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About The Author

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

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


White Widow

It was the happiest day of Jenny’s life. As The Wedding March played, she had to hold back tears of joy. Although she had no one to give her away, she had her best friend and maid of honour at her side as she walked down the aisle.

It was a small wedding. Neither she nor Max came from large families. Having chosen a small chapel for the ceremony, it still looked full to capacity with the friends and family who had managed to attend. She clutched her bouquet and looked up at the altar. The celebrant was alone. Although he was smiling as she approached, he had a look of apprehension in his eyes.

Where was Max? There was no sign of him or his groomsmen. Perhaps he’d got stuck in traffic. Maybe his hopeless best man had misplaced the rings. There had to be some logical explanation for why she’d arrived at the altar first. It was doubly odd considering she’d taken the bride’s prerogative of arriving fashionably late.

She felt the cold pang of nerves shoot through her body. Something was definitely amiss. She tried not to look at the congregation as she passed, knowing she was a breath away from losing her composure if she caught anyone’s eye.

As she reached the altar, the celebrant extended his hand and took her by the arm. He was a kind man and gave her a reassuring smile.

“Come with me, Jenny,” he said.

Leading her away from the gathering to the private rooms at the back of the chapel, he invited her to take a seat on the couch. She was too terrified to ask what was happening or why he’d excused her from the ceremony. Perhaps he was stalling for time, to give her the dignity of walking the aisle when Max finally arrived.

“I’m so sorry,” he said, sitting at her side and taking her hand. “He’s not coming.”

* * *

Why? It was the question every abandoned bride wanted to ask the man who had changed his mind. Jenny tried to get hold of him for weeks. He didn’t answer his phone, emails or respond to messages on social media sites. It was like he’d vanished from the face of the planet. His family didn’t know where he was either, at least, that’s what they all told her. They could have been protecting him. She would never know.

With no answer to her question, she had to find one in herself, once she’d cried her grief out of her system. That didn’t come easily to her, or happen anytime soon. She was grateful for the care and support she received from her own family and friends. They reassured her it was nothing to do with her, that Max was a fool to chicken out at the last minute. They told her she deserved better.

But all reassurance aside, it still made no sense to her. She didn’t want him back, not now, she just wanted to understand how it had come to an end, without discussion, without warning. All the promises of love and commitment gone as if they’d never existed.

“Was it me? What’s wrong with me?” she said, inspecting herself front and back in the mirror as if she would find the fatal flaw.

He’d always told her she was very beautiful, inside and out. Modesty aside, she knew she was too. She knew the power of her dazzling blue eyes, her pretty face and long dark-brown hair. Surely it wasn’t her body either, not that he’d seen her completely naked. She had a lovely, feminine figure, with long legs and large breasts. He would have seen her naked on their wedding night, when she would finally lose her virginity.

Up to this moment, it had been important to her that she waited for the right man to have sex for the first time. Now, the waiting felt foolish, the ideal of a young woman who’d placed too much emphasis on a rite of passage she should have experienced already.

Surely it couldn’t have been her personality either. She’d never mistreated him. She’d always respected him for who he was and what he wanted to do with his life. He hadn’t liked the fact she’d insisted on keeping her virginity until they were married, but he’d seemed to accept it. It was the only point of contention between them, the only reason they’d ever argued.

He had told her he was a man and that he had needs. He’d said those exact words one night when he had been trying to get into her panties. But she’d insisted on retaining her virtue, insisted on being good. It occurred to her now that perhaps men didn’t want virtuous women. Perhaps they liked them sinful instead.

She gasped. Was that one aspect of her personality the reason? Had he become so frustrated by the lack of sex that he’d started to have doubts? Or was there another woman? Had he become so desperate he’d gotten together with some woman who was willing to open her legs out of wedlock?

What was the big deal with men and their need to have sex? If he’d really loved her, he would’ve waited. She felt the need to remind herself what she would have offered him had he decided to wait.

She stopped dead in her tracks. No, she needed to remind herself what he’d decided to pass up. To understand what had happened between them required a change of perspective. Up to this point, she’d evaluated love through a veil of virtue. It was time to tear it down and confront sin.

She retrieved a slim gift box from under her bed. She had never opened it, even though she knew what it contained. She pulled the white bow and the ribbon sealing the box fell away.

There was a set of pure white lingerie inside. She stripped naked. She’d looked forward to this dressing ritual, preparing herself to lose her virginity. Why did she have to miss out on it now?

She pulled on the pair of silky thigh-high stockings and admired the way they showed off her legs. Next, she squeezed her large breasts into the strapless lace bra. Pushed together and without straps, they looked like they would burst free if she took too deep a breath. She pulled on the matching panties. Last, she fastened the lace garter to her thigh.

She looked herself up and down in the mirror, a virgin bride, on the cusp of her sexual awakening.

“How could he not wait for this?” she said.

The only difference was she’d had her pussy waxed on their wedding day. It didn’t look right to see so much dark hair through the white lace panties. She stripped them off and went to the bathroom. Lathering up her pussy with foam, she fetched a new razor and carefully shaved herself bare. She always kept herself nicely groomed, but never clean-shaven, apart from that day. It made her pussy tingle with strange, new sensations. They weren’t unpleasant though. It was like a warm, pleasing ache. Cleaning herself off with a hot cloth, she returned to the bedroom to admire her look.

Yes, she looked damned sexy now she’d shaved. It exposed her sex, making it look more inviting, more accessible. She didn’t put the panties back on. Instead, she pulled an armchair up to the mirror, sat down and rested her legs over the arms.

“How could he not wait for this!” she said, looking at her pretty, tight pussy lips.

The ache grew stronger inside her. She’d never been one to touch herself or masturbate. She’d never even put even a finger inside herself. It had been part of maintaining the purity of her virginity.

Now, seeing herself this way, she felt like her pussy had woken up from a long sleep. She put her finger to her clitoris and felt the wetness. The spark of pleasure that ran through her body as she touched herself made her gasp. She circled her clitoris again with the pad of her finger and another, larger jolt of pleasure ripped through her body.

Why hadn’t she done this before? She’d been so determined to protect her virtue, she’d denied herself the pleasure of her sex. Now awakened like a struck match, it demanded satisfaction.

She rubbed her clitoris with one hand while she probed her pussy with the other, pushing one finger deep inside, then two. The feeling of being stretched and filled was incredible.

Until now, she’d thought sex was rather overrated. She’d had the occasional wet dream and they were nice, but nothing like the sex described in romance novels.

This was entirely different. Soon she was gasping and moaning as waves of pleasure swept from her pussy through her body. Seeing herself penetrated at last, even by her own fingers, amplified her pleasure. She forced herself to look at what she was doing, wanting to see herself cum.

When it hit her, she was stunned with the intensity of the pleasure she felt. Her whole body clenched and bucked with euphoric joy. As she gasped for breath, feeling blissfully light-headed, she knew this discovery couldn’t stop here. Now the cat was out of the bag, or rather, the pussy was out of the panties, she realised there were more sexual pleasures awaiting her. Many, many more. This was only an appetiser.

She looked herself up and down in the mirror again, no longer seeing a virgin bride staring back at her with innocent blue eyes. She may not have had sex with a man yet, but this experience had changed her. She looked at her inner thighs, wet and glistening with the juices of her orgasm. The woman inside was awake and ready for sex. As she met this woman at last, she realised she was not what she’d expected. But she instantly adored her and couldn’t wait to get to know her better.

First and foremost, she needed to find this new woman more appropriate clothes. There would be no more sensible wardrobe choices. Everything she wore from now on would be sexy, from a ribbon in her hair to her shoes.

She loved how sexy she felt wearing her lovely bridal lingerie. It was a good place to start building her new wardrobe. She dressed, hopped into her car and drove into town. The best way to celebrate the moment of moving on from being an abandoned bride to this new sexy woman was to give her credit card a good thrashing. She took a deep breath and marched into an exclusive adult clothing store like she owned it. She’d passed it before, but then, even looking in the window had made her cheeks flush.

As she saw the array of sexy outfits, she continued to realise what she’d been missing. She browsed the racks of lingerie, touching everything, indulging in the sensual experience of satin, silk and lace on her fingertips. Anything that took her fancy went into her basket. She selected stockings, panties, bras, corsets, tiny nightdresses and more.

Trying them all on got her hot and bothered again, but when she put on a pair of crotchless black silk panties, her juices started to flow. After her masturbation session in front of the mirror, she knew there was no way she could shut down her arousal. She hadn’t turned on the tap of her sexuality, she’d burst a dam. The panties looked so sexy, showing off her pussy lips, but hiding the rest of her sex. She couldn’t resist putting her fingers inside herself again.

In moments, she was gasping and panting. Oh hell, was she going to cum in the changing room of a lingerie store? There was so much juice flowing from her pussy, it was dripping down her inner thighs. Without a thought, she grabbed another pair of panties and stuffed them inside her pussy to halt the flow of her juices. She knew she wouldn’t have long before she was leaking once more. Her pussy throbbed and ached with the pleasure of being filled, even if it was only by a slip of silky fabric.

She hurried to get changed, purchased everything she’d collected, minus the panties in her pussy, and drove home. She barely made it through her front door before she let out a wail of joy. She realised she must have looked like a young girl desperately pressing her legs together to hold onto a full bladder. Instead, she was having her second and equally delicious orgasm in the same afternoon.

Plucking the panties from her pussy, she saw they were completely soaked through with her juices. She felt the urge to raise them to her nose. Inhaling deeply, she was overwhelmed by the delicious aroma. It was like sweet, fruity Moscato wine. Who knew she smelled so seductive? Did every woman’s sex have such an arousing scent?

Before she could explore this next discovery, she heard raised voices coming from the neighbour’s house. She dropped her panties onto a dining room chair and went to the window.

The new neighbours were having an argument. She’d seen them move in more than a week ago, but hadn’t gone round to introduce herself yet. The subject of partners would invariably come up and she wasn’t in the mood to talk about the events at the altar.

They’d left a window open and although she couldn’t make out any words, by all accounts the argument was getting heated. She peeked between the gap in her blinds and saw them for the first time. The woman was dark and petite, quite pretty despite being the obvious aggressor. He was delicious! She imagined he had a lot of Greek blood judging by his dark hair and golden skin. He was tall, with the broad shoulders of a competitive swimmer. He was trying to appease the situation, but it looked like a losing battle.

Finally the woman stormed out of the house, slamming the door behind her and driving off in her car. He circled the room for a moment, looking lost. Then he went outside and sat on the porch.

Jenny chewed a fingernail. Curiosity got the better of her and she wandered outside, pretending she needed to check the mail. There was a driveway between the houses, but no fence, so they both had a clear view of one another.

She smiled and waved as their eyes met. “Oh, hey,” she said. “You must be the new neighbours. I’m Jenny.”

He gave her a forced smile. Gosh, he was handsome! He was definitely of Mediterranean descent, but he had eyes like a green sea.

“Hi, nice to meet you,” he said, standing up to come closer. “I’m Paulo.”

“And your… wife?”

His shoulders slumped. “Ah… I’m so sorry. You heard didn’t you?”

She nodded.

“That’s Asako. She may be a small woman but she packs a mighty big temper.”

On a day of new discoveries, Jenny made another. If his wife didn’t want his company, she’d gladly fantasize about having sex with this man while she listened to his problems. “Do you want to come in? Have a cup of tea?”

He looked at his hands, then out to the road. “Uh… sure. Yeah, that’d be great. If it’s no bother.”

He sat at the table while she made tea. As she sat down, she saw his eyes linger on her for longer than was normal for two people who had just met. It was the sustained admiration of a close friend… or a lover.

She smiled with her eyes and set the cups on the table. Yes, her formerly undiscovered woman was now awake and she liked the newfound power of her sexuality. She couldn’t remember Max ever having looked at her the way Paulo was now. It was like he had no control of his desire.

“So, what was the quarrel about? Y’know, if you want to get it off your chest.”

He shook his head and shrugged. “I’m never good enough. I never try hard enough. At least, that’s what she tells me. I try my best. It’s never enough for her.”

“We try so hard to please other people, we sometimes lose sight of ourselves,” she said.

He nodded. “Yeah. It sure isn’t a perfect marriage. It’s at times like these I wonder if we’re really all that well suited for each other.” He let out a small uncomfortable laugh, realising he was baring his soul to a near stranger. “How about you? That’s a lovely ring. He must love you very much indeed.”

She looked at her hand. The diamond solitaire engagement ring sparkled as it caught the light. Why was she still wearing it? Was she clinging to hope that Max would call to say he’s made a mistake? She wrestled it from her finger and dropped it on the table.

“I should have taken that off the day it was over,” she said. “He made a fool of me, left me standing at the altar.”

Paulo let out a small snort. “You’re kidding, right? What kind of fool would walk away from such a beautiful woman?”

She didn’t answer, not because she didn’t know the answer to ‘why,’ but because she’d never received a flattering compliment from a man she barely knew. She liked it. She wanted to hear more of them. To hell with ‘why.’

“And you have a big heart too,” he continued.

“I’m not so sure about that,” she replied. “I’ve changed.”

“Well, you took pity on a fool like me and invited me into your house to offload my burdens. That’s a kindness.”

She looked into his sea-green eyes. Perhaps it was showing him kindness, but that was the last thing on her mind. She just wanted to look at a handsome man and imagine having sex with him. Or perhaps, she was moving beyond imagining such things. Perhaps, she was finding out if she could have sex with him. Was this powerful woman inside her capable of making a married man break his vows? The fact he was also vulnerable from his argument made him even sexier and the idea more appealing.

“Why did he leave you?” he asked.

“I don’t know. And to be honest, I no longer care. I’m better for it, becoming more myself with each passing day.”

He finished his tea. “Well, I’m glad something good has come of it. I’d better get going. I never know how long Asako will be away when she storms off. Thanks for the tea. And for the ear.”

As he stood up, she was certain he was packing a swollen cock in his pants. She led him to the door and as he passed through, she turned her body so his arm brushed against one of her breasts. He broke step at that moment, hesitating as if he was about to turn around, then returned to his house.

Yes, she had changed. The more she discovered the power of her femininity, the more she wanted to use it on men. What’s more, the pair of hurriedly abandoned panties she’d dropped on a chair were now underneath the one where Paulo had been sitting.

She retrieved them and once again appreciated the captivating scent of her sex. Had he been smelling them too? The idea she’d made an emotionally vulnerable man aroused was reason enough to take her pussy to bed and make it cum again.

* * *

Paulo and Asako were at it again a few days later. This time, they had the curtains wide open and Jenny could see into their lounge from her window. Asako was giving him hell. He was trying to appease her, without much success. Then the small woman slapped him hard across the face. His head snapped to the side with the blow, but she wasn’t finished, dealing him a stinging backhand to the other cheek.

Jenny cringed as she watched Asako storm out of the house once again. He followed her this time, still trying to appease her as she got into her car, slammed the door and drove off.

Jenny pressed a finger to her lips. There was more to Asako’s tirades than met the eye. She wasn’t making a statement, she was finding an excuse to be somewhere else. And quite possibly, with someone else. This marriage wasn’t on the rocks, it was getting dashed to pieces. Asako was setting up reasons to end it, while seeking comfort from whoever was waiting in the wings to take Paulo’s place. They were both in denial about bringing it to an end.

Of all people, Jenny understood. If Max had come to her to call it off, she would have fought hard to keep their relationship alive. Although he’d taken the cowards way out, the abrupt end to their relationship had been for the best.

She slipped out the front door and sat on her banister while she watched Paulo stumble back to his house.

“I’m just gonna say it. She treats you like a bitch,” she said.

He looked up, opening his mouth to defend Asako’s honour, then changing his mind. “Oh, Jenny. Damn, I’m so sorry you had to witness that again.”

“She treats you like a bitch,” she said again, with an even tone. “Do you get to screw her like a bitch, y’know to offset getting your face slapped?”

He strode into her yard, his body becoming rigid. “Jenny, I don’t think you should be—”

“I’m just saying it like it is,” she said.

He took the small flight of steps onto the porch with one stride. She thrust out her breasts and met him defiantly.

“Why don’t you get it out of your system?” she said. “Believe me, you’ll feel better for it.”

He approached, entering her personal space, his body trembling with a cocktail of mixed emotions. “Get what out of my system?” he growled.

“The need to screw her like a bitch,” she whispered. “Screw me instead. I know you want to.”

She shoved past him, making sure she gave him a generous brush of her breasts along his chest and arms as she stepped through her front door.

He followed her inside, closing the door behind them. The raw lust in his eyes made him look like a wild beast.

Jenny stepped up to him again and gave him a stinging slap across the face. “Do you like her treating you like a bitch?” She struck him again, harder, so his eyes watered with the blow. “Or do you have some self-respect?”

He grabbed her arms to make her stop. She fought him, freeing one arm so she could slap him again. He caught her wrist this time and used his superior size and strength to drag her into the bedroom, where he threw her onto the bed.

She kicked and fought him, and tried to bite him as he ripped open her blouse, baring her breasts. He rolled her onto her front and pinned her to the bed under his knee. Then he grabbed her hands and she felt the smooth leather of his belt encircling her wrists, being pulled tight and buckled into place.

As he rolled her over again, she saw he’d freed his throbbing erection from his pants. She tried to kick him in his balls, but he was already wrestling with her legs, forcing them open to gain access to her sex. He pinned her in place so he could enter her.

She was incredibly wet, otherwise his cock would have felt like a battering ram. That was how he proceeded to pound her, hard and rough, driving himself balls deep into her pussy with all the force of his powerful body.

She struggled and tried to bite him, so he clamped his hand over her mouth. While he grunted and groaned as he mercilessly ground his cock into her sex, she smiled. She’d done it at last. She’d lost her virginity in the rawest, most animalistic way possible. The burning pleasure was a knife edge from pain, and it felt wonderful.

He didn’t seem to notice she’d stopped fighting him as he continued to pump her pussy. It felt so good to be filled and stretched by a hot, hard cock. Her orgasms came on like a swelling tide, with small waves of pleasure at first, one following the other. Finally, it felt like a tidal wave of pure carnal joy. The heat inside her pussy and the way she clamped his cock set him off too. His body went rigid, his grip tightened, fingers digging into her breast. Then she felt what it was like to have a man orgasm inside her, pumping jet after jet of hot cum, throbbing, pulsing, with short violent thrusts.

His body went limp at the end of his release. After a moment, he suddenly seemed to be aware of what had happened between them, as if he had been someone else while they’d been having sex. His face went white and terror flashed in his eyes.

“Oh hell! Oh, oh… please forgive me… I’m so sorry,” he said, rolling her over to free her hands.

“It’s okay,” she said.

“No, no, it’s not okay! I am so very sorry.” He zipped up his pants in a hurry and ran for the door.

Jenny took a deep breath. She’d gotten what she wanted, and the truth of the matter was, he had too, whether he’d realised it yet or not. She slumped back into the bed, enjoying the after effects of having had sex for the first time. All her romantic notions about it being a special, caring and tender moment were blown away. The animal ferocity with which Paulo had pounded her pussy with his thick cock was infinitely better. She loved the unbridled ferocity. Who needed kissing and cuddling with foreplay like that? They’d been two people who’d just wanted to get it on.

And now she had a taste for sex, she wanted more… and the more wicked it was the better.

* * *

Paulo avoided her after she’d made him lose his self control. She preferred to think of it as introducing him to the man who lived underneath the pretence. If she could show him the truth about himself, as she had discovered the truth about herself, she could set him free.

His fights with Asako became more frequent. Even though they remembered to close the windows, Jenny was aware of every argument. She’d taken to watching them both with much more interest. Now she’d started him down the path to freedom, all he needed was a little push to pass the point of no return.

That night, she watched Asako go to bed alone. Paulo sat on the couch, brooding with his thoughts.

Jenny slipped on a white baby-doll nightdress. It was a strapless number and the flimsy fabric barely contained her breasts. She felt positively wicked as she slipped out the back door and crossed the driveway to Paulo’s house. The key was under the flower pot where he always left it. She quietly turned the lock and let herself inside.

Paulo looked up wide-eyed as she tiptoed into the lounge. Although surprised to see her, his hungry eyes raked the length of her body, dwelling on her exposed cleavage and the short skirt of the nightdress.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he all but mouthed, so as not to wake Asako.

She didn’t break step, climbing onto the couch to straddle him.

“What does it look like?” she whispered.

“You have to leave. Now!” he hissed.

“I don’t believe you,” she replied, reaching into the vertical fly of his briefs to free his throbbing erection. “Your cock says otherwise.”

He gripped her by the arms, as if ready to haul her off him, but she kept her gaze locked on his sea-green eyes. His hands softened and fell to his sides. She could feel her feminine power growing in strength. She could make him wild with lust, and she could render him helpless with desire too.

She took his twitching cock to her entrance and eased him into her hot, wet sex. He took a shuddering breath as she pressed herself onto him, driving him as deep as he could go. Rolling her hips, she kept him inside her as she rode him hard. Now she was in control of the action and she liked it.

There had been no kissing last time and she had no desire to kiss him now. She wanted more than a kiss. She wanted to dominate him. Leaning into his neck, she took his earlobe between her teeth and bit it hard. He stifled a yelp.

“C’mon, you can take it,” she whispered. “You like getting slapped by a bitch, so I’m sure you can handle a few little bites.”

She bit him again on the neck, making sure her teeth would leave a lovely bruise. She worked her way to the other side, softly brushing his skin with her lips, leaving him wondering if she would continue to inflict pain or soothe the bites with tender kisses.

She bit his other ear and held on to make sure it would ache long after she’d let him go. Her pussy grew hotter and wetter with each bite. Paulo struggled to keep his voice in check.

“Wouldn’t it be lovely if Asako could see us now,” she whispered, taking his lower lip between her teeth to begin the final stages of her treatment.

He whimpered as she bit him again and again, leaving his lip swollen and raw. Dominating him this way set off a powerful orgasm. It ripped through her with wild ferocity and, if she wasn’t feeling in such a charitable mood, she would have cried out to the moon to announce her release.

Then she eased herself off him, seeing that he was still hard and hadn’t yet cum. He was a stunned wreck, his neck covered with the swollen red marks of her teeth, his lower lip already puffy and raw.

“Have some self-respect… before it’s too late,” she said, and let herself out.

The following morning, there was no sign of Paulo. Asako sat alone on their porch, reading a handwritten letter and looking lost. Jenny didn’t need to ask her what it said. Paulo had left her and wasn’t coming back.

* * *

Jenny went shopping to celebrate releasing Paulo from his broken relationship. Saving him had given her an idea and to execute it, she needed exactly the right item of clothing. She found what she was looking for in a designer shop. It was a white turtleneck trench coat. It was cut to be form-fitting, hugging the delectable curves of her bust, waist and hips. With one long zipper at the front, she could whip it on and off with ease. Although it concealed her body from the neck down, it was a three-quarter length coat and showed off her beautiful long legs like a short, tight skirt. Against her chocolate-brown hair and baby-blue eyes, it was dazzlingly white.

The finishing touch was the ribbon that had been used to seal the box containing her bridal lingerie. She knotted it to a single lock to create a brilliant white streak through her hair.

She admired herself in the mirror, seeing the woman who had been waiting inside her at last. Now properly dressed, she could spread her wings, like a beautiful white butterfly emerging from a cocoon of foolish virtue.

She blew a kiss to farewell the virgin bride. That woman was gone. It felt wonderful to embrace her sinful side.

Undoing relationships was not about having revenge on men, or to get payback at Max. It was about showing men who they really were inside, just as she had discovered her true self. Max had started her down this path to liberation. In truth, she owed him a debt of thanks.

