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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.
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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.


Sibling Rivalry

As Katie watched her older brother jerk himself off, she knew she was different to other girls. Mark was always playing with himself. It was like he was addicted to it. He didn’t seem to realise people were aware he was doing it all the time. She’d even seen him fiddling with his penis at the table during the evening meal.

She supposed he couldn’t help himself, having two younger twin sisters who had the looks and figures of glamour models. And their mother was an incredibly gorgeous blond who looked ten years younger than her actual age.

Katie thought it was particularly odd because their father didn’t behave in a similar way at all. If anything, he was the complete opposite. He didn’t even seem to be jealous of the way other men ogled his wife.

Katie didn’t get off watching Mark play with himself. It wasn’t the reason she knew she was different to other girls. As she looked at his big heavy balls dangling between his legs, other thoughts were going through her head.

“Katie! What are you doing?”

She turned to see her sister, Kayla, the mirror image of herself. Both were blond like their mother and blessed with doll-like faces and delectable feminine figures, with swelling breasts and long shapely legs as they developed into womanhood.

“He’s at it again,” said Katie, giving way to her sister, so she could have a turn at peeking through the crack in the curtains.

Kayla sighed. “I know. If he didn’t have such a small penis, he might be able to get a girlfriend. But why do you watch him all the time?”

Katie knew she couldn’t keep her taboo thoughts from her sister. Kayla would know she was lying or not telling her the whole truth. It was the curse of twins, being so closely connected they could both read the other’s mind.

“I’ve been having very wicked thoughts. Every time I see him at it, I—”

Hell, could she actually tell Kayla what she’d been thinking while Mark played with his tiny dick? Kayla rolled her big blue eyes at her, waiting for her to finish her sentence.

Katie swallowed. “I get the urge to… snip off one of his nuts. Not like in a daydream. For real.”

She waited for her sister to react… laugh, scream, get mad… anything. Kayla looked back at her with a blank expression.

“Well, aren’t you going to say anything?” said Katie.

Kayla took a slow breath. “Me too.”

Katie gasped.

“I’ve been wanting to tell you for ages, but I was afraid you’d think I was nuts,” Kayla continued. “I suppose I am, y’know, nuts about nuts.”

Katie took her twin by the arms and looked her straight in the eye. “Then we should stop fantasizing about it and clip off one of his balls when we next get a chance.”

“Isn’t it a little bit mean? Y’know they are his balls and it’s not like they can grow back,” Kayla replied.

“Like he hasn’t done heaps of mean things to you? What about the time he mixed chili oil into your dildo lube?”

Kayla nodded. “I like my pussy hot and bothered, but not that hot and bothered. I had to sit in a cold bath for hours!”

“And what about the time he rubbed poison ivy into my favourite green bra. My poor breasts were covered with a rash for days.”

There were dozens of incidents. Mark was insanely jealous of the fact the women in his family had been blessed with divine sexual assets, while he had average looks and a tiny penis no girl wanted anywhere near her pussy.

“And his constant fiddling with his pee-pee is out of control. I once caught him sniffing our panties from the laundry basket too… while he was playing with himself!” said Katie.

“Your used panties do smell heavenly,” said Kayla.

“I know, but he’s our brother. It’s not right.” Katie pulled Kayla close and hugged her affectionately. “We’ll cut off one of his nuts to teach him a lesson. It’s what he deserves.”

Kayla nodded again. “I’m glad we’ve had this talk. It’s a relief to know we’re not kooky because we’ve been having these wicked thoughts. I can’t wait to give him a clip.”

* * *

They waited for an opportunity when they would have plenty of time to execute their plan, without there being any chance of getting caught in the act. Their mother ran some kind of a dating service for older single women, so both parents were often away for days at a time. As Mark and the twins were adults, they were left alone in the house.

Kayla was peeping through the keyhole to Katie’s room. Mark appeared from his room further down the corridor, with his hands much too busy in his pockets to be searching for lint.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Shh! Katie is lying on her bed naked and playing with her dildo.”

With a big grin on his face, he pushed her aside and knelt down to peep himself. Katie wasn’t naked or pleasuring her pussy with her dildo at all. But Kayla only needed to distract him for a moment to press the chloroform soaked cloth over his nose and mouth. Mark struggled for a few seconds before passing out.

“Got him!” she called out.

