

He had no idea why, but he trusted her. If having his balls out would make Cherie as happy as she promised it would, there was no reason not to go through with it. Cherie was everything in his world. The chance to fall in love with her all over again was better than anything a few sex toys could do.

“Okay,” he said. “Take them out.”

She helped him out of his pants and briefs. “We’ll need to get you hard and make you cum first,” she said. “It’s not cheating on Cherie in any way, because you’re doing this for her. You’re making the ultimate sacrifice for her, an act few men are capable of doing to show their love and devotion for their wife. You are a beautiful man and she’s a lucky woman.”

He nodded. She unbuttoned her jacket and removed it. She wasn’t wearing a slip of clothing underneath and her large, round breasts swung free in the air. She started by coaxing him to hardness with her hand. His heart was beating fast. The thought of having his balls taken out made him more nervous than he had been on their wedding day, but it felt like the right thing to do.

Once he had a long, thick erection, Tanya got out a tape measure and measured his length and girth, noting the numbers in her diary.

* * *

“Why the hell did she measure you?” said Cherie.

“Shh, let me finish the story,” said Miles, not unkindly.

“Sorry. It’s just getting stranger by the minute.”

“Wait, there’s more. And I want you to hear everything, without leaving out a single detail. I would never hide anything from you.”

“I know. Sorry. Carry on.”

* * *

Tanya opened her merchandise case and found a can of shaving cream and a new razor. Sitting Miles down on a towel, she lathered him up and shaved him completely bare.

“Do you know how sexy a man looks when he’s been shaved? Men like to see women shaved because it exposes her sex, which is otherwise hidden under her hair. But seeing a man shaved makes his cock and balls look exposed and vulnerable. It’s quite beautiful. Once you’ve had your balls out, you’ll look even lovelier, with a smooth, flat sac and a pretty little penis. Make sure you keep it shaved silky smooth afterwards. You’ll look absolutely gorgeous!”

Cleaning him off with a towel, she resumed stroking his cock. “It helps to speed up the transition if we flush all the cum out of your system. You’re going to need to give me a big load. I’m going to help by sucking it out of you, okay? Remember this is all for Cherie. It’s not cheating on her in any way.”

He swallowed and told her to go ahead. Her mouth was warm and wet. She started gently, licking the head of his cock with the tip of her tongue, finding the cleft, penetrating the slit and circling back round.

While Cherie was the only sexual partner he’d ever had, he relaxed and allowed himself one last moment of being selfishly pleasured. She sucked him deeper into her mouth, using the ridges along the roof of her mouth to add delicious friction, while her tongue savoured the underside of his cock.

Soon he was balls deep, with his entire length all the way to the back of her throat. Her cheeks had two perfect round craters as she sucked, licked and worked his length in and out of her mouth.

His orgasm came on hard and strong, explosive in its ferocity, as if all his animal passion was being drawn out in one go. His body went completely rigid and he felt her hand on his balls, squeezing them as he emptied them into her mouth. She waited until he had finished. Then she ran her thumb and forefinger from the base to the tip of his cock to squeeze out any remaining cum, so she could lick it clean.

“Good, Miles. That was a good, big load. From the moment you opened the door, I saw it in your eyes. I knew you were ready to surrender your sex. You darling man!”

She injected his sac with a hypodermic needle and waited a moment for the anaesthetic to take effect. Taking up her scissors, she started to penetrate his ball sac, making small incisions on either side to access his glands. He watched her while she worked. She was so gentle and loving in the way she went about it, cherishing each moment as if it were very special to her too. He reached out and stroked her long, golden hair.

She looked up and smiled at him. “Such a beautiful experience,” she said, cutting his first cord. “Cherie is a very lucky woman to have a man like you.”

He relaxed and let her finish her work, feeling a deep sense of calm like he’d never known before. As she snipped the second cord, he let out a deep sigh of relief. She put his balls into a small glass jar, sewed up his sac and tidied away her kit.

“Congratulations, Miles and Cherie,” she said, giving him a small kiss on the cheek. “I know you’ll be very happy together.”

* * *

Miles looked tired after telling the story, so Cherie didn’t press him with any further questions. She had so many she didn’t know where to start. She heated some chicken soup, spoon fed it to him and then tucked him into bed.

How could that bitch do this to her husband? She balled her fists. Tanya was going to pay. One way or the other, Cherie was going to track her down and teach her a lesson she’d never forget.

What revenge was fitting enough for stealing her husband’s sex? She wanted to tie her up and punch her belly until she couldn’t breathe. While she struggled to get air, she’d go to work with her fists on her tits and pussy. She’d show Tanya what it felt like to have her sex organs rearranged.

Too furious to sleep herself, Cherie did what she could to track down the woman who had ruined their life. She set up various alerts on her computer to search social media and news sites.

After her anger had cooled off enough to think about what to do next, she looked up the effects of castration on men. As with all information on the web, there was a mix of views about whether castration was beneficial or not. But, all agreed that it changed a man’s sexual function forever.

Miles would lose his ability to get an erection. He wouldn’t be able to cum, even if he took Cialis or Viagra. His penis would also shrink to the size of a prepubescent boy. It was going to get small, which was another reason there was little point in him taking erectile drugs.

To cap it all off, he would lose his desire to have sex at all, whatever kind of sex remained for them to have together. Whatever else happened, their already irregular lovemaking was now at an end. Their life would never be the same again.

He’d been duped out of his testicles by that bitch! This was one grudge she was never going to forgive, even if it took her years to find Tanya to exact her revenge.

* * *

After a week, Miles was feeling much better. The soreness had gone and he had more energy. Cherie removed the stitches and saw the cuts were healing up well. For all that she had done, at least Tanya had made a tidy job of it. She had even chosen the spots where he’d had his vasectomy a few years back to make her cuts. At the worst, all Miles would have would be two fine white scars.

Although he still had a wonderful, muscular male body, he looked like his genitals had been feminised. Having had some time to come to terms with his alteration, she had to admit she found it arousing, even though she couldn’t rationalise her feelings. Looking at him, shaved smooth, with a flat, empty sac was making her wet between the legs.

“Why do you continue to shave yourself?” she asked.

“It feels nice. Does it bother you?”

“No,” she said. “It looks very nice… and feels nice for me too.” She ran her hands over his smooth groin. It did look good too, even though his cock didn’t stir beyond a few twitches. Although she was mad as all hell with Tanya, she had to admit to herself that Miles looked damned sexy.

After a month had passed, Cherie started to notice the changes in him. They had been gradual, creeping up on her by small degrees, rather than all at once. It wasn’t until he came home from a bad day at the office that all the pieces fell into place.

Miles didn’t get along well with his boss. When they’d had a clash over something, she could expect him to moan about it for at least half an hour.

“It’s fine. Just work stuff,” he said. “All that matters is I get to come home and see you. When I see your beautiful face, nothing else matters.” He gave her a tender kiss on the lips.

The changes weren’t limited to his Zen-like calm. He was more attentive. He listened to her rather than getting distracted by his smartphone or by turning on the television. He took to giving her shoulder rubs and massaging her feet after she’d had a hard day.

She noticed other changes too, such as she hadn’t picked up his clothes from the floor in weeks. They were now always in the laundry basket or, more to her surprise, in the washing machine on an active cycle.

Although they rarely argued, there was one subject guaranteed to set one off. As an exercise entirely for science, she decided to prompt a fight.

“Miles, we should have my mother over for Christmas, let her stay for a few days. She wants to come and we can’t avoid her all the time.”

“Okay,” he said. “I’ll order a larger turkey. We should also get some better sheets for the spare room. The current ones are a poly-cotton blend, so they don’t breathe as well as pure cotton.”

She wanted to ask him who he was and what he’d done with her husband, but the truth was, he was still himself. He was now a much happier, calmer version of himself.

“What’s wrong, Cherie? Are you feeling a little stressed?” he said, rubbing her shoulders.

“I’m just adjusting to the new you,” she replied. “But I miss the old you too. The old you who could make love to me. It may have gotten routine, but it was still good.”

He scooped her into his arms and carried her up to the bedroom. He laid her on the bed and started to take off her clothes, removing each item as if it were a beautiful ritual. He opened each button with such care, she was transfixed by the act. Soon she was completely naked.

“You are so beautiful,” he said. “I adore every inch of your amazing body. I’m sorry I haven’t told you that more often.”

“It’s fine,” she whispered, feeling her pussy stir in a way it hadn’t felt for years, developing a yearning ache deep inside.

As he lowered his head between her legs, she felt her sex warm up and get deliciously wet. He paused mere inches from her pussy as if he’d been frozen in time. She looked at his face. He looked like he was going to cry.

“Oh, Miles, it’s okay. I understand it’s hard for you now. You don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to.”

“No,” he said softly. “I’ve always enjoyed licking you, but I never realised how amazing you smell. I could sit here for hours and drown in your scent.” He inhaled deeply. “You know, this would be much nicer for both of us if you were shaved too,” he said.

She wiped a tear from her eye and nodded. She hadn’t shed it because she was saddened in any way. Nor was it shed for his choice of words. It was the way he had told her how much he adored the perfume of her pussy. His voice had been filled with love.

He shaved her like it was a divine ritual, taking the utmost care not to nick her at all. Then he went to work with his mouth, kissing her all over before making his way to her pussy lips. She shuddered and gasped as he licked her clitoris with little flicks of his tongue. He teased her this way for several minutes, changing his rhythm so she didn’t know when to expect the next spark of pleasure.

By the time he sank his tongue into her folds to suck her with his mouth, she was moaning loudly and running her hands through his hair like a wild woman.

He built up her pleasure by degrees, taking her ever closer to orgasm, then easing off, only to build her up again a notch higher. After twenty minutes, it was all too much and she couldn’t take any more. Her orgasm surged through her whole body in wave after wave of ecstasy and she bucked her hips with every sublime contraction.

It was only when she’d caught her breath that she realised she’d squirted all over his face. She’d never squirted once in her life before. He was carefully licking up all her juices as if he couldn’t bear to let a single drop go to waste.

“If I’d never noticed how good you smell, I wish I’d noticed how wonderful you taste,” he said. “So succulent and sweet, but also so utterly moreish that enough is never enough. Have you changed your brand of soap?” He winked.

She laughed. When had Miles ever been able to crack a joke after sex? Before, when he’d cum, he’d simply kiss her goodnight and roll over to sleep.

Two floodgates opened in their lives following that night. He licked her as often as he could, anywhere he could. He licked her on the kitchen countertop, the couch, the floor, in the back seat of the car, the shower, behind a bush at the park… anywhere.

He’d even licked her half way up the stairs as he couldn’t wait to get to the bedroom. And her pussy’s floodgates opened as well, with the utterly wonderful orgasms which made her squirt. As he got better at hitting her G-spot, he could make her squirt several times in a session.

“But what about you?” she asked him one day, while she was regretting not having put down a towel.

“Do you know how beautiful you look when you cum?” he replied. “Everything about you changes. Your skin glows… the sounds you make are divine… even your scent changes.”

“My scent?”

“Yes, when you cum, you impart this incredible fragrance. It’s like perfumed, honeyed milk. I can’t tell you how happy it makes me to pleasure you this way. It beats the hell out of having an orgasm. I wouldn’t trade it for all the orgasms in the world.”

She sat down on the couch and beckoned him over, making him stand before her. She undid his belt, unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor.

His tiny penis looked so lovely, especially as he continued to shave himself bare, but she still missed his big cock. He had been the ideal size before, a bit longer and thicker than average, but not too big.

“I miss having you inside me,” she said, taking his cock in her mouth. Unlike before, she could take him entirely in her mouth without effort. He still had his delicious savoury male flavour, but she couldn’t coax an erection out of him no matter how hard she tried.

“Cherie, it’s okay,” he said, taking her chin to withdraw his limp cock. “Wait here a moment.”

He was back a few minutes later and she gasped. He had a long, thick cock protruding from his groin, erect and ready to go. And at the base, were two juicy, fat balls.

He gave it a manly grip and a tug. “It arrived in the post yesterday… with a note. It said: This was your exact size. Kisses, Tanya.”

Cherie fanned her face with her hand. At least it explained why Tanya had measured him, but she still hadn’t found it in her heart to forgive her yet, no matter how beautiful her husband had become. But all thoughts of revenge were the last thing on her mind as she admired a near perfect replica of Miles’s cock before he’d been cut. Although she’d cum twice already, her pussy ached to have him inside her. He lay on the carpet with the prosthetic cock sticking straight up in the air.

It was pure joy as she lowered herself onto him, feeling the cock stretch her pussy, giving her a delicious ache deep inside as it filled her up.

“Now you don’t have to worry about me cumming,” said Miles. “I can stay hard for as long as you like. Ride me, Cherie! I want to watch you cum.”