To complete her transformation, she needed some new toys. Like the lingerie shop she’d visited weeks before, there was an adult shop which had also made her cheeks redden in the past. Not now though. She walked into the store with cool abandon.

There was a glamorous older woman behind the counter. She had black hair, red lips and piercing dark eyes. Jenny greeted her with a polite nod, as if acknowledging a kindred spirit. The woman returned it in kind.

Jenny looked at the toys on display. The dildos and rubber cocks held no interest. If she wanted a cock, she knew she could have one any time she liked. It was simply a matter of finding a man who was pleasing enough on the eye. She was more interested in the clamps, whips, paddles and cock harnesses. She selected the ones she liked best, filling her basket.

“I’ll take the lot,” she said, setting it on the counter.

The shopkeeper gave her a nod of respect. “I see you’re very open-minded in your tastes,” she said.

“Oh, these will do for a start. What I want more is what’s under the counter… toys for sexual practices considered taboo.”

The shopkeeper looked at her for a long moment and her lips curled into a smile. “Given the selection in your basket, I’ll take a guess that you’re looking to make a statement with men.”

“More like a mark they’ll remember for the rest of their lives. Show me what you’ve got,” said Jenny.

The shopkeeper unlocked a drawer under the counter and pulled out a slender case. “Then this is the only item you’ll need… the ultimate form of male domination,” she said.

* * *

Now dressed in her glamorous white coat, Jenny was ready to liberate another man. She went to a fashionable wine bar. Taking a prominent seat where she could survey the crowd, she watched people with brazen abandon. Several single men asked her if they could buy her a drink. She pointed out that she already had one. She wasn’t interested in the single men, it was the married men she’d come to watch.

As another couple took a seat at one of the tables, she noted the man was the type she was looking for. He was a handsome specimen, with blond hair and blue eyes. He had a grey crushed-silk suit and a royal purple tie. His wife was pretty enough, but not getting the level of attention she thought she deserved. This was because the blond man’s blue eyes were greedily straying to the feminine flesh on display, all the women he could no longer take to bed. It didn’t take him long to notice Jenny’s legs, elegantly crossed as she perched on her stool. She adjusted her position to give him a better view.

As their eyes met, Jenny gave him a tiny wink. Taken off guard, he fumbled with his wine glass. His wife was becoming more and more agitated by the minute with his obvious distraction. It made their awkward silences desolate.

She didn’t need to overhear the subject of their conversation when they did speak to one another. The wife was telling him how she thought he should handle some situation. He didn’t want to talk about it. When he told her as much, she lost her temper. Although she kept her anger contained, she clearly said, “You’d better say sorry!”

When he didn’t, she grabbed her handbag and marched out of the bar. He started to apologise as she walked away, but it was too late.

He rushed to the bar to pay the bill. Jenny intercepted him, taking him by the arm as he passed. Their eyes met again.

“Leave her be,” she said. “Follow me into the bathroom instead. I know you want to screw me.”

He looked at her for a long moment, his eyes burning with desire. She took his hand and he followed without resistance.

She didn’t care if they were seen going into the bathroom together. She locked the door though as she didn’t want any interruptions.

Hopping onto the vanity, she opened her legs so he could see she wasn’t wearing any panties. The bulge that rose in his pants was adorable given his look of shock and surprise.

She pulled him close, removing his belt from his pants and spinning him about. She knew she could do anything to him while he was in this state, which made it all the more fun. She wrapped his belt around his wrists and buckled it up tight. Turning him to face her again, she dropped his pants and briefs so they were stuck around his ankles. His cock stood to attention from between his shirt tails, already glistening at the tip with a bead of pre-cum.

“Screw me hard and screw me good,” she said, pulling off his tie. Wrapping it around his neck twice like a garrotte, she pulled it tight. “Screw me like your life depends on it. Right now it does.”

He did, pounding her as hard as he could in the awkward position, while she slowly pulled the tie tighter. In a few moments, he was short of breath and sheened with sweat.

“Harder!” she said through gritted teeth.

His cock felt like a steel rod in her pussy as he hammered away, gasping for air, hoping to please her.

“Do you like having a bitch always telling you what to do?” she said, staring at him hard, not letting him break eye contact for more than a blink.

He shook his head.

She released the tie and pushed him away. He fell onto his ass, staring up at her as he sucked in deep lungfuls of air.

“Then don’t just leave her be,” she said. “Leave her forever.”

She didn’t bother to untie him. She simply opened the door and left.

* * *

As the weeks and months went by, she found more men, and more interesting ways to help them to make their decision to leave their wives. Sometimes she gave them mind-blowing sex and an orgasm they’d never forget. Other times she treated them like dirt, degrading them in all kinds of humiliating ways. She particularly enjoyed spanking a man until his ass was flaming red. When she had finished, she left with his pants and briefs over her arm, so he was forced to reveal his shame in public. It was all a matter of finding the right method to make a man realise he needed to move on.

Late one morning, she was sipping a strong black coffee at a café by the river. She sensed the presence of a man approaching before she could turn around to see who it was.

“Jenny? Jenny! Is that really you?”

She turned around and had to fight hard to conceal her surprise. “Hello, Max,” she said in an even tone.

He blinked several times, as if he still couldn’t quite believe the woman in a provocative white form-fitting coat was the same person he’d known. “Um… if you don’t mind me saying so, you look great!”

It was quite an outburst. She looked him up and down. He looked much the same, youthful and handsome. With his premature white hair in his sideburns, he also had the sexy sophistication of an older, experienced lover.

“I’m sorry, I should go,” he said.

She pushed out the chair opposite with her elegant white heels. “Sit,” she said.

He did, looking at her and drumming his fingers on the table. She looked back at him and enjoyed how awkward he became as the seconds ticked by in silence.

“Jenny, about the day we—”

“No need to mention it. It’s done. In the past.”

“I’m sorry, it was a confusing time.”

She looked him over. “How’s life treating you now?”

He drew a slow breath, shoulders slumping as he relaxed. “Can’t complain. What happened to you? You’ve changed.”

She shrugged. “I needed a little nudge to come out of my shell.”

He drew a sharp breath. “I have to say, you look different. But good. Actually way better than good. You look beautiful!”

She allowed herself a small smile. “Do I hear a note of regret?”

He recoiled at the question. “Regret?”

“That we never had sex,” she said. “I see it in your eyes. You still want to know if you made a mistake.”

He swallowed. “I didn’t know it until I saw you. I was going to keep walking, but I couldn’t take my eyes off you.”

She leaned across the table. “Would you like to find out? One time only. No strings attached.”

“Are you suggesting we—”

“I’m not suggesting anything, Max. I’m asking you if you’d like to screw me.”

“Goddamn, you’ve changed.” He bit his lip. “Hell, I’d be lying if I said no.”

She stood up and collected her handbag. “Then why wait? There’s a hotel around the corner. C’mon!”

They walked in silence, like a pair of conspirators about to commit a crime. There was no discussion at the hotel reception. He checked them in under false names and paid for the room in cash. At every opportunity he acted like a complete gentleman as if they were once again young lovers swept up in the first flushes of romance.

The room was all she required. It had a comfortable king-sized bed and gauzy blinds that let in plenty of light, but concealed them from the city outside. She sat on the edge of the bed and told him to strip naked. It still amazed her how malleable men became when they thought they were about to get some pussy.

He took off his clothes, folding them into a neat pile, while his erect cock twitched in anticipation. She had seen him naked before, but never like this. Despite having a lean, muscular body, she admired how vulnerable he seemed now. He was ready to let her dictate proceedings rather than trying to force himself upon her.

“Lie on your back and grip the headboard rails,” she said, taking a set of handcuffs from her purse.

He eyed the cuffs as she readied them, but did as she asked. She cuffed him, threading the chain links through the rails.

Then she straddled his upper body, with her knees under his arms as she lifted her coat tails. His eyes widened at the sight of her naked pussy and he let out an appreciative sigh.

“Doesn’t it smell so sweet?” she said. She pinched his cheeks to force his mouth open. Of all the pleasures and punishments she’d given men, Max needed the kind experience he’d never forget. “But I don’t want you to lick me, Max. I need to pee. I want to pee in your mouth. You’re going to drink it. All of it.”

He didn’t have a choice because she didn’t give him one. She positioned her pussy close so she could squirt her stream into his mouth. He didn’t enjoy being degraded in this way, so she made it last as long as possible, digging her long fingernails into his cheeks to keep his mouth open. His eyes watered with the pain, but he was too busy swallowing her pee to have a chance to cry out. He swallowed everything she gave him. Such was the power of the promise of pussy.

“Yes, that’s it, drink it all up.” She fetched a roll of duct tape from her handbag, ripped off a piece and sealed his lips shut. “Now you have a lovely taste in your mouth, you can watch me finger myself while I put you to sleep.”

His eyes widened with the onset of fear as he realised she was not simply going to have sex with him. She had something altogether different planned.

“Take one last deep breath,” she said, putting her pussy close to his nose. “Doesn’t it smell delicious? That’s what you walked away from.”

With one hand she began to finger the tiny nubbin of her clitoris so her sex juices began to flow. She let him inhale the sweet perfume of her sex and then pinched his nostrils closed with her free hand. It didn’t take her long to cum as he writhed about, trying to breathe, while she fingered herself. It was so arousing to see her juices dripping onto his face while he wondered if she was going to suffocate him.

She had no desire to take it that far though. She only wanted to knock him out. It was much more fun to finger herself while she cut off his air supply than giving him a pill. Once he was limp, she released his nose.

It was time to get to the truth. She’d seen the white line on the third finger of his left hand as soon as he’d sat down at the café, the untanned patch of skin where he wore a wedding ring.

She found it in his jacket pocket along with his wallet. He’d also slipped his wedding photo underneath his credit cards. The woman he’d married was pretty enough, but she was nothing compared to Jenny. No doubt her edge to win Max’s affections had been that she was willing to put out like a whore whenever he wanted sex.

All that was about to change. It was time to give their relationship the release it deserved. She neatly tore the photograph in half, removing his wife in her pretty white dress and dropping her into the bin.

Some men needed mind-blowing sex to be released. Others needed punishment. She retrieved the slender case from her purse. But men like Max needed their balls removed. When she’d said their tryst would have no strings attached, she’d meant it in more ways than one.

The hypodermic needle was loaded with a cocktail of anaesthetic and erectile drugs. As she injected his ball sac, they acted immediately and his cock began to swell to full hardness even though he was unconscious.

Her heart raced as she picked up the surgical scissors. From the moment the woman in the sex shop had explained what they were and how to remove a man’s balls, she’d known her first castration would have to be special. If Max had chosen not to take her virginity as a woman, it was fitting that he should take her virginity as a castratrix.

Snipping into his sac was exciting and she felt a burning ache deep in her pussy as she squeezed his first testicle from the small cut. The white, glistening organ that held half of his sex power was only anchored to his body by a slender cord. It looked so vulnerable. With one small snip she removed it and put it into a small glass jar.

The second one would remove his sex function altogether. She happily put her scissors back to work. There was nothing sweeter than making those two small snips. She felt as if she’d always been meant to cut men this way, like it was her destiny. Much like her first profound sexual experience, she knew this was only the beginning, that she would come to know powerful pleasure from dominating men this way.

With a few stitches to seal the cuts, Max had a lovely, empty sac. She climbed over him again, easing his swollen cock into her pussy. She gave him a hard slap across the face. He stirred, regaining consciousness, and she began to ride him hard.

“You wanted to know how it feels…” she said.

His face twisted with confused emotions. His cock would be so engorged with the drugs he’d be feeling desperate to cum. She continued to work it, clenching him tight with her inner muscles to drive him wild with the delicious friction of each thrust.

“This is what you walked away from, Max. It feels incredible doesn’t it.”

He was gasping for air, so she ripped the tape off his face.

“I know you need to cum so much right now, to get that explosive release that’s bottled up inside,” she said, thrusting down onto him to drive him deep inside her. “Do you know what the celebrant said to me after you’d left me waiting at the altar?”

He grunted with his desperate need for release, face twisting with the strain of an orgasm that continued to elude him.

“The celebrant said, ‘He’s not coming’.” She giggled and held up the glass jar containing his balls. “Now… you’re not going to cum ever again.”

His eyes widened and he gasped out a short sentence, struggling to understand what was happening. He would find out soon enough.

For now, she wanted to enjoy the ride. She would be the last woman to take pleasure from his erect cock. With this consummation of Max’s castration, she had finally become the woman she was meant to be. Heartbreaker. Home-wrecker. White widow.


The Two Worst Letters

As far as Rory was concerned, the two worst letters in the alphabet were D and E. No two other letters came anywhere as close to being as bad.

For students, they were the fail grades, worse than an F because they meant you’d tried to get a good grade, but just weren’t smart enough.

For a woman, they were okay, but only if they referred to your bra size.

For a man, they were disgusting, especially when presented in reverse order: ED, the polite acronym for Erectile Dysfunction.

To have ED at the unfortunate young age of twenty-seven had led Rory to where he was now, sitting opposite Clara Carrington, a hypnotherapist.

He’d chosen Clara for two reasons. First, his ED was supposedly all in his head, and if she could help people quit smoking, how hard could it be to get his ED sorted out? The second reason was related to the first. She was drop-dead gorgeous. Simply looking at her face was enough to stimulate a boner. At least he hoped it would stimulate one as the treatments began. Right now, he was as limp as a noodle.

She had streaks of bronze through her shoulder-length blond hair, which curled into wild ringlets at the ends. Her blue-green eyes were the colour of the sea, and her full pink pout completed her perfect face. He expected she had a body to match, although he couldn’t tell, as she dressed modestly, taking pains to be professional.

One thing was certain. She was definitely a recipient of the letter D for her bra size, or more likely an E. Either way, he hoped her fortune with those letters as a woman would offset his misfortune with them as a man.

“Let’s start with some background,” she said. Her voice was musical, high-pitched but soft and smooth. Each word she spoke was like a tender caress. He understood why she was so good at hypnotising people.

“I used to be a competitive bodybuilder,” he began.

She arched one of her exquisitely groomed eyebrows. “You look too slender to have the physique for it.”

“I’ve dropped a lot of weight since I stopped,” he explained. “It’s a sport that requires a high protein diet and lots of supplements. I took them all. Including the steroids. That’s what started the problem.”

He drew a deep breath and blew it out. Damn, he hoped she wouldn’t laugh.

“While I developed a great body, my penis shrunk and I started having problems getting erections. It’s a problem that sometimes occurs for male bodybuilders. But, since I’ve stopped, it has stayed small and I now I can’t get an erection at all. My doctor has run many tests. He says there’s nothing physically wrong with me, that it’s totally psychological.”

“So here we are,” she said, with a slight nod.

He felt relieved she had given him a neutral response. Since his shrinkage, he’d lost a lot of confidence with women. There had been more than a few humiliating episodes in the bedroom. The only woman he’d managed to get into bed without seeing it first had asked him the most feared question of all. “Is it in yet?” And it was.

“The mind works in interesting ways,” she continued. “It can actually manifest certain conditions within the body that aren’t there at all. The purpose of guided hypnosis is to take your conscious mind on a journey into your subconscious mind. There, we can get to the bottom of the issue and address it. Are you ready to take the journey?”

He nodded. It sounded daunting, but nothing could be worse than being humiliated by women for having a small penis. Without help, he faced the prospect of never having sex ever again.

“Come and lie back on the recliner,” she said.

He lay back and wriggled to get comfortable. As she took a seat in an armchair at his side, he could smell her perfume. It had notes of cinnamon and oranges, but there was another scent he couldn’t identify. It was like some variety of perfectly ripe fruit. He closed his eyes to enjoy its mouth-watering subtleties. With every breath he took, he felt a stirring in his loins. Deciding to see Clara had been a good idea. She was already having a wonderful effect on him and they hadn’t even started the hypnotherapy.

Her voice lulled him into a deeper state of relaxation. “We’re going to take you inside your mind now. We’re going to a place where you’ll feel safe and relaxed. With each session, you’ll venture deeper into this place, until you find the answers you need.”

He wanted to acknowledge her, but he was too relaxed to speak.

“I’ll count down from ten. When I reach one, you’ll be in a deep sleep, but still aware of my voice. All you have to do is listen to my voice… ten…”

She had such a soothing voice. As he drifted away to the realm of his subconscious, he thought how wonderful it would be to hear her voice every time he went to sleep. She sounded like an angel. It brought him such joy.

“Three, two, one… and asleep!”

* * *

Rory opened his eyes. He was standing on a beach. It looked like a tropical island in the middle of the Pacific Ocean. It had white sand, palm trees and the sea was so clear he could see the fish darting in and out of the waves. He wore a pair of swimming trunks, but the sun was warm, blazing white in the blue sky. On the ocean breeze he caught the faint scent of ripe fruit.

Follow the path.

The voice belonged to Clara, somewhere in the back of his mind. Somehow, he was still aware of her presence.

He looked about. Away from the shoreline, a sandy trail led into the tropical jungle. He followed it, enjoying the soft brown sand between his toes as he walked.

The jungle was light and breezy and he had no sense of apprehension as he followed the path deeper into the thick, green foliage. The sand gave way to grass and after a few moments he heard the sound of running water. As he turned a corner, he saw a small waterfall ahead, splashing into a picture-perfect lagoon. He stopped at its edge, looking down into the blue water.

Take the plunge. Dive into the water. You’re safe here.

He closed his eyes, pinched his nostrils and leaped over the edge. The water caught him in a warm, wet embrace. He swam to the surface and drew a breath. It was warm, cleansing and invigorating, like the most refreshing bath he’d ever taken. On the other side of the lagoon was a villa. It looked like luxury accommodation at an exclusive tropical resort, but there were no other buildings. He swam towards it, taking his time to enjoy the water.

As the villa drew closer, he could see it had an open-air gazebo built right over the lagoon, with an octagonal roof covering an outdoor lounge suite. He couldn’t imagine a more perfect place to relax. This was paradise.

Then he saw a woman rise from the lounge suite, her long blond and bronze hair gently blowing in the breeze. It was Clara. She wore only a bikini. He revised his assessment about the status of her clothes. It was such a tiny bikini, it barely counted as clothing at all. Two tiny triangles of cloth concealed the nipples of her E cup breasts and a slip of fabric not much bigger covered her pussy lips. The rest of her mound was exposed and he saw she was completely shaved. He ogled her two perfect, gravity-defying E cups. The two worst letters were already halfway better.

He decided this was better than paradise. It was heaven! Damn she was sexy! This was the treatment he needed to get the little guy active again.

Clara waved and beckoned for him to join her at the gazebo. As he climbed the steps she offered him a towel. He couldn’t dry himself off fast enough.

“You made it,” she said. “Well done. This place is where you’ll find your answers. As we make progress, you’ll move further inside the house.”

“You look stunning,” he said.

She blushed. “Come, sit with me.”

She didn’t need to encourage him or ask twice. As they got comfortable on the settee, she snuggled in close to him. Again her scent filled his nose, but this time he also felt the warmth of her skin as their thighs touched.

“Can I… take a peek at your penis?” she said, fluttering her eyelashes. “Can I see what we need to fix?”

This wasn’t exactly how he’d imagined guided hypnosis would play out, but he had started this treatment to fix his ED. He had to trust in the process and trust in her. “Uh… sure,” he said, as the anxiety of receiving a humiliating comment set in.

She licked her lips as she unbuttoned the vertical fly of his swimming trunks. She pulled it open and looked inside.

Although in the grip of anxiety, he tried to remain calm. It wasn’t like she didn’t already know about his condition. She hadn’t humiliated him about it before, so why would it happen now?

“It is very small,” she said. “You must have taken a lot of steroids to make it shrink to that size. It looks like a cute little button.”

“What?” he said. He knew the drugs had made his cock shrink, but the way she was describing it, there was barely anything there at all.

He grabbed the waistband of his trunks and pulled them down his legs. He gasped as he looked at his groin. He didn’t have a single hair on it, like the time he shaved it before a competition. But it wasn’t that he was hairless, his penis was now even smaller than it had ever been before.

“Shaving usually makes it look bigger, but in your case, it makes it look tiny,” she said.

“Why has it gotten even smaller?”

Clara started to fiddle with it, flicking it with her fingertip like a cat toying with a mouse. “It’s your mind, Rory. It’s revealing your secret desires. You must want a tiny penis, so your mind has given you one.”

That couldn’t be right. It also occurred to him that Clara was now part of the dream state, not guiding it. He asked her why he could see her now.

“You’ve manifested me to help you deal with your… little problem,” she said. “All those pills have made your balls shrink too. They’re like little marbles.”

Right now, Clara wasn’t helping his problem at all. If anything, she was making it worse, especially as she looked so sexy with so much flesh on display. Why couldn’t he get hard faced with such a sexual goddess?

“Why don’t we see if we can get a rise out of the little guy?” she said, as if she could read his mind.

She wriggled to one corner of the couch and invited him to lie back and recline across her lap. She pulled back her bikini top to reveal one hardened nipple. Lifting her breast, she offered it to his mouth.

“Maybe your baby pee-pee needs some milk to help it grow,” she said. A droplet of milk beaded on her nipple and she put it to his open mouth.

He couldn’t resist suckling her breast. She tasted so creamy and sweet. While it was odd as a grown man to be feeding from her breast, it was having the right effect. He felt his cock twitch and swell.

“There we go!” said Clara, taking it between her thumb and fingertip. “You’ve made a little stick. Let’s see if we can get some milk out of it too.”

She stroked him while he suckled at her breast. His erection didn’t feel quite as it had before though. He recalled erections were supposed to feel really good, like having a pleasurable ache from the head of his cock right through his groin. This one felt uncomfortable and sore.

Clara increased the speed of her stroking and the pain in his cock started to build, like he was about to pass a stone. He considered asking her to stop, but she held him to her breast so he continued to drink her milk. He cried out as he reached his peak, feeling no pleasure with his release, only two short, sharp flashes of pain.

Clara frowned. “Two tiny squirts. Not even half a teaspoon.” Her frown transformed into a bright smile. “Still, something is better than nothing. Right?”

He sat up and looked at the droplets of cum on his stomach. Was this progress? It didn’t feel like it. His erection had also immediately subsided and now it was tiny and limp again.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

“I’m certain I do,” said Clara. “Let’s find out if I’m right.”

She stripped off her bikini top and undid the waistbands of her bikini thong. Rory watched with hungry eyes as she exposed her pussy to him. It was tiny and perfect, so incredibly sexy it would drive any man into a fit of maddening lust.

“Kneel between my legs,” she said, taking him by the hair to position him prostrate before her.

“You took all those pills because you want to be impotent. You took them because you want the tiny, limp penis of a subservient man. This is your mind, Rory. It’s revealing your secret desire… to become a slave for a goddess.”

She pulled him closer so he could smell her sex. He recognised the scent. It had the same perfume as he’d smelled in her office, like perfectly ripe fruit. As much as he didn’t like her line of reasoning, he had to admit she smelled wonderful. All his senses focused on her pussy, how beautiful it looked and how his mouth watered with every breath of her scent. He was desperate to taste it.

“I have more pills,” she said, producing a brown plastic bottle from under a cushion. She gave it a rattle. It sounded full. She scanned the label. “Administer one pill per day to the male patient to inhibit sexual function. Ooo… chemical castration pills… that sounds like fun!”

She pinched his cheeks to open his mouth. He was so captivated by her pussy he allowed her to put a pill in his mouth.

“That’s good, Rory. Swallow and you can have a reward. You can taste the object of your desire.”