Katie opened her door and helped Kayla haul him back down the corridor to his bedroom. They stripped him from the waist down, tied his hands behind his back, and secured each of his ankles to a bedpost with a long rope.

“It really is very small,” said Katie. “He looks like he was born with a pinky attached to his groin instead of a cock.”

Readying the anaesthetic and surgical scissors they’d acquired during the week, they both giggled with excitement.

“Y’know, we should really do it when he’s awake,” said Kayla. “I want to see the look on his face.”

“He’ll holler like a sissy, so we’d better tape his mouth shut,” said Katie.

They put several layers of duct tape over his mouth and waited for the chloroform to wear off. A few minutes later, Mark was awake, struggling with his bonds and grunting muffled protests.

Kayla readied the anaesthetic so he could clearly see her tapping the syringe to expel the first few drops from the needle. His eyes went wide with fear as she injected the contents into his sac. He struggled with his bonds again and complained as loud as he could.

“You’re a mean cowardly bully and we’re tired of seeing you fiddling with your tiny pee-pee all the time,” said Katie. “So, we’re going to snip off one of your nuts.”

Kayla took the scissors and pinched the skin of his sac to make a fold below his right testicle. Now they were really doing it, she felt a wave of excitement like she’d never experienced before. She felt powerful, like a goddess dispensing the punishment for his sins.

As she made the cut, she felt the euphoria build inside her. Squeezing his testicle out, she looked at the organ that held one half of his sexual function. It was only attached to his body by a single, slender cord. Her whole body was buzzing with excitement about taking the scissors to it. With one tiny snip, he’d be one ball lighter.

She looked Mark in the eye. The wide-eyed terror on his face was delicious. He was shaking his head and pleading with her not to make the cut. Her sense of power and pleasure at performing the act intensified. She put the blades of the scissors to the cord. As she prepared to make the cut, she had a revelation. It wasn’t teaching her brother a lesson as payback that excited her so much. She was addicted to the idea of snipping off a man’s balls. She’d been seeking a justification, when all along she’d only wanted to do it for her own gratification.

She closed the blades and felt the thrill of making such a wicked cut surge through her body. It was way better than sex. Trimming the excess cord, she held the shiny white gland between her thumb and forefinger for Katie to see.

“Look, Katie. Isn’t it pretty? It’s one half of his sex power and I just cut it off.”

Katie was shaking with excitement too. Kayla already knew what she was going to say. Her sister had also realised her desire to separate him from his balls was nothing to do with revenge.

“We can’t stop at one,” said Katie. “We have to cut the other one off too.”

Kayla looked at her brother, who was whimpering, no doubt trying to save his final testicle.

“With that tiny dick of his, we’re doing womankind a favour if we cut them both off. It’ll make him stop fiddling with himself too.” She turned to Mark. “We see you playing with yourself all the time. We’ve seen you jerking off while you’re sniffing our panties.” She handed the scissors to her sister. “But the reason we’re going to cut off both your balls is because it’s fun.”

Katie repeated the procedure, making a small cut to ease his other ball out of its sac. Then she did something different which got Kayla really hot between the legs. She looked Mark in the eye and started to stretch the cord, raising his ball in the air so he could see how vulnerable his manhood had become. She stretched the cord as far as it would go, while she positioned the scissors, ready to make the cut. Mark was shaking his head and pleading desperately. Katie gave him a small smile as she snipped his ball free.

“Goddamn, Katie! That is the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen in my life!” said Kayla.

She didn’t want to admit it, but she was so turned-on by what she’d seen, she wanted to rush to her room because she was on the verge of having a squirting orgasm. They’d done it. They’d snipped off his balls and he was never getting them back.

Judging by the look on her sister’s face, she was experiencing the same euphoric sensation between her legs.

As Katie stitched up the cuts, and even though Mark was their mean, perverted older brother, Kayla loved the look of his tiny penis with a flat, empty sac. It was so wicked to snip a man’s balls, but so wonderfully enjoyable she couldn’t wait to do it again.

Her arousal evaporated as the consequences of their impulsiveness dawned on her. They’d only planned to snip one ball, not remove his sex altogether. “Oh hell, Katie. What if he tells?”

Katie pulled her phone from her pocket. “He’s not going to say a thing,” she said. She took a series of photos capturing his tiny penis and their handiwork. “If he says anything to anyone, these photos are going to start showing up around the place. Then all the girls will know he’s got a tiny dick and no balls.”