She rolled her hips, feeling his cock drive deep into her pussy. She ran her fingers through her hair as she was consumed by the sublime friction. As his cock glided in and out of her, each thrust made her inner walls burn with pleasure.

She rode him hard, without a care in the world. There were just the two of them, joined as one, partaking in the heavenly act of making love. His hands caressed her thighs, pulling her down onto him more forcefully, before cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples.

The orgasm that built up inside her came out like a tidal wave. She arched her back as her pussy clenched tight around his cock and she screamed long and hard with the pleasure of her release. Then she collapsed onto him, breathing hard. He stroked her head with one hand and her back with the other.

“Damn, that was beautiful!” he said softly in her ear. “It might be the most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen. Thank you.”

Cherie had to sit for a moment to gather her wits. She wasn’t sure if she’d ever cum quite like that with Miles before. It had been so strong and powerful it had ripped through her like a bolt of lightning.

Before, she would have been worrying about managing his orgasm, making sure she didn’t come on too strong and make him cum too soon. Now she could grind herself on him without having any concerns at all, not even if she wanted to go again and he wasn’t ready. He would always be ready now.

Given the enthusiasm he’d developed for licking her pussy, she couldn’t wait to try all the variety of places and ways they could now make love. How had Tanya known?

Once Miles had gone to take a shower, she put on her panties and went to the kitchen.

“In the post…” she murmured, remembering what Miles had said.

Rifling through the recycle bin, she found the brown paper wrapping. It had a return address.

“I’ve got you know,” she said.

* * *

Cherie stood outside the house which the parcel listed as the return address. It was a perfectly normal villa, painted blue with a well-kept garden. For some reason, she’d thought Tanya might live in some kind of bondage house. The truth of the matter was she didn’t know what to expect as she walked up the garden path to the door.

She turned the handle and walked in without announcing her presence. She wanted to take Tanya by surprise, then exact her revenge.

She crossed through the foyer to the lounge, making sure her footfalls were silent as she passed. Like the exterior, the interior of the home looked like any other well-kept and nicely furnished home. She heard noises coming from the kitchen and tiptoed towards the door.

Tanya, or at least she presumed the woman before her was Tanya, based on Miles’s description, was at the kitchen counter, preparing a syringe.

Cherie’s breath caught in her throat. Miles had said she was beautiful, but that was an understatement. She was a perfect example of femininity: seductive, curvaceous in all the right places, and radiant.

In that moment, as she gazed at Tanya, she understood how Miles had come to his decision. Looking at this gorgeous woman made her feel like she would want to do anything to please her.

She held onto her anger. Regardless of the consequences, the change in Miles had been forced upon them, and for that, Tanya still had to pay.

“Hello, Cherie,” said Tanya, without looking up. “I thought I’d see you yesterday, soon after the parcel had arrived. What took you so long? Did you get distracted because he put it on straight away?”

Cherie’s anger dissipated like a puff of smoke as she realised the purpose of the parcel was twofold. Tanya had wanted her to come.

Tanya looked up and met her gaze. They did bear a remarkable resemblance as Miles had said. She put a small glass jar on the countertop. “Here, these belong to you.”

Cherie wandered over to the counter as if she were in a dream. She picked up the jar, knowing full well it contained her husband’s balls.

Then the real reason she was still angry hit her hard. “You had no right to take them out!” she snapped.

“But life is better, isn’t it?” Tanya replied. “He’s more attentive, more caring, more loving than before… am I right?”

Cherie nodded.

“And the sex! He’s addicted to your pussy… can’t get enough of it… am I right?

Cherie nodded again. She couldn’t deny that the sex was amazing. “You still didn’t have the right. I’m his wife! I should have been the one to take them out!” she said between gritted teeth.

Tanya cocked her head and looked at her long and hard. “I see the desire in your eyes now. So few women know the pleasure of cutting a man. Had I known you possessed the desire too… I am sincerely sorry, dear one.”

She walked round the counter and pressed a soft kiss onto Cherie’s lips, part as an apology, part as a greeting to a kindred spirit.

“I didn’t know it… until now,” Cherie replied, unperturbed by the kiss. “I was so angry at you, because you had the pleasure of cutting him, not me.”

Tanya kissed her again and her remaining anger evaporated with the sensual touching of lips.

“Hell hath no fury like a woman deprived of taking her husband’s balls,” said Tanya. “I see you’ve both changed as a result.”

She began to unbutton Cherie’s blouse, freeing her breasts so she could gently caress them.

“You are divinely beautiful, dear one. It gives me great pleasure to know I’ve been able to awaken your deepest desires. I’ll make it up to you and more.” She kissed her again, with more passion. “I have a man in my bedroom now. Follow me. It’s time for you to discover the pleasure of cutting his cords.”


Naughty or Nice?

Riley watched the flames dancing in the hearth. He’d always thought an open fire set the perfect mood for Christmas Eve. The tree was up, decorated with baubles and twinkling with many-coloured lights. All that was missing was a small glass of milk and a fruit mince pie for Santa Claus.

He chuckled to himself. To think he’d once believed Santa Claus was real. The absurdity of it! How could Santa get down the narrow flue, let alone manage to avoid getting his ass roasted in the fire?

Of course, the answer was Santa could get down any chimney because he was a magical being. As a child, Riley had absolute faith in the existence of magic. Back then he would have believed anything.

He sat down on the couch, basking in the soothing warmth of the fire. Now all he needed was a nice girl to snuggle up next to him. Yes, that would be magical on this night too, a pretty girl with large, firm breasts, a short skirt and a tiny pair of panties. Then he could wrap his arm over her shoulder and squeeze one lovely breast while he ran his hand up her thigh, finding the slip of her panties. Her legs would part to let him pull them aside so he could finger her clitoris, while her hand travelled into his pants to find his throbbing cock. That was the way to spend Christmas Eve! Not sitting alone by the fire with only his right hand for company.

Damn, he was horny! He needed to get himself a regular girlfriend rather than having one night stands, and even those were few and far between. He knew he wasn’t the most handsome man who had ever walked the earth, but he knew he wasn’t hard on the eye either.

He hoped his bad run of luck with women wasn’t anything to do with the size of his cock. He didn’t think it was small, but it certainly wasn’t large. Still, surely the perfect girl for him wouldn’t care about the size of his cock, as long as he could pleasure her well.

But, this perfect girl had so far proved very difficult to find. The truth of the matter was he didn’t mind if she wasn’t all that pretty. When the lights were out, all girls looked the same. If she had a nice body and lovely big breasts to fondle as he pounded her sweet pussy, that would be more than enough to meet his needs.

If she was pretty, that would be a bonus. It was more important to find a girl who could be assertive in bed. He wanted a girl who could lead instead of follow, a girl who was sexually uninhibited, where no sexual activity was out of bounds.

If he still believed in Santa, that would be what he put in his letter addressed to The North Pole.

He realised he was still making Christmas wishes, even now he was an adult. The difference was his letters to Santa were now profile posts on popular dating websites. He listed the qualities he desired in a girl all the same, hoping one day, his assertive, uninhibited dream girl would respond. Until then, his right hand would have to do the regular work of satisfying his sexual needs.

It was fun to fantasize. He swirled his brandy balloon and inhaled the rich charred-oak aroma before taking a sip. Ah, if only Christmas wishes came true.

As he was getting nicely mellow, the doorbell sounded.

“Who the hell is this?” he grumbled.

He considered not answering it, to pretend he wasn’t home. He also considered the possibility it could be a burglar working the street. It was the perfect time to look for homes vacated by people who had made the rush to get somewhere else for Christmas. The last thing he wanted was to have to handle a burglar, or to get his windows repaired, especially when it was snowing outside.

“Dammit!” he muttered, setting the brandy balloon on the coffee table.

Walking quietly to the foyer, he took a quick look through the peephole in the front door. The visitor was a woman as far as he could tell. She was wearing a long primary-red coat with a white fur trim, with a matching hat topped with a large white pom-pom.

He opened the door wide enough to show his face. His mouth went immediately dry. She was very beautiful. She had perfectly pale white skin, big blue eyes and a delicious pout, painted with bright-red, ultra-glossy lipstick.

“Um… I don’t want to buy anything,” he said, regretting the words as they left his mouth. He would buy something from her if he could look at her lovely face for a few minutes.

“That’s good, because I’m not selling anything,” she replied, with an incredibly cute, high-pitched voice. She held up an identification badge. It had her photo next to a very official looking gold badge with a reindeer emblem embossed on it. “My name is Amber. I’m from the N.P.I.”

“Uh… I’m not familiar with that organisation,” he said.

“North Pole Investigations.” She smiled at him and without a second thought, he opened the door wide to allow her entry.

“I represent Santa’s adult division,” she continued, putting her badge into a small red handbag.

He snorted a laugh. “You’re having me on. He doesn’t exist.”

She fixed him with a deadly serious stare. “Oh, he’s quite real. The stories about flying reindeer and climbing down chimneys are made up by our marketing division. But behind the scenes is a very influential figure who can pull a lot of strings. He has the power to change your life.”

“What exactly do you want from me?” he said, struck by the absolute sincerity of her statement.

She pulled off her hat, letting rivers of golden hair fall down her shoulders and back. “I’m here to give you an assessment, to find out if you’re naughty or nice.”

He swallowed, trying to wet his dry mouth. “Er, let me take your coat,” he said.

She undid the buttons, pulled it off in one smooth motion and hung it over his outstretched arm.

He was struck speechless. Under the heavy coat she was wearing a tiny red dress, cut so short it only just covered her panties. It had an equally revealing neckline, plunging so low he could see the deep valley of her generous cleavage. Like her coat, the dress had a white fur trim at the neckline, sleeves and hem of the skirt. Her lovely long legs were in white lace top, thigh high stockings. To complete her ‘uniform’ she wore shiny red high heels.

She certainly looked like she’d materialised from some fantasy set in the North Pole. If Santa was real, why hadn’t he been assessed before, especially if the assessors were this hot? He revised that assessment. She was way hotter than hot. She was a fairy tale come true, albeit a very adult fairy tale with a restricted rating.

“Please come through,” he said, peeling his mouth apart to speak.

“Oh, how lovely, you have a fire in the hearth. Isn’t an open fire so romantic?”

“Yeah, you don’t get that kind of ambiance from an air-conditioning unit,” he said.

She let out a cute little giggle.

“Where would you like to sit?” he said.

She pressed her fingers to his chest and pushed him onto the couch. Then she sat herself down sideways on his knee. She may have come from the North Pole, but her delicious round bottom was warm against his legs. She smelled like plum pudding: sugar and spice and all things nice. But she was no little girl. She was a very grown up woman who had a naughty twinkle in her eye.

Her breasts tested the resilience of her dress as she inhaled. She fixed him with her serious stare again. “Well, you sat on Santa’s knee when you were a child. Now you’re an adult, I get to sit on your knee,” she said, answering the obvious look of surprise on his face for such intimate contact between them so soon.

She pulled a smartphone from her purse and opened an app. “Now, let’s see… Riley Green. I can add a point for ‘romantic’ as you have a very inviting house and an open fire. And you can have a point for ‘witty’ too for making me laugh. That’s two points for nice.”

“What kind of assessment is this? And why haven’t I had it before?”

She fluttered her lovely long, dark eyelashes. “Well, we only do it once. Its purpose is to find out if you’re naughty or nice… when it comes to sex. I’m going to ask you some questions and do a few tests. You have to answer honestly, because I’ll know if you’re lying.”

“And what happens when it’s over?”

“That depends on the result. Shall we carry on?” He nodded. “I’ll register you as being straight, not that your sexual orientation affects the final score.”

“How do you know I’m straight?” he asked, mainly out of curiosity, as she already seemed to know so much about him.

She pressed the tip of his nose with her finger. “Well, your erection is poking into my thigh,” she said. “It was a bit of a giveaway.”

“Um, sorry. It’s not very often a beautiful girl decides to sit on my knee. And you are easily the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.”

“Pays girls nice compliments… definitely a point for nice,” she said tapping her screen.

“And you have such large breasts. They’re so sexy my cock is throbbing,” he said, making no pretence about staring at the generous view of her full, round breasts.

“Mm… also indulges in dirty talk. That’s a point for naughty.” She smiled, making his cock ache with desire. “Let’s work through your general preferences when it comes to a sexual partner. What size breasts do you like best?”

The two on display were perfect. “Big. Like yours.”

“Oh, you naughty, naughty boy,” she said, although her continuing smile gave away the fact that she appreciated the compliment. “A nice man would say size doesn’t matter. How about a girl’s pussy… bush, runway or shaved?”

“Shaved,” he said straight away. “I like to see a girl’s pussy lips, not have it hidden by hair.”

“Also very naughty,” she said, pulling her short skirt aside and pulling down her panties enough to give him a flash of her smooth, bare mound. “But it also feels nice. Silky smooth is so sexy! How about your grooming… bush, shaved balls and a trim, or a full shave?”