She opened her legs wide. She told him to swallow the pill and he did without hesitation, so he could press his mouth to her tiny entrance and probe it with his tongue. If he thought she smelled wonderful, she tasted amazing. Her juices were like rich floral honey, so irresistible he wanted to get as much as he could.

She grabbed his hair and pulled him away. “But why stop with only one? Imagine what would happen if you took another.” She took another pill from the bottle and put it in his mouth. “Swallow it and you can have another taste,” she said.

He gulped it down and she let him taste her sweet sex again.

“Y’know, Rory, I’m in a naughty mood today… I want to watch you take the whole bottle,” she said, as she pulled him away again.

One by one, she put a pill in his mouth, allowing him to lick her pussy for a few moments if he swallowed it. He didn’t care, as long as he could get another taste of her delicious juices.

He soon lost count of how many he had taken. She kept feeding them to him and he kept swallowing. He’d never tasted anything so wonderful as the nectar of her sex. As the pills disappeared down his throat, her pleasure grew more intense. She was panting and moaning by the time they reached the end of the bottle.

“So many pills! Oh, Rory, you’re going to have such a tiny, limp penis!”

As he swallowed the last pill, she grabbed him with both hands and pressed his mouth to her pussy. He licked like a feverish man needing every last drop of her honeyed liquid. She rewarded him by gushing into his mouth.

“Drink, Rory! Drink! You’ve taken all the pills, so drink from me and swallow them all down!”

He did, relishing every mouthful of her precious juice until she was fully satisfied and spent.

She smiled as she showed him the empty bottle. “Perfect, Rory. You’re making such good progress towards becoming a slave to my pussy. All your needs for sexual gratification will soon be gone. Your cock will be tiny, limp and numb, unable to get hard, unable to cum. All you’ll want is to drink from my pussy, becoming ever more addicted to my sweet juices.”

As much as this felt like a step in the wrong direction, he wished she would let him taste her one more time. Instead, she closed her legs, led him to the edge of the gazebo by his hair and threw him back into the lagoon.

* * *

“Three, two, one… and wake up!”

Rory opened his eyes. He was right where he’d been before falling into the hypnotic state. Clara was right where she’d been, sitting at his side. He recalled every moment of the dream as if it had actually happened to him.

“Well, it looks like we may have gotten somewhere,” said Clara with a sweet smile. With a small nod, she indicated that he should look at his crotch. There was a small wet stain where he’d cum in his pants.

“That looks like progress,” she said. “How was your experience?”

He frowned. “Not exactly what I expected. It was a mixed bag. Some of it good, some of it… not so good.”

“Do you want to talk about it, share any details?”

He clenched his jaw. Telling Clara his penis was even smaller in the dream was definitely off the topic for discussion. There was no question about avoiding the topic of her being there too, or the fact he’d lapped at her pussy so he could swallow a whole bottle of pills.

He reminded himself it had only been a dream, that none of it was real. He took a deep breath and let it out as a small sigh of relief. Why would he swallow a whole bottle of chemical castration pills? More to the point, what would it do to him if he had taken that many pills? Whatever his mind was doing to resolve his issue, it was working in mysterious ways.

“No, I need some time to process it,” he said.

She nodded. “I understand. Don’t worry if it wasn’t an entirely positive experience, Rory. Sometimes you have to go backwards to move forwards. Same time next week?”

“That sounds good,” he said.

He went straight home after the session, not wanting to talk to anyone else, so he could replay the details of the hypnotic dream over in his mind. It had all started to go sideways when he’d manifested Clara in the action. Perhaps it was best if he screened her out next time, to keep her a distant, guiding voice. Her presence as a seductive goddess spoke to all his insecurities and fears. It made his ED worse, not better, no matter how much he’d enjoyed licking her pussy.

The thought of it gave him a pleasant ache in his groin, so he got a box of tissues and turned out the lights. He recalled every inch of her gorgeous body, both in and out of her bikini. He tried to remember the addictive scent of her pussy and how much it had excited him. She had so many subtleties in her divine flavour.

He stroked himself for half an hour, sometimes with a slow, gentle rhythm, sometimes at a frantic pace. When his wrist started to ache, he realised there was no way he was going to get an erection, let alone cum, no matter how hard he tried.

* * *

After a week of the worst ED he’d experienced since it had first happened, Rory was counting on making progress. His second session with Clara began as before, with her lulling him into a deep hypnotic state.

“Three, two, one… and asleep!”

As he opened his eyes, he saw he was back on the beach of the tropical island. This time, he was wearing only a shirt and was naked from the waist down. The refreshing sea breeze made his skin tingle. It felt like a positive start. He’d been so impotent, his entire groin had been numb. He decided not to look at it yet.

Follow the path.

Clara was only a voice, somewhere in the back of his mind. He had to make sure she stayed there too. He’d realised that if he were to make real progress, he needed her to stay out of the dream in an active capacity. She represented the kind of woman he wanted to take to bed once his ED had been cured, so any failure to overcome it while she was present only made it worse.

He was on a different part of the island from his first visit, but there was a cobblestone path visible between the palm trees. He followed it and soon arrived back at the villa, this time from the front, not from the lagoon at the rear of the house. The door and windows were open and the gauzy curtains were swaying in the breeze.

He passed through the door into a spacious lounge. Clara had said he’d move deeper inside the house until he found the solution to his problem, so this had to be a move in the right direction.

The lounge was light and airy, with plush carpet and a spacious leather lounge suite. There was a bowl of tropical fruit on the coffee table, a fully-stocked bar, a huge wall-mounted television and every other creature comfort.

Take a seat and relax, Rory.

Yes, this was definitely progress. While Clara remained a voice, he felt like he could move forward. He eased himself onto the lounge suite, enjoying the luxurious touch of leather on his bare butt. He unbuttoned his shirt and spread his legs to feel the gentle breeze flow over his groin. While his penis was still very small, he had to release his anxiety about its size. It would return to normal over time, back to the fine specimen of manhood he’d once had. Overcoming his sense of shame and humiliation was the key to getting good, hard erections again.

He picked up the remote and turned on the television. The picture flickered to life and he saw the camera panning over the interior of a home. He soon realised it was the same lounge in which he was now sitting. The camera arrived at the lounge suite, where he saw Clara dressed in a silver silk bathrobe. She had a small smile on her pretty lips and her breasts were heaving in anticipation of some yet unseen delight.

As the camera zoomed out, he saw she had a man over her knee. He was face down, with his ass in the air and his legs spread. The camera hovered on his ass long enough for Rory to see he had a tiny, limp penis. What was also surprising was the size of his ball sac. It was so flat, it looked like he didn’t have any balls at all.

Clara’s hand came down on his backside with a sharp crack. Rory could see the red imprint as she pulled away. She spanked him again, just as hard and he cried out.

The camera pulled out to reveal the whole scene, with Clara holding the man by his hair as she spanked his ass. She wasn’t looking at him though, she was looking at the camera as if staring right into Rory’s eyes.

She spanked the man without mercy until his ass was burning red all over. Then she turned him over so he was lying on his side facing her. She started to spank his tiny penis and balls, giving them the same firm hand as she’d given his ass. He cried out every time she struck him, but her gaze never wavered from Rory’s eyes.

The more the man whimpered, the more she seemed to enjoy spanking him. Soon his groin was as flaming red as his ass. Clara threw him onto the floor where he huddled in a ball, nursing his smarting genitals. She raised her hand and pointed at Rory.

The shock of what he’d seen made Rory snap out of his fixated state. He grabbed the remote and killed the television picture. How the hell was watching a man get a hard spanking supposed to help with his condition? Even the idea of it made his cock feel like it wanted to shrink to nothing, if only to avoid the stinging blows of her hand.

He went over to the bar and poured himself a neat vodka, thinking a drink might help to get the vision out of his head. Above the bar was a painting of Clara. She was nude and posed seductively on a giant lily pad floating in the lagoon. Her eyes followed him wherever he went. He swallowed the drink in one gulp and returned to the couch, trying not to look at the painting. He couldn’t help it. The more he tried to ignore it, the more he needed to take a peek. She looked so beautiful, and yet he couldn’t forget the sound of her hand striking bare flesh.

He grabbed a magazine to give himself something else to look at, but page after page contained photos of Clara. She was dolled-up and wearing various glamorous outfits, lingerie, kinky costumes and more. His head was swimming with a cocktail of fear, shock and arousal, but that was the only place it was happening. There was nothing stirring down below.

He put the magazine on the coffee table, showing a two-page spread of Clara in a tiny nurse’s dress, exposing her perfect smooth pussy. He swore he could smell the glorious scent of her sex on the air. He grabbed his cock between his thumb and forefinger and furiously tried to get a rise out of it.

“Come on! Come on!” he grunted. How was this possible? She was so seductive in every way and yet he couldn’t even get a twitch out of his cock.

He felt a hand on his shoulder.

“Oh dear, it doesn’t look like the little guy is up to much,” said Clara.

He gasped as she rounded the lounge suite, spreading her legs to straddle him. She was wearing the same silver silk robe as when she’d been spanking the man. She undid the belt at her waist, revealing she was completely naked underneath.

Rory’s nose filled with the ripe scent of her sex and he struggled to take his eyes from her heaving breasts. She took his cock between her thumb and forefinger and began to stroke it, so close to her pussy that if he were able to get hard, he could slide it inside her.

She offered up her breast to his mouth. She was dripping with milk. “Here, your baby penis needs more milk,” she said.

She was impossible to refuse. The memory of tasting her sweet milk the last time made him suckle her hardened nipple with the enthusiasm of a starving man. All the while she stroked his cock, without getting the smallest rise out of it.

“Perhaps you shouldn’t have taken all those naughty pills,” she said. “You’re only supposed to take one per day, but you took them all! A whole bottle of them! Now your poor little pee-pee doesn’t work at all.”

As his cock started to become sore from the stroking, she stopped.

“I know what you need now,” she said, easing her breast from his mouth. “Your mind is quite clear about who you want to be, so let me show you the solution. Lie down.”

All he could think was, in reality, Clara had told him he might have to go backwards to move forwards. Clearly she was meant to take part in these dreams. He had to trust her. After all, they were only dreams. He would’ve known if he had actually swallowed a whole bottle of pills.

Clara took a large metal tool from the coffee table. He hadn’t seen it there before. It looked like a big pair of pliers. She fitted a tiny blue rubber ring to the tip of the tool and showed it to him.

“Do you know what this is?” she said, licking her lips.

He shook his head.

“It’s an elastrator. It allows me to put a castration band on your balls.”

He swallowed and whimpered, sounding like the man who had received the cruel spanking at her hand.

She dipped her finger into her pussy and presented it to Rory. Her delicious aroma filled his nose and he hungrily opened his mouth to receive it.

“Good, Rory. After we put the band on, I’ll let you lick me again.”

He opened his legs wide for her, eager to receive his reward. She scooped his small balls into a package, stretched open the castration band and fitted it to his sac. While he’d been numb for the past week, he could feel the band cutting into his skin, closing off the tubes that carried his cum from his balls to his cock.

“There, we’ve made more progress! All those pills have numbed your pee-pee and now the castration band will slowly strangle your balls. It looks utterly perfect! Seeing you banded is making me so horny. Make me cum!”

She took him by the hair, hauled him onto the floor and got herself comfortable. Once she was ready, she pulled him between her legs, where he lapped at her pussy until she squirted all over his face.

* * *

“We’re making real progress,” said Clara. With the sincere expression on her face and in her tone of voice, it was becoming harder to reconcile the woman in the dream state with the one in reality.

“I don’t feel like I’m getting anywhere at all,” he replied. Even though it was only a vision conjured up by his own mind, his balls were feeling uncomfortably numb after the session.

“Oh, you are definitely on track. I’m confident you’ll only need one more session and we’ll have the matter resolved. You’d be surprised how the mind can make quantum leaps, even when you think the answer is beyond your reach.”

She smiled at him so sweetly it was hard to believe he’d manufactured the terrifying version of her in his head. How could this beautiful woman lust after emasculated men? Looking at her now, it was impossible to think she’d get a thrill from spanking men, let alone even consider it. And what kind of woman had a desire to see men castrated? He was letting his ED get carried away. If she said he was close to achieving a resolution, he would trust her and see it through.

“Go home and relax, Rory. You’re going to feel much better with each passing day. I’ll see you here in a week at the same time.”

He went home and took a long, hot bath. The water was soothing, especially around his groin. He reached down and cautiously touched himself. There was definitely some sensation in his cock, and his balls felt wonderfully tight, like he needed to cum.

He gave his cock a stroke. It twitched. Clara had been right. He was making progress. With more encouragement, it began to swell and soon he had an erection. Too excited to make it last as long as possible, he pumped it furiously in his fist until he shot his first decent load in longer than he could remember.

As the week passed his cock got bigger and his erections became more frequent. It wasn’t long before he was jerking himself off three times a day. Although her treatments had been highly unusual experiences, they had worked. He couldn’t wait to see her again, to thank her and to find out if they could move past a professional relationship if she was interested. Now he was on the road to a full recovery, she was the first woman he wanted to take to bed.

* * *

As Rory opened his eyes, he saw he was inside the villa, in the lounge where his last hypnotic dream state had taken place. He was completely naked this time. He looked about, wondering what he should do next. He remembered Clara had said he needed to explore deeper inside the house to find the solution to his problem. He had to go to the bedroom. That was the focal point of his condition. That was where it would be resolved.

He took the stairs to the second floor. There was a set of double doors at the end of the hall. They were open and he could see the master bedroom beyond.

It was a grand room, light and spacious, with gauzy cream-coloured curtains swaying in the breeze. At the centre of the room was a large four poster bed, also draped in translucent cream curtains. Behind the curtains, he could see the silhouette of a woman doing her lipstick, applying a generous coating while she inspected her work in a small handheld mirror. She had such beautiful lips, on her face and down below. He felt good and ready to pound her tight pussy with his rehabilitated cock until she squealed.

Sweeping the curtains aside, it was no surprise to discover the woman was Clara. She was wearing a flimsy baby-doll nightdress that left nothing to the imagination.

“Look at you!” she said, setting the lipstick aside. “You’ve never looked more ready in your life.” She pointed at his groin and giggled.

He looked down for the first time since entering the dream state. Instead of a huge, throbbing erection, his cock was now so small, it looked like his little finger hanging limp. Clara crawled across the bed and lifted his balls on her fingertips.

“And look at these beautifully banded balls! They’re good and ready to come off.”

In the two previous encounters, he would have freaked out at the suggestion she was going to permanently emasculate him. Now, he knew it was all a dream, all part of the recovery process, however bizarre in its approach. In reality, his cock was nice and plump again and he was going through boxes of tissues like there was no tomorrow.

“Come off?” he said, as if she were talking about some mundane matter.

“Oh, yes! I never castrate a man with a band. It’s too crude. But it helps to wear one for a week to prepare your balls for removal. First the pills, then the band, and finally the scalpel.”

“Okay,” he said and lay down on the bed with his legs spread.

Clara fanned her face with her fingers. “Oh, I knew you were ready for this. I knew how much you wanted it. You’ve finally accepted the fact your greatest desire is to be my neutered sex slave.”

He thought she was getting a bit extreme now, but he went along with it. After the effects of the second session, he felt confident he was going to walk away from this one with a hard-on he couldn’t calm down for love or money.

A scalpel gleamed in Clara’s hand and she went straight to work, opening up his strangled sac with one clean cut down the middle.

“Some women simply take out the balls,” she said, freeing one testicle. “I think of myself as an artist when it comes to castrating men.”

She sliced the cord and set the severed testicle in a small glass jar.

“I want you looking as pretty as a picture,” she said, carefully removing his second testicle. “Ah, after the pills and the band, they’re so ripe for plucking. It only takes the smallest cut.”

His final testicle went the way of the first.

“Here’s the true beauty of the band… now I can also remove your entire ball sac.” With one clean slice, she removed the entire part of his sac that had been neatly gathered by the castration band. Removing it, she started to sew him up.

“One short row of stitches is all that’s needed. And now you have a tiny, limp button for a penis and an empty sac that’s so damned tight it’s going to ache!” She finished stitching and fixed him with an enchanting smile. “I love knowing how much it aches. Every time I spank you, it’ll ache. I’m going to remind you again and again of the ache you’ll feel from having your balls trimmed.”

She crawled up to his head, straddling him to position her pussy above his mouth. “I’m so damned wet! Lick me!”

This part wasn’t a problem and he was only too pleased to drink her glorious juices once more. As he did so, he started to feel a dull ache growing between his legs. The more he licked, the more it grew, until it became quite uncomfortable, ruining all the pleasure of licking her lovely lips. She grabbed him by the hair and pressed herself down on his face to drive his tongue deep inside her passage. His groin now ached so much he wasn’t enjoying giving her pleasure at all, but in his current position, he didn’t have much choice.

“Ah, I love being inside your head, Rory,” she panted. “I love feeling how much it aches. Oh, I’m going to cum so hard!”

She bucked her hips and ground her pussy onto his mouth as her hot juices gushed. She orgasmed so hard she screamed with delight as she clenched his head between her thighs. Finally, much to his relief, it was over and she climbed off him.

While he caught his breath, she lay on her side and started to fiddle with his penis, nipping it between her long fingernails.

“Rory, I suppose I should tell you that everything that has happened in these dreams has happened in reality too. I never let you wake up from the last hypnotic state. While you were happily thinking you were jerking yourself off, you were in fact wearing a castration band.”

“What?” He let out an uncomfortable laugh. “No! This is a dream, all inside my head…”

“While you were going about your business as usual, my little rubber ring was preparing your balls for the lovely trim I’ve just given them. It hasn’t just happened in this dream, I’ve done it in reality too. I can’t wait to see your sac once the stitches are out. It’ll be as tight and empty as a drum.”

He sat up and swallowed hard. “No! I refuse to believe it,” he said. “It’s impossible…”

She met his wide-eyed, desperate gaze with her own wicked stare. “Then it’s time to wake up,” she replied.

* * *

“Three, two, one… and wake up!”

Rory was sitting in front of Clara’s desk. She was sitting on the desk facing him, wearing a short skirt with her legs spread. She wasn’t wearing any panties and was so aroused her love juices had left a dark patch on the fabric.

“When you came to see me, I knew you would make a wonderful pet,” she said. “Your mind is so malleable and you already had such a cute, limp penis. What’s a girl to do? Especially when she needs a new pussy-licker about the house.”

“This is all some kind of weird joke,” he said. “I would have known if you’d done anything to me.”

She reached behind her and produced an empty bottle of pills. “You swallowed them all,” she said, setting it down.

Next, she produced a metal elastrator and put it beside the empty pill bottle. Finally, she produced a small glass jar. Floating inside were two small, white glands.

“Look how tiny they are after all those pills and all that time wearing a band. It was such a pleasure to snip them off. Some women rush in all gung-ho they’re so eager to trim balls, but I like to make it last as long as possible. Weeks… weeks of pure pleasure as I slowly castrate a man. And here’s the beauty of it. Deep down you knew I was doing it to you, but your mind refused to believe it. Well, it’s time to believe it now.”

Rory felt the flood of panic surge through his system. He reached down between his legs, discovering he was naked from the waist down. Beneath his button-like penis he felt a single row of stitches and his incredibly tight, smooth sac.

“As soon as the anaesthetic wears off, it’s going to ache,” she said, licking her lips. “Oh, I love knowing how much it aches! I’m wet just thinking about it.”

“No…” he said in a small voice.

“Yes! You’re going to be my lovely new neutered pet. You’re going to serve me, pleasure me whenever I want it. All that delicious pleasure, just for me. None for you… ever again.”

He shook his head. “N—no…”

She snapped her fingers and he sat up to attention. “I beg your pardon, pet?”

“Yes, Mistress. I only want to please you, Mistress.” The voice was his own, but it felt like someone else was in control of his mouth.

She snapped her fingers again and he felt the control subside.

“Good, pet. Now perhaps you understand what has happened. I haven’t just taken out your balls. You no longer have a name. You’re now just a pet, my possession. In body and mind, you belong to me. Now, lick me!”

Rory kneeled between her legs and began to lick her pussy, while the ache between his own legs slowly started to set it.


Lonely Nights

A peal of thunder sounded as large droplets of rain started to beat against the window with an irregular rhythm. The wind howled, echoing the emptiness Gemma felt on nights like these. All her nights were lonely now Dane was gone, but the stormy nights were always the worst.

Before, he had climbed into bed beside her, spooning her against his body under the heavy duvet. He knew she didn’t like storms, so he always came to her room to comfort her rather than sleeping in his own room. He would wrap one arm around her stomach and stroke her hair with the other. Even though they never made love during a storm, she had felt the desire, the need to have him inside her. She knew he had wanted it too. She never needed to ask. His thick, hard cock had been impossible to ignore pressing between her cheeks.

It felt like so long ago, even though only a few years had passed.

“Oh, Dane,” she sighed with longing and regret, as she pulled the covers aside to climb into bed.

Their weight was a small comfort, but nothing compared to the warmth of his body and the tenderness of his touch. Fate had been cruel to tear them apart, when their love was becoming ever deeper for one another.

As she closed her eyes, she pictured him in her mind. So handsome! Had she ever known a more handsome man? The combination of his sandy blond hair and icy blue eyes gave him a penetrating gaze. He had a lean, athletic build, with sharply defined muscles. Every time he took his shirt off, Gemma got immediately wet between the legs. All the girls did. They all adored him. They all wanted him to fill their aching pussies with his big cock, but he only had eyes for Gemma. And when he looked at her with those amazing blue eyes and she saw how much he wanted her above all other women, it filled her soul with the kind of joy she couldn’t put into words.

Irrespective of all other worldly matters, their love was absolute and unbreakable. Some people had to wait all their lives to meet their perfect match. Some never found their special someone at all. She and Dane were soul mates, star-crossed lovers, blessed to have found each other at such a tender young age. She had just turned eighteen. He was twenty. Even though she had known him a long time, their deep love for each other had gone unspoken until the day they realised it was reciprocated.

She raised a finger to her face and slowly traced the outline of her lips, reminding herself what had happened that day.

* * *

Dane came home looking tired and stressed, the deep frown lines leaving heartbreaking scars on his beautiful face. Gemma was in the kitchen cooking spaghetti Bolognese. It was her turn and the dish was a guaranteed crowd pleaser amongst all the flatmates, although she only cared if Dane enjoyed her cooking.

He’d started a new job and was finding it tough to make the change from student life to a nine to five, starting at the bottom and having to work his way up. Plus, it could hardly be called a nine to five. It was more often a seven to six.

He went straight to the couch and fell into it, turning on the television without caring what show was on. He just stared at the pictures flashing by.

Gemma turned down the sauce to a simmer and went through to check on him. Even tired and stressed he looked beautiful. She wanted to wrap him up in her arms and cuddle him like a baby to make all his worries go away.

“You okay, Dane?”

He looked up and smiled briefly as he saw her. “Yeah. Just had a tough day. Made a few mistakes and caught the wrong end of the boss.”

He was an apprentice engineer. It was bound to happen.

She didn’t know how he would respond if she tried to comfort him, but she knew her heart would break if she didn’t try. She walked behind the couch, gently put her hands on his shoulders and began to massage his knotted muscles. He didn’t object, but he didn’t say anything else either, so she continued to ease the tension from his neck and shoulders. As she worked on him, she felt him relax and start to take deeper breaths.

For a moment, she wondered if he had fallen asleep, until he reached over his shoulder and took her hand. Guiding her around the couch, he pulled her to him, sitting her down side-saddle across his lap. It felt so odd to be sitting with him in such an intimate way, but neither of them said a word about it.

Slowly, his face drew closer to hers and she felt her lips part to receive his kiss. It was a gentle, tentative kiss, like someone testing the water with a toe to see if it was too cold to swim.