* * *

When Kayla and Katie moved out of home, they decided to get an apartment together. Like many twins, they were inseparable in every way. Katie was now working as a nurse for a cosmetic surgeon and she was running her own unisex beauty salon. For two already devastating beauties, all the pampering and beauty treatments had made them a pair of heartbreakers. Men fell over themselves for a chance to date either one of them. Boyfriends were never in short supply.

Kayla had just taken a hot shower and was drying her hair with a towel, when she saw Katie was in her bedroom. She’d tied up her boyfriend, duct taped his mouth shut and was now enjoying herself with her scissors. She had one of his balls out and was looking him in the eye as she stretched the cord.

“What the hell are you doing?!” said Kayla, throwing down her towel.

Katie glanced over her shoulder. “Taking out his balls,” she replied, as if it were a mundane chore.

Kayla planted her hands on her hips. “I can see that. But why?”

Katie shrugged. “Well, he was lying on your bed, playing with his penis. I saw he still had his balls, so I decided to fix that problem.”

Her sister liked this part a lot, staring into a man’s eyes while she stretched the cord taut as a guitar string. He would be feeling the pull right through his crotch, while she held the blades of her scissors to it, ready to make the cut.

“But I liked this one!” said Kayla. “I swear he has a tongue longer than Gene Simmons.”

She realised it was probably too late to save the relationship, or his balls, even though she would have snipped him eventually herself.

“Well, that’s okay then. I’m just taking out his balls, not his tongue.” Katie cut the cord and put his ball in her waiting preserving jar.

Kayla sat on the edge of the bed. She looked at her boyfriend. He was quite talented with his long tongue. She loved feeling it inside her. It was the only reason she’d let him keep his balls for so long. Now he only had one left and Katie wasn’t wasting any time about getting it out to snip it off.

“It’s just… every time you snip one of my boyfriends…”

Katie paused, her scissors poised against the stretched cord, ready to sever his remaining testicle. “Yes?”

Kayla sighed. “Well, y’know, they don’t text, they don’t call…”

Katie closed the blades and popped the second testicle in the jar with the other. “Well, I imagine it must be quite humiliating to have some wicked girl whip out your nuts to give them a trim.” She looked at Kayla’s soon to be ex-boyfriend. He nodded pitifully. She pressed his nose with her fingertip. “But that’s what you get if you dangle them in front of me like that.”

“He probably thought you were me,” said Kayla. “We are difficult to tell apart. I wish you’d let me play with him for a bit longer.”

“I didn’t complain when you snipped my boyfriend last week,” said Katie, as she wrote his name on the jar with a permanent marker.

“You asked me to do it! You wanted to have both hands free to masturbate while you watched!”

Katie shrugged. “A technicality. He had a small penis. You know how much I love to watch the balls come off a guy with a small dick.”

She put a gherkin into the jar to complete her decorative preserve and tightened the lid. All the jars in her collection contained what looked like two small, white pickling onions and a gherkin. She arranged the contents in the most phallic way possible, with the gherkin poking straight up like an erection. Only, the onions weren’t actually onions, not that anyone knew but the twins.

“You like watching the balls come off any guy.”

“True,” said Katie with a nod. She’d finished stitching up Kayla’s now ex-boyfriend and took out her phone to take some pictures as mementos.

“Well, from now on, balls on boyfriends are out of bounds,” said Kayla.

Katie ripped the tape off the face of Kayla’s now neutered ex-boyfriend, untied him and gave him a good smack on the ass. He grabbed his pants and ran for the door.

She raised one of her meticulously groomed eyebrows. “Out of bounds? Are you losing your nerve?”

“No,” said Kayla, realising she was sounding defensive. She was missing the thought of having his tongue in her pussy already. He’d been able to get several inches inside her. She much preferred all the licking and sucking to having a cock in her pussy. She liked to be pleasured over and over again and no man had the stamina to keep up with her. Once they’d cum once or twice, it was all over. And any man that couldn’t make it past kissing without cumming in his pants lost his balls straight away. A girl had to have standards.

Katie put her scissors back in her castration kit. “Or are you jealous because I’m better at castrating men than you?”

Kayla snorted a laugh. “I’ve always been the best at snipping a pair of balls.”