“Ah, I go for a full shave. Y’know, it makes my cock look bigger.”

“Naughty! And very nice!” she said, tapping her screen. “Now, about this cock of yours. Can I unzip your pants a bit? Take a peek?”

She didn’t wait for him to answer, putting down her smartphone so she could undo his belt and pull down his zip. She opened the vertical fly of his briefs and took a good look. “Yes, nice and smooth. So naughty! I suppose this is a good time to measure you.”

She slid off his knee, much to his disappointment, and helped him to remove his pants and briefs. Then she knelt between his legs, lifting his balls on her fingers and then rolling them around in his sac. “What a lovely pair,” she said. “How often do you masturbate?”

“Usually two or three times a day,” he said.

“High libido… very naughty,” she said, adding to her tally. “Do you watch porn when you jerk off?” He nodded, determined to be honest. “Also very naughty, but you’re hardly the first man to jerk off to porn and you won’t be the last.”

She took a measuring tape from her little red handbag and lined it up against his cock. “Just shy of four and a half inches in length, three and a half in girth.” She noted these numbers in her app.

He was afraid to ask the question, but he did. “Er… how does it measure up.”

She sat herself down on his knee again and he could feel her soft, warm skin now they had direct contact. “You’re smaller than average by a good inch, but that counts as nice. Big cocks are naughty.”

He bowed his head. “I’d always hoped I was at least average.”

She stroked his cheek. “Oh, don’t feel bad about it, Riley. Many girls happen to like a man with a small penis. I happen to have a very tight pussy, so average is more than enough for me.” She started to stroke his cock, while she stared deep into his eyes. “You see how easily I can hold it? A girl gets a sore wrist if she has to work a big cock. And small cocks are much easier to suck. I bet you like having that done, don’t you?” She leaned closer so their lips were almost touching. “You fantasize about it, don’t you? Having a girl put your small cock in her mouth, taking it all the way to the back of her throat as she sucks all the cum from your balls.”

He nodded and drew a ragged breath. The way she was talking was so exciting. The way she was stroking him felt amazing. The way she was looking deep into his eyes with her beautiful blue ones was incredibly intimate. Where had this girl been all his life?

While she was assessing him, he was beginning to see how many boxes she ticked as his perfect girl. Could he ask her out once they had finished the assessment? His cock twitched in her hand and he felt his orgasm building up to release. Then, quite suddenly, she stopped.

“Sorry, I’ll try to keep this professional,” she said, picking up her smartphone again. “Likes girls who talk dirty… most definitely a point for naughty. What’s your favourite position?”

“Um… I like a girl on top,” he said, hoping she might start to stroke him again.

“I thought so. It’s best for the girl that way, when there isn’t much length on offer. Traditional positions is a point for nice though. What’s your idea of a perfect date?”

He couldn’t prevent the words from popping out of his mouth. It was like she’d read his mind. “This. But not with another girl. With you… sitting on my knee.”

She looked at him and flashed him a smile that made him want the moment to last forever. “Well, that’s very sweet. I’ll have to mark it as nice though.” She changed position, opening her legs to straddle him face to face. “Now we need to do the practical assessments. Let’s start with kissing.”

As she moved closer to him, their lips brushing, he regretted the fact he had ever stopped believing in Santa Claus. Having her sitting on his knee and being so refreshingly sexually open was a blessing. She was the greatest gift he could ever receive. He only hoped he would wake up on Christmas morning and see her lying next to him in bed, so they could make love, freely and without any reservation.

Their mouths moulded into a kiss. Her lips were so soft and warm and she tasted like sweet cherries. He kissed her delicately, worried that if he kissed her too hard she might take offence, and he didn’t want her to leave. He felt her hand brush his cock and pull away.

“It’s so hard to resist touching you,” she said, breathlessly between kisses. “Such a lovely stubby, little cock.”

Damn, he loved the way she talked dirty. He felt his cock twitch and throb as his excitement grew even more. He reached out and put his hands on her small waist, hoping to slide them upwards towards her lovely, big breasts. He felt her hands on his wrists, pulling them away.

“No touching. Just kissing. We have to keep this professional.”

She held his wrists at his side and he didn’t try to get free. The sweetness of her mouth was driving him crazy. He desperately wanted to touch her glorious body, to take their kissing to the next stage, but he assumed she wasn’t allowed to break the rules. If Santa was as influential as she made him out to be, he imagined she could get in quite a lot of trouble. That was the last thing he wanted.

Quite suddenly the kissing stopped. She picked up her smartphone. “Kissing… definitely nice.”

“Only nice? If I can’t touch you, how can it get naughty?”

She looked at him and he caught the mischievous twinkle in her eyes again. “I’ll let you in on a bit of a secret,” she said. “I’m the only girl to ever get a one hundred percent rating for naughty. Do you want me to show you what naughty kissing is like?”

He swallowed hard and nodded. She pressed her face to his again and kissed him passionately. Before he could kiss her back, he felt her tongue in his mouth, probing deep to find his tongue. Once she had it, they locked together in a swirling embrace. It felt divine. Then she explored every part of his mouth, before returning to savour the rich intensity of the kiss.

His body went limp. He couldn’t feel anything else in the world but her kiss. It was like all his senses had been shut down except for his lips. Then she bit him, taking his lower lip firmly between her teeth, using enough force to hurt him without drawing blood.

“Mm… you’re so yummy, I could eat you up,” she said, returning to bite him again.

The pleasure of her kiss combined with the pain made his senses fizz. He’d never felt anything quite like it. Then she kissed him deeply again, returning her tongue to his mouth to continue the dance. He was putty in her hands as she alternated between biting his lip and the sensual deep kisses. His lip hurt more with each bite, but the pleasure and the pain merged into one euphoric sensation. He realised she was going to make him cum, without even touching his cock. His body became rigid as drew closer to an orgasm.

She bit him hard and giggled at the back of her throat as she held his lip between her teeth. “That’s how to get a naughty score with the kissing,” she said, suddenly stopping. She put her hand on his balls. “Mm… they’re tight. You were just about to cum. So incredibly close. I could feel it.”

“That was amazing,” he said, trying to catch his breath, still feeling the pressure of her teeth on his lip. He wanted an uninhibited girl. Damn, she was certainly that and more.

Once again, he felt the crushing disappointment as she got off his knee. It felt so empty without her warm bottom cheeks pressing intimately to his legs.

What she did next made him forget his regret. He watched her bend over, slide her red silk panties down her long legs and step out of them. Standing up straight again, she brought them to her pert little nose to inhale deeply. “Oh yes, that got me quite wet,” she said, putting them under his nose.

He’d never had the opportunity to sniff a girl’s panties before and immediately realised what he had been missing. Her pussy juices smelled wonderful, like richly perfumed honey mead. His cock was dripping pre-cum with every breath of her scent.

She giggled as she held her panties to his nose, watching him ache with desire. She pinched the head of his twitching cock with her fingernails, stealing his imminent orgasm with a bright flash of pain. Then she let him smell her juices again while his cock wept in ecstasy.

“It’s a safe bet you like the scent of my pussy,” she said, giving him another hard tweak to halt his orgasm. “That’s good, because next we have to do the pussy licking assessment.”

All the disappointment of her withdrawing her panties from his nose vanished in an instant. She was going to let him lick her pussy? This was getting better by the minute. What else did she have in store for him? He made a mental note to write a thank you letter to Santa. What was the address again? Santa, North Pole. Yes, that was it.

“Lie flat on your back,” she said.

He did as she asked. She climbed on top of him, so his face was between her thighs. He only got a quick look at her pussy as she pressed it down onto his mouth. He knew she was shaved, but she hadn’t overstated how tiny she was. With his small cock and her tiny passage, they were perfect for each other. Not that he was capable of telling her this with her pussy clamped to his face.

He opened his mouth and drank from her perfect sex. He’d licked girls before, but none had tasted quite like Amber. She was utterly delicious, like golden peaches, sweet and richly fruity. As if it had a mind of its own, his tongue probed deep into her tight little hole, desperately searching for more of her juices. He became so lost in his desire to lap up each offering, he realised he wasn’t listening to whether she was enjoying it or not. This was an assessment after all and he wanted to perform well.

Thankfully, she was panting, gasping and moaning as he drove his tongue as far as he could inside her. If she were able to be his girlfriend, he would lick her every day to hear her make such glorious sounds and to taste the nectar from her pussy. Half an hour ago, he’d had no idea she even existed. Now, he wanted nothing more in the world than to drink her ambrosia-like juices. Damn, was it possible he had fallen in love in such a short time?

“Yes, that’s it, right there,” she panted, pressing herself harder onto his face to force his tongue deeper into her passage. She drew a shuddering breath and he felt her thighs tense against his cheeks.

As she came, he felt the warm flood of her love juices squirting all over his face. He drank as much of it as he could, like a desperately thirsty man finding an oasis in a desert. It felt wonderful to have been able to give her such pleasure, and to greedily receive the reward of her juices. While she caught her breath, he lapped up every last drop he could find with his tongue, licking every inch of her smooth pussy clean.

She fanned her face with her hand, still breathing deeply. “Well, I have to say that was nice, in all the right ways.” She noted the point on her app.

After learning about tonguing and biting to get a naughty rating for kissing, he was curious to find out why his pussy licking was only nice. He cautiously asked her as much.

“Oh, there are many ways to make it naughty, but I would have needed you to request it, so I knew it would be nice before we even began.”

“Show me,” he said, not wanting her to move her heavenly pussy away from his face.

“Well, in our current position, there’s this way to make it naughty,” she said, pressing her pussy over his mouth again. This time, she pinched his nostrils closed with her thumb and forefinger.

As he struggled to breathe, he involuntarily sucked her hard.

“Oh, yes… I could cum again if you want to go all the way,” she said breathlessly.

Just as he thought he would pass out, she released his nose and he desperately sucked in as many breaths as he could. She gave him three seconds of air before pinching his nostrils closed again. It was divine torture, the pleasure of her sweet pussy smothering his mouth against the desperate need for oxygen.

She let go again and shifted position to reverse herself above him. “Or there’s this way to make it very naughty,” she said, wiggling her warm, round cheeks onto his face. As before, she completely covered his mouth with her pussy, but this time he couldn’t breathe as she smothered him between her lovely cheeks.

“They’re both fun,” she said, while he sucked hard, fighting for air. “This one is hands free, but I don’t get to see the desperate look on your face as you wonder when I’m going to let you take another breath. But this way, I get the extra pleasure of feeling your nose rimming my lovely tight ass button.”

She seemed to instinctively know just how far to push him before lifting her bottom to let him take a few quick breaths. Then she lowered herself down again to moan with the pleasure of his frantic sucking.

While she sat on his face, she fiddled with his cock, giving it sharp, painful pinches with her long fingernails. The mixture of pleasure and pain was overwhelming, the joy of tasting her pussy against the need to breathe and her painful pinches.

After a few more demonstrations of the position, she climbed off and allowed him to recover his breath.

“Wasn’t that just so naughty?” she said. “Perhaps you’re now realising just how naughty I can be. Do you like it that I’m so naughty?”

“I do. Very much,” he said. It was no lie. If he had to endure breath play to lick her pussy, he would willingly do it every time. She wasn’t naughty, she was utterly perfect.

“Well, there’s just one more part of the assessment to go,” she said.

His heart sank. If it was coming to an end, this might be the last he would see of her. Damn, she was everything he wanted in a woman and so much more. She was a sexual goddess and full of surprises. She could control his body, giving him the most exciting experiences filled with pleasure and pain.

She opened her handbag and pulled out a handful of silky red ropes. “Last but not least, we’ll do a little bondage.”

Taking the first length of rope, she gathered his hands to tie them behind his back. He felt her loop the rope around his wrists several times, weaving it back into itself to secure his hands without causing discomfort. Next, she did the same to his ankles, and he saw how expertly and artfully she formed her bonds.

Finally, she had one length of thinner rope. She looped it over his cock, under his balls and pulled it tight, so his balls projected outwards. Using the loose ends, she made a second loop around his sac so it formed a small parcel.

The whole experience was very erotic and his cock was dripping with pre-cum by the time she had finished.

She wiped the glistening droplet from his cock and put it to her lips. “Mm… I’m guessing you’ve never been harnessed before.” She licked her finger. “Delicious! So, now you’ve been tied up and harnessed by a very naughty girl, is bondage naughty or nice?”

He thought about it for a moment. The obvious answer was that bondage in general was naughty, but as she’d shown him twice already, there were many more variations than he’d considered. “It feels nice,” he said at last.

“And that gives you one final point for naughty,” she said, tapping her smartphone. “It’s very naughty to enjoy being tied up, especially by a naughty girl like me. Let’s tally up the scores and get the result.” She made one final definitive tap on the screen and waited for the app to respond.