His lips most definitely weren’t cold. They were warm, wet and willing. She kissed him back and closed her eyes, losing herself in the pleasure of their lips coming together. Then she felt the tip of his tongue wanting more. He circled her mouth with it, tasting every part of her as if he were getting to know her for the very first time. She opened her mouth wider to receive him and soon their tongues were entwined in the pleasure of deep passionate kissing.

He tasted so damned delicious, she couldn’t get enough of his mouth. It was like dark chocolate, mildly bitter and sweet, and so moreish.

As they paused for breath, she looked deep into his eyes, realising now, after all this time, they had been harbouring the same feelings for each other.

“Hell, should we be doing this?” he whispered.

“Why not? It feels so right.”

He kissed her again. “Yes, it does. It’s never felt more right. Damn, you are so beautiful, Gemma Styles. I think I’m—”

At that moment, they both heard the front door open and close. She hopped off his knee and straightened her dress. He didn’t finish his sentence, instead pretending he was watching television.

She knew what had been left unsaid. If they’d had time, she would have told him she felt the same way too. They behaved as if nothing had happened as their flatmates entered the lounge. Although they’d discovered they were in love with one another, they weren’t ready to let the rest of the world know yet.

* * *

The memory of that kiss sent a pang of longing and desire to her pussy and she felt the moisture build between her legs. It just wasn’t fair that he’d had to go. Even though they had been lucky to find their love at such an early age, it had also been cruelly taken away from them too soon.

“Oh, Dane…” she whispered, resisting the temptation to touch herself.

On this lonely night alone, during a storm, she wanted to make love to him in the only way she could now, by remembering the moments they had shared together.

It had been so fun at first, finding ways to be together so they could keep their love secret. It wasn’t always about being intimate either. She doubted their flatmates had noticed how often she and Dane cleaned up after the evening meal. Even doing the dishes had been an opportunity for them to be close to one another.

She unbuttoned her nightdress and felt the soft sheets against her bare breasts. Circling them with her fingertips, she worked her way to her nipples, grazing them with her fingernails to excite them to hardened points. That was the way Dane had touched her the first time they had shared a more intimate experience than a kiss.

* * *

It was Saturday night and they had the rare opportunity to find themselves alone in the house. Their other flatmates went out, but they never seemed to all go out on the same night. There was always one of them about, but not this night.

Dane had declined the offer of going to a party. Gemma knew why. It was the same reason she had turned down one of her girlfriends for a night at the movies. They wanted to be together.

They kissed for an age in the corridor, which felt so liberating after all the times they had been forced to steal kisses without being seen. He held her as if she was the most precious object in the world, gently taking her weight in his arms, while she gripped his face to press their lips together.

“I want to take this further,” he said. His voice was filled with unbridled desire.

She swallowed and nodded. “Just promise me you won’t go too fast too soon. I’m still a virgin.”

He let out a small laugh. “Why does that worry you? I’m a virgin too.”

“Really? But what about all the girls at school. They couldn’t keep their hands off you. I thought you’d screwed half your class.”

“I’ve only ever had eyes for you, Gemma. As you started to become a woman, I realised I felt so much more for you than just as a friend. I was in love. That hasn’t changed, it has only gotten stronger.”

“Oh, Dane, I’ve been in love with you too for as long as I can remember. I just thought…”

“What?”

“I thought you were so beautiful, you could have any girl you wanted. So why would you want me?”

He laughed louder this time. It wasn’t mocking in any way. It was filled with the bittersweet irony that came with the knowledge they’d both been harbouring what they’d thought was unrequited love.

“You don’t know how jealous I got when I saw the way other boys looked at you. I wanted to punch their faces, I was so steamed up.” He took her face in his hands so he could look deep into her eyes. “Gemma, you are the only girl for me. Every part of you is beautiful, inside and out. Why would I want anyone else?”

He took her hand and headed for his room. She pulled him the other way. “My room. It feels safer if it’s my room, y’know, in case anyone comes home.”

He nodded. Like a pair of thieves, they tiptoed to her door, opening it as quietly as they could, checking to see if the coast was clear before going inside. It wasn’t until she had pressed the door closed she saw the absurdity of what they’d done, sneaking around in an empty house. Such was their need to keep their love a secret.

“Oh man, I don’t mind admitting I’m nervous,” he said, stripping down to his briefs. “You tell me what’s okay and we’ll take it from there.”

He was hard. She’d felt his erection before, pressing against her leg while she was sitting on his knee, but she’d never seen it poking out until now. It looked so big, even concealed by his briefs. She had no base of comparison as she’d never seen a man’s erection in the flesh, but it was an impressive size.

As much as her pussy burned to be filled with his cock, she didn’t know if she was quite ready to part with her virginity yet. When that happened, they needed to know one another’s bodies better, to make the occasion special, not a brief and awkward act driven by a rush of hormones.

“Kissing… and touching,” she said, unbuttoning her dress. “I want to get to know your body and for you to get to know mine.”

He gave her a crooked smile and his eyes turned electric blue with excitement as her dress fell to the floor. She stood before him, wearing only her panties to hide her sex.

They lay down on the bed facing each other. Their lips met softly, as was the ritual for kissing, testing the waters before diving in. This time they each had a hand free to explore the other’s body. She traced the line down his chest, between his hard pectoral muscles and his abs.

His hand circled her breasts as if nervous about touching her there. He ran his finger between her deep cleavage to loop back around again. She felt her whole body tingle as she discovered how sensitive they were to his touch, and how much pleasure she felt as his rough fingers grazed her skin.

As their tongues intertwined with desperate desire, the back of his fingers brushed her nipples. They responded by becoming hardened, sensitive points. She gasped and broke off the kiss.

“Oh hell, I’m sorry. Did it hurt you?” he said, cupping her cheek in his hand.

“N—no… everything is fine. I just didn’t expect it would feel so good. Keep going.”

He nodded. Then she discovered the magic of his hands. It was nothing to do with him being an engineer and having to do detailed work with precise tools. It felt like they had been lovers for a long time already, perhaps in another life. He was completely in tune with her body and, like an instrument, seemed to know how to make it produce beautiful music.

Taking her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, he began to roll, pinch and pull them, sometimes to the point of pain. She felt like she was receiving a series of electric shocks, and with each jolt, her body became more and more stimulated. He gripped her breasts and pulled at her nipples to stretch them out as far as they would go. She put her hand on his cock. It was so hard it was bursting to get free from his briefs. There was a patch of pre-cum at the head, which became more sticky as she ran her hand along his length to cup his magnificent pair of balls. They were so large and heavy, she imagined they must ache to be so full of cum.

They both moaned together and could no longer hold back from returning to kiss once more. As he pulled and pinched her nipples, she felt her body lose all control, stiffening as it prepared for release. Her orgasm burst forth accompanied by an involuntary scream. At the same time, he let out a grunt that sounded savagely animal in nature and she felt his briefs become warm and wet with cum.

As they lay in each other’s arms, trying to catch their breath, her state of bliss gave way to worry. What if they had been heard?

“I hope nobody came home,” she whispered.

“I’m sure it’s fine,” he said, planting a kiss on her forehead. “Damn, why haven’t we done that before?”

“Because we didn’t know how we felt about each other.”

He grinned. “So what are we going to try next?”

She arched her neck so she could kiss him again. “Whatever we do, if we make that much noise, we’ll have to wear a gag.”

* * *

Gemma felt like she could still taste his mouth as she returned from her reverie. She had never been able to touch her breasts in exactly the same way Dane had touched her. Her pussy ached with a deep longing that she knew she could never satisfy, no matter how much she held onto the memory of his touch.

Outside the storm was also building in intensity and the rain drummed against the window, finding a more regular beat.

She reached under her pillow and found the silk scarf he had bought her. It wasn’t to keep her neck warm. It was for their lovemaking, so she could roll it up and use it as a gag. It had started as a joke at first, a playful reminder of their first orgasm together. The next time they’d found themselves alone in the house, she’d known she would have to use it.

She used it now, as she had done then, tying it to her head as she lay back, trying to imagine her fingers as a substitute for Dane’s as she removed her panties. Raising them to her nose, she remembered his face, and the look of utter surprise, when he’d first inhaled the scent of her sex.

* * *

“What are you doing?” he said with a small laugh.

Even though they were alone in the house again, they’d taken to whispering regardless.

She took the silk scarf from her mouth. “I don’t know if I can control myself if you make me feel that way again. I’d feel safer if I have something to muffle the sound.”

“Would you like me to tie you up too?” he said, looking like he would actually like to do it.

“Maybe, when we have the chance to make love without anyone hearing us.” She put the scarf to her mouth again.

They’d already discussed what they wanted to try next, as they continued to discover their bodies in this entirely new way. But as before, they both seemed to know what the other liked, so there was immediate agreement.

He knelt over her as she made herself comfortable in the middle of her bed, lying on her back with her head propped on a pillow so she could watch him. She was naked, apart from her panties, which were already wet in anticipation. He hooked the waistbands with his fingers and pulled them down her legs. When he felt how wet they were, he raised them to his nose.

“Damn, Gemma! I had no idea you smelled so sweet. Do all girls smell like this?” He inhaled deeply, relishing the perfume of her sex.

She didn’t answer, naturally, as the gag was in place.

He dropped her panties, eager to find out more about her pussy. His cock was bulging in his briefs and she couldn’t decide what she wanted more, the pleasure she was about to receive or the chance to pleasure him.

He parted her legs and let his gaze run along the length of her body from her face to her pussy. He did a small double-take. “You have no hair on your pussy,” he said.

She pulled the gag from her mouth. “Are you going to talk all night or are you going to get on with it?”

“I didn’t expect you would be clean-shaven. I thought you’d have little blond curls to match your lovely long hair.”

“I’ve been shaving my pussy since I started growing hair. I didn’t like it and being shaved feels nice.”

“It looks nice too. No, beautiful, just like you, Gemma Styles.”

As he lowered his head between her legs, she knew she needed to fit the gag once more. She tied it in place just as the hot, wet tip of his tongue ran along the opening to her sex. As before, he seemed to instinctively know how she liked to be licked. He started by lapping at her lips, penetrating her without ever quite reaching her clitoris. He was avoiding her most sensitive spots, building her pleasure, rather than going straight for the jackpot.

Every lick made her pussy tingle and grow ever warmer inside. Every time he let out a contented sigh as if the taste of her was also giving him pleasure, her pussy clenched. When his tongue finally reached her clitoris, she had a deep ache that flowed from her pussy through her entire body to her fingertips and toes. She was grateful for the gag as she let out a deep moan.

“Damn, you taste delicious,” he said, reaching out to squeeze her hand.

Then he returned to her pussy, parting her lips with his fingers so he could delve deeper inside her with his tongue. As she felt the hot, slippery strokes penetrate her sex, she spread her legs wider and grabbed handfuls of his hair, trying to pull him deeper inside. As he licked her and sucked her clitoris, she began to shudder with the onset of her orgasm. She bucked her hips as it ripped through her body, convulsing with each surge of blissful ecstasy. To her amusement later on, it left her speechless, unable to make a single sound as her body clenched and released with each wave of pleasure.

As she relaxed, she looked down at him. His face was so wet with her juices they were dripping from his chin, but he was smiling up at her like he hadn’t even noticed.

She pulled the gag from her mouth. “Come here!” she said, pulling at his arms.

He lay on top of her and she felt the warm comfort of his weight as their bodies pressed together. They kissed, sharing her sweet juices. She licked his face savouring every drop, and wallowed in the joy of their lips and tongues coming together.

“My turn,” she said, as their lips parted.

They swapped places. He stuffed the gag in his mouth, grinning as he lay back on the pillows. She peeled down his briefs and saw his cock for the first time. It seemed to be very large, even though she had no basis for comparison. His balls were also very prominent, large and round, hanging heavy in their sac. She ran her fingers through his hair.

“I’d love to see you shaved too,” she said. “All that hair hides your beautiful balls. I want to taste every part of you in my mouth, including your balls.”

He pulled the scarf from his mouth. “After seeing your gorgeous pussy, I’d already made up my mind I wanted to be shaved for you too.”

Without saying a word, she got off the bed and retrieved her shaving kit. She started by using the clippers to buzz his hair short. Even with a trim he looked so much more edible. He said nothing as she lathered him up and began to carefully shave him bare. He only smiled at her, occasionally stroking her face or hair.

“I can’t believe how beautiful it looks,” she said, as she wiped him clean with a towel.

She massaged his lovely, smooth balls and lowered her mouth onto the head of his cock. Every part of him tasted delicious and savoury, especially as his pre-cum started to flow, providing her with salty treats for her efforts.

He shuddered as she took him deeper into her mouth, licking his shaft and gently scraping it with her teeth. An impulse took her and she sucked it hard. It was naughty to want to make him cum so fast, after he’d given her a long, slow build-up to her orgasm. But she felt greedy for his cum, wanted to taste it, drink it, to have a little part of him inside her, if only for a brief time.

“Damn, Gemma!” he said, reaching out to grab a handful of her long blond hair. “Damn!” The gag had fallen out of his mouth and neither of them cared.

He let out a long, guttural moan and she felt him push his cock as far as he could down her throat. His balls tightened in her hand as she tasted the first shot of his cum. His cock twitched and pulsed as he emptied himself into her mouth. She sucked harder. It was salty and delicious. She wanted it all.

As he lay gasping for breath, she ran her thumb along his cock to squeeze out the final droplets so she could lick them clean. He shuddered with each flick of her tongue as if he’d become very sensitive now he’d cum. She enjoyed every lick, torturing him with exquisite aftershocks of pleasure until he couldn’t take any more.

His cum now exclusively belonged to her. From now on she would guard it jealously, not sharing it with anyone else in the world. As she licked her lips, savouring the flavour, she realised she was now even jealous of his right hand.

* * *

Her hand was no substitute for his mouth on her pussy lips. There was no substitute for any part of him any more, even though she had desperately tried to hold on to what remained of their love.

It was after she had recovered from the grief of his loss, she’d started to collect the items that reminded her of him. She had his measurements, so she’d ordered a custom-made dildo to his exact size. She even took pains to request the closest colour she could find to match the pink skin of his lovely cock. She would have no other man enter her ever again, no matter how much she needed the satisfaction and release of lovemaking.

It had been their lot in life, blessed to find the perfect love, cursed to be forced apart.

She took the dildo and put it to her pussy lips. As much as she would have liked to remember the sensation of his cock filling her mouth, she had never done that with the dildo. It could never taste like him and the illusion would be shattered. But it was enough to remind her of the feeling of his cock filling her pussy. Already wet, she slid it deep inside until she felt the two hard, round balls pressing against her inner thighs.

“Oh, Dane!” she moaned, wishing beyond all else for the sense of completeness she had felt when their bodies had pressed together, becoming one flesh.

* * *

“I think I’m ready,” she said.

“About time!” he said, with the wry grin he reserved only for her. “I’ve been ready since our first kiss. Where do you want to be?”

“I don’t know. I’m nervous. I mean, what if—”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about. This is the most natural thing in the world. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.”

“Okay. You decide.”

They were in her room, as was their unspoken understanding about where they made love. They were both completely naked, as was also their desire, to be bare before one another with nothing to hide. She was lying on her back with her legs spread. He was kneeling between them, his hard cock twitching in anticipation of the moment they would consummate their love.

He climbed over her. “You’re perfect just where you are, with your beautiful breasts rising and falling underneath me, your little hard nipples grazing my chest.”

She stuffed the gag in her mouth. He leaned in and bit it, pulling it out and spitting it away. “If you make a noise, I’ll gag you with kisses,” he said.

His warmth and weight was such a comfort as he lowered himself down, still bracing himself on his elbows and arms, but so their bodies could be close. He entered her slowly, easing his cock into her entrance. Even though she was dripping wet, she could feel him needing to push to gain entry.

“Damn, you’re tight,” he whispered.

“It’s my first time,” she replied. They both laughed, knowing only too well they were both virgins.

He worked his cock deeper by degrees, making small thrusts with his hips to advance into her folds. As he stretched and filled her pussy it began to hurt in the most achingly delicious way.

“Dane, stop,” she said, with a sharp gasp when he was all the way in.

He withdrew. “Oh hell, did I hurt you?”

She nodded. “Yes, it hurts, but in such a good way. Just be inside me for a moment and let me get used to you being there.”

They stared into one another’s eyes as he entered her again, both feeling the euphoria of the joining, neither needing to declare it aloud. It was all said with the eyes.

He resumed his slow thrusts, giving her the full length of his cock as he went in and out. She realised he was keeping it slow because he was trying to make it last.

“Cum for me,” she said. “We have our whole lives to do this again and again and again.”

His voice was aching with the onset of his release. “What about you?”

“Don’t worry about me. Cum for me. I want to feel it deep inside.”

He let go of all his inhibitions and went for it, driving himself deep inside her, pounding her pussy hard. In three thrusts, he gasped and groaned, shuddering with his full length inside her as deep as he could go. She felt his cock throbbing and pulsing as he pumped her full of his cum. The rush of heat set her off and her orgasm aligned with his. Her pussy burned hot with pleasure. They were joined, pulsing and contracting in harmony. She squeezed his cock as if trying to get every drop of cum he had to give.

Time no longer had meaning in that moment. It was so perfect it felt like it lasted a lifetime, with her looking deep into his icy blue eyes as they both found a splendid release. She felt like the luckiest girl in the world, drowning in the perfect love of her perfect man.

“You are so beautiful, Gemma Styles…” he said. She didn’t need to hear the unspoken part of his sentence. There was nowhere to hide when staring into a lover’s eyes in such a perfect moment. She knew he loved her too, because the way he looked at her now made her want to cry. Indeed, this was what people meant by loving someone so much it hurt.

* * *

Gemma slid the dildo from her pussy. She’d cum enough to wet the sheets, but it was never the same as when she’d cum with Dane. It could only ever be a shadow of what they’d had together. She set the dildo aside and reached for the only keepsake she had of him, his parting gift to her, given the night before he’d boarded the plane.

* * *

“Gemma, there’s no easy way to say this, so I’m just going to come straight out with it.”

Her heart skipped a beat, then pounded hard. It was bad news. It couldn’t be anything else.

“I’ve been offered a job on the other side of the country. It’s a good position. It’ll make my career. I’ve decided to take it.”

“Well, I’m going with you,” she said without hesitation.

He shook his head. “No, you’re going to stay here and finish college. I’ll send money to help pay the bills.”

“But what about us?” she said, fighting back tears.

He took her cheek in his palm and carefully wiped away the tear that had escaped her eye with his thumb.

“It was always going to happen one day. We’ve been living a lie this past year, thinking it would last forever. How could it? It’s better to end it now, for both our sakes, so we can move on.”

She pulled away and shook her fists. “I’ll never be with another man. I don’t want any other man. I only want you!”

He nodded. “I can’t tell you how much this hurts me too, Gemma. I don’t want any other woman than you. But it has to be this way. We have no choice. We can’t go on living like this.”

As much as it hurt, she knew he was right.

“So, I’ve made another decision. If I can’t love you as a man in this lifetime, I don’t want to be a man in this lifetime at all.”

Her face crumpled as she tried to comprehend what he meant.

He took a deep breath and handed her a small surgical kit. “I want you to take out my balls, to turn me into a eunuch. That way, I won’t have to endure the torture of never being able to make love to you again. If you take my balls, I can go on with my life. They belong to you and no one else.”

She felt faint and swooned. He caught her and gently sat her down on the edge of the bed. Her head was racing with the enormity of how their lives had changed in only a few moments. As the ideas galvanised in her mind, she realised he wasn’t asking her to simply stem the tide of his male libido. He was making an incredibly beautiful sacrifice, surrendering his sex to prove his love. If he couldn’t have her, he didn’t want anyone. Was there any greater act of devotion?

“When?” she said, barely able to sound the word.

“Now,” he said. “I’m getting on a plane tomorrow morning. It’s a long flight, so I’m sure I’ll need to take painkillers for the soreness, but it won’t hurt anywhere as bad as not having you with me.”

“We’ll always be in each other’s hearts. Nobody can take that from us, not in this lifetime, or whatever comes beyond.”

He lay back on her bed and spread his legs. She went to her drawer and found a measuring tape. Returning, she coaxed him to hardness and began to measure his cock.

For all the tragedy of the moment, they both burst into laughter.

“What the hell are you doing?” he said.

“Well, you may be about to have your needs removed, but what about me? I’ll need to get myself a toy and I want one that’s exactly the same size as you.”

“I love you so much,” he said.

“I know,” she replied, wiping the tears from her eyes, a bittersweet mixture of sorrow and joy.

Once she’d noted his measurements, she injected him with the anaesthetic. While they waited for it to work, they stole a few parting kisses from one another’s lips.

Cutting him felt strangely familiar, like she’d done it many times before. The soft skin of his sac parted easily with a few snips of the sharp surgical blades and she eased his lovely balls from their sac. His two most precious gems, offered to her freely, as the ultimate sacrifice for his love. She had been the only lover he had ever wanted in life. He would have no other woman once it was done.

“This lifetime wasn’t for us,” he said, as if reassuring her of the need to make the final cuts. “We’ll find each other again, in the next one.”

She drew a shuddering breath as she positioned the blades of the scissors on his first cord. “I pray we do,” she said.

The first cut was profound, as she began to take away his power to want, or be able to have sex.

“You are so beautiful, Gemma Styles,” he said, with nothing but love in his eyes.

She cut his second cord and it was done. They had taken the only solution available to them to resolve their forbidden love.

“And you are the most beautiful man in the world, Dane…” Her voice cracked at the end of the sentence.

* * *

As she held the jar to her breasts, the one containing his balls, she wondered what he was doing at this moment. She wondered if he was thinking about her. In her heart, she knew he was.

They’d kept tabs on one another. It was easy to do with social media, but they hadn’t spoken since she’d taken him to the airport and put him on the plane.

He’d gone on to be a very successful engineer, even getting labelled ‘Engineering’s Most Eligible Bachelor’ in some award ceremony.

But to her, he would always be the handsome blond-haired, blue-eyed boy who stared back at her with a masculine version of her own face, a trait commonly shared by siblings.

“And you are the most beautiful man in the world, Dane Styles,” she said, finishing her sentence from so long ago.


Daddy’s Little Princess

Pine Valley Cattle Ranch was in the middle of nowhere, a full day’s drive from the nearest town. For Avery, moving to the middle of nowhere meant three square meals a day, a modest pay cheque and a roof over his head.

All in all that was a pretty good deal for a farmhand. He expected there would be plenty of other young men keen for the work, but that wasn’t the case. The recruiting officer had taken him aside and mentioned—off the record—that nobody stayed in the job for very long. The man didn’t know why. Avery expected the farm owner, Mr Connelly, was a tyrant, running his own little kingdom with a firm hand. That was manageable. He’d just have to do a good job and keep clear of any trouble.

As he drove up the dusty road, the old homestead came into view. It was a well-maintained colonial villa, three stories high, painted blue with a white trim. He parked, brushed the dust from his shirt and removed his hat. His new employer passed through the fly screen and down the porch stairs to meet him.

Mr Connelly was a rugged looking man in his mid forties. He looked like the kind of man who would be dangerous to cross. Avery reminded himself to be courteous at all times.

Mr Connelly greeted him and extended his hand. To Avery’s surprise, he had rather a gentle handshake for his build, but his gruff tone spoke volumes about a man who had lived a tough life on the land.

“Good to meet you, Avery. We’ve been short-handed for a while.”

“You too, sir. How many working men have you currently got?” he replied.