Katie put her latest acquisition on the shelf alongside the others, turning the jar to get the best view of the phallic arrangement. “How about a friendly wager to settle it then? Let’s see who can get the most pairs in one week.”

“I’ll take that bet, but this has to be about quality, not quantity. We could both bag a lot of balls in a week. Let’s decide it by who can give a man the most wicked snipping. Winner takes the crown of castration queen.”

Katie put out her hand. “I’ve always looked good in a crown,” she said.

They shook on it.

* * *

The cosmetic surgeon inspected the postoperative results of his work. He looked pleased with the transformation he’d managed to engineer. The patient, a young man, was also grinning from ear to ear with the result. He’d come in for a procedure that had transformed his four and a half inch cock into a thick, seven inch truncheon. Once it was ready for use, it was going to hurt any girl’s poor little pussy if he rammed it in too hard.

Katie was also pleased with the result, because it seemed that fate had handed her the perfect opportunity to claim the crown.

“Well, you’ll be making a big impression on the ladies once everything settles in,” said the surgeon. He was a roguishly handsome middle-aged man who practised what he preached when it came to making impressions. Katie imagined he was packing a lot of firepower in his briefs too. He certainly had no shortage of beautiful women eagerly waiting for him when he finished work for the day.

“I’ll leave you in the very capable hands of nurse Katie to finish things up,” he said.

Katie smiled sweetly while she waited for the surgeon to leave the examination room. She had been fantasizing about wearing a uniform that was a little more revealing. Although his surgery had healed, he would have to remain ‘dry’ for the next six weeks while his cock adjusted to its new size and girth. Knowing the effect of her feminine assets on men, this man would be in a world of pain if she unbuttoned her dress to give him a peek at her cleavage.

“No intercourse and no masturbation for six weeks,” said Katie, laying a cloth over his knees. He was lying on a medical bed with his ankles in stirrups as if he was about to give birth. She licked her lips as she looked at his large, heavy balls dangling beneath his huge new cock. It was like winning the lottery.

“I’m going to give you a little shot to make you numb and keep you limp. Then we can put you in the care package.”

“The care package? The surgeon didn’t mention that.”

“Oh, it’s just a small procedure to help you get through six weeks with no erections,” she said, checking he couldn’t see what she was doing under the cloth.

“Wow, six weeks of being soft is gonna be hard!” he said.

She giggled at his unintentional joke and injected his ball sac with a relaxant and anaesthetic.

“Don’t worry. We know how to make it easy for you to get through.” She searched through her drawer to find a suitable chastity cage and showed it to him. “I’m going to fit you with this cage, which will make an erection hurt. If you accidentally get one, it’ll make you go soft again.”

“Oh, is it necessary?”

“Of course. We don’t want to see you back here anytime in the next six weeks because you’ve ruptured yourself. Cocks have a mind of their own and they can be quite naughty.”

The cage was two sizes too small for his horse-like appendage, but she felt it was better to err on the small side to make sure it was uncomfortable. She squeezed his cock into the cage and clipped the harness ring in place. Putting him in a cage wasn’t part of the postoperative treatment at all, nor was dropping the key into the waste bin. Once it was fitted, she admired how it made his balls project out from his body.

“Now I’m going to attach some temporary tourniquets to your spermatic tubes,” she said, readying her scissors. “You’ll have a couple of small scars on your sac, but they usually fade over time.”

“Why do I need tourniquets?” he said, frowning.

He was quite right. The surgeon had never said anything about being caged or getting his balls cut, but Katie had a crown to win.

“They block the flow of sperm from your balls to your penis, which will reduce your sex drive and the need to have an orgasm. They’ll dissolve in about six weeks, which is just perfect because you’ll be primed and raring to go! Imagine it… your brand new cock loaded with six weeks worth of cum.”

He smiled, liking the idea his first orgasm with his enhanced cock would be huge. “Okay, I’m ready.”

Katie cut his sac on either side and popped out his balls. She wanted to sit on the side of the bed and stare him in the eyes while she stretched the cords, but for this to be a winner, it had to look professional. Plus, it felt good to snip a man without needing to tie him up or chloroform him first.