As he watched her, he felt his heart ache and his groin throb. This joyous encounter was coming to an end. Did he have the courage to find out if she wanted to see him again? More to the point, would Santa allow it?

She looked askance at the screen as the results popped up. “Oh dear!”

“What is it?” he said, wriggling to try to sit up straight.

“You’re right down the middle, fifty-fifty, unable to decide if you’re naughty or nice.”

“Is that bad?” he said, confused by what she had said.

She nodded. “Santa says men who can’t decide if they’re naughty or nice, don’t deserve to be men at all.” She looked at him with a deadpan expression. “That means I have to snip off your balls.”

“W—what? Seriously?! You wouldn’t… would you?”

She licked her lips. “It’s okay, Riley. I’m one hundred percent naughty, remember? I simply adore snipping off men’s balls.”

She took a small pair of scissors and a packet containing a hypodermic needle from her little red handbag.

“Surely I have the right to appeal, or to get a recount… or something,” he whimpered, as she readied the needle.

She didn’t hesitate to use it, and he felt his balls go immediately numb. “Santa’s verdicts are final. I have to take them out and cut them off.”

He prayed it was a joke, but she proceeded to go through with it. She cut into his soft sac like it was no different to cutting out a paper angel to decorate the Christmas tree.

“You don’t have to do this, you know,” he pleaded. “I promise I won’t tell Santa if you’re worried about getting into trouble.”

With the rope harness around his ball sac, stretching the skin, she easily popped out his first testicle. “Ah, there’s nothing that gets me wetter than a lovely pair of balls, so vulnerable, just begging for my little scissors to give them a snip.”

She stretched the cord tight as she leaned in to kiss him, so he felt the pull right through his groin as she smothered him in sweet kisses. It soon became a deep ache as she pulled harder, while she probed his mouth with her tongue. She seemed determined to remind him she had the power to make him cum with only her kisses. But the pull on his cord also tormented him with the fact she had his manhood at her mercy.

As he became more and more aroused, the sensation of tightness became unbearable. He became unable to kiss her back. She mercilessly teased him with her lips and tongue, until he was simply gasping for air with his desperate need for release.

“Do you need to cum, Riley?” she said and giggled.

She closed the blades, severing the cord and he felt the ache vanish in an instant, along with his orgasm. She stood up, holding the cord between her thumb and forefinger, dangling his severed testicle in front of his face.

Walking over to the Christmas tree, she held it up to one of the branches. “What a pretty little bauble to hang on the tree,” she mused. “But Santa will want proof that I cut them off, so I’d better put it in a jar.”

She did so and knelt down next to him again. “Let’s get the other one out and give it a snip too,” she said, putting her scissors to work again.

As his second testicle popped free, the harness loosened its grip on his sac. Again she pulled the cord hard and the desperate ache returned with the same intensity as before. Then her mouth was working on his again, biting his already painfully sore lip.

“Beg me to make it stop,” she whispered, between bites. “Beg me to cut it off.”

“Please…” he said, unsure what he was begging her to do through the overwhelming collision of sensations.

She bit him harder and pulled with more force. The blend of pleasure and pain was unbearable, but still she persisted to tug his cord and bite his lip. Finally, when he didn’t think he could take any more, she put the scissors to the cord and cut his final testicle free.

“I did warn you I was a naughty girl,” she said. “Oh, how I love snipping off balls. It’s even more enjoyable to cut men who already have a small penis. Now it’s going to get even smaller, and always be little and limp. I’m sure that’s the last thing you wanted for Christmas, Riley, but giving men a tiny, limp pee-pee is simply my favourite gift.”

He finally found his voice. “I can’t believe Santa Claus is such a bastard!”

She giggled as she threaded a small curved needle with a suture. “Oh, there’s no such thing as Santa Claus! And there’s no naughty or nice test. I made it all up. It never ceases to amaze me what a man will believe when a girl shows him her lovely, big breasts and lets him taste her tight, juicy pussy.”

Amber let out a satisfied sigh as she put neat little stitches into his empty sac. “You really should be careful what you put on dating websites, Riley. What was it again? Assertive, uninhibited, where no sexual activity is out of bounds? Well, for a girl like me, that includes snipping off balls. I know I could’ve just messaged you, organised a date and then given you two sweet snips, but it really was much more fun this way.”

She gave his swollen lip one final, sharp bite. “Thank you for giving me such a naughty present, Riley. Merry Christmas!”


Such Sweet Torment

Emily applied the finished touches to her make-up. She knew she looked amazing. What was even more amazing was that the vision of seductive femininity standing in the mirror before her couldn’t get herself a man. At least, not for more than half an evening. How was it possible? Men were easy enough to meet and naturally they liked what they saw. After all, from head to toe she was a classic busty brunette beauty, the kind of woman men dreamt about dating, all the way to bed and beyond.

No matter what she did, every date always went the same way. She would meet a man at a bar. They would get to know one another with the idle chit-chat strangers use to fill in the silences. She would let him take her to his place. It was always his place, because she never trusted men enough to take them to her place. Given how often she was rejected, she didn’t want them to know where she lived. It made her feel exposed.

She couldn’t help being shy and demure. It was simply her nature. She knew this was the reason she scared men off. She was too submissive for their liking, too physically and emotionally guarded. This combination required a man to unpick her locks, but even then, she found it very hard to surrender her fear of being hurt.

Once a man realised she was going to need a significant investment of his emotional energy, he invariably lost interest. There were too many other women who were easier to seduce and take to bed. This was why she could never get a relationship to move past kissing and heavy petting. Even if she was able to get a man’s phone number, once they realised what she was like, they simply ignored her calls or blocked her text messages.

Tonight though, she was determined to make a change. It had been too long since she’d last had a man in bed and she was feeling desperate to engage in nocturnal activities that followed kissing and cuddling. She wanted to feel a man inside her, ravishing her body, pumping her pussy with his cock until she drenched the sheets with her cum.

She turned her head, inspecting the placement of every hair to make sure she was happy with her look. Her full head of hair framed the fine features of her face, making her eyes pop even more than they already did.

She knew her eyes were her most striking feature. Her amber irises were bordered by a thin dark-brown circle, which contrasted beautifully against the whites of her eyes. With darkened lashes and a liberal application of mascara, they were mesmerising. Even though she also had the kind of assets that made men’s eyes wander to a woman’s chest, they always returned to her eyes.

Along with glamorous make-up, she had also decided to dress more provocatively than normal. Her choice of evening wear typically included a skirt down to her ankles. Tonight she’d decided to show off her legs in a much shorter skirt that only went halfway down her thighs. It was so daring! At least, it was daring for a woman like her. It wasn’t that she didn’t have nice legs. She had lovely long legs that were toned and shapely. She was just shy about showing her body in public. It was the same with her choice of blouse for the evening, which revealed much more of her cleavage than she had ever shown before.

A bold change of wardrobe was necessary if she was going to get herself a nice man and get laid. To give herself more confidence, she’d gone to the salon, had a full body massage, a facial and a full wax. She normally kept her pussy well groomed, but the full Brazilian was a real treat. She was amazed how sexy she felt after something as simple as a little hair removal.

“Wow!” she said to her reflection in the mirror. “You’ve certainly baited the hook, but can you go all the way and actually reel in a man? Can you find yourself a keeper and not scare him off?” She didn’t answer herself, but she certainly hoped so.

The final touch was an ample application of glossy pink lipstick to her full pouting lips, and strategic dabs of Chanel Coco Mademoiselle. It was a classic seductive fragrance, with beautifully balanced notes of Patchouli, orange, jasmine and rose. It harmonised with her own natural scent, working like pheromones on the male libido. Checking she had everything she needed in her handbag for the evening, she was ready to take on the night as a new woman.

She caught a cab to a new bar she hadn’t tried yet. It was a classy wine bar, trying hard to look casual rather than elite. There were wine barrels for tables and wall to wall racks of wine. The lights were dimmed to give the space an atmosphere like a wine cellar and there was soulful jazz playing. It had a comforting vibe which helped to settle her nerves.

She took up a prominent spot at the bar and ordered a glass of white wine. There were plenty of comfortable booth seats available, but she wanted to be seen. Her heart fluttered a little as she caught a few appreciative glances from some of the men. This was easily the most daring attempt at seduction she’d ever undertaken. Could she go through with it? Could she sleep with a man on a first date? More to the point, could she manage to snare a man who was willing to have a second date, and a third, and whatever happened beyond that?

It was then she felt the weight of a man’s very dedicated attention. She turned her head as slowly as she could. He was sitting in one of the booths at the fringe of the bar.

Damn, he was handsome! He had dark hair, with every strand perfectly styled, a smouldering gaze and hard, chiselled features. He made her feel excited and a little scared at the same time. He wore a sexy black suit, with an open-collared white shirt. She immediately wondered what he did for a living. He had a dangerous look in his eye, like he was a special agent or a government spy.

She realised she was doing it again: immediately looking for a way to close up and shut him out and she hadn’t even spoken a word to him, merely made eye contact.

With a single flick of his finger, he indicated he wanted her to join him. Then he patted the seat at his side.

As if they had a will of their own, her legs obeyed, vacating the stool, heading straight to the booth and taking a seat where he’d indicated.

“You look ravishing,” he said.

She drew a sharp breath. His voice was smooth, rich and deep, with a subtle guttural edge that said, ‘I’m going to take you to bed.’

“H—hello,” she replied.

He let out a playful chuckle. “I just paid you a compliment, and you respond with ‘hello’?”

“I—I mean thank you,” she said, not really knowing what to say. He was quite easily the most sexy man she’d ever seen. It wasn’t just his good looks. He had an aura about him that promised incredible sex, like he could take her body and pleasure it all night.

“My name is Juan. What name were you given to match your intoxicating beauty?”

He was so direct! She felt like he knew just what to do to melt the frozen walls of her defences. “Emily,” she replied in a soft voice.

“Ah, Emily,” he said, as if he could taste her name. “A perfect name for a woman who is both intelligent and extraordinarily beautiful.”

She really needed a mouthful of wine to calm her nerves. She reached for her glass and realised she’d left it at the bar.

As if he could read her mind, he gestured to the barman and held up two fingers. The barman promptly brought over a new bottle of wine and two glasses. Juan poured her a glass and then one for himself. She didn’t wait for a toast and took a large gulp. The alcohol immediately did the trick, soothing her anxiety.

“There’s no need to be nervous, Emily. I took a liking to you as soon as I saw you walk into the bar. I’m not the kind of man that hesitates to tell a woman she’s beautiful or that I’d like to get to know her better. And I’d like to get to know you and your gorgeous body much better.”

“T—thank you,” she replied, nervous and frustrated at herself that she was making a mess of everything all over again.

“Have you been hurt?” he said softly. “Have men hurt you in the past? Is that why you’re so shy?”

This was it, the moment where she could trust him and take the plunge, or wall him out. He was so damned delicious. She knew she would regret it for a long time if she didn’t take a chance.

“I’m a difficult woman to get to know. I tend to shut men out. Men don’t like ice queens, so they always give up.”

He smiled and touched her softly under her chin. “Even ice queens are allowed to melt every now and again, sweet Emily. Ah, I bet your lips are very sweet too.”

Before she could respond, she realised he was kissing her, like he was tasting fine wine, savouring the flavour of her mouth and lips. He knew how to kiss too. It was so good there was no chance she would pull away, even if she had the will to do so. It ignited her sexual desires like a match to petrol and she felt a deep, hot ache swell inside her pussy.

“Exquisite,” he said, withdrawing slowly. “I hope you don’t mind me being so bold. You are simply too hard to resist.”

“It’s fine,” she said, once again at a loss for a meaningful response.

“Just fine?”

She felt his warm hand on her leg. His skin was a little rough, like he regularly performed some kind of manual labour. It was surprisingly arousing, the warmth, the roughness and the way his fingers gently glided across her leg.

“I think it was much better than fine,” he continued, moving up her leg to the inside of her thigh.

“Please, stop…” she said, opening her legs to give him better access to the inevitable destination of his hand.

“Of course,” he said, finding the silky slip of her panties and pulling them aside.

She drew shuddering breaths as he dipped the tip of his finger inside her, finding the wetness that gave away her arousal.

“Oh yes, it was much better than fine,” he said, gently circling her clitoris and delving back inside her sex. “Would you say the kiss was perhaps… good?”

She couldn’t answer. The way he was touching her felt wonderful. Every circle of the pad of his finger felt like a jolt of pleasure as he explored her pussy under the concealment of the table.

“Please…” she said, opening her legs wider. The irresistible drag of his finger was making her pussy clench and pulse with waves of delicious pleasure. Hell, was she going to cum, right here in a wine bar, surrounded by all these people?

“Please…” she begged in a hoarse whisper.

“It’s all right, you can trust me,” he said, slowly withdrawing his hand. “I wouldn’t humiliate you by making you cum here. I’d rather take you somewhere where you can scream without fear of drawing attention to yourself.”