“It’s just me and my little princess.” He turned back to the house and cupped his hands to his mouth. “Bella! Come and meet the new farmhand.” He turned back to Avery with an embarrassed grimace. “She’s a little shy.”

A young woman who could hardly be described as a ‘baby girl’ pushed through the fly screen and daintily crossed the driveway to join them. She had a full head of thick raven-black hair done up in pigtails, large green eyes and an adorably cute face.

Avery wiped his palms on his pants as his blood pressure and heart rate went up. She was hardly dressed for work on the farm, dolled-up in a blue summer dress with white polka dots. Her figure was magnificent and she wasn’t shy about showing it off. Her skirt was so short he could see the full length of her long, shapely legs.

“Bella, this is Avery,” said Mr Connelly.

She presented him with the back of her long, groomed fingers as if she expected to receive a kiss. “Hello, Mr Avery,” she said, with a shy smile.

“It’s just Avery,” said Mr Connelly.

She gave him a pout and puppy dog eyes. “Sorry, daddy.”

“It’s no bother,” said Avery, taking her fingers and giving them a gentle shake.

“Bella, why don’t you show Avery to the workingmen’s quarters.” She nodded. “Take any room you like, Avery. It’s otherwise unoccupied. We’ll let you settle in, familiarise yourself with the place. Dinner is at six o’clock.”

Avery grabbed his duffel bag and followed Bella to the small living quarters across the drive from the homestead. She walked like a girl half her age, with a bounce in her step which made her round bottom all the more appealing. With a rare chance to ogle a pretty girl, he enjoyed the opportunity, even catching the occasional flash of a bare cheek. She must have been wearing a tiny G string, or possibly no panties at all.

This job was looking better by the minute. Opportunities to have sex with girls were few and far between for a man of his lifestyle. Although he would never try to lay a finger on Bella, he would have no problem finding inspiration for the times he needed to jerk off.

“Here’s your room, Mr Avery,” she said, as she showed him to the door.

She opened it, but didn’t step out of the way, so he had to brush past her as he entered. He tried to avoid touching her, but her large breasts brushed against his arm. They were soft and warm, and he had to fight down the desire to reach out and touch them. She smelled delectably sweet, like a candy store.

His cock swelled with a sudden rush of arousal and he felt a tightness through his groin like he needed to cum. He reminded himself he had to be on his best behaviour, not lusting after his employer’s daughter. He had to be polite and well behaved, no matter how sexy she was or how provocatively she dressed.

Bella spoke under her breath as he passed into the plain, but functional workingmen’s cottage. He didn’t quite catch the words, but he felt certain she’d said, “Save me, Mr Avery.”

He turned about, hoping she might repeat herself.

Bella took the hem of her skirt and gave him a cute curtsy, which gave him a clear view of her tiny blue panties. The slip of silky fabric barely covered her pussy. He swallowed hard.

“See you at dinner, Mr Avery,” she said, turning and bouncing back to the homestead.

Avery closed the door, found the bathroom and grabbed a wad of toilet paper. He was so turned-on his orgasm came as a shuddering release. How the hell was he going to cope around Bella if he got an erection at the sight of her? More to the point, had she really asked him to save her? Save her from what?

He shook his head to clear away the cobwebs of confusion. He must have imagined it. Unpacking his bags, he told himself to get his life in perspective. She was a very pretty girl and he was a man who hadn’t had sex for a long time. There was nothing amiss here. The sight of her beautiful long legs and a flash of her panties were making his imagination get carried away.

He spent the rest of the afternoon touring the farm to get familiar with the buildings and the lay of the land. As he was walking back up the drive, the hair prickled on the back of his neck. He looked up to see Bella duck for cover from a second story window. She reappeared a few seconds later, peeking out from behind the curtain, spying on Avery as if he couldn’t see her. It was the sort of thing a schoolgirl with a crush might do, but a full-grown woman? She was a grown woman too. In all the right places. He put it down to curiosity. Living this far from civilisation, she probably didn’t get to socialise with other people very much.

He showered, shaved and took time combing his hair before dinner. Wearing a clean shirt and pants, he made his way to the homestead. The door was open. It was likely it was rarely closed and never locked as there was nobody else for many miles. Letting himself through the fly screen, he heard Mr Connelly holler out from the dining room, inviting him inside.

While the homestead was showing its age, it was clean and tidy. Everything had a comfortable well-worn feel about it. It was homely and inviting. How could he have ever thought there was anything peculiar going on?

Passing through the lounge, Avery found his way to the dining room. It had a wooden table and chairs for ten people, yet only two place settings had been laid. Mr Connelly sat at one, drinking a tall glass of homemade lemonade with lots of ice.

“Take a set, lad. Dinner isn’t far away. You must be famished after your trip.”

Avery thanked him and sat down, thinking Bella must have only set two places out of habit. He thought about mentioning it, but didn’t want to appear rude.

When Bella appeared, passing through the galley door to the kitchen, Avery’s eyes felt like they were about to pop out of his head. She was now wearing a very revealing French maid’s outfit, as short as her summer dress. Her large breasts swelled under the low-cut neckline, looking like they might burst free if she inhaled deeply. It was impossible to not have wicked thoughts about her as she took every breath.

She set a glass on the table for him and filled it with lemonade from a large glass jug.

“Are you still thirsty, daddy?” she said sweetly.

“Yes, princess,” he said with a toothy grin. For a moment, Avery thought the old man was going to give her a pat on the bottom by way of thanks. He wrung his hands under the table. Sure, Bella was completely unabashed about her wardrobe, but otherwise there was nothing out of the normal. What the hell was he thinking, that her father would actually touch her like that? His imagination really needed to calm down, as well as his cock.

Bella went back to the kitchen and he heard the clack of crockery as she began to serve the meal.

“She makes damned fine lemonade, lad,” said Mr Connelly, raising his glass.

Avery sipped his own glass. It was good too, with a bold lemon flavour and not too much sugar. “Where do you want me to start tomorrow, sir?” he asked.

Mr Connelly waved his hand in dismissal. “Ah, don’t worry about talking shop now, lad. We’re about to eat.”

Bella reappeared from the kitchen carrying two steaming bowls. She served Mr Connelly first and then set the other one down for Avery. The rich, savoury aroma of a hearty stew filled his nose, and the biscuits served on the side looked perfect for soaking up the gravy.

Now they had been served, Bella went and stood beside the galley door to the kitchen, with her fingers laced together at her front.

“Are—are you joining us?” said Avery, feeling like he was treading on eggshells as he spoke.

Mr Connelly stuffed a gravy soaked biscuit into his mouth. “Ah, don’t worry about her, lad. It’s just one of her games. She likes to play maid at meal time.” He let out a conspiratorial chuckle. “You wouldn’t want to watch her eat anyway. There’s a reason I call her my little princess. I don’t reckon even the Queen of England would be so particular.”

He gave a brief demonstration, holding his fork delicately between his thumb and forefinger, with his pinkie poking straight out. Bella didn’t react at all to this mockery, albeit gentle. She stood at attention so perfectly still, that if not for blinking, she looked like a life-sized porcelain doll. A very sexy one at that too. Her ultra-glossy pout looked so kissable. Avery didn’t know what was more aroused, his stomach at the smell of the food, or his cock at the sight of so much feminine flesh.

He tucked into his meal, reminding himself that each family could go about their business however they saw fit. It wasn’t for him to judge.

Mr Connelly stuffed the food into his face. “Lucky she can cook and keep house. She wouldn’t be much good to no one otherwise. All she ever does is read books.” He covered his mouth with his hand as he whispered. “She ain’t been the same since her mama passed.”

Avery looked at Bella. “What do you like to read?”

Bella glanced at him but said nothing. Mr Connelly answered in her stead. “She reads everything from fairy tales to science books. Stuffs her pretty little head with a bunch of useless mumbo jumbo. She orders them by the box load. Bah! Waste of time!”

Sensing this was quite a point of contention between them, Avery continued to eat in silence. After the meal, Bella dutifully cleared the plates.

“That was absolutely delicious, princess,” said Mr Connelly.

“Thank you, daddy.”

Avery agreed and paid her a similar compliment.

She gave him a short nod of deference. “Thank you, Mr Avery.”

“It’s Avery, not Mr Avery,” said Mr Connelly. “You don’t have to be so damned proper about everything all the time.”

She looked like she was going to burst into tears. “Sorry, daddy.”

Avery waved his hands in peace. “I’m not offended. It’s fine.”

Mr Connelly scowled, while Bella continued to clear the table.

“If you order books by the boxload, you must have quite a library,” said Avery.

She nodded.

“Can I see it?”

She looked at Mr Connelly for permission. He waved his hand as if he didn’t care, although it clearly bothered him. Avery followed Bella through the lounge and down to the basement where she kept all her books. There were thousands of them, alphabetically ordered on wooden racks.

“Impressive,” said Avery, browsing the titles. “Can I borrow one to read?”

Bella immediately went for one book in particular, removing it from it’s shelf and marking the spot with a wooden ruler. She handed it to him. It was a copy of Rapunzel and other fairy tales. He thanked her to be polite, hoping she might let him choose something more to his liking.

With eyes downcast, she whispered her reply. “One day I’ll grow my hair as long as Rapunzel, so I can throw it down from my bedroom window all the way to the ground.”

Avery wanted to kiss her so much in that moment. Seeing movement from the corner of his eye, he refrained from touching her. Mr Connelly had followed them and was standing in the doorway scowling.

“Ah, you ain’t gonna fill your head with that nonsense too are you, lad?”

He clasped the book to his chest. “It’ll pass the time before I sleep, sir,” he said.

Feeling comfortably full, but uncomfortable about the situation, Avery made a polite exit, claiming he was feeling sleepy after a big meal and a long day on the road.

Mr Connelly wished him goodnight, still with a hint of a growl in his voice.

“Teething issues…” Avery said to himself as he stepped outside into the cool evening air. “It’s just teething issues.”

Back at the workingmen’s quarters, the air was stuffy from being shut up, so he opened the windows to let in the fresh air. He set the book on the table, having no intention of reading it. Too wired to sleep and still too stimulated by the sight of Bella in her maid’s outfit, he made himself some tea and went to sit outside on the small porch.

The lights were on in the homestead and he could see silhouetted shapes moving about, both distinctly different. Even in silhouette, Bella’s shape was enough to make his cock harden. She was opening the sash windows a few inches to let the cool air in too and closing the net curtains. Avery set his tea aside and stole forth into the shadows, hoping to see more of her as she went about this chore. If he didn’t get caught, there was no harm in looking.

Creeping up to the window, he cautiously peeked in, but couldn’t make out much more than shadows and shapes of people moving about.

Then, as clearly as if he was standing in the same room, he heard Bella cry out.

“Please, daddy! I was only trying to be polite. Please don’t spank me—”

There was the crisp smack of a hand on a bare bottom. Bella squealed. Avery started, catching his own cry of surprise before it could escape his throat. Did Mr Connelly have Bella over his knee so he could spank her? Bella squealed again as he spanked her. From the sound of the blow, he was spanking her hard.

“Please don’t spank me, daddy. It hurts,” cried Bella. She was on the verge of tears.

Her pleas fell on deaf ears. Mr Connelly was apparently going to spank her until he was satisfied. While Avery pitied Bella, the idea of having her over his knee, with her bare bottom in the air for a good spanking was making his cock throb. It was such a pretty bottom, well-rounded and perfect for spanking. Damn it was making him horny!

With the sound of her squeals and the smack of Mr Connelly’s hand, Avery unzipped his pants and pulled out his throbbing cock. He wished he could see it happening. Her lovely bottom would be bright red by now. He could imagine her kicking her legs to free herself, while her rugged father held her in place with one hand and spanked her hard with the other. Was she still wearing her French maid’s outfit? Had Mr Connelly pulled down her panties too?

Avery couldn’t hold back. He jerked himself off, imagining her ass redden, highlighting her tight pussy and the pink rosette of her forbidden entrance. The sound of her being spanked and her squealing was so wrong, but at the same time, so damned sexy. Mr Connelly was absolutely silent throughout. Avery had to cover his mouth with his hand as he shot his load into the flower bed. Bella was sobbing and begging Mr Connelly to stop by the time he actually did.

There was a short pause before she said anything. “Please, daddy, don’t make me suck it.”

What followed was the unmistakable sound of someone getting a cock shoved into their mouth all the way to the back of their throat. Avery’s excitement turned to horror in a heartbeat. Was he forcing his daughter to suck his cock? Did he have his hand on the back of her head so he could throat her with it? Bella gagged and gasped for air when she could get it, but Mr Connelly was determined to get the full satisfaction of her hot mouth and sweet lips.

Avery felt ashamed of himself for taking pleasure from this situation. Was this the reason farmhands didn’t stay in the job for long? Because they’d discovered Mr Connelly was having a taboo sexual relationship with his daughter? Was this why Bella behaved like a girl half her age, why she had unusual quirks and why she dressed in such a provocative way? All the clues fell into place. No doubt Mr Connelly made her dress as she did. No doubt he liked her in the role of his servant and sex slave.

Bella’s whispered plea returned to his mind. “Save me, Mr Avery.”

What could he do? Yell out, ‘Rapunzel! Rapunzel! Let down your hair!’ This wasn’t a fairy tale. He wasn’t a handsome prince, arriving in the nick of time to save a damsel in distress from a wicked monster. Even if he could do something, the prince in that story hadn’t come to any good from trying to rescue the golden-haired princess. He’d ended up getting tossed out of the tower if memory served. Avery was quite happy to keep every part of his body exactly where it belonged.

As quietly as he could, he crept away from the window, testing every footstep before putting his weight on it, in case he stood on a stick or a patch of dry leaves. He was quite certain there would be hell to pay if Mr Connelly discovered him eavesdropping on their nocturnal activities.

Breathing heavily, more from nerves than effort, he got back to the workingmen’s cottage and closed the door behind him. Pressing his back to the door, he waited, listening for any sound of pursuit. There was only the beating of his heart thumping in his ears. Crawling into bed, he closed his eyes and tried to sleep, but his head was raging with mixed emotions.

How could he have taken pleasure from being a voyeur to incest? How could he look Mr Connelly in the eye tomorrow as if nothing had happened? And Bella. She was so beautiful. His cock swelled again as he pictured her in his mind. He would have loved to be in Mr Connelly’s place with her over his knee, and then with his cock in her mouth. He tried to fight down his continued arousal, knowing he should be appalled to his core, not turned-on. The turmoil of right and wrong made him fitful and restless for many hours, but eventually, a dark dreamless sleep took hold of him.

The following morning, he decided he would simply try to keep out of their way. He’d already crossed the line. It was none of his business, not his place to intervene. He skipped breakfast, settling for a mug of black coffee brewed on his tiny stove.

Mr Connelly was bright and breezy as he marched down the porch steps to meet him. Avery clenched his jaw, trying to suppress a scowl. No wonder the old bugger was feeling good. He’d had his tubes cleaned by his daughter.

“How’d you sleep, lad?” said Mr Connelly, giving him a firm slap on the shoulder. It reminded Avery rather too much of what the same hand had been doing to Bella’s poor bottom only the night before.

“Fine, sir,” he replied, although his raw eyeballs disagreed. Glancing up at the house, he saw Bella’s face half-concealed behind the net curtains, looking back at him. That made it all worse. He told himself to put on a brave face, to do his job and collect his pay cheque. It was none of his business.

Mr Connelly gave him his jobs for the day and he set off for work, grateful for the solitude and the chance to get away from the homestead. By lunchtime his stomach told him how unhappy it was that he’d skipped breakfast.

As he strode back to the homestead, he saw Bella waiting for him on the porch. She looked adorable in a red tartan miniskirt and a white shirt tied up under her bust. It showed off her flat stomach and narrow waist. Miraculously, she didn’t look any the worse for wear after her manhandling by her father. As she bounced down the stairs to meet him, he wondered how she could walk freely. Surely her ass would still be smarting.

She handed him a plate of peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and invited him to sit down and eat them. As he wolfed down a sandwich, she returned to the house. He watched her gorgeous round bottom swaying as she walked. Yes, he’d spank it too, but not like Mr Connelly. He’d spank her lovely bottom as foreplay, not so she squealed and cried. She returned moments later with a tall glass of lemonade with plenty of ice. He took long pulls to wash down the sandwiches and cool his parched throat.

“Did you read your book, Mr Avery?” she said, fluttering her long, dark eyelashes.

“Uh… no. I was too tired,” he said, trying to focus on his meal and not her exposed flesh.

“Oh, that’s a pity. I wish—”

Seeing her freeze, Avery dropped his sandwich. “Bella? What is it? What do you wish?”

He didn’t need her to answer. He followed her line of sight and saw Mr Connelly staring at them with the scowl that was becoming all too familiar.

“Enjoy your lunch, Mr Avery,” said Bella, with a curtsy. Avery made sure he kept his head high so as not to get caught trying to look at her panties. Damn she was beautiful. She seemed so innocent despite being so incredibly sexy. He realised as he watched her return to the house, he’d betrayed his growing infatuation.

“You ain’t having romantic notions about my little princess are you, lad?”

Avery started. Mr Connelly had crossed the drive and was standing right next to him, close enough for Avery to smell the sweat on his shirt.

“N—no, sir. Just eating my lunch.” Avery wanted to kick himself. He doubted Mr Connelly was that naïve to believe his lie. Any fool could see he had more than romantic notions developing for the beautiful Bella.

“Good. That’s smart. Been plenty of other lads that have come to work here and taken an interest in my little princess. Got them all in a world of trouble. You’d do well to keep your distance from her, if you know what’s good for you.”

Avery nodded. The loosely veiled threat wasn’t lost on him at all. If he got caught trying to get into Bella’s panties, Mr Connelly would make his life a living hell.

“Well, I’d better get back to work,” he said, trying to sound a lot more cheery than he felt. “See you at dinner.”

Mr Connelly simply grunted at the back of his throat. He felt Mr Connelly’s eyes on him as he walked away. Once out of sight, he took a deep breath and pressed himself against the back of a shed. The old bastard was suspicious now. He couldn’t afford to put a foot wrong. What the hell was he thinking anyway? That Bella thought he was her handsome prince? That he could whisk her away so they could live happily ever after? That didn’t happen in real life. It was only the stuff of fairy tales.

The book seemed to taunt him as he arrived back at the workingmen’s hut after the day. The golden-haired princess, reaching out from her tower to her handsome prince below, looked like she was reaching out to him. He turned the book over to hide the cover and took a shower.

As he put on a clean shirt, checked his shave and styled his hair, he realised he was trying to impress Bella. He didn’t care about his appearance with Mr Connelly. If Bella wasn’t around, he’d probably skip having a shower until before bed. Determined not to make a mess of things, he strolled over to the house for dinner.

It was the same arrangement as the night before. Bella was dressed in her French maid’s uniform, there were two place settings and two tall glasses of lemonade. Avery took his seat across from Mr Connelly. They debriefed the day as if there had been no conversation about him having romantic notions about Bella.

He watched her out of the corner of his eye. She looked wistfully melancholy as she served the meal and waited for them to eat. As their eyes briefly met, her glossy lips quivered. It made his heart ache as well as his groin. He wished he could sweep her into his arms right now, without having a care in the world, even after Mr Connelly’s warning.

He finished his meal, gave thanks and excused himself as soon as he could.

“Sweet dreams, lad,” said Mr Connelly, with a guffaw.

Avery ignored the taunt and took himself back to his cottage. Once there, he immediately started soul-searching again. How long could he put up with this situation? It was patently obvious why no other farmhand had been able to stay in the job. Perhaps he was best to cut his losses and bail too. He paced the room as if trying to wear a hole right through the threadbare carpet. His conscience had the answer. If he turned and fled like a coward, he was condemning Bella to a life at the hands of her monstrous father.

As if she knew what he was thinking, he saw the lights go on in the homestead as she began her nightly ritual of letting in the air and closing the net curtains. Even across the yard, he could see Mr Connelly had also entered the room. Avery couldn’t stand it. He had to know what was going on.

Taking off his shoes and socks, he stole out of the cottage and crossed the yard to the house, taking care to avoid the light from the window. Once there, he positioned himself below the window and tried to calm his breath.

The unmistakable sounds started up once again.

“Please, daddy, not again. My poor bottom is still sore. Why do you have to spank me again?”

The sound of a bare hand on her bottom broke the silence like a gunshot. Bella squealed. Avery bit his knuckle, hoping the pain would keep him focused on not revealing his presence. The spanking went on as it had the night before.

Then Bella cried out. “No, daddy, please don’t put it in my ass. It’s so big it hurts.”

Hell, was he going to plough her ass after spanking her? The old bastard! He wanted to rush in and save her, but then the game would be up. Every part of him was getting torn apart as he struggled to come to a decision about what to do. Handsome princes didn’t hesitate to rush in and save the damsel in distress, no matter the odds or the personal cost. But this wasn’t a fairy tale.

The situation got increasingly worse. As Bella let out shuddering sobs, he continued to spank her ass as he screwed her.

Avery made his decision. As soon as it was over and the old man had gone to bed, he was going to get into the house and rescue Bella from this terrible existence. He winced with every smack and sob. What a disgusting old man! Oh, the poor girl!

After a few minutes, he imagined Mr Connelly must have satisfied himself. It was so bizarre how he remained absolutely silent throughout. Avery imagined it was to assuage his own conscience about what he’d done to his daughter, as if by remaining silent, he could somehow absolve his guilt.

He waited patiently while Bella went about whatever she was doing after the fact. She turned the lights off in the lounge and he saw the lights go on upstairs in their respective bedrooms. After a few minutes, one went out and the other remained on. Avery waited another fifteen minutes before making his way to the fire escape.

The wooden ladder went to both upper stories of the house. The bedrooms were right at the top, so Avery took his time as he climbed in the dark, making sure his hands and feet had good holds on the dewy rungs. Once he reached the top, he carefully inched his way along the narrow landing, past the first darkened room, to the other where the light was still on. It was a gamble, so he hoped it was Mr Connelly who had chosen to go straight to sleep.

Cautiously peering through the window, he saw the unmistakable sight of a girl’s bedroom. It was pink, with an elegant white make-up table and drawers, with shelves stuffed with books and pretty dolls. At the centre of the room was a large double bed with a pink bedspread and pillows, and crisp white sheets. Bella was lying on the bed with her nose in a book. Avery had to clamp his hand over his mouth not to gasp.

Instead of looking like she’d just been spanked and drilled in the ass, she was dressed in a glamorous white nightdress. It was scant to the extreme, barely covering the slip of white silk of her panties. Her long legs were casually crossed and she was wiggling her toes as if she was enjoying what she was reading. The gossamer fabric revealed her delectable body, showing her large breasts rising and falling with each breath. Her raven-black hair hung loose about her shoulders and her jade-green eyes flicked joyously back and forth as she read each line of her book. Of course, he couldn’t see her bottom, which was surely bright red and smarting. How could she look so relaxed after such an ordeal? He could only imagine she’d become used to it.

As much as Avery didn’t want to feel aroused at this moment, her beauty was irresistible. Seeing such shapely feminine curves so prominently displayed would make any man’s blood burn with lust. She was a princess indeed. And she had wished for a handsome prince to come and save her. It was all or nothing, an extreme risk for the greatest reward. He put his mouth to the open slot of the sash window and whispered her name.

She closed her book and put it on the bedside table. “Mr Avery?” she whispered in reply.

Avery breathed a sigh of relief. If she’d screamed he would have been a dead man.

He carefully lifted the sash window until he had enough space to slip inside. Bella was standing by her bed looking so desirable his cock went rock hard.

He crossed the room in several strides to stand in front of her, breathing in her raspberry candy scent. “I overheard what happened,” he said. “I’m going to save you from this.”