She did as she had said, and knotted dissolving sutures to each of his cords, completely blocking the flow of cum. What she didn’t tell him was she’d quietly snipped off each of his balls after the tourniquets had been knotted in place. It was hard to keep a straight face. Her cheeks were hot with the burning pleasure that came with making each special cut. She could already feel her panties soaking through with the juices of her arousal.

“How’s it going?” he asked.

“It’s coming along well,” she said, trying to contain a moan of pleasure.

He’d paid a lot of money to get a huge cock and now he would be leaving with no balls. Once his penis had shrunk, he’d likely lose on the size gain too, no matter how much expandable silicone had been inserted into his cock. If this didn’t win her the crown, she didn’t know what would.

Once she’d stashed the jar containing his balls in her pocket and stitched him up, she let him sit up.

“Wow, it feels pretty tight down there,” he said, gingerly touching the row of stitches on either side of his sac.

“That’s a normal reaction. I hear it feels a lot like you need to cum,” she replied, with a little wink. “But you’ll have to be good and wait for everything to settle down.”

She handed him a bottle of pills. “Here’s your pain medication if you feel sore. It’s quite normal for your balls to ache for at least a week.” She handed him a second bottle. “And here are some hormones to even you out while everything adjusts. Take one a day until they’re all gone.”

He looked at the bottle. “There’s two hundred of them.”

She gave him a smile, the one that made a man’s heart flutter. It also made their cocks get hard too, but he was full of drugs.

“Trust me, you’ll regret not taking them when that…” She blushed and fluttered her eyelashes. “… when that huge cock of yours is ready for action.”

The brief break in professionalism did the trick, massaging his ego like it had never been massaged before. He popped his first pill straight away, thanked her profusely and waddled out.

She let out a long sigh of satisfaction. The second bottle didn’t contain hormones at all. It contained chemical castration pills. The combination of the cage, pills and a thoroughly wicked snipping was going to make him completely impotent. His brand new cock would never get hard again. This wasn’t castration. It was art.

* * *

Kayla was on her break at the salon, musing on ideas when a young man walked in. Even though she provided a unisex service, she didn’t often see that many men. He was looking rather awkward, like he had come to the salon for a treatment more unusual than unwanted facial hair removal. He had hair the colour of brown sugar and the kind of looks that gave him an effeminate quality. She thought he’d look lovely in a dress.

She smiled sweetly. “How can I help you today?”

He was so wide-eyed, she thought he might bolt. It probably didn’t help that her uniform was cut so short he could see the full length of her lovely long legs. Or that she was made up to the full extent of a luxury salon pampering. Her hair and make-up were done like she was on her way to a glamour photography shoot.

“I… er… wanted to know if I could get an appointment for a bit of waxing,” he said.

“I’ve had a cancellation, so I can do it right now if you like,” she said.

His cheeks reddened. “I kinda hoped you might have a male therapist to help out?”

She closed the space between them so he would catch a hint of her perfume. He was already addled by her beauty. It was time to work on his other senses to get him drunk with desire.

“I do every kind of beauty treatment for men,” she said. “There’s no need to be embarrassed because I’m a girl.”

He nodded and swallowed hard. She smiled. Sometimes opportunity didn’t come knocking, it walked straight in the front door.

“Well, come through and we’ll get you comfortable on the table,” she said, taking him by the arm and leading him out the back to the private treatment rooms. “What are you after? Shoulders? Back?”

His cheeks went a brighter shade of red. “Um… I wanted to get a Brazilian. I heard it makes, y’know, it look bigger. I read a book that said you’re more likely to get a blow job if you’re smooth down there.”

She gave him an authoritative nod. “Yes, it does make it look bigger. And no girl likes to get hair in her teeth when she takes it throat deep.”

She was enjoying being deliberately flirtatious, while appearing to be professional. She could imagine how tight his balls would be feeling as he imagined her doing that to him. “I’ll just need you to get naked and lie on the table.”

He undressed with his back to her, glancing over his shoulder every now and then to see if she was watching. She was, out of the corner of her eye, while she pretended to shape her fingernails with an emery board. He was sucking in deep breaths as she approached the table to spread a towel over his legs and another over his chest.

As she examined his groin, and with a crown to win, she thought this must be divine intervention. He had a small penis, in the region of four inches, and he was losing the battle to suppress an erection. She loved small penises. They really were the best, because they shrunk to tiny little buttons after a man had been snipped.