He put the finger he had used to pleasure her to her lips and, without a second thought, she licked her own juices from his hand like a pet accepting a treat.

“We don’t need to finish the wine. I have plenty more at my apartment.”

He stood up and held out his hand to help her from the booth. She took it.

They stepped outside into the fresh evening air. To her continuing amazement there was a black limousine waiting out front. He opened the door and helped her inside. The interior was all white, with the details picked out in black. She gasped at the opulence of the leather seats, on-board bar and other creature comforts. He was evidently very rich too.

As he took the seat beside her, he tapped on the mirror window for the driver to start the car. Damn, he was too perfect to be true. There had to be something wrong with him. She hoped he didn’t have a small penis. She wanted a long, thick cock inside her, filling her up, stretching her little pussy to its limit. She wanted to enjoy the delicious friction of being pounded to the aching pleasure of orgasm.

He took her by the waist and under the legs, lifting her onto his lap.

“I adore your smooth little pussy,” he said, with one hand at the nape of her neck to draw her to him for a kiss.

His other hand travelled up her leg to push her panties aside. She shuddered as he entered her again, dipping his finger into her passage to find warm juices to lubricate her clitoris.

Again she went limp in his arms, powerless to resist him as he teased her mouth with his tongue and her pussy with his finger. Her moans couldn’t escape her lips as he kissed her. She couldn’t believe the total control he had over her body, the way he could drive her to orgasm so fast. If his cock was nice and thick, she’d found her perfect man.

As she neared her release, he withdrew his finger. “Not so soon, my dear,” he said.

“Please…” she whimpered. Oh how she needed to cum. She wanted him to make her cum right now. Why was he making her wait?

“I love to hear you beg,” he said, putting his finger to her lips so she could lick it clean.

She did so, obediently, licking every last drop while she stared into his dark eyes.

Holding her gaze, he returned his finger to her pussy, teasing it once more. As she started to pant and moan, a small smile formed at the corner of his mouth. He was enjoying playing with her body, teasing her to the brink of orgasm and then denying it.

She begged him to let her cum, over and over again as they drove through the night. His only response was to make her lick his finger clean before starting to tease her pussy all over again.

By the time they reached their destination, she was light-headed with lust. He helped her from the limousine. The cool evening air helped her to regain her wits. They had arrived at an exclusive apartment building in the River Quarter, home to many of the city’s ultra rich.

She took his arm to steady her balance as they passed through the huge glass doors at the entrance. There was an eerie silence as they crossed the foyer, broken only by the click of her heels on the tiled floor.

Her old fears gripped her again. She barely knew this man and he was taking her up to his apartment. Shouldn’t she have gotten to know him better first? If only her poor pussy wasn’t so desperate to cum. She was at the mercy of the burning ache between her legs, the need for his touch, for him to continue to play her body like an instrument of erotic pleasures.

The elevator took them many floors up the building where the penthouse suites had the best view over the city. The doors opened directly into his suite, which was decorated entirely in black and white. The carpet and walls were pure white. The kitchen countertop in the open-plan living area was white marble. The lounge suite and drapes were jet black. It was like stepping into an old photograph, except everything was modern, expensive and new. Even the artwork on the walls was black and white. Aside from Juan’s bronze skin, she felt like the only thing of colour in the room.

She put her handbag on the coffee table, which was made from ebony and polished to a glass-like finish. Then she felt him take her in his arms, spinning her about, immediately lowering his head to kiss her neck, working his way to her lips. Her arms went limp at her sides, unable to reciprocate as his hands explored the curve of her hips. He circled her waist to arrive at the buttons of her bright blue blouse.

While he kissed her, he slowly unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it open to caress her breasts. The way he was handling her was so sensual, she could barely remain on her feet. He stepped back to admire her nakedness.

“I knew you weren’t wearing a bra,” he said, admiring her breasts. “You’re a lucky girl. So full, soft and round. I adore a woman with the classic teardrop shape, especially when they’re as large as yours.”

She didn’t know what to say. It didn’t matter. He weighed her breasts on his cupped hands and caressed her nipples until they became hardened points. The roughness of his fingers had such a delicious drag as he explored her nipples, making them feel more sensitive than normal.

Her breathing became shallow and ragged and her panties were now dripping wet. He slipped her blouse from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. As expertly as he had unbuttoned it, he released the zip of her skirt to let it join her blouse on the white carpet. After he had slipped the bands of her panties down her hips, she was all but naked apart from her thigh high stockings and heels.

He took her in his arms again, making her feel so vulnerable considering he was still fully clothed. His hands ran down her arms to her wrists and suddenly tightened.

Spinning her about, he twisted her arm painfully behind her back. As she cried out, she felt him slip restraints around her wrists. The touch of cold metal against her skin and the rasp of a ratchet locking mechanism could only be one thing: handcuffs.

“What are you doing?” she said, her voice cracking with fear.

He turned her around. There was a different look in his eyes now, not one of appreciation for her naked beauty, but the hungry lust of a predator.

She repeated her question, this time in a small, terrified voice.

He stroked her cheek with the back of his fingers. “Shh, sweet Emily… it’s just a normal Friday night. You know… boy meets girl… boy ties up girl… boy tortures girl.”

She gasped. “Torture? No! Please! Why?”

He smiled. There was nothing friendly about it. It was laced entirely with cruelty. “Why? Because everyone needs a hobby. Mine is torturing girls. Especially pretty, submissive girls. As you have such beautiful, big breasts, I’m going to start by torturing them. They’re so full and round, I’m going to enjoy hurting them all night.”

She could try to run, but where could she go? She was all but naked and securely handcuffed. She wouldn’t even be able to press the button to summon the elevator.

“Please… let me go! I’ll give you anything you want,” she said, on the verge of tears.

“What I want… is to listen to you cry… and beg… and scream.”

He crossed the room to the wall to release a white silky rope attached to a hook. She hadn’t noticed it with the stark two-tone colour scheme. The rope was connected to a metal loop bolted to the ceiling. She cried out in horror as the end lowered to the height of her neck. It had been tied into a hangman’s noose.

Petrified with fear, she watched as he took the noose and fitted it over her head, holding her hair out of the way so there was nothing between the rope and her bare skin. He closed the noose so she could feel it pressing against her neck, not tight enough to restrict her breath, but tight enough to let her know she was now at his mercy.

He returned to the hook and pulled the rope until she felt it go taut, securing it in place.

“Now, here are the rules,” he said. “You’ll have to stay on your feet, otherwise the noose tightens. It would be such a pity for our night together to end too soon. You’re so beautiful, I’d like to keep you around for a little longer… to enjoy your company to its fullest… before we have to part ways.”

“Please…” she whispered.

He approached her slowly. “I haven’t even started yet and you’re already begging for mercy. Good.”

He gripped her right nipple between his thumb and forefinger and stretched it as far as it could go. She squealed. He let go, took her other nipple and pulled it hard.

As the pain shot through her chest, she wondered how she could have been so stupid, walking blindly into the lion’s den. This was what she deserved, having dressed so provocatively in her eagerness to snare a man. Instead, she was the one who had been snared, by a very dangerous man.

Gripping both of her nipples he twisted them hard. She felt her knees buckle with the pain and the rope tighten around her neck. The soft silk put pressure on her windpipe and she felt it restrict her breath. Through the searing pain in her nipples, she felt the cold imprint of fear in her stomach. He was capable of much more than torture and the presence of the noose was not merely for show. When he’d finished with her, he would likely choke the life out of her too. How many women had fallen to this sadistic predator?

She gritted her teeth and straightened her legs, stepping apart to gain better balance. As she wobbled unsteadily, she rued making so many bad decisions in one evening, right down to her choice of stiletto heels.

He let go of her nipples and allowed her to catch her breath.

“Please… it hurts…” she gasped.

“That’s the point,” he replied. “How about we try again? This time though, you need a taste of what it feels like if you can’t breathe.”

“No…” she cried.

“Stay on your feet, sweet Emily. Or the noose will tighten.”

He dropped to one knee and hit her in the base of her stomach with the heel of his hand. The blow wasn’t intended to cause her pain or injury, it was a deliberate strike designed to knock all the air from her lungs. Her eyes widened with the shock of the blow, as her breath exploded from her body. She felt the immediate burn in her chest and the twist in her stomach from being unable to regain her breath.

He let out a cruel chuckle as he gripped her nipples again and twisted them hard. The pain was unbearable, like he was twisting to see if he could pull them off. She gasped and spluttered, unable to cry out while winded. All the while he just chuckled. Finally, when he could see she was on the verge of passing out from the pain, he let go.

She sucked in breath after breath. The air had never tasted so good or felt so wonderful as it filled her chest.

He gently stroked her breasts, letting his rough fingers graze her red, swollen nipples. They felt as sensitive as naked eyeballs.

“I’ll do… anything… please… let me go,” she pleaded between gasping breaths.

“Oh, I know you will, but not until you’re completely broken. Then you’ll suck the cum from my cock because you’ll want for nothing more than to please me. And not because it will buy you your freedom. You see, freedom doesn’t exist for you any more. You’re now my whipping toy with no other purpose than to give me pleasure.”

He took one of her breasts between his hands and lifted the nipple to his mouth. He bit it hard, not enough to draw blood, but as close as was possible. She screamed. If the twisting had hurt before, it was nothing compared to his bite. She screamed until she had no voice, only a gaping mouth.

“There, that wasn’t too bad, was it?” he said, taking her other breast in his hands. “But we can’t do one and not the other. It’s all right, sweet Emily, I know you can take it.”

The blinding pain of his bite struck her senseless. There was nothing else in the world but pain. Her vision faded, all sound fell to silence, even the impression of his teeth dulled to nothingness. There was only pain.

She had no idea how much time had passed before her senses returned. By some miracle, she’d managed to remain on her feet. Her poor swollen nipples throbbed. How long was this going to last? She didn’t know if she could take any more. Perhaps she should let her knees buckle and end it all. Then, at least, he wouldn’t be able to hurt her any more.

Juan was toying with a length of chain, watching her with a grin as he threaded it through his fingers. “Your nipples look rather sore, my dear. But we can’t have them any other way, so you’ll have to wear this as we carry on.”

As he raised the chain to her breasts, she saw there was a nipple clamp at each end with cruel little teeth. As he clamped each of her nipples, they reminded her terribly of his bite.

She saw he’d also placed a bowl on the coffee table beside her handbag. It contained metal droplets. He took one and clipped it to the chain between the clamps. They were small weights, pulling the chain, intensifying their bite. Finally, he took a white cotton towel and coiled it into a gag. She knew it was pointless trying to resist, so she opened her mouth and let him tie it in place.

Again he stood to face her, lifting her chin to meet his gaze. “Such beautiful eyes,” he said, staring at her as if he could see into her soul. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say there’s a part of you that’s actually enjoying this. Good, because it’s about to get much worse.”

She begged more than she had ever begged in her life, but it only came out as a muffled wail with the gag in her mouth.

He opened a tall cupboard. Instead of containing crockery or other mundane items, it held a collection of whips. They were all neatly displayed as if they were a collection of fine china.

“As you can see, I have an extensive range of whips to choose from,” he said, reaching immediately for one in particular. It was a long thin whip with a single tail. “This one is my favourite. While it doesn’t break skin or draw blood, it leaves such delightful red welts in tender, female flesh. It also stings worse than anything else you’ll ever feel in your life.”

She shook her head, pleading with him not to use it on her, so terrified she was beyond tears. All she could do was beg him for mercy, despite knowing he had none.

He swirled the whip to get the feel for the strike, swooshing it through the air so she heard the crack it would make when it struck her naked flesh. She cowered and whimpered, feeling the noose grow tighter around her neck.

He lashed her across the stomach to give her a taste. She nearly doubled over with the pain, catching herself just before the noose cut off her breath. It felt like a dozen hornet stings delivered all at once. As the pain subsided, she felt the mark it had left as an aching burn.

“I want to see those beautiful breasts striped red,” he said, raising the whip for a second blow.

The sting was worse than the strike across her stomach. He whipped her again and again. She was jogging on the spot with the relentless agony of the terrible strikes. Again, his only response was a cruel chuckle. If she’d thought his bite was the worst pain she’d ever experienced in her life, it was merely the entrée to the main course. He striped her stomach, hips and pussy until he could see she was a breath away from passing out.

She struggled to prevent her knees from collapsing, but it felt like a losing battle.

“For any other woman, I would let it end now,” he said, approaching her once more. “But you’re special, sweet Emily. One night of torment won’t be nearly enough to satisfy my craving to hear you scream.”

Mercifully, he loosened the noose and removed it from her neck. She immediately collapsed like a rag doll to her knees, her will utterly broken.

She started to speak to him, to thank him for sparing her, but her voice came out as a muffled whisper. He untied the gag and pulled it from her mouth.