Her glossy pout parted as if ready to receive a kiss. A wave of lust swept through his body. He could no longer contain himself faced with such sublime beauty. Running his hands gently up her thighs, he found the waistbands of her tiny panties.

“Mr Avery…” she said, the words so quiet they carried on her breath.

Hooking his thumbs through the bands, he eased them over her hips and let her panties fall to the floor. She stood absolutely still as he ran his fingertips over the clean-shaven mound of her pussy. She was perfect in every way, a true princess, a worthy prize for a handsome prince. Running his hands gently up her arms, he slid the straps of her nightdress from her shoulders. She stared longingly into his eyes as he bared her breasts, cupping them on his hands. They were firm, warm and round. He couldn’t resist pinching her nipples to feel them harden between his thumb and forefinger.

“Oh, Mr Avery…” she said with such an ache in her voice, his cock felt like it was about to explode.

She arched her head with a yearning mouth, ready to receive his kiss. He cradled her head with one hand while he teased her nipple with the other and drew her to his body. He tasted her mouth, licked her lips, teeth and tongue with desperate need. The passion of the kiss made his head feel light, but he couldn’t bring himself to pull away, drinking from her mouth as if he were clinging to life itself.

As the room began to spin, he had to let go and steady himself against the bedside table. He couldn’t work out what was happening. He’d become dizzy and couldn’t stand up. She was smiling at him. Through the daze he couldn’t tell if it was the appreciation of a lover for a splendid kiss, or the mocking smile of a victorious huntress. His knees buckled and he fell onto the bed. She gave him a shove to complete his descent.

“I’d hoped you were the one, Mr Avery. Now I can see you’re just like the others,” she said, rolling him onto his back.

The room turned in circles and he struggled to focus, feeling consciousness slipping from his grasp.

“A princess has to defend herself without a handsome prince to protect her. You’ve ingested a two-part narcotic. The first part goes in the lemonade, which disguises the flavour. It’s harmless enough until mixed with the second part, which is in my lipstick. I make my own lipstick, Mr Avery. If you’ve had my lemonade, one kiss will knock you out.”

Avery grasped the meaning through the twisting pain in his stomach. It was a moment from a different fairy tale, but he’d still taken a bite of the poisoned apple. As the darkness closed in, he wondered what Bella had in store for him now.

When Avery regained consciousness, he saw he was exactly where he’d fallen, only now, he was securely tied up to Bella’s bed. His stomach felt fine again and the room had stopped moving. Looking about as best he could, he saw Bella arranging objects on a small wooden tray. Remembering he was still in danger from Mr Connelly too, he kept his voice to a whisper.

“Bella, let me go. I’m sorry I touched you that way. I don’t mean you any harm.”

She turned to face him. “That’s what all the other farm hands said too. You’re all just like my daddy.”

Avery understood exactly what she meant. “I only wanted to stop him from doing it to you again.”

She let out a small giggle. “Daddy can’t do anything to me. He tried once, so I gave him a little kiss, just like you.” She opened the drawer of her bedside table and pulled out a small glass jar. Inside, two shrivelled white plums floated in clear liquid. “So while he was sleeping, to make sure he never tried it again, I snipped off his balls. Balls are what make men wicked. Daddy is all better now he doesn’t have them anymore.”

Avery shook his head, trying to understand what was happening. “But I heard him spanking you and doing… other things.”

She raised her hand and gave him a hard spank on his exposed thigh.

“No, daddy, please don’t spank me!” she said, spanking his other thigh.

The bright pain crystallised the fact he was stripped from the waist down. His crotch had also been shaved so there wasn’t a single hair remaining. Why the hell had she shaved him? Bella spanked him again with the full force of her arm, which was considerable for such a slender woman.

“It hurts, daddy! No, please stop!”

“Shh! Dammit, your father will hear you and come in here,” he hissed.

She smiled and shook her head. “Daddy is fast asleep. I always give him a lovely kiss before bed to make sure he sleeps. He won’t wake up until morning.”

Avery blew out a breath. “Then… what…”

“Daddy gets a good spanking every night to remind him what he tried to do to me. Once he’s been properly punished, I give him a kiss and put him to bed.”

Everything that had happened since Avery had arrived at Pine Valley Cattle Ranch took on a new meaning. In particular, Mr Connelly’s very specific warning about not developing romantic feelings for Bella.

“Please, just let me go,” he said. “I’ll get in my truck and drive away from here tonight. You’ll never see me ever again.”

“That’s what they all say,” said Bella, bringing her tray to the bed. She fixed him with her heart-melting emerald gaze. “You should have read the book, Mr Avery. When the prince was thrown out of the tower, he fell onto a thorn bush and lost his eyeballs.” She picked up a small pair of shiny scissors in one hand and lifted his balls on her fingertips with the other. “You need to lose a different set of balls to stop you from being wicked. It’ll make you better, just like Daddy.”

“No, Bella… you don’t have to do this…”

“It’s all right, Mr Avery. I’ll snip them off so you can’t cum anymore. Then, like the prince in the story, you’ll be able to find true love.”

Avery knew there was nothing he could say or do as she started cutting into his sac. She worked with a shuddering breath, as if she was in a state of heightened excitement over what she was doing. She put one cut in the protective purse holding his balls. One by one, she took each of his organs out, as delicately as if she were a princess working on a needlepoint tapestry. But instead of working a thread, her scissors were busy cutting his threads, removing his manhood one piece at a time. When she dropped his second severed ball into a glass jar, he knew, like the prince losing his sight, that he had lost his sex.

She sewed up his scrotum, which now felt achingly tight, and released him from his bonds. He got up, not knowing what to say or do. All he wanted to do was flee, so he did, lurching towards the window to disappear down the fire escape into the night. Before he could make it out the window, he felt Bella’s hand smack him hard on the ass. His cheek burned like he too had landed in a thorn bush.

Scrambling through the window, he stumbled along the fire escape to the ladder, climbing down as fast as his legs would take him. As he fled into the night, Bella’s haunting voice followed him into the darkness.

“And they all lived happily ever after!”


Maid of Honour

The engagement party was formal, extravagant and elite, much as Stacy had anticipated it would be. It was being held in the ballroom of a five star hotel, with all the trappings of luxury money could buy. The serving staff were decked out in black and whites, with bow ties and jackets with tails. The two hundred or so guests weren’t wearing anything less than Italian designer house cocktail wear. The champagne was French, about five hundred dollars a bottle, and the canapes had been designed by a three Michelin star chef. At least, that’s what the invitation had said.

Designed. The idea was amusing. Imagine such a chef actually having to cook.

She was also wearing a black Gucci cocktail dress. Over the past few years, she’d spent her time fighting her way out of poverty. She now had a healthy bank account and could afford the finer things in life, but she refused to pay the five figure price tag of a new dress. She didn’t want to be like these people. She didn’t want to be one of them.

She’d always been good with her hands, so making the adjustments to match the dress to her figure, rather than it’s previous owner, wasn’t an issue. Fortunately, no guests were expected to bring a gift. There was no need. Miriam and Clarke, the dream couple, already had everything they could want in life. They’d both been born with a silver spoon in their mouth and stood to inherit wealth beyond the imagination of most people.

She wondered if they would recognise her now. She looked quite different to the girl they’d known at school. Back then she’d also worn second-hand clothes. The difference was, they looked like second-hand clothes. She also had to wear glasses with Coke-bottle lenses so she could see. Without them she was legally blind. No matter who wore those glasses, they did nothing for the eyes, even large, pretty, baby-blue eyes like the ones she had now.

Stacy was a late developer. Not helped by her clothes and eyewear, she didn’t have much of a womanly figure as a young girl. It wasn’t until she’d left school and gone on to join the workforce that she’d blossomed. Now the Gucci dressed hugged a very feminine figure, with curves in all the right places. The slash up the side gave watchers a glimpse of long, shapely legs. Corrective eye surgery had put pay to the hideous glasses, and now she could flutter her long eyelashes and make men’s hearts melt with desire.

She reached the reception desk, where the concierge asked for her invitation. She didn’t have one, because she hadn’t been invited. She made a play of looking for it in her purse. It gave her enough time to spot Miriam across the ballroom floor. She raised her hand and wiggled her fingers in an excited girlish wave. Miriam looked at her and returned the wave. Her frown revealed she was struggling to identify the stunning, sultry brunette who had just grabbed her attention.

The ruse worked, and the concierge admitted her to the party. She made a beeline through the guests to Miriam, dispelling any doubts he might have had about his decision.

Miriam had also aged well, but then, being born to such wealth, she had the finest personal care. She was a fiery redhead with bright green eyes and an athletic figure which she wasn’t afraid to show off in a dazzling, sequined red cocktail dress.

Stacy gave her a gentle embrace and a kiss on the cheek that wouldn’t mess either of their make-up. “Miriam! Congratulations! I’m so happy for you both, although it’s hardly a surprise.”

Miriam laughed. “Yes, he did rather take his time about it. That’s why we’re having a short engagement. If I let him decide the wedding date, I’ll be waiting years.”

“When is the big day?”

“Three weeks from today.”

“How exciting!”

Stacy enjoyed the moment, watching Miriam stall for time while she tried to place the stranger before her. “You look absolutely stunning, my dear. I’d better be careful, or you might steal his heart away from me.”

Stacy laughed in return. “There’s not much chance of that. You two were always going to be an item. So lucky in love! I remember wondering at high school how long it would be before you got married.”

The heavily loaded clue did the trick as Miriam recalled her. Stacy noticed the brief squint in Miriam’s eye as she tried to work out how Stacy had been invited.

There were many other people from their high school at the party, but she and Miriam had never been friends. It had been quite the opposite. Miriam and her gang of bitches had made her life a misery. However, many years had passed and bullies rarely remembered their victims or what they had done to them.

Stacy hadn’t forgotten though. She recalled every incident. There had been one when Miriam’s gang had held her down, so Miriam could cut off her hair with a pair of craft scissors she’d stolen from art class. The first girl in had been Collette. She had been cunning enough to swipe the glasses from Stacy’s face so she was all but blind. But even seeing the incident in a blur and through the pain of their punches, there was no mistaking the fiery red hair of her assailant. Miriam had laughed as she had hacked off Stacy’s beautiful chocolate-brown ringlets.

When it was over, the first thing Stacy had seen, once she’d fumbled around and found her glasses, was Clarke walking by, pretending he hadn’t seen her there. How could he have not seen her? How could anyone miss a beaten-up girl lying in the middle of the field, with her butchered locks being carried off by the breeze? He may not have done the bullying himself, but his inaction made him an accomplice.

“Well, it has been years!” said Miriam, still searching for her name. “Have you tied the knot yourself? You must have men falling over themselves for you!”

She gave Miriam a sullen grimace. “No. Unlike you, I haven’t been so lucky in love yet. I’m still single Stacy Spencer.”

Miriam finally made the connection, although she couldn’t equate the awkward, unattractive schoolgirl with the vision of feminine beauty that stood before her now. “Well, I’d better reunite you with Clarke… so I can keep an eye on you…” she said, taking Stacy on her arm. “And to make sure he keeps his hands to himself!”

Stacy couldn’t resist a small smile. Was Miriam aware of Clarke’s tendency to stray?

They weaved through the crowd, greeting people as they passed and sharing pleasantries. Stacy saw Clarke through the crowd ahead. He still looked much the same. He was a little older and his body had filled out, but he was the same roguishly handsome devil she remembered from school. He had the kind of looks that could get him cast as James Bond if he had any acting ability. His only actual ability was knowing how to be pampered by his parents and collect their money.

His eyes lingered on her as they approached, shamelessly appreciating her beauty despite the fact she was on his fiancée’s arm. By the bleary look in his eye, he was deep into the champagne already and his inhibitions had left the building. That was if he’d ever had any inhibitions at all.

Miriam cleared her throat theatrically. “Clarke, you remember Stacy Spencer from school.”

“Stacy!” he said with a slight slur.

Stacy was quite sure he had no idea who she was and that he didn’t care as long as he could continue to get glimpses of her cleavage. She extended her hand in the ladylike manner,  indicating she expected a kiss. He took her fingers with a small lopsided grin and lowered his lips. She saw him inhale deeply before planting a soft kiss on the back of her fingers.

As well as her choice of perfume, the sultry scent of Dior Pure Poison, she’d stopped at the women’s bathroom before joining the party. There, she’d had a quickie, forcing two fingers deep inside her pussy to mark them with a secondary scent. The combination smelled like she was ready for hot sex. It had absolutely the desired effect on Clarke.

He raised his head and met her eye. Right there and then, the moment of eye contact announced he wanted to screw her as soon as he could. If he could, he would right now, up against the wall if the ballroom wasn’t filled with two hundred or so guests.

It wasn’t that he didn’t enjoy being with Miriam. He was simply a man of his kind, one who could have his cake and eat it too. He was a playboy through and through. She doubted he’d ever been refused or had to work for a thing in his life, including bedding any woman who caught his eye. He wanted sex, so he took it.

“Why didn’t I notice you at school?” he said, holding her fingers for longer than he should.

“You must have overlooked me,” she replied, feeling the biting sting of the words as she spoke them. He had noticed her at school. He’d chosen to look the other way.

“And what an oversight that was too!” he said. Miriam did not look impressed with his comment. He quickly added, “But lucky for me, I’ve already found the girl of my dreams.” As if needing to reassure her further, he slipped his arm around her waist and pulled her close.

“You make such a beautiful couple. Congratulations on your engagement,” said Stacy with the sigh of a love sick romantic.

At that moment, all she could think about was the number of times she’d seen Clarke take various girls behind the gymnasium to be his one on one study buddy. He would study her head, bobbing up and down, while she studied the feel and flavour of his cock in her mouth. Stacy may have worn Coke-bottle glasses, but she had perfect vision with them on and was a shrewd observer. He’d never known she was spying on him.

There had been a queue of girls desperate to snatch him away from Miriam’s stranglehold any way they could. Securing a husband like Clarke would mean they’d never have to work another day in their life. Poor things. He’d played each of them for every blow job he could get.

They’d never known he didn’t have a choice. He was expected to marry Miriam. She didn’t know if they loved one another, or if either of them was capable of love. That didn’t matter. It was a political marriage, a union of wealth, securing family fortunes for generations to come. It was a marriage about power. They were both addicted to power. In turn, they were both addicted to each other.

“And what about you? Are you seeing anyone? I expected to see a large diamond ring on your finger,” he said.

Stacy suppressed a smile. She definitely had his eye. He was already trying to find out if she was available. She took a deep breath and sighed as if she were love sick. It served the dual purpose of making her breasts swell in her dress, making them strain seductively against the fabric for a brief moment. “I’m a bit of a handful,” she said. The insinuation wasn’t lost on Clarke as she took another deep breath. “I just can’t seem to keep men for very long.”

Miriam gave her a sad pout. “You’ll find Mr Right soon enough, dear. When you do, I’ll vet him for you.” She gave Clarke a firm slap on the ass.

Stacy was really enjoying herself now. The double entendres were flowing thick and fast. But the one poised on her lips was most satisfying of all. “Thanks, Miriam, but I’m rather good at vetting them myself. I’d be bold enough to say that I’m very thorough with my vetting.”

Clarke’s grin revealed he thought she was talking about having sex. Miriam gave her a little wink. If only they knew what she really meant by the remark. She wasn’t about to tell them. Although Clarke had inspired the fetish she’d acquired, it was best not discussed in polite company. She let out a silly little laugh, dismissing the subject.

“I’ll let you lovebirds get to other guests,” said Stacy. “I’ll go catch up with the gang.”

Miriam gave her a tight-lipped smile. Clarke’s was warm and appreciative.

Stacy spent the next few hours mingling with old acquaintances from school. She couldn’t describe them as friends. Nobody had wanted to be friends with the bespectacled poor girl back then, as if by association, she would somehow taint their reputation. But her old classmates were more willing to be friendly now, especially the men.

Stacy quickly discovered Collette had been given the role of maid of honour. It figured. She was Miriam’s lieutenant. She was the girl who knocked Stacy’s glasses off her face, leaving her blind and at the mercy of whatever cruel punishment Miriam wanted to inflict on her.

Collette wasn’t the prettiest girl, so she compensated for it by wearing a lot of make-up and very long fake eyelashes. As Stacy spied her through the crowd, she saw Collette hadn’t changed her mode of presentation. Collette had particularly despised Stacy at school. She’d resented the fact she’d gained entrance to their exclusive school on a scholarship. She’d called it a ‘pity pass,’ spitting the words into Stacy’s face whenever she could.

As the evening wore on, Stacy had no shortage of invitations to dance. It seemed the men of the idle rich didn’t care if they were seen handling and ogling a beautiful woman in front of their girlfriends or wives. It couldn’t be said for the opposite.

“Mind if I cut in?” said Clarke, not giving Stacy’s current dance partner the opportunity to decline.

He took her hand delicately and put his other hand on the small of her back, pressing her close to his body. She felt the hard bump of a swelling erection in his pants as their bodies touched.

They swayed to the music, maintaining eye contact for the length of time normally reserved for lovers. Despite his obvious advances, they made idle conversation while they danced. Clarke asked the questions and didn’t care about her answers. He only wanted her in his arms for as long as he could get away with it.

“I could kiss you right now,” he said, low enough for only her to hear. He was so brazen about saying it, a man used to getting his way with anything he wanted.

“Then why don’t you?” she replied, parting her lips in readiness.

He let out a small snort of a laugh. “Somehow, I don’t think my fiancée would approve, especially on this night of all nights.”

Stacy let out a disappointed sigh. “Then you’ll have to think of an opportunity to make it happen,” she said.

As if she’d been listening in on their conversation, Miriam appeared, red hot in more than appearance. “Stacy, darling, do you think I could have my husband to be back for a while?”

“By all means,” she replied, escaping his grasp. He still had a hard-on and that was his problem. “Clarke was trying to convince me to come to dinner next week.”

Clarke swept Miriam into his arms to hide his arousal. She eyed him suspiciously.

“I was telling Stacy what a wonderful cook you were, as well as being the most beautiful girl in the world,” he said. He stared deep into her eyes without flinching. He’d always been good at lying to her in the past. He was even better at it now. “How’s next Friday?”

Stacy smiled apologetically. “Oh, I don’t want to be a bother. You must have a lot on your hands with a wedding to plan.”

“No, you must,” said Miriam. “It seems my fiancé wants me to defend my reputation in the kitchen…” She left the other half of her sentence unspoken, but it wasn’t lost on Stacy. Had she finished it, she would have said, “… as well as the bedroom.”

Stacy accepted and they made the arrangements. She excused herself from their company and made a discreet exit from the party. Her job was done for the night and she had a busy week of preparations ahead.

* * *

Collette’s movements weren’t hard to track for someone of Stacy’s intellect. That was how she’d earned her scholarship, not as a ‘pity pass’ as Collette had insisted.

Collette had a regular booking at an exclusive spa for a full body massage and beauty treatment. Stacy decided it was time to ramp up her treatments a notch. Dressed in the white uniform of a masseuse, she entered the private studio. Collette was lying face down on the table, completely naked apart from a towel draped over her legs and bottom.

“Good afternoon, Collette,” she said. “Your regular masseuse is unexpectedly tied up, so I’ll be taking care of you today.” It was the truth. The masseuse was currently handcuffed to a toilet in the women’s bathroom with half a roll of duct tape plastered to her face.

Collette flicked her fingers dismissively. “Then do a decent job and I won’t get you fired,” she said.

“Oh, I’ll do an excellent job,” said Stacy, gently taking one of Collette’s arms. With a quick tug, she brought her wrists together behind Collette’s back and clamped them in a set of handcuffs.

Collette swore like a sailor while Stacy grabbed a handful of her hair, keeping her own face averted so she wasn’t seen. She strapped a thick, black blindfold over Collette’s eyes. The language and threats that poured from Collette’s mouth as she was dragged off the bed reminded Stacy vividly of what she’d been like at school. Not much had changed in Collette’s world.

Pulling Collette to her feet, Stacy pinned her against the wall by her throat. “Nobody is coming to help you, Collette. These rooms are quite soundproof. Now… how does it feel to be blind and outnumbered?” she hissed. She wanted to add ‘for a change,’ but she wasn’t about to give Collette any clues about her identity.

Damn, it felt good to have her stark naked and pinned helplessly to the wall. After all these years, payback was going to be so very sweet.

The fear was evidently starting to set in for Collette. “There—there are more of you?”

“No,” said Stacy. “But I have two fists and you have none.” She let Collette understand the reality of the situation, giving her several solid blows to the stomach. The air burst from her lungs with each punch, leaving her winded and struggling to breathe. Once she had her breath back, Stacy knocked it out of her again. Collette tried to slump to the floor, but she held her in place while she worked her stomach over with her fist.

“Please—stop!” gasped Collette, struggling to regain her breath.

Stacy responded with another flurry of blows, making sure Collette’s lungs would be burning for air. When Collette began to go limp, she paused her assault, grabbed her by the hair and hauled her into a chair. She found Collette’s purse and retrieved her smartphone. Pressing Collette’s finger to the home button, the phone unlocked. Stacy opened the contacts list and found Miriam’s number.

Collette was heaving in lungfuls of oxygen and sobbing, so Stacy gave her a few sharp slaps across the face to regain her attention.

“Here’s what you’re going to do,” she said. “I’m going to phone Miriam. You’re going to tell her you have a family emergency out of town and that you’ll be away for the next few weeks. That means you’ll have to resign as her maid of honour. Try any funny business and we’ll start to make some of these breathing problems permanent.”

Collette nodded and started to sob again. Stacy gave her another stinging slap across the face. Seeing her cheek redden, she decided to even up the other side with a backhand. She’d always appreciated balanced composition.

She dialled the number and put the phone up to Collette’s mouth. Collette did as she’d been instructed, her suppressed sobbing adding to the authenticity of the call. Miriam was naturally more disappointed than sympathetic. How typical. Did these people have a shred of concern for others? They were so self-absorbed they deserved everything they got.

When the call ended, Stacy made sure Collette was intimately aware that she meant business. She needed her scared enough not to take any action to find out the identity of her assailant. That meant giving her a working over she’d never forget. Slapping her face had been quite enjoyable, so she continued that until Collette’s cheeks were on fire. Then she hauled her back to the wall to return to work on her stomach. She wanted Collette aching for at least a week, remembering every punch as she took a breath. Even then, it was just a drop in the bucket in return for what she’d received at Miriam and Collette’s hands in their youth.

When Collette was on the brink of losing consciousness, she took her back to the chair.

“Get out of town. If I find out you’ve been hanging around or doing anything I wouldn’t like, I’ll be back to finish the job. It’ll be slow. It’ll hurt a lot.”

She left Collette in the chair, exited the room and hung the ‘do not disturb’ sign on the door handle. The bitch needed to suffer, and she had to get ready for dinner.

* * *

Miriam and Clarke lived in a ridiculously large house in the hills. It was at least a twenty bedroom mansion, with large landscaped grounds, a pool and every other luxury feature imaginable. It even had its own artificial waterway, so while anyone was outside, they could hear the soothing sound of running water.

Stacy arrived at dusk, as the lights were coming on, illuminating the house, pool and gardens like it was an important monument. She wore her long chocolate-brown hair in a French plait and had chosen a blue dress that sat comfortably between stylish and sexy. It showed a hint of cleavage, clung to her tiny waist accentuating her curves, and the wrap around skirt showed flashes of leg as she walked.