“Oh, hell, I’m sorry. I knew this would happen. You’re just so beautiful I can’t stop it from getting hard,” he said, covering his eyes with one hand.

“Don’t worry about it. I get this a lot. We can work with it up or down. In some ways, it’s easier to wax a man when he’s erect.”

She readied the hot wax while she watched his cock twitch like he was close to an orgasm. What had she done so right to have this opportunity land on her plate?

She waxed him expertly, leaving the base of his cock for last. Then as she applied the wax, she gently stroked him, pretending she was moving him about to make sure the wax was evenly applied. He let out a small squeak as he ejaculated and buried his face under the pillow on the bed.

Without saying a word, she cleaned him off with a hot towel and finished his Brazilian treatment.

“I’m so embarrassed,” he said, his voice muffled by the pillow. “You’re so pretty, I knew I couldn’t stop it.”

“Oh, I’m quite flattered. Honestly. And I’m sure you normally last much longer with other girls.”

He didn’t say anything.

“How long do you normally last?” she said.

“A few minutes,” he squeaked. “Okay. Two. On a good day.”

“Seven minutes is average for a man. You might have premature ejaculation issues.”

“I thought so,” he said, on the verge of sobbing.

She removed the pillow from his face and smiled sweetly. “It’s related to your testosterone production. Your body is making too much. All those hormones are like lighting the fuse on a stick of dynamite. Your poor little stick explodes, rather than remaining a lovely stick.” It was an unusual metaphor, but she ran with it, as she had his attention. “It’s easily fixed with a standard ball reduction.”

“A ball reduction?”

“Yes!” she said, beaming at him now like she was falling in love. She could see the wheels of his mind slowly turning, hoping, praying that one day he would have the affections of a girl like her. “A lot of men are getting it done these days. There are so many benefits.”

“Like?”

“Well, for a start, it cures premature ejaculation. You get harder erections that last longer. I have lots of clients who tell me they now have the best orgasms too. You won’t grow as much body hair and you’ll smell sweeter. It makes you produce new pheromones that drive girls crazy! With your Brazilian and a ball reduction, what girl wouldn’t want to suck your cock all night long?” She licked her lips, like she was hungry for it now.

He was shaking with excitement. “How much of a reduction?”

“For the best results, we recommend a hundred percent.”

The wheels were still turning, but she could see he wanted it.

“Is it safe?”

“Oh, yes! Completely safe. Your balls are like your appendix. They’re basically redundant, causing lots of problems for your body and not doing any actual good. Men who have them reduced look so sexy too. You’ll have girls falling over themselves for you, especially as they’ll know how long you’ll last in bed. The only reason you don’t hear men boasting about it, is because they don’t want to share the gravy train of pussy they’re now getting.”

“Where do I get it done?” he said, so eager for the sweet clench of a tight pussy or a hot mouth on his cock, she could have told him he needed to get it done on the moon.

“Oh, we do it here. It’s a routine beauty treatment. Trust me, you’ll feel like a new man when it’s done.”

“Can you book me in?”

“I can do it for you now if you like,” she said. “It only takes a few minutes to pop them out and give them a full reduction.”

He lay back and spread his legs, while she retrieved her kit from her purse. Naturally, it went with her everywhere.

She injected him with anaesthetic and then unbuttoned her dress much too far, so he could see her breasts heaving with excitement.

“Now I’m embarrassed,” she said. “The idea of you getting a ball reduction has me quite hot and bothered. To tell you the truth, I now only date guys who have had a full ball reduction. It’s such a turn-on! And the sex!” She fanned her face with her fingers.

“Really? It turns you on?” he said.

“Oh, hell yes!”

She walked to the head of the bed, lifted her skirt and planted the tiny silk slip of her panties next to his face. His eyes widened as he saw how wet they were and he inhaled deeply. His cock twitched again, as he savoured the powerful pheromones of her sex. It felt so wicked to tease him like this and then snip off his nuts. She’d love to see her sister try to top this one!

“Let’s get those balls reduced,” she said. She was turned-on too, but she always got turned-on whenever she got the chance to snip another pair. It was also a refreshing change not to have to chloroform him or tie him up.

He just lay on the bed with a big smile on his face while she popped out his balls and snipped the cords. He wasn’t going to have an amazing erection afterwards. He’d get himself a tiny, limp pee-pee that didn’t work at all. Hell, it had her so worked up, she wanted to sit on his face and make him lick her until she creamed. So she did.