“What did you say, sweet Emily?”

She whispered the words again, but she had so little energy, it was an effort to speak.

He got down on his hands and knees and leaned his ear to her mouth.

It didn’t matter how big or strong a man was, they all fell to a rake of long fingernails to the eyes. And they never saw it coming.

He cried out in agony, but she didn’t give him one second to press his hands to his face. She fastened the handcuffs to one of his wrists and pulled his arm behind his back to secure it to the other.

She stood over him, pressing one of her stiletto heels into his back while she arranged her hair. Then she grabbed a handful of his hair and stood him up. He was still malleable from the pain, blinking rapidly, trying to restore his vision. Tears were streaming down his face. She took the noose and looped it around his neck, pulling the rope tight. Then she waited for him to recover. It only took a few moments.

Once he could see again, she looked up into his eyes. “I was saying thank you. The bitch knows I need the pain to take over.”

He tested the cuffs to find out if he could get loose, but she’d put them on tight enough to cut into his wrists. He blinked, still clearing his vision, trying to make sense of their sudden role reversal. “The bitch?”

“Yes, submissive, sweet Emily. She’s such a little bitch.”

“I don’t understand,” he said, through gritted teeth.

“And a naughty cock-tease too, leading you on with her little miss innocent routine. Didn’t you find it strange how easily she walked into your trap? When all the while, you were walking into her trap.”

He blinked, seeming to understand what was going on. “Who are you?”

“I’m Emily too. I’m just the other side of Emily, the one who gets the job of cleaning up her messes. She’s still here too, hiding, watching. She likes to watch what I do. You see, what you consider torture, I consider foreplay.”

She looked down at the red stripes across the front of her body. “It’s a pity she handed over the keys when she did. I was hoping you might do my back too. What a delicious whip. So stimulating!”

She undid his belt and zip and let his pants fall to the floor. She did the same with his briefs. Then she undid his shirt by ripping it open, firing white buttons into the void of white carpet. She checked him out. He had a fantastic body, athletic and strong, with sharply defined muscles. But his cock was magnificent, a prime example of manhood.

“Sweet Emily is rather pleased you have such a long, thick cock. She was hoping you would,” she said, giving it a tug. “It doesn’t matter much to me though. I’m more of a balls kind of a girl.”

It seemed to have only dawned on him that he was now at her mercy. “How?” he said simply.

She smiled. “I got Sweet Emily out of the cuffs moments after you’d put them on. I couldn’t have her asphyxiating herself. She was holding her hands behind her back the entire time.” She dragged her fingernails along his jawline. “Silly man, forgetting to check something as simple as if you still had her restrained.”

With that remark, she spun him about to make sure he was still restrained. As expected, he was. Sadomasochistic men never learned how to get out of handcuffs. They never expected to be wearing a pair. Satisfied she could go to work, she turned him about again.

“Men like you know nothing about real torture. You see, pain is merely a sensation that has to be endured. I’m going to show you what true torment feels like.”

She kept a close eye on him as she retrieved her handbag from the handy spot Sweet Emily had conveniently left it on the coffee table. At the bottom of the bag was her toolkit. Sweet Emily pretended it wasn’t there, although she suspected her alter ego was in denial about carrying such forbidden items.

She brought the hypodermic needle over to him, where he could see every detail of her tapping the tube and pressing the plunger to ready it for delivery.

“If I wanted you to feel pain, I could do this without an anaesthetic, but then you wouldn’t experience the subtlety of true torment.”

She emptied the syringe into his ball sac.

“What is this? Some kind of cock and ball torture?”

She smiled. “Nothing so crude. This is much better, more beautiful. I’m going to take out your balls.”

“Hell! What? Hey, wait a minute! I would never have let you hang yourself. It was only a game, like they play in those novels.”

She raised an eyebrow at the irony of his remark. His choice of décor was entirely black and white. There wasn’t a single shade of grey anywhere, let alone fifty.

She collected her scissors and tested the blades on her fingertip. They were always kept razor sharp. Cutting a man was always a delicious treat, even if Sweet Emily had a preference for these kinds of men.

“You know, the real irony of the situation is Sweet Emily just likes to watch me take out men’s balls. But once she’s been to sleep she conveniently forgets. Then she’ll wonder why you didn’t pound her with your nice, thick cock, or why you won’t call, or why she’ll never see you again. The men never call because they’ve all had their balls snipped off. Do you think you’d like to see her again once you’ve been snipped?”

He growled in reply.

“Imagine how romantic your second date would be… fine wine, soft music… she could show you the jar containing your neatly trimmed balls. After dinner, she could tease you about your tight, empty sac while she plays with her pussy. It sounds like a wonderful evening, don’t you think?”

“I’ll pay you whatever you want. Money is no object. Name your price.”

She opened and closed the blades several times. “My price is the two lovely plums dangling between your legs. I have to live with the little bitch and there’ll be a performance if I don’t take them out.”

She knelt down and put her scissors to work, making a cut on either side of his sac. “You see, we both enjoy cutting men, even if she never remembers the next day.”

“Bitches!” he hissed.

She took out both his balls, one by one and gave them a good tug to elongate the cords. Then she unclipped the clamps attached to her nipples and fitted them to each of his exposed cords. With the anaesthetic numbing his testicles, he wouldn’t feel their cruel little teeth as she had done, but she had something much better in mind.

She gathered the bowl of weights from the coffee table and clipped three to the chain. Standing up again, she fixed him with her penetrating gaze.

“I’m sure you can feel the pull,” she said. “I’m going to keep adding weights until you beg me to cut off your balls.”

“I don’t beg for anyone,” he said, but the expression on his face said otherwise. She knew it well. Once he felt the pull, the true torment would begin.

At first it produced a sensation of tightness through the groin, like the need to cum. She added another weight to prove her point. The erection that stood up was beyond his control. She imagined it felt amazing, but at the same time, he would be fully aware his balls were out of their sac, ready to be cut.

Pleasure and pain was nothing compared to making a man feel the need to cum against his will. All the while letting him know that with two little snips, he would lose his manhood altogether.

He grunted as the increased weight on his cords intensified the sensation.

“The noose is such a lovely touch,” she said, clipping yet another weight to the chain. “I hear the last experience a hanged man has before death is he gets a wonderful erection.”

She added another weight. “How’s the pull? I’m sure you feel the desperate need to cum… and yet nothing… not even one tiny drop of pre-cum.”

Through the tension gripping his body, she saw the first hint of fear in his eyes. It was perfect timing to add another weight. The pull on his testicles would be driving him crazy with the need to cum, not that he would be able to do so with the nipple clamps constricting his cords.

She kissed him and began to stroke his cock. It twitched and pulsed in her hand. Sweet Emily was enjoying its girth. He had the size she liked best, nice and thick. But the little bitch didn’t actually care to have it inside her. It was a paltry pleasure compared to snipping off a pair of balls. At this moment, Sweet Emily was close. She’d probably cum when the first cord was cut. She rarely made it to the second snip.

She would have to wait though. She would have to make the cuts and sew him up. She would have to wait until she was home, where she could take a long, hot bath, put on a sexy nightdress and take herself to bed. Cutting a man was over so quick. She liked to take her time with her orgasm, fingering her little pussy, making it cum over and over again as she relived the evening’s activities.

The way he was grunting told her it wouldn’t be long now. He was beyond speech, caught in the grip of sublime pleasure, with no hope of release. She opened and closed the scissors twice, reminding him he was moments away from losing his sex power forever.

“Such sweet torment,” she said, kissing him delicately on the lips as she added another weight.

“Please…” he said through gritted teeth.

They always begged to be cut in the end, no matter how tough or resilient they thought they were. The cut was the only way to make the torment end. She indulged his plea for release, snipping the first straining cord. The weights slid down the chain and snagged on the nipple clamp gripping his severed testicle. Sweet Emily gushed as she orgasmed, drenching her inner thighs with hot pussy juice.

Juan’s face twisted as he felt the increased pull, as all the weight was transferred to his one remaining ball.

“Please…” he begged again.

“It’ll be our pleasure,” she said, closing the blades.


Sperm Donors Wanted

(Or: Why Should Girls Have All The Fun?)

Stefan couldn’t believe his eyes. For the third time he read the advert that had popped up in his Facebook feed.

Sperm Donors Wanted

$50,000 Per Donation

Strict Criteria Apply

“Fifty thousand dollars! For some sperm?” he said to no one in particular. The reason he was talking to himself was because he lived alone. As such, it didn’t matter every once in a while.

It was also the reason he had taken such an immediate interest in the advert, aside from the sizeable fee. To date, nobody had shown any interest in his sperm but him. All he ever did with it was to pump it into a wad of tissues whenever he jerked off.

The advert had to be too good to be true, but he followed the link anyway. There had to be some weird catch and when he found it, he could have a good laugh.

The link took him to a website for a local sperm bank in the city, which wasn’t associated with any of the major sperm banks across the country. That didn’t matter if they were paying fifty thousand dollars per donation. At that fee, he could jerk himself off once a month, give up working for the bank and change his life for the better.

He found the application form. It had a standard set of questions including his age, general condition of health, relationship status and so forth.

“Ah, what the hell,” he said, as he typed in the answers. What was the worst that could happen? He’d get a polite rejection. He was okay with polite rejections. It was the humiliating rejections that hurt the most and he’d had more of those in his life than he cared to remember.

An hour later, his smartphone rang. He answered it.

“Stefan Reed? Hi, it’s Jessica from Central Sperm. We’ve received your application and believe you could meet our criteria.”

Stefan thought she sounded hot. There was a silkiness to her voice that was very seductive. In reality, she was probably a plain Jane, but it was nice to fantasize. “Really?”

“Yes. Are you available to come in for an initial consultation? If you meet our criteria, we’ll kit you up for the donation process.”

He agreed to an appointment the following afternoon and hung up.

“Let the good times roll!” he said, giving himself a victorious fist pump.

When the time for his appointment arrived, Stefan was feeling quite excited about his prospects for the future. This would be the easiest and most enjoyable money he’d ever earned in his life.

The waiting room was much like any other doctor’s reception, with comfortable couches, magazines and a water cooler. He checked in at reception and took a seat. There were no other men waiting, so he started to wonder about the strict criteria he’d have to meet to become a donor.

Before he could guess what they might be, the hottest doctor he’d ever seen in his life emerged from the examination room. Although she wore a white coat, plain shirt and loose, comfortable pants, she had the kind of figure he fantasized about whenever he jerked off. She was busty, curvaceous and had long slender legs.

She had the prettiest face too, with lovely thick brown hair, large brown eyes and pink pouting lips. Her skin had an inviting golden glow, which gave her appearance a look of sweet, innocent beauty. If he was a betting man, he would put money on it that she had a tiny, tight little pussy too. Damn, she was gorgeous!

Once he’d come to his senses, he saw she’d offered him her hand.

“Hi, Stefan. I’m Jessica. Thanks for coming in.”

He took her hand and gave it a limp shake. Would she mind if he proposed right now?

“Um… my pleasure,” he replied. Damn, it was too! Why hadn’t he considered giving sperm before now? He’d give her as much sperm as she wanted, over and over again.

“Come through. I have some questions and we’ll need to give you an examination to see if you meet our criteria to become a donor.”

He followed her into the examination room as if she had a magnetic force which could lead him anywhere.

The examination room looked much like any other doctor’s surgery he had seen too, with a desk, chairs, washing facilities and a medical bed. She invited him to take a seat opposite the desk.

“We’ll cover off the questions first. You said you were twenty-four on your application. Is that correct?”

He nodded.

“Are you currently in a sexual relationship?”

The question made him squirm. At this moment, he wished he was in a sexual relationship, specifically with her, involving much more sex than relationship. But the truth of the matter was he wasn’t in one at all. He never had been. Not once. Should he tell her he was a twenty-four year old virgin?

“Is it important?” he asked.

“Well, yes. Our donors aren’t allowed to have sex while they’re in the program, so we don’t want anyone pressuring you to have intercourse.”

“I see,” he said, with a nod. “Then, no, I’m not in a sexual relationship.”

The remaining questions were very standard, about whether he had any health issues or if he’d ever had an injury to his genitals.

“How big would you say you are?” she said, concluding her list.

“I guess I’m about average height and weight,” he said.

She laughed politely. “No, I mean, how large is your penis?”

“Um… I don’t know how it compares with other men. I suppose it’s average. Why does my size matter?”

She shrugged. “I don’t make the rules. I’m just here to follow them,” she said. “So far, you’re well on the way to becoming a donor, but we are quite particular about penis size, so I’ll have to give you an examination. Take off your pants and hop up onto the bed.”

He did as she asked. When she laughed politely again, he started to feel embarrassed.

“You’ll need to remove your briefs too,” she said, seeing his cheeks redden. “I can’t examine you with them on.”

He pulled down his briefs and kicked them off with his feet, covering his cock with his shirt tails.