Clarke greeted her at the door grinning like a lust-sick idiot. She gave him a knowing smile as he ushered her inside, barely saying a word. Miriam was overdressed for a woman in charge of making the meal, wearing a form-fitting crimson dress and a tiny apron. No doubt she wasn’t actually doing any cooking at all. Stacy had found the list of staff they employed to take care of the household, which included a personal chef. They were all notably out of sight, as if Miriam didn’t want to flaunt their wealth, or give Stacy reason to believe she hadn’t cooked.

They passed pleasantries as Clarke opened a bottle of excellent French Chardonnay. Miriam looked totally unconcerned that she’d just lost her maid of honour. It made Stacy want to toss her wine in her face. Fortunately, it was much too good to go to waste.

“You have a lovely house. Roomy! Are you planning to start your own baseball team once the honeymoon is over?” She gave them both a cheeky grin.

Miriam pulled an awkward smile. She wasn’t exactly the breeding type, but she’d be expected to pop out at least two heirs. It would probably suit Clarke though. Once Miriam had her hands full making babies, he would have more time to find some regular mistresses. With the way he was looking at her now, Stacy felt quite sure she was top of his list.

For a moment, she considered the opportunity of becoming a kept woman, the chance to live without want, to simply have to keep his cock happy. It was a small price for winning the lottery. She imagined many women would jump at the chance, but not her. Her tastes had become much too complex for a simple life.

“Clarke, why don’t you show me around the house? I’m sure Miriam has her hands full with dinner. It smells delicious!”

Clarke didn’t need convincing. Miriam poured herself another glass of wine and retreated to the kitchen.

“Let’s start with the pool,” said Stacy, fixing Clarke with a meaningful stare.

“Right this way,” he said.

Once they were outside, Stacy grabbed him by the scruff of his shirt and pulled him to her for the kiss he desired so much. His mouth was frantic against hers, like an addict who had gone without his chosen drug for too long. He pushed her up against the wall underneath a spotlight and hungrily devoured her lips. She unbuckled his belt and opened his pants. His cock was already rock hard and his balls were heavy.

He didn’t waste any time either, hoisting one of her legs onto his arm and pulling her panties aside with his other hand. She clenched her inner muscles as he entered her, making herself incredibly tight. He struggled to fit and that only made him more determined.

“So—damned—tight!” he said, grunting with animal lust.

Once he was deep inside her, she squeezed him harder, making each thrust an effort. It was driving him wild, making him paw at her body, squeezing her breasts through her dress. He was breathing hard, the full weight of his body pressing her to the wall.

She clamped him inside her, adding delicious friction and resistance to each thrust, aiming to make him cum as fast as possible. He swore under his breath with the intensity of his release. It was so satisfying to control a man’s orgasm, to exert the power of her sexuality over him. It would drive him wild with desire to have her again. She doubted Miriam could control his orgasms like this.

His voice was ragged. “Stacy—”

“Shh… there’s no need to say anything. Just show me to the bathroom so I can fix my lipstick.”

He did so, smoothing the creases from his shirt and checking his pants were done up as before. As Stacy reapplied her lipstick, she knew she had him right where she wanted him. Like Collette, she’d left him with a sore, aching cock that would remind him of their forbidden tryst for days. Through dinner, she doubted he’d even taste the food as the ache set in. It was such a sweet gift.

She arrived back at the dining room to find Miriam serving the meals as if she was an ordinary housewife. The stuffed salmon fillets looked like they’d been plated by a chef. Miriam gladly took all the credit for the flavour, cooking and presentation. Why she wanted to maintain the pretence they weren’t absurdly wealthy was beyond Stacy. It was the same pitying behaviour from school, just in a different context. For them, showing her false pity was as good as holding her down to beat her up.

“So, Stacy, we haven’t seen you in years. You seem to have done quite well for yourself,” said Miriam, after she’d cleared away the plates. Stacy didn’t miss the inferred remark about her having come from a poor background. She was piling on more pity. It was time to let them both know how much she’d changed.

“While you and Clarke were at college, I had to get a job to pay the bills,” she said. “I guess you could say I fell on my feet, landing a job as a personal assistant for a stock broker.”

“Sounds complicated,” said Clarke. He’d avoided looking at her in the eye since their liaison by the pool, aware he could betray himself to Miriam.

“He wanted a wife away from home to organise his life,” she replied. “I’m good at it. I got a glowing reference from him when I moved on. Every job I’ve had since has taken me to bigger and better things. You could say I’ve developed a reputation for making the impossible happen. Now, I pick and choose my employers.”

Miriam’s entire body language changed. She was hanging on every word. “Who have you worked for?” she asked.

Stacy rattled off a list of names, many of whom Miriam and Clarke would know through family connections.

“Impressive,” said Miriam. Stacy could see the wheels turning in her mind, connecting the dots, answering the questions she’d had since the engagement party. If Stacy was working for any of the people she had named, it explained her presence at the party, as she hadn’t been on the list of invited guests. Naturally, Miriam pretended she’d known all along. “I’ll get us some more wine,” she said, getting up from the table and leaving the room.

“When can I see you again?” whispered Clarke, meeting her eyes for the first time.

“Don’t you have a wedding to plan?” she replied. He already wanted more. She had him by the balls. She could play hard to get now he’d had a taste of what she could offer.

“Ah, it’s all for Miriam. She wants the big, fancy wedding. If I had a choice, we’d skip it altogether. I’m not big on being on show.”

Her phone beeped in her purse. It was a useful distraction. She quickly checked it. There was a text message from one of her former employers. It simply read: Miriam just called for a reference.

Miriam appeared a moment later, inspecting the wine label as if it had taken her some time to make a suitable choice. “Y’know, I had the strangest call from Collette this afternoon,” she said casually, as she passed the wine to Clarke to pour. “She said she had to resign as my maid of honour.”

Stacy raised her eyebrows. “How come? I hope she’s okay.”

“Family emergency apparently. Leaves me in a bit of a hole with only two weeks till the wedding.”

Clarke smiled on one side of his mouth, the one facing away from Miriam.

“I feel embarrassed to ask, Stacy, but could you step in for her?”

Clarke looked at each of them in turn, liking the idea he’d see Stacy around the house instead of Collette.

“I’d be honoured,” Stacy replied.

“You truly are a godsend, coming back into our lives at our time of need,” said Miriam, raising her glass for a toast.

They clinked glasses. While Miriam began the rundown on the arrangements made to date, Stacy enjoyed the fact she now had them both by the balls. It was going to be the most splendid wedding ever.

* * *

Miriam’s demands were exacting. Although she had a wedding planner, Stacy was still expected to make sure everything stayed on track. It was more than a full time job and she wasn’t even getting paid, not that she cared.

She kept the wedding planner honest, going through her books to make sure nothing was out of place, overlooked or amiss. Wealthy people were easy to fleece when they didn’t care how much money they had to spend. She accounted for every detail, making sure the wedding would be perfect. Stacy didn’t care about Miriam getting a bigger bill than necessary, or that the flowers for the table weren’t the right shade of red. She wanted her to know she wasn’t just doing a good job, that she was doing an exceptional job.

As Miriam began to appreciate she’d made the right choice, she started to lavish Stacy with praise. With three days to go until the wedding, Miriam phoned only to tell Stacy she was the perfect maid of honour.

“What are friends for?” Stacy replied.

* * *

The only part of the wedding plans that Miriam had no say in was her bachelorette night. That was left entirely up to Stacy. She hired out an exclusive club for a night of cocktails, music and dirty dancing.

By the time Enrico hit the stage, she’d made sure Miriam was more than a bit tipsy. Enrico was a hit with any woman. His sultry Latin looks gave him a brooding sexiness, and his physique was like a Greek god. He got Miriam up on the stage and let her put her hands wherever she liked while he gave her a very public lap dance. He did it without hesitation in front of the fifty closest of Miriam’s girlfriends. Stacy had paid him to do it. She wanted witnesses for later.

With his back to the crowd, Miriam needed no invitation to take a private view of what he kept in his tight thong. The crowd let out a jealous cheer. The cocktails continued to flow. Stacy ordered another for Miriam and slipped a little pill in it before handing it to her. She was so enamoured with Enrico, she downed the drink in one go, so she could get back to running her hands over his body while they danced. As the pill started to take effect, Enrico swept her up in his arms. He gave the crowd a cheeky nod and a wink, and carried her out the back of the club to the private rooms.

Stacy followed, taking a different route. She met up with Enrico. He’d laid Miriam out on the plush bed. She didn’t know where she was anymore. She was just giggling foolishly and mumbling. Enrico handed Stacy a camera.

“Is the other set on here too,” she asked.

He nodded. She checked the memory card and was pleased with the collection of pictures he’d taken. She reached into her pocket and gave him a brown paper envelope fat with cash.

He checked the contents and grinned. “I would have done this second part for free,” he said in his smooth Latin accent.

“I’d rather you got paid. You’re worth every cent.”

He shrugged. “It’s your money, boss.”

Stacy readied the camera. “Then let’s get to work.”

With Miriam drugged out of her mind, they had plenty of time to compose every shot. Enrico started by stripping her naked. She had a good body and all the beauty therapy had kept her in excellent shape, so Enrico didn’t have any trouble getting it up. He rolled her on her back and put his cock in her mouth.

“Throat her,” said Stacy. “Don’t hold back.”

She snapped away as Enrico enjoyed himself, thrusting his long, thick cock right down her throat until he was balls deep. She lay there and took it, not really aware what was happening. The shots looked great though, like she was some high class hooker having the dirtiest sex of her life.

Enrico then went to work on her ass, giving it a good, hard pounding. Stacy appreciated his libido and his staying power. Miriam wasn’t going to remember any of this, but she’d certainly feel like she’d had a truck up her backside in the morning. Eventually Enrico told her he was ready to cum.

“Go back to her mouth,” said Stacy. “Cum on her face and in her mouth. Make her lick your cock clean.” She continued to snap pictures as Enrico made one hell of a show of finishing himself on Miriam’s face.

Stacy checked back through the photos. They were perfect. She thanked Enrico and let him out. Then she got Miriam cleaned up and let her sleep off the drugs.

* * *

By the wedding day, Miriam was walking normally again. She hadn’t mentioned that she was in any discomfort, but Stacy had noticed she wasn’t walking freely for two days after Enrico had pumped her ass like a pneumatic hammer. Stacy saw to it that Miriam was dressed and left her in the care of her make-up artist and hair stylist.

“I’m just going to check on the rings,” she said.

“Very wise, dear,” Miriam replied. “It would be just like Clarke to forget those.”

They’d booked out a luxury lodge in the country for the ceremony and reception. Stacy made a beeline for the dressing room on the other side of the main hall, where Clarke would be getting ready. She accounted for all the groomsmen, who were already dressed and waiting outside. She knocked on the door, but didn’t wait for Clarke to invite her in.

Clarke was taking his time about getting dressed. He was also well into a decanter of scotch. He looked at her with foggy eyes and grinned.

“It’s just like Miriam to keep you all to herself. She doesn’t like to share.” He took her in his arms, making his intentions clear. “Now I have you at last, how about one last fling before the ring?”

“And what about afterwards?” Stacy replied.

“Well, after it becomes an affair… much more serious than a fling.”

She broke free from his grasp. “How about a little toast first?” she said, gathering a second glass and filling both with scotch. She also slipped a little pill into his one and gave it a quick swirl to help it dissolve. She handed him the glass and raised her own. Their glasses clinked and he downed his drink.

Now he wasn’t prepared to take no for an answer and pulled her close, holding her tight as he sought her lips for a kiss. She responded in kind, allowing him into her mouth while she waited for the pill to take effect. As he shifted his weight uneasily, she knew he was close to passing out, so she backed him over to the couch and let him slump onto it. In another moment, he was out cold.

Reaching into her purse, she felt her heart rate increase as she searched for her little scissors. Removing his briefs and spreading his legs, she set about her most important task as the maid of honour.

Cutting into his sac was the moment of coming full circle. She’d first thought about castrating men when she was sixteen. Clarke had given her the idea. It had started with the time he’d treated her without a shred of honour, the day he’d averted his head. She couldn’t forgive him for leaving her in the dirt, beaten up, humiliated and missing her hair. As he had no balls in his character, she’d thought how fitting it would be if someone cut them off for real.

Such was the nature and curse of people with great intellects. Once the idea had been firmly rooted in her mind, she wanted to know more, to find out if the reality matched the thrill of the fantasy. While she didn’t act on it for another two years, she studied every aspect of castrating a man. The more she learned, the more she couldn’t wait for an opportunity to snip a pair of cords. Men loved their balls, and she loved the idea of cutting them off.

Her first employer had given her the opportunity. He wanted a wife away from home in more than a functional capacity. He also wanted her to perform the conjugal services of a wife in the bedroom.

On the day she’d terminated her employment, she’d worked him into a frenzy of lust. Just when he’d thought he was going to get to pound her little pussy, she’d tied him up and snipped off his balls. She found out that day if the reality was as good as the fantasy. It wasn’t. It was so much better.

What she’d told Miriam and Clarke was true, he had given her a glowing reference. While she’d effectively put his already failing marriage to an end, he was much more concerned that people would find out she’d given him the snip. These kinds of men had so much ego attached to two small, vulnerable organs. Once she’d whipped them off, he was prepared to do anything for her, just to keep it secret.

Now she knew how much she enjoyed castrating men, she didn’t bother looking for excuses. Cutting rich, powerful men was best. She trimmed balls to end any kind of relationship with these men. If she tired of having sex with a man, she spent their final night together taking out his balls.

It made her so wet, watching their wide, desperate eyes as she stretched the cords tight, readying them for a snip. Tied up and with their mouths taped shut, all they could do was plead with their eyes. It never made any difference though. If anything, it made each penetration all the more enjoyable for her, every snip of her scissors another wave of pleasure.

Sometimes she didn’t even bother having sex with a rich man at all. It was better to go straight to the part she enjoyed best. They were always so willing to let her tie them up when she flashed her beautiful breasts or gave them a tiny taste of her sweet pussy.

It was an absolute delight to watch their rock hard cocks shrivel up as she removed their sex organs, one by one. Every man she cut made her feel stronger, as if she absorbed the sexual energy from each pair of trophies. Such was the joy of understanding her true power as a woman. She could control a man’s libido and make him cum when she wanted to, or deny him that pleasure forever. She couldn’t take a rich man away from his money, but she could remove something much more precious. And no amount of money could replace it.

She had Clarke to thank for making this discovery in herself, for unlocking her desire to dominate wealthy, powerful men this way. It would have been so much better to take out his balls while he was awake. She wanted him to see the weak girl had grown up to become a strong, beautiful woman. She wanted him to know this was the price for his indifference, for his lack of humanity. Although she wouldn’t get to enjoy his desperate, pleading eyes as she snipped him, it would still be worth it in the end.

She took her time taking them out, enjoying the moment of cutting each of his cords. After she’d stitched him up, he had a lovely, flat sac. Once he discovered what was missing, he would know who had done it to him. That had to be much later in the day, ideally as he went to bed with Miriam as man and wife.

She pulled on his briefs and pants before administering a shot of the drug that would counteract the pill and wake him up. It also had a long-lasting painkiller so he wouldn’t be aware of the ache between his legs where his balls used to be.

“W—what happened?” he said groggily.

“Too much booze too soon,” she replied. “C’mon, let’s get you dressed. You’re due at the altar in five minutes.”

She helped him to finish dressing, making sure his tie was properly knotted, and guided him out the door to the waiting group of groomsmen.

Then it was all go, making sure the wedding went ahead like clockwork. It was a magnificent wedding too. As Miriam and Clarke signed the register, making their marriage official, Stacy pulled out her phone. She sent two emails, from an anonymous account of course.

The first was to Clark, with all the photos she’d taken of Miriam with Enrico. The second was to Miriam, with the photos Enrico had taken of Clarke screwing her up against the wall of their house on the night she’d visited for dinner. She figured it would make a suitable talking point for them both after the formalities had finished.

And when they discovered she’d taken his balls, Miriam would also know she had been the last woman to have sex with her husband, two weeks before her wedding day, right under her nose. That fact was going to sting her bloated ego long and hard. What’s more, she would know Stacy had nullified the significance of their union, that she and Clarke would be unable to sire heirs. The rich thought they were untouchable, immune to mortal concerns. Well, payback had just been served.

Stacy made sure she was first to congratulate the happy couple after they had signed the wedding register. While she was still expected to fulfil her duties as the maid of honour, her work was done. She would make a quiet exit and disappear from their lives.

“It has been the most perfect day, dear,” said Miriam. “It wouldn’t have been the same without you.”

Stacy considered all the responses she could make to Miriam’s praise. Instead, she simply gave her a small smile.


Full Disclosure

The boat pulled into the small harbour and wharf that served a single establishment. Creighton Manor was an exclusive luxury hotel, with an eye-watering price tag to rent a room for a night. Wayne Holden was staying for two. With all the optional extras, it still wouldn’t leave a dent in his bank account big enough for him to notice.

The weekend away had been the impulsive idea of his friend and colleague Patrick Moore. Patrick had dropped the tickets on Wayne’s desk on Friday night and told him to be ready to leave in the morning. One plane trip and one boat ride later, they had arrived.

The small island on which Creighton Manor stood was politely described as rugged, which was why they arrived by boat. It had no suitable site to land a helicopter. The sea battered the rocky shoreline, making the hotel look more like an island prison than boutique accommodation.

“So what do we do to pass the time? Break rocks on the chain gang?” said Wayne.

Patrick snorted a laugh. “You’ll have your hands full in no time. Enjoy the view, mix and mingle with the other guests and enjoy the sea air. It’s invigorating, or so I hear.”

After docking, valets escorted them to a small cable car, which trundled up the cliff face to the manor. Wayne had to admit the view was spectacular the higher up they climbed. The waves battled one another relentlessly like gladiators. There was a near unbroken vista of the ocean, where the mainland was only a ghostly shape in the distance.

Checking in was a non-event. Everything had been taken care of in advance, right down to unpacking their bags in their luxury rooms. All they were required to do was to enjoy a glass or two of Champagne Bollinger in the lounge while they met the other guests.

There were currently around twenty guests staying, who clearly weren’t from all walks of life. They were the fabulously rich, the elite, celebrities and magnates who wanted a few days away from the rest of the world. Creighton Manor offered that too, with no cellular coverage and no access to the internet. They simply couldn’t be interrupted for love or money. For these people, the latter of which was a novelty.

Wayne took an immediate interest in a gorgeous brunette in a bright yellow silk dress. He whistled softly between his teeth. She had the kind of figure that made his cock involuntarily swell. Never one to be shy, he excused himself from Patrick and marched right up to her.

She looked him up and down as he approached and the small smile that formed in one corner of her perfect red pout told him she approved of what she saw too. He knew he was easy on the eye, but it was his confidence that put no woman out of his league.

She had dazzling pale amber eyes which twinkled as if she recognised him. She extended her hand and he planted a soft kiss on the back of her long, delicate fingers.

“Carina,” she said, as they met eyes again.

“Wayne,” he replied. As he tried to avoid straying from her face to her neckline, which revealed a generous bust, he noticed she was wearing a most peculiar necklace. It was a fine gold chain threaded through the finger holes of a small pair of diamond encrusted gold scissors.

“Are you staying long?” she asked, raising her champagne glass.

Trying to ignore her peculiar piece of jewellery, he allowed himself to get lost in her eyes. They were enchanting in their beauty and he found it impossible to look away. Raising his glass, he accepted her toast. Their glasses clinked as they met, like a stolen kiss between lovers.

“Just the two nights. We head back to the mainland on Monday morning. You?”

“Oh, you could say I’m a regular. I stay for as long as the mood takes me, depending on who else is also in residence. Some people are complete bores, but others can be entertaining for days on end.”

Wayne thought that definitely sounded like an invitation for a little romance. She wasn’t wearing a wedding ring and flirted like a single woman. He decided this weekend was definitely going to be a very fine getaway indeed.

“What does one do for entertainment at this establishment?” he said, making it quite clear with his tone of voice that he was also being flirtatious.

“Whatever takes your mood,” she replied, playing along. “There’s a dance this evening after dinner. Save one for me. Then we can get to know each other a little better.”

“I look forward to it,” he replied, excusing himself from her company.

Returning to Patrick, he didn’t miss the look of amusement in his friend’s eye.

“I see you’ve met Carina,” said Patrick, sipping his champagne.

“You know her?”

He raised his eyebrows. “Oh, yes. She’s a regular here and… hard to miss.”

“She’s gorgeous! Simply irresistible!” said Wayne, taking a very healthy mouthful of champagne to soothe his excitement.

“Therein lies the danger,” replied Patrick. “Some women have powerful pheromones. In Carina’s case, they’re like a class A drug. She is, as you say, simply irresistible.”

Wayne watched Carina as she made her way around the room, only half-listening to what Patrick had to say. “Why does she wear a pair of scissors around her neck?”

Patrick downed his champagne in one gulp. “Because she’s a castratrix.”

Wayne turned his head and frowned. “A what?”

“A castratrix. That’s the name for a woman who has a fetish for removing men’s balls,” Patrick replied, with a deadpan expression. “She uses those scissors to do it.”

Wayne laughed. “You’re having me on!”

He shook his head. “I’m deadly serious.”

Wayne paused for a long moment, taking in the idea. “I never knew such a fetish existed! Why does she do it?”

“For the same reason anyone indulges in a fetish. Because she enjoys it. She claims it’s the greatest form of sexual domination over a man. You’ll have to resist her charms if you want to keep your family jewels, my friend. If you give her half a chance, she’ll pluck them both without any hesitation.”

“Damn!” He raised his glass to his lips and realised it was already empty. “How come she’s so brazen about it? I mean, it’s hard to believe she would want to advertise her fetish. That’s the fastest way to scare a man off. I like my balls right where they are, thank you very much.”

“Wayne, you’re mingling with a different class of people. They’re a different kind of rich, the kind that doesn’t care what other people think. They’ll indulge whatever fetishes and desires they want, because they can. They’re people who get what they want, when they want it. Secrecy isn’t required.”

Wayne shook his head and let out a nervous laugh. “Why would any man let her castrate him? Surely she’d have to do it by force.”

“She doesn’t need to use force. They beg her to do it, because they can’t resist her. Full disclosure, Wayne. You’ve been warned.”

“Don’t worry about me, Patrick. I’m a big boy. I can handle myself, but thanks for the heads up.”

He shook his head. “We’ll see. It’ll depend on whether she takes a liking to you or not. From the look of it, she already has. Be careful around her and you can sail home on Monday morning with your balls still attached.”

Wayne looked over at Carina, as she worked her way around the room, chatting to the other guests. Damn she was beautiful! Now he had forewarning, he felt confident he could prevent himself from ever getting into a situation where he’d be begging her to castrate him. Even the idea of losing his balls was terrifying. All he had to do was resist. He was a man who managed multi-million dollar deals. That required ice in the veins and nerves of steel. How hard could it be?

* * *

Throughout the afternoon, he noticed she’d taken quite an interest in him. Wherever he went in the stately old manor, she always seemed to be there too.

While they didn’t speak, they frequently made eye contact. Her honey coloured eyes looked so large and bright. It made him feel like she was always in his personal space, even when she was on the other side of a room. Each time she gave him a small smile and then looked at his crotch.

At least she was forthright about her fetish. If only she wasn’t both captivating and beautiful, he knew could easily ignore her attention.

It was when they went down for dinner he found her impossible to ignore. The spacious dining room was set with a long banquet table, with white linen, sterling silver cutlery and the finest crystal glassware. There was a murmur of expectant pleasure from the gathering guests as they were treated to cocktails and appetisers. With the fleet of waiters in formal black and whites, he felt like he’d stepped back in time to attend a Victorian feast.