She sighed. “You have nothing to be ashamed about, Stefan. None of us are born quite the same with our genitals. Lie back and think about something else while I take a look.”

He lay back, feeling the warm air on his groin as she exposed it. He tried not to look at her face as she looked at his cock, but he couldn’t help it. She was pursing her lips and blinking rapidly.

“What is it?” he whispered anxiously.

“It’s quite small, isn’t it,” she said at last.

She’d confirmed it. He had a tiny cock and that was the reason why he’d never had a girlfriend in his life. Whenever he’d got as far as having a girl put her hand down his pants, that was it, see ya later. No matter how tight their lovely little pussies were, no girl wanted a man as small as him. It was so humiliating he wanted to curl up into a ball and pretend he was having a bad dream.

“It might be the smallest penis I’ve ever seen,” she said, unknowingly rubbing salt in the wound.

He wanted to cry and fought to hold back his tears. He couldn’t cry about the size of his penis in front of this gorgeous feminine goddess.

She let out a long sigh. “It’s quite beautiful,” she said, much to his surprise. She met his desperate, pleading gaze. “Stefan, don’t you go listening to all that stuff about the bigger the better. I happen to like tiny penises. And yours is so cute! How big does it get when you’re erect?”

“I’ve never measured it,” he said, with the words catching in his throat.

“Well, I can tell just by looking at it that you’re small enough to meet our criteria.”

“You mean you only accept men with small cocks to be donors?”

“Absolutely! We reject any man longer than five inches.” She winked. “We only take the very best stock. I still need to measure you though. Yours could be the record weeny-peeny.” She reached for a measuring tape from her tray of medical equipment. “Would you like me to give you a hand?”

Now he couldn’t believe his luck. What a way to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat. Any thought of leaking a few tears dissipated in an instant. The only tears that were going to escape were droplets of pre-cum. Not only did this vision of feminine beauty like men with small cocks, she was willing to stroke him to hardness to find out how big it was when fully erect.

“That would be… fine,” he said. It would be way better than fine, although he’d have to try not to cum. He was supposed to be signing up to become a sperm donor, not getting a free hand job.

She gripped him with the right degree of firmness between her thumb and forefinger, and pulled his foreskin back and forth with a pleasing touch.

“If you were any larger, I would need to use two fingers,” she said. “Gosh, it’s adorable!”

He was hard in moments, aroused by her compliments and her gentle, intimate touch. It replaced any sense of shame. She was so caring about the way she handled him too, stroking him with such expertise, he became as hard as he could possibly get. He actually felt like he was bigger and thicker than he’d ever been in his life.

She placed the measuring tape at the base of his cock. “Three and half inches,” she said, noting the numbers on her clipboard. Then she wrapped the tape around the base of his cock, thankfully choosing the thickest part. “Two and a half in girth,” she said with a dreamy sigh. “Ah, we’ve had a four before, but never a clear three and a half. If any girls have been turning you down based on your size, you’ve been hanging out in the wrong crowd. I’ve never seen such a tiny penis. It’s utterly perfect!”

Damn, he hoped she wasn’t stroking his ego as well as his small cock. This was becoming the single best experience of his life. She pulled her hand away, much to his disappointment.

“Oh, I should probably stop doing that. We need to keep all that cum inside. It’s just so hard to resist. What a beautiful wee pee-pee!” She took a deep breath and fanned her face with both hands.

Damn, was she actually turned-on by a small penis?

She composed herself and straightened her lab coat. “Finally, I’ll just need to check your balls.” She lifted his balls on her fingers and placed them on a small set of scales. “Thirty grams,” she said, noting the number on her clipboard.

“Is that normal?” he asked.

“A little smaller than average, but still a decent weight.” She rolled them through her fingers, finding each one and giving it a gentle squeeze. “You feel a little soft. Have you masturbated recently?”

“This morning,” he said, feeling his cheeks flush again. He was glad of it too, as she’d absent-mindedly started to stroke his cock again. If he was full, he would most certainly cum all over her fingers.

He regretted what he had to say next. “Um… should you be doing that?”

She gasped as she realised what she was doing. “Oh, I’m so sorry. It’s just so gorgeous. I’m amazed you haven’t been snapped up yet. Do you know how many women are looking for men with tiny cocks?”

He shook his head. As far as he knew, that number was zero. He couldn’t think of a single instance of hearing about a woman wanting anything less than average. Perhaps she was referring to women who were unable to attract a man, so they would take anything they could get.

“Lots,” she continued. “We get inquiries every day from women who want to meet a man with a small penis. The tinier the better. Now, you’re a handsome young man, so with your cute little pee-pee, you could pick and choose.” She didn’t seem to be aware that she’d started to stroke him again. “I’m not talking about desperate women, I’m talking about gorgeous, sexy women with hot bodies and beautiful faces. They’re usually very rich and want a nice man about the house to pleasure them whenever they’re horny. Do you know how horny these women get? Very, very horny!”

“Why small?” he said, trying not to think about her hand and the delicious tightening in his balls as he started to approach orgasm.

“Can you imagine living with a man who has a huge cock, constantly wanting blow jobs to satisfy his libido? Just fitting a big cock in your mouth gives a girl a sore jaw for days, let alone having it rammed down her throat. And many of these ladies have exceptionally tight pussies, so they’re not interested in feeling like they’ve been riding a horse after having sex.”

He drew a shuddering breath as he felt his orgasm approach.

She withdrew her hand, seeming to realise what she had been doing. “Oh, how naughty of me. I apologise. Let’s do the paperwork and that’ll take my mind off it. You really don’t know how lucky you are, Stefan.”

If he’d been anywhere else, he would have finished himself off without a second thought, but he didn’t want to blow his chance at making fifty grand. If he was making that kind of money, he wouldn’t need some sugar mummy. He could simply pay for sex whenever he wanted it. Large or small, an escort wouldn’t care about his size if he was capable of paying her fee.

Jessica handed him the clipboard so he could check all the details. She’d marked the two places he had to sign with a small cross. The first affirmed all his details were correct and the second to affirm he’d read all the terms and conditions. There were three pages of conditions, split into two columns of fine print on each page. With a throbbing cock and a pretty girl who had just been stroking it, there was no way he could read some tedious legal palaver, even if he wanted to. So he scanned the pages and signed his name.

“Excellent,” she said. “We’ll load your bank details for the payment, which gets issued after you’ve made your donation. Now lie back so I can give you a shave.”

“A shave? Is it necessary?”

“Oh yes. You’ll need to keep yourself nicely shaved for the next two weeks too. Not enough men shave themselves and they don’t know what they’re missing out on. It makes you feel so deliciously sensitive. If you feel sexy, it helps to boost your sperm production and we’re aiming to get the biggest load.”

She lathered him with cream and started to shave him bare. “Some men shave the base of their cock and balls to make it look bigger, but in your case, a full shave will show off just how small you are. I can’t wait to see you in a cage.”

“A what?”

She raised an eyebrow. “It’s all covered in the paperwork. You did read it, didn’t you?”

“Right! The cage. Yes, you’d better go ahead with that.”

While she cleaned him off with a warm, wet towel, he waited to see what she was talking about.

“We’d better get the little guy nice and limp again,” she said, applying some cool gel to his throbbing cock. It had an immediate numbing effect and he lost his erection along with the delicious promise of an imminent orgasm.

“This is the first time I’ve ever had to use an extra-small one,” she said, searching through one of the drawers by the bed.

She found what she was looking for and raised it up for him to see. It was a small, metal cage shaped like the head of a cock, connected to a thick metal ring with a lock. She opened it up and began to fit it to his cock, inserting his small shaft into the cage and clamping the ring around his ball sac. With a quick turn of the key, she let out a deep sigh of admiration.

“Damn, you look incredibly sexy now!” she said.

He looked down at himself, shaved bare and with the cruel metal chastity device clamped around his genitals. “Is it absolutely necessary?”

“Of course! It prevents you from cumming. If you get an erection, it’ll hurt. You can’t tell me you won’t be tempted to have a naughty little wank or two when the hormones kick in.”

“Hormones?”

“Yes, you’ll be taking our secret blend of hormones and vitamins to boost your sperm production. You’ll feel the need to empty your balls in a matter of days, and we need you to last a full two weeks without leaking a single drop.”

“I see,” he said.

Despite the amazing pay cheque, this wasn’t turning out to be as easy or pleasant as he’d first thought.

“Do you mind if I take a few photos?” she said. “Girls have needs too you know.” She winked.

Damn, she did find his small penis attractive, especially now he was clean-shaven and caged. Did she want to take photos so she could masturbate while looking at them? He had to admit, it was all very strange, but also very flattering too. “Sure,” he said. “Take as many as you like.”

She pulled out her phone and took lots of pictures from a variety of angles. She had him lie in different poses, all with his legs apart to gain the best view of his caged cock. With every click of the camera, she let out an appreciative sigh.

He wished he could find out if she was wet between the legs. She was so pretty, so sexy, he felt certain she had a tiny, tight pussy that was totally perfect for his little cock. If it wasn’t for the numbing gel, he’d be feeling the pain of his first erection in a cage at the thought of sleeping with her.

Fifty thousand dollars, he told himself.

“Ah, sweet Stefan. I can’t wait to see you in a fortnight’s time,” she said, once he had dressed. “I know your donation is going to be extra special.”

* * *

The first few days in the program didn’t bother Stefan too much, although he noticed the immediate effect of the hormones and vitamins. His balls were already starting to feel heavier than normal. The cage did its job well, as every time he felt the onset of an erection, the metal bars pressed against his swelling cock. It was sufficiently uncomfortable to make his libido subside.

He avoided looking at porn of any kind and tried to eradicate all thoughts of Jessica from his mind. This was difficult after she had compulsively stroked his cock and told him how sexy it was that he was so small. Who knew that some girls were turned-on by a small cock? Who knew that those girls included sexy goddesses like Jessica? This entire experience had been full of surprises.

At the end of the first week, he couldn’t wait for the chance to cum again. His balls were now getting so full they were hard and as tender to the touch as a naked eyeball.

He dutifully shaved himself as instructed. Jessica had been right about how sensitive it made his entire groin. He could feel a cool breeze titivating his cock and balls even when he was fully dressed. He loved the feeling of the soft fabric of his briefs against his skin. All the sensations were exciting and new, despite his growing need for release. He decided he would continue to shave himself, or go to the salon for a regular wax, if girls like Jessica thought it made him look sexier.

At the same time, the cage gave him a prominent bulge in his pants. It made him look like he was packing a much larger piece of hardware than he really had down there. From the first day he’d worn it in public, he started to get appreciative looks from women as he passed them in the street. When he was working at the customer service desk at the bank, he noticed many more women checking him out.

Jessica had insisted there were lots of women who liked a man with a small penis. Yet, for the first time in his life, he was getting sized-up by women because they thought he was well endowed. It was all so confusing.

As the fortnight in chastity drew to a close, the last few days were absolute torture. His balls were so full they throbbed and ached. The involuntary erections refused to subside despite the pressure of the cage, so he sat in a cold bath to make the swelling go down. In the soothing comfort of the cold water, he wondered what it was going to feel like when he finally got the chance to empty out his huge load. He imagined it was going to feel like he had a hose attached to his balls with the tap fully open.

“Just think about the money,” he said. “It’ll all be worth it.”

* * *

Stefan was beside himself with relief as the day of his donation dawned. He took a cool, refreshing shower, had a thorough shave everywhere and put on his best casual shirt and pants. He wanted to make an impression with Jessica, so he dabbed on a bit of cologne and took the trouble to style his hair. Looking good made him feel good.

Who knew what would happen after he made his donation? If Jessica had truly taken a liking to him, perhaps he would be able to muster up the courage to ask her out on a date. It wasn’t like she didn’t already know what he had in his pants. And she’d been so appreciative of it too.

She looked radiant as she emerged from the examination room. She was wearing a knee-length pleated skirt which gave him a nice view of her shapely legs. He wondered what she’d look like in much more feminine attire. She had such a mouth-watering figure, he wondered what she’d look like naked. Her pussy had to be tiny and tight if she liked small cocks. He was sure of it.

As she smiled at him, he felt like he would melt into a puddle of pure joy. No woman had ever smiled at him like that. Without needing words, it told him she was thrilled to see him, excited about what was going to happen… and quite possibly, sexually aroused too.

“Stefan! You look adorably cute today. How are you feeling?”

“Full,” he said.

She giggled. “I can imagine. Well, not to worry because we’re about to get that sorted out. It won’t be long now.”

She took him down the corridor to a different room, which looked more like a hospital recovery room than her examination room. There were a variety of machines, which he had no idea what they were or what they did, washing facilities and a standard hospital bed. He thought he would simply go into a room with a plastic cup, look at some porn and fill it up. He also held onto the hope that Jessica might stroke him as she had done before. That would be much better than doing it himself.

She asked him to remove his pants. This time, he had no hesitation or embarrassment about doing so. She had no hesitation about taking a long look at his caged cock and bulging testicles, and letting out a soft, appreciative moan.

“Mm… you look positively delicious, Stefan! Now, lie down on the bed and we’ll start the process of emptying those bloated balls,” she said.

He lay back and she helped him to get comfortable by arranging various bolsters and pillows. Then she took each of his wrists and secured them to the metal frame with Velcro straps. She put another over his chest to prevent him from moving at all. Next she put each of his legs in a stirrup. He felt like he was being prepared to give birth, rather than have a good cum.

“Is all this necessary?” he said.

“Absolutely. This can take a while, so we need to keep you in the right position, especially as we milk your prostate. If you move, you’ll get a very nasty pain deep in your bottom. But first of all, I’m going to give you a little shot in your balls to give you some relief from the ache. It’ll also ensure the little guy stays nice and limp.”

He felt the sharp jab of the needle, but the pain was momentary. Immediately afterwards he felt soothing relief as the ache faded from his balls. No shot of anaesthetic had ever felt so good.

“How’s that?” she said, smiling at him.

“Much better. Thanks. I didn’t realise until now how much they ached.”

“Good, because we need to get them as full as we possibly can, so we’ll be milking your prostate for a good half hour. Believe me, if you thought they were aching now, you wouldn’t want to know what it feels like when we start milking you for more. We can take the cage off now too.” She found the key, unlocked the cage and removed it. “Oh, there he is! So yummy! Is there anything sexier than a man with a tiny, limp penis?”

He could listen to her compliments all day, but he’d never been ‘milked’ as she’d described it. His growing sense of apprehension outweighed the joy of her flattery. “How will you know when I’m ready to make my donation?”

“You’ll be so full, you’ll be dripping pre-cum without having an erection,” she said, licking her lips.

If he hadn’t had the numbing shot to prevent him from getting hard, her desire to see him dripping with pre-cum would have given him the erection of a lifetime. “Wow, that’s a lot of cum! What happens to it? Does it get frozen?”

“No, not at all. The demand is so high, we’ll put it to use straight away. Are you ready?”

“Never been more ready for anything in my life,” he said.

She gave him a heart-melting smile again. She also had a mischievous twinkle in her eye. If he didn’t know better, she was enjoying this in much more than a professional manner. While he’d never been with a sexually aroused woman, all his instincts told him she was really turned-on.

She picked up a tube of lube and applied a generous amount to the rosette of his ass. Then she doused her first two fingers with more.

“I’ll just loosen you up for the vibrator,” she said, probing his forbidden entrance with her middle finger. “Have you ever had your ass penetrated before?”

He shook his head. She circled his button, loosening it to slide her finger inside. The muscles gave way and she worked her finger in two knuckles deep. It felt strange to be penetrated this way, but it didn’t hurt as he had imagined it would.

“Now you’ll get a chance to experience the pleasure that gay men have known about since the dawn of time. Straight men think their G-spot is located at the head of the penis. There’s another one in here,” she said, finding his prostate and gently massaging it with the pad of her finger. “Some men find this much more satisfying than a regular orgasm, probably because it’s similar to what a woman experiences when she has sex.”

She worked him for a minute until he’d become accustomed to having a finger in his ass. Then she inserted two fingers to stretch him wider. He felt quite full with two fingers working his prostate and he hoped the vibrator wasn’t much bigger. While the massage wasn’t unpleasant, it gave him a powerful tightness right through his groin. It felt like the clenching of his pelvic muscles with the build up to needing to cum.

“I’d love to massage you myself, but I need to get the equipment ready,” she said, withdrawing her fingers. She picked up a short black dildo, with a fat head and a pointed dimple on the side. She applied some more lube, worked it into his ass and turned it on. “It’s a special design for stimulating the prostate,” she said. “I think you’ll enjoy it, maybe even orgasm. I understand it’s very satisfying.”

If he’d felt full with two fingers in his ass, he felt like the dildo was stretching him even wider. He was grateful for the numbing injection more than ever. It was hard to imagine how full his balls would be getting now. If they were aching before, they would be throbbing now, likely becoming more painful with every passing minute.

As he got more accustomed to the feeling of the dildo, he started to enjoy the stimulation. He could feel the cum being worked from his prostate into his balls and the sensation of tightness spreading from his groin through to his stomach and chest. With it came waves of delicious pleasure like he’d never experienced before, like the relief of an orgasm, but in small doses rather than one big release.

“Is it getting hot in here or is it just me?” said Jessica. She took off her lab coat.

Stefan liked what he saw. Her shirt was quite flimsy and he could see the hard points of her nipples creating small peaks in the fabric. Damn, she had such a wonderful full, round bust and she wasn’t wearing a bra. He could see her heavy breasts sway as she went about her work, priming various machines and checking the readouts on the digital displays. It all seemed rather unnecessarily complicated considering he could get his sperm out with only the help of his right hand. And given the view, he’d get there in under a minute, at best.

“How’s our little guy doing?” said Jessica, as she tweaked his cock with her long fingernails. “I hope he’s not feeling like having a naughty erection.”

Stefan shook his head. “Nope. He’s as numb as my balls.”

She gave each of those a squeeze. “Mm… they’re so lovely and hard. If only you could see how pretty you look from my point of view, with your two huge, swollen balls underneath your tiny, limp penis.” She sucked in a ragged breath. “Oh, I can’t wait to get all that cum out.”

Stefan smiled. Her suggestion held hope. ‘I can’t wait’ implied she would be doing it. All the discomfort of the past two weeks would be so well worth it.

Jessica’s large, round breasts heaved in anticipation as the pre-cum began to bead from the slit of his limp cock. She turned up the speed and the vibrator pulsed in his ass, pumping his prostate for every drop it could push into his overloaded balls. It gave him a splendid view of the deep valley of her cleavage. In any other circumstances, he would have a raging erection at the sight of so much feminine flesh.

At that point, it occurred to him that there was something amiss with the process: how was he going to cum if he couldn’t get hard?

“Ah, there we go!” said Jessica, wiping a glistening droplet from the tip of his cock. “You’ve reached maximum fullness. There’s so much cum in those balls, it’s beginning to leak out.” She put her fingertip to his lips and without thinking he licked the salty fluid from it.

“I bet that’s yummy,” she said, easing the dildo from his ass. It felt quite strange to be empty as it came out, after being stretched and filled for so long.

Jessica took a small tray of tools and placed them between his legs. She picked up a pair of scissors and tested the blades.

“What are you doing now?” he asked.

“Getting ready to take out your balls,”

“Uh… what?”

“That’s how we get the cum out,” she said. As their eyes met, she added, “I do love it when we get to this part. It always feels so naughty, cutting open the sac, penetrating it to take out each ball, stretching the cords so I can give them a snip.”

“What?! Please! No!”

She unbuttoned her shirt and took it off, allowing her splendid round breasts to hang free. “Here, you can look at my lovely titties while I do it. It’ll help to take your mind off it.”

She began to cut into the side of his sac.

“There must be some other way!” he pleaded.

“It’s all described in the contract, Stefan. Your buyer wants you snipped. They have to come out.”

His head was swimming. He didn’t recall anything about a buyer, but then again, he’d only scanned the document.

“We’ve never had so much competition for a new slave. There were so many buyers, all absolutely adoring the fact you already have a tiny penis. It drove the price sky high.”

It all began to make sense. The photos she’d taken weren’t for her private use. They were samples for potential buyers in the trafficking trade. He was being made into a eunuch and sold to a mistress to serve as her new slave.

Jessica looked radiant as she worked, cutting into his sac and working his engorged testicle to the opening. “You see, once I’ve taken out your balls, your penis will get even smaller.” She paused to wiggle her little finger. “It’ll be a tiny, limp button, just above your tight, empty sac. So sexy! Make sure you buy yourself a lovely wardrobe with your fifty thousand when your new owner takes you shopping. We do promise our buyers that our snipped men come fully fitted-out, and I’m sure she’ll want to see you in lots of pretty dresses and sexy lingerie.” She winked. “Pro tip, get a French maid’s outfit for doing her housework. The shorter the skirt the better.”

He could see her take out his first swollen testicle, handling it very carefully so as not to squeeze it at all.

“Now you will feel me pulling the cord,” she said. “I need as much length as I can get. Just keep looking at my breasts and it will be over soon.”

She put a small clamp on the tube and pulled. His groin suddenly felt tight and began to ache like he needed to cum. She stretched him until she had a good length free and then cut it as high as she could. As the blades did their work, he felt the sudden release and the ache subsided.

He lay still, panting for breath, so confused he had no idea what to do. What could he do? He was strapped down and unable to resist. He had no choice but to let her castrate him.

She carefully placed the severed testicle in a small machine that looked like an incubator. She eased the length of the cut cord onto a small tube and clipped it in place.

“Now the other one,” she said. “Which is always the most enjoyable one to trim.”

As before, she cut him and carefully extracted his bloated testicle, clamping it and pulling hard to get a good length of cord. He grunted as the deep ache returned and let out a cry of relief as the tension was released.

“Such a sweet cut,” she said, placing the organ next to the first in the machine. The pair of glistening white glands looked oddly beautiful, like a sexual trophy on proud display. “It always turns me on when both balls are in the transfer machine, because I know I’m going to cum soon.”

She started to sew him up, taking her time to make neat stitches. “You see, I wasn’t born entirely a woman.”

She tidied away her tools, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. As she walked to the side of the bed, his eyes travelled from her gorgeous breasts, down her flat stomach and small waist, over the curves of her hips to her clean-shaven pubic mound, where he saw the largest erect cock he’d ever seen in his life.

She gripped it in her fist and he saw her fingers weren’t long enough to encircle its girth. “Eight inches long and six thick,” she said, lifting it up. “The trouble is I’m otherwise entirely a girl. I have no prostate and my poor little balls hardly make any testosterone at all. So I had some shunts put in, because I like to cum as much as the next girl, even if I do have a massive cock.”

She climbed onto the bed, spreading her legs so she could straddle his waist. Then, taking two intravenous lines from the machine containing his balls, she inserted one into each of the small shunts on either side of her flat sac. She started the machine and it began to slowly transfer his cum into her balls.

“Oh… yes!” she moaned, as they began to fill. “Damn you’ve made so much cum!” Her little sac began to swell and he could see two marble-like glands beginning to get larger. She panted and moaned like she was having the best sex of her life. “Oh, Stefan, you’ve made so much cum for me. It feels amazing!”

After a minute, her balls were pumped full and as large and swollen as his had been before she had snipped them off. Her huge cock dripped its first bead of pre-cum. She put it to his lips.

“Lick it!”

He opened his mouth and she rammed her huge swollen head inside. Bucking her hips, she began to thrust the hard shaft into his cheek, pounding it roughly until it burned. All he could do was try to catch his breath whenever he could, while she relentlessly worked his cheek, grinding her thick shaft into it.

When he thought he couldn’t take any more, she swapped to the other side, thrusting in and out of his mouth, ramming his cheek until both sides were red and sore.

“Yes, that’s good, Stefan. Your new owner is going to want to give you a sore jaw every day too. Only she’ll be using a strap-on, rather than a big, juicy cock. She’ll love knowing how much it aches after a good pounding, how much it hurts if you dare to talk back. A good, hard session with a cock in your mouth helps to make you a more docile and obedient slave. But don’t think you’ll get away with talking back even if your jaw hurts, because then she’ll have a reason to give you a good spanking or to get out her whips.”

Once she was satisfied she had given his cheeks a good working over, she went to work on the back of his throat, grinding herself deep, making him gag on it. His cheeks and jaw were so sore by the time she was finished, he could barely speak, but she wasn’t finished using his body for her pleasure. Already stretched and covered with lube, she forced her long, thick cock deep into his ass. She began to pound it hard, so her balls slapped against his ass cheeks.

“Oh, yes! This is how we like our slaves, with a tiny pee-pee, no balls and a tight little ass. So sexy!”

She grunted and moaned with each thrust until finally she reached her peak. Her thick cock throbbed and pulsed in his ass as she filled him with hot cum. As he ground his teeth and took it, all he could think was that it had been his cum less than an hour ago.

She cried out as she shot jet after jet deep inside him. It seemed to go on for an age. Eventually she seemed to be spent. Then she withdrew it and returned it to his aching mouth to be licked clean. He tasted the salty droplets of residual cum.

She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him to her cock, gripping it so he could see her balls. Though not as swollen as before, they were still large and full. She prised open his aching cheeks with her fingers. “Look, Stefan… you’ve made such a good donation, I’m going to need to cum again. And you have such a pretty mouth…”

OEBPS/image_rsrc1C7.jpg
&

PR WL YAOR !
RIDE AGAIN

Six Femdom Castration Fantasies #4






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