Carina was watching him as she bit into a tiny pastry, flashing her perfect white teeth. He gave her a polite nod by way of greeting, trying to affect an air of indifference, but it was becoming increasingly difficult to remain aloof. He would dearly love to get her into bed and have her all to himself. Was it possible? Surely a castratrix liked to have sex as well as indulging her fetish.

As the formal meal began, they were seated at the table. The place settings had been organised to make the guests mix and mingle. He had two businessmen seated either side of him and Carina was seated opposite. Her gold scissors, nestled in the cleft of her deep cleavage, flashed in the light as she sat down.

The dinner service was lavish, as much a display of wealth as a delicious meal, with ingredients like beluga caviar, black truffles and wagyu beef.

Wayne made small talk with the businessmen as he ate. He was grateful for the distraction as it allowed him to avoid engaging Carina in conversation without appearing to be rude. As they reached the dessert course, he felt her foot on his leg. She’d removed her shoe and was slowly inching up his leg with her toes. He finally met her gaze.

“How’s your dessert?” she said.

“Excellent,” he replied, forgetting what he was even eating at the sight of her.

Her foot had made it up to his inner thigh. Looking at her in her yellow silk dress was enough to get him aroused, with her gorgeous face and plunging neckline. But the delicate touch of her foot was all that was needed to prompt an erection to spring up.

“I hope you haven’t forgotten that you promised me a dance,” she said, finding his cock with her toes. She started to stroke up and down the shaft while she ate tiny spoonfuls of her dessert.

He quickly checked to see if the tablecloth was concealing the activity underneath. “As long as you don’t mind the fact I have two left feet.”

She winked. “I’m much more interested in two other parts of your body. But as for dancing, we can take it nice and slow. I’ll make sure you don’t have any embarrassing mishaps.”

He felt quite certain she wasn’t talking entirely about dancing with the way her foot was expertly working his cock. Her delicate strokes working up and down his shaft could easily make him cum if she chose to continue. Just as he felt his orgasm mounting, she withdrew her foot, as if she knew he was close.

“I’ll see you in the ballroom then,” she said, dotting the corners of her mouth on her napkin. “After you’ve had a chance to… calm down.”

As she walked away, she glanced back at him with a cheeky smile. He decided he didn’t care if she was a castratrix. She was utterly adorable and he was going to have her any way he could. His strong will was one of his best traits. He was confident he could bed her and walk away with his balls still attached.

“Calm down? Are you all right?” said the man next to him.

“Just a little joke about being a bad dancer,” he said, laughing it off.

It took a good ten minutes for his erection to calm down. Every time he blinked he saw her eyes, the delicious curves of her breasts rising and falling in her yellow dress, and her sweet red lips. Right now he would settle for a kiss. He was eager to taste her, to feel the warmth of her touch. While he waited for his erection to soften, he sipped his coffee and brandy. When at last it subsided, he was the last one at the table.

As he made his way to the ballroom, he was happy to see her dancing with another guest. She was so intoxicating, he needed a moment to get his head straight. He joined Patrick at the bar for a refill of brandy.

“Magnificent place isn’t it?” said Patrick. “All the old world charm of a time when the idle rich had nothing better to do than show off their wealth. Look at this ostentatious décor. Even the chandelier is cut crystal. Do you know how much it’s worth?”

Wayne hadn’t noticed the chandelier, or the gold work on the wallpaper, or the luxurious velvet drapes. He only had eyes for Carina. Now she was dancing, he could see she had a slash on one side of her skirt up to her hip. Every step she took revealed a long, slender and very shapely leg.

“Oh dear, you’re smitten with our sweet kitten, aren’t you?”

“Who wouldn’t want a woman like her, regardless of her fetish? My friend, I fully intend to win over the lovely Carina and keep the family jewels right where they belong.”

“Bold,” said Patrick, swirling his brandy.

“You told me earlier she doesn’t rely on force. We close deals way more challenging than this. I can do it.”

“Very bold,” said Patrick.

Wayne straightened his dinner jacket. “Watch and learn,” he said.

He marched across the dance floor and with his best gentlemanly manners, asked Carina’s dance partner if he could cut in. The man told him he was most welcome.

While he was confident with women, he had told her the truth about his dancing. Taking her hand, he nervously put his other on her hip.

“Would you like me to lead,” she said, pulling him close. “If something comes up, we can hide it in my dress. No one will see a thing.”

She pressed close to his body, crotch to crotch with the hardened points of her nipples grazing deliciously across his chest as they moved. Again she induced an erection from him against his will. He held on tight lest they should accidentally part and reveal his arousal to the gathered guests.

So close to her now and swaying in time to the music, he started to wonder if the wine and brandy was catching up on him at last. She was making him light-headed with the soft floral scent of her perfume, with the warmth of her touch and the blistering intensity of her amber eyes. Her glossy red lips parted as if ready to receive his kiss. Could he kiss her here and now, especially as he was already so aroused?

“Let’s make our way to the door,” she said, leading him past the chamber quartet as if they were merely dancing their way around the room. “Nobody will be in the library at this hour. Then you can do what’s on your mind.”

“And that is?” he said, still trying to show her he could resist her charms.

“Kiss me,” she said, with an aching longing in her voice.

His cock throbbed as she said it and he was grateful to have the concealment of her skirts pressed against him.

Once away from the ballroom, they fled like desperate lovers to the library. Too excited to get comfortable, he pressed her up against a bookshelf and their lips finally met. She tasted wonderful, like ripe red plums and eagerly accepted his kiss. Like the dance, she led, probing his mouth with her tongue until she found his. With one hand she held his tie while the other went into the slash in her skirts.

He put his hands on her breasts and felt their soft, warm firmness on his palms while he toyed with her nipples through the silky fabric. He was grateful she didn’t decide to touch his cock, because the sensuality of her kiss and touching her breasts was driving him crazy with lust. He felt like a hormone-fuelled teenager again, kissing a girl, and for the first time, discovering all the differences of her feminine body. If she returned the touch, he felt like he would cum in his pants.

As they parted lips to catch their breath, he realised she had her hand at her own sex and had been fingering herself while they kissed. She kept him locked in her gaze as she slowly withdrew her forefinger from her pussy, bringing it to rest in front of his nose.

He inhaled her scent and the room began to spin. The perfume of her sex was subtle, demanding the need to inhale deeply to unlock its complexities. It was fruity and sweet, with a rich musk that made his entire groin ache with the need to cum. He steadied himself with one arm against the bookcase and slowly lowered himself into an armchair.

She followed him, keeping her finger poised at his nose so he couldn’t escape the magnetism of her scent. Once he was seated, she followed, sitting sideways across his lap so she could keep her finger positioned under his nose.

“I’m going to enjoy snipping you,” she said. “From the first moment I laid eyes on you, I knew you were going to be special. I know you’ll give me the greatest pleasure as I slowly take out your balls and cut the cords.”

“I won’t let you,” he said groggily.

She withdrew her finger an inch and he grabbed her wrist to bring it back to his nose. He couldn’t get enough of her scent. He needed it. It was heavenly.

“That’s not the challenge, Wayne. I never snip a man against his will. Any girl can do that. I’m not any girl. Before this weekend is out, you’re going to be so desperate for me to do it, you’ll beg me to cut them off.”

She slipped her hand between his legs to cup his balls through his pants. She gave them a gentle squeeze to get a feeling for his size and fullness.

“Mm… large and heavy with cum. Should I do it now and save you the torment?”

She slipped her finger into his mouth and he greedily sucked it clean. Her juices tasted like the most divine ripe peaches and cream. As she withdrew it, he felt a cold void grow in the pit of his stomach, longing for her taste and scent to return to dominate his senses.

She kissed him again while she gripped his balls tight, leaving no part of his mouth unexplored. Like a rag doll, he soaked up the incredible sensual pleasure of her kiss.

“See you in the morning,” she said, sliding off his knee. “Sweet dreams.”

Once she was gone, his strength returned and he pulled himself to his feet. He quickly made his way through the corridors, up the grand staircase to his room, nursing his aching erection.

He dropped his pants and ran to the bathroom to find a towelette so he could jerk himself off. He tugged furiously at his erection, but every time he came close to orgasm, the ache through his groin became painful and he was forced to stop. What had she done to him? First he’d needed to cum so much he was afraid he’d cum in his pants. Now, he couldn’t cum at all. Not without her. He needed her so badly, to feel her hand on his balls as she looked deep into his eyes. He needed the taste and scent of her sex.

He took a cold shower, but it did little to calm his maddening desire for Carina. Sliding into the luxurious bed, he struggled to sleep. He tossed and turned in a state of feverish lust, desperate to recall the addictive perfume of her pussy. His erection throbbed and ached for hours without release. His balls were so tight he could feel the strain on his spermatic cords as if Carina had already used her little gold scissors to give them a snip.

Eventually, exhausted from the evening’s events, he fell into a deep sleep.

* * *

At breakfast the next morning, coffee had never tasted so good. As the guests arrived at different times, there was no formal dining service. The ultra rich could have breakfast whenever they wanted it. He took his place at the banquet table and was immediately waited on.

Just as he was preparing to tuck into a gull’s egg omelette, Carina sat down next to him, sipping a cup of black coffee. She put her hand on his leg.

“Morning, darling. How did you sleep?”

“The bed was comfortable,” he said, trying hard not to think about her hand, which was making its way to his cock. His erection sprang up immediately as her fingers caressed him through his pants.

She cupped his balls. “Mm… they feel hard, full of cum. Looks like you didn’t manage to get any satisfaction. Do you need some help getting it out? Or should I say, getting them out?”

She didn’t wait for him to answer, taking his hand and leading him away from the dining hall, while he awkwardly covered his erection with his other hand.

He repeated his mantra to resist, but the voice was distant at the back of his mind, growing fainter with every step.

She took him out the rear of the mansion, through what would have once been servants quarters, and out a back door. The sea air was a brilliant tonic for his addled wits, but as she took him in her arms again for a kiss, he forgot everything else in the world existed but her.

She was hungrier than before, biting his lips as well as probing his mouth with her tongue. He’d never been kissed quite like this. It made his cock throb and his balls feel heavy like they were made of lead.

She was fingering herself again and moaning softly as they both came up for air. She took his hand and led him to a comfortable outdoor settee, pushing him onto it before taking her place on his knee. She put her fingers back up her skirt and into her panties as she kissed him again as if she were trying to drink his soul from his mouth. Finally she slowed her kisses to a single bite, allowing her teeth to drag across his lip as she withdrew.

“I know you’re now addicted to my sex,” she said, putting her finger under his nose. “That’s why you can’t cum without it.”

He gasped as her divine scent once again filled his senses.

“That’s it, breathe it in,” she said, deftly opening his pants with her other hand. She reached through the vertical fly of his briefs and grasped his balls.

He didn’t know why he became powerless to her scent, but he no longer cared, as long as she didn’t take it away from him. She smelled better than anything in heaven or on earth. As she rolled his balls through her fingers, his cock throbbed and ached with the need to cum.

“Enjoy this moment,” she said. “When I take your balls out, all that will be left is your aching desire for my scent. Are you ready?”

He groaned in pleasure.

“Cum!”

As she gave the command, his cock pumped out the load he’d been so desperate to release the previous evening. While it felt good, it felt more like the relief of shedding a burden than the ecstasy of an orgasm.

Carina let out a small laugh. “I’m going to give you a flat, empty sac and a tiny, limp penis, and you won’t be able to resist,” she said. “No more balls. No more cum. No more delicious orgasms.”

“No…” he managed to groan while desperately breathing in the scent on her fingers.

She teased his balls some more while the hot cum soaked through his pants. “There’s more here. They’re not soft yet. I like them empty and soft for snipping. Are you ready?”

“No…” he whispered.

“Cum!”

As if he had no control of his body anymore, he felt a second load pump from his swollen cock. She squeezed his balls hard as if trying to get all his cum out.

“Oh, yes! That’s it! Empty out your cum. Get those balls ready for my scissors.” She held her finger close to his nose so he was drowning in her scent before putting it in his mouth. He sucked the heavenly juices, the flavour stimulating every part of his palate.

“Let’s cut them off now!” she said, while he searched for more of her juice with his tongue. The loss of her scent and the lack of more juice felt like a slap across the face. He needed it back. How was he going to manage to get through the day without being able to smell her sweet buttery scent? How was he going to be able to resist?

“No…” he managed to say at last, even though every part of his body ached for another chance to taste and smell her sex.

She slid off his knee. “No? Oh well then. I’m going to amuse myself in other ways then. I think I’ll run myself a hot bath and pamper my pussy. The poor thing has got all worked up with the anticipation of doing some trimming. I’ll need to give it a lovely shave and then finger myself till I squirt. Think of all that lovely juice you’ll be missing out on. All you have to do is ask me to snip your cords, then you can have more juice.”

Imagining her naked in the bath, shaving and masturbating was making his head spin again. All he had to do was let her take them and he could have all that juice to himself. His entire body ached for it.

“No…” He couldn’t let her take his balls. He had to hold on for the rest of the day and make it through the night. Once he got off this island and away from her, he knew he would lose this insatiable lust for her sex. He watched her go, her perfect round bottom swaying so tantalisingly as she walked. She gave him one final look and blew him a kiss. The urge to follow her pulled at him so hard he had to grip the seat to restrain himself.

Once she’d gone, the maddening lust settled enough for him to think straight again. Not caring that he had a big wet patch on his pants where he’d cum twice, he rushed back to his room, stripped naked and put himself to bed. He decided to wait out the rest of the day. Tomorrow, they were returning home and he wanted to leave with his balls in their sac.

* * *

Wayne heard a knock at the door and realised he’d fallen asleep. He got up and pulled on a bathrobe. He was feeling much better after some sleep, even though he still had a nagging lust for Carina’s pussy and its delicious scent and flavour.

He asked who was at the door. The speaker identified himself as Patrick. Both relieved and disappointed it wasn’t Carina, he unlocked the door and pulled it open.

Patrick squinted at him. “Where have you been all day? Our weekend is almost over and you’ve spent the day in bed?”

Wayne ushered him inside, checked the corridor in both directions and closed the door behind them.

“I… uh… had too much to drink last night.”

Patrick raised an eyebrow. “Still got your balls?”

Wayne nodded, then felt between his legs to make sure.

“Well, I hope you’re not planning to be a recluse all evening. Dinner is being served in an hour and I’m getting tired of talking to people about how fabulously successful they are.”

Wayne clenched his jaw. Could he risk seeing Carina one more time? Did he have the willpower to resist her again? She was testing him to its limit. At the same time, he desperately wanted to see her again. He steeled himself. He could do it. It was only one more night and then they’d be on the boat and away from Creighton Manor for good.

“Give me a few minutes to freshen up and get dressed,” he said.

Patrick gave him space while he showered, shaved and got into his tuxedo for dinner.

The other guests were seated by the time he arrived. Although the placements had once again changed, Carina was seated opposite him again, as if she’d arranged it that way. No doubt, she had. She smiled and winked at him as he sat down. He had to show some fight, even though she held incredible power over him. He nodded politely.

As he raised his wineglass to his lips, he felt her foot between his legs. He spluttered, spilling wine down his front and onto the table. Apologising profusely, he grabbed his napkin and mopped up the spill, even though a waiter was already on the way to take care of it. Carina continued to tickle his balls throughout with a sly smile on her glossy red lips. It was as if she knew his cock was throbbing and once again desperate to cum.

Realising he hadn’t dried his face, he waited anxiously for a waiter to bring him a new napkin.

“Here, take mine,” said Carina, removing her napkin from her lap.

“Too kind,” he said, accepting it.

As he raised it to his lips to mop up the wine, he realised it had been placed in more places than simply on her lap. She’d scented it with her pussy. He wanted to press it to his face and leave it there all evening. It was too hard to put down. Carina continued to stroke his balls with her toes while he inhaled her scent.

As he looked up, he met her amber gaze. She opened her mouth and silently spoke a word.

“Cum!”

He grunted as his cock pumped his balls dry. The guests on either side of him looked concerned and asked him if he was feeling all right.

“Just a spot of indigestion,” he said, once he was able to speak.

He crossed his legs to force Carina’s foot from out between them. Unperturbed, she ran her toes up and down his leg as if she were stroking his cock. She tormented him this way for the entire meal, no matter what he did to avoid her attention. At least his black trousers were able to hide the fact they were wet with cum when he finally escaped.

He accepted the truth at last. He was powerless to resist Carina. If he allowed her to continue, he would certainly succumb to the pressure. He had to prise his fingers open to release the napkin scented with her pussy juices. It pained him to walk away from it. He wanted it so much, to spend the night breathing in her perfume. Regardless of Patrick’s request, his only chance of keeping his balls was to be a recluse for the rest of the evening. He had to walk away.

His head was spinning by the time he reached his room. He told himself to lock the door, go to bed and wake up the next morning. Then, all he had to do was head straight to the boat without attending the farewell champagne breakfast. What to do first? He pulled off his bow tie which felt much too tight around his neck. As he threw it onto the floor, he breathed a little easier. He poured himself a stiff vodka from the private bar, tossed it back and put himself immediately to bed.

* * *

Wayne’s eyes flicked open. It was the middle of the night and completely dark, but he was sure someone else was in his room. Hadn’t he locked the door? He leaned over and turned on the bedside light, seeing the key was still on the bedside table.

“I couldn’t sleep,” said Carina.

She was standing beside the bed wearing a tiny yellow baby-doll nightdress. This was the first time he’d seen her with very little on and the curvature of her body was as intoxicating as her scent.

He started to speak, but she pressed a finger to his lips.

“You’ve got my pussy quite hot and bothered, teasing me with the prospect of snipping off your balls. I went to bed for a little fingering to make myself feel better and I got so wet, this happened…”

She lifted the short skirt to reveal her clean-shaven pussy. Wayne’s mouth watered. Poking out from between her tiny pussy lips was a slip of yellow silk. She reached down and slowly pulled it out. It was a pair of panties, drenched in her juices.

“So much creamy juice,” she said, laying the panties across his nose.

If the scent on her finger had made him swoon before, the intensity of her perfumed panties made him go absolutely limp. It was heavenly, filling his nostrils and overpowering his senses. What was the term Patrick had used to describe the power of her pheromones? He remembered: a class A drug.

She pulled back the sheets and admired his naked body, with his cock standing to attention as he inhaled deeply. She wiped a glistening bead of pre-cum from the tip of his cock and put it to her lips.

“Mm… looks like you need to cum again.”

She went to the bathroom and came back with his shaving kit.

“What are you doing?” he asked groggily.

“Shaving you,” she replied. “I like my men lovely and smooth before they’re snipped.”

He may have been physically powerless, but he could still refuse. It was all he had left.

“I’ll make it,” he said. “I won’t beg you to cut them off.”

She adjusted her panties so every breath he took, either through his nose or mouth, was richly laced with her scent.

“We’ll see,” she said, lathering up his crotch. He found it impossible to take his eyes away from her small golden scissors, dangling between her breasts. She shaved him with great care, ensuring he was perfectly smooth everywhere. His cock and balls were aching now he’d been under the intense influence of her scent. She cleaned him off with a wet towel and sat back to admire his cock, twitching in anticipation.

“Gosh, you’ll look gorgeous with a tight, flat sac and a tiny, limp pee-pee. Let’s get you ready for a special trim.”

She pulled down her nightdress, revealing her perfect, full breasts. Her nipples were hardened with arousal and he wished he could take one in his mouth.

She lay down beside him and he felt her soft, warm breasts pressing against the side of his chest. Taking his balls in her hand, she started to nibble his ear.

“Are you ready,” she whispered.

He groaned, knowing what was ahead.

“Cum!”

Without fail, his cock obeyed her request as if he had no control of it anymore. He shot out his load across his chest, pumping jet after jet with every squeeze of her hand. Gasping for breath, his lungs filled with her scent and his whole body started a new cycle of aching desire.

She nibbled his ear again while he recovered from his orgasm, although his cock had no intention of softening at all. It remained hard and ready for more as if he’d taken a rather large dose of Viagra. He’d always been proud of his virility in general, and his ability to have more than one orgasm in an evening, but this was something else.

Carina gripped his balls tighter. “Let’s get them lovely and soft,” she whispered in his ear. “Then you’ll be ready. Three… two… one… cum!”

He ejaculated powerfully again, shooting an equal amount of cum across his chest. Carina giggled in his ear as she continued to nibble it. She squeezed his balls until they hurt, long after he’d finished. She sat up and took her scissors from around her neck and readied them on her fingers.

“Last chance, Wayne. Time to beg me to remove them.”

He clenched his teeth, fighting against the irresistible urge to give her what she wanted, if only it would please her and make this torment end.

“N—no…” he gasped.

She pulled up her nightdress and pursed her lips. She looked at him for a long moment, to see if he would change his mind. “Very well,” she said, using the waistbands of her panties to fasten them to his face. “These are staying here though. For the rest of the night.”

With her nose in the air, she marched out of his room.

* * *

After a lavish champagne breakfast, the boat disembarked from the dock at Creighton Manor at the acceptably late hour of noon. The hosts of the manor knew that the idle rich didn’t like to be rushed. It was an excellent day to be out at sea. It was clear, sunny with a solid blue sky. There was a cool sea breeze and the ocean was relatively calm. The boat fired up its engine to full throttle and cruised off to the mainland.

Wayne wasn’t on the boat. He was lying flat on his back, naked on Carina’s bed. She was kneeling over him, with her pussy just above his face so he could take deep lungfuls of her glorious scent. She was so wet she was dripping, and his tongue sought out every drop as if his life depended on it.

She had her hands on his balls, gripping them tight.

“Cum!”

His cock responded, pumping hard, even though nothing came out. She’d made him cum seven times now and he had nothing left. But she’d persisted until every orgasm he had was only a tortuous ache.

“Please, just cut them off,” he wailed.

Her scissors were already in her hand and she licked her lips. She numbed him up with Lidocaine and went to work. While it should have taken her only a few minutes to open him up, take each one out and cut the cord, she made it last as long as possible. She stretched his cords until he felt the tug right through his groin. She giggled as she tormented him, delaying each cut as if needing to humiliate him further about the fact he was unable to resist.

The effect of her pheromone heavy scent was overpowering. Through the haze of his lust, his better judgement tried to wrestle back control of his body and mind. Sweet drops of her juice fell into his mouth and he wanted more. He fought to regain control of his mouth, to make it say what he wanted rather than gulping like a man desperate for his next hit of her divine drug.

“Please…” he whimpered, no longer knowing what he was begging for.

She stopped what she was doing and lay down beside him, her warm, naked body pressed against his. She raised a small glass jar containing two shrunken plum-like glands. Then she put her finger to his lips so he could taste her sweet juices once again.

“If you had them back, would you change your mind?” she said.

His tongue hungrily swirled around her finger and she dipped it back into her pussy to offer him more.

“No,” he said. If he could taste her juices, he would beg her to do anything she wanted.

* * *

Aboard the boat cruising for the mainland, Patrick looked back at Creighton Manor in the distance. The island and the old building was now a tiny triangle poking out from the ocean. He scratched his balls, or rather, the tight sac where his balls used to be.

Then he took his atomiser from his pocket and puffed it under his nose. All his anxiety about bringing Wayne to Carina vanished in an instant as he smelled the divine scent of her sex. Now refilled, he had enough to last him for a few months. When it ran out, he would have to bring her another man.

Soon, when she was finished playing with Wayne, he would be recruiting suitable men for her too. Patrick could have pretended he didn’t know about her fetish, but it didn’t matter if he disclosed the information to Wayne or not. As Wayne had said on their first meeting, Carina was simply irresistible.
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