While she enjoyed the delicious pleasure of his tongue deep inside her pussy, she marvelled at the castration that would win her the crown. Not only had she convinced him to willingly give up his balls, she’d made him pleasure her in gratitude for doing it too.

* * *

“So not only did I get him to surrender his balls, I got my pussy thoroughly licked too,” said Kayla, delicately placing the jar on the table. She had added her usual gherkin to the decorative preserve, but this time she had sealed it with a sparkling lid. “Top that!”

Katie related her story. She hadn’t gotten her pussy licked, but she’d managed to cage her man, snip his balls and put him on a six month course of chemical castration tablets.

“Mm… I have to admit, that’s a pretty good effort too,” said Kayla.

“It appears we’ve both trimmed a man who was trying to get himself laid,” Katie replied. “We both did it without tying them up or knocking them out. We both got a sweet bonus for our prize too. It would appear we have a draw.”

Kayla nodded. “I hate to admit it, but I have to agree. They’re both good. It’s too hard to split.”

Katie put her jar in her storage cupboard, which was now getting quite full. Soon enough, she’d have to buy a second one. “To decide this, I think we need to be chasing the same prize. Whose balls would you add to your collection to claim the title of castration queen?”

“That’s easy,” said Kayla. She picked up a magazine from the coffee table and tapped the cover with her perfectly manicured fingernail. “Darius Rockwell.”

Katie raised her perfect eyebrow. “The billionaire playboy?”

“None other,” said Kayla. “He throws lavish all girl parties to select a different woman to take to bed every night.” She got a marker pen, circled his face and drew a pair of scissors next to it.

Darius Rockwell was a famous womaniser, renowned for using women for his own selfish pleasure. “What’s his catch phrase? ‘Use ‘em and lose ‘em,’ if I recall,” said Katie.

“That’s right,” said Kayla. “This menace to womankind has been asking to have his balls clipped for years. I suggest we ‘use him’ and make him ‘lose them.’ First one to get his balls is crowned queen.”

Katie tore the cover from the magazine, pinned it to their notice board and put out her hand to shake on it. “The only trouble is, we don’t have an invite to his next party,” she said.

“And that’s why I’m going to win if you keep thinking like that,” said Kayla. “Take a look in the mirror, honey. You don’t need an invitation.”

“True,” said Katie. She didn’t need a mirror. Her sister was her mirror image and she was a heavenly sight for the male libido, even if she was determined to pluck it from every man she could. At least they were evenly matched when it came to their looks and power of seduction.

Kayla nodded, as if she was also thinking about how to gain an advantage in a very even contest. “This is a man of wealth and power. He’ll be quite attached to his balls and isn’t going to part with them easily. May the best castratrix win,” she said.

* * *

Katie knew she needed a decisive edge to beat Kayla to the crown. They were too evenly matched.

She went round to see her mother to find out if she could borrow a dress. Her mother had a wardrobe full of the most glamorous dresses a girl could ever want and they all shared the same delectable curves and proportions. Her mother still had a mouth-watering figure that stopped men dead in their tracks. She was the perfect billboard for her dating agency. Katie imagined her father must feel like the luckiest man in the world to be married to such a beautiful woman.

Her parents had gone away again. As usual, her mother had taken most of her best dresses with her. There was one laid out on the bed that Katie immediately liked, a red sequined dancing dress. It showed plenty of cleavage and had slashes up both sides of the short skirt that would flash the waistbands of her panties when she swung her hips. Perhaps her mother didn’t have enough room in her suitcase for the dress. It was just what she needed.

She tried it on and admired herself in the mirror. She loved the way it held her large breasts firmly in place, while they looked like they could pop out at any moment. If she could get to Darius Rockwell, she was going to make him cum in his pants, right before she emptied his sac.

She stopped in to see Mark to tease him about his tiny penis and empty sac before heading back to her apartment. He waved his hand dismissively like he’d heard it a hundred times before.

The dress was a good start, but she knew the only way she could get a clear advantage over Kayla was with a combination of seductive strategies. The next step was to work on her perfume. Her go-to scent for a serious seduction was French Lover Eau de Parfum. Although intended for men, it smelled deliciously of irises, incense and musk. Combined with her own natural scent, she smelled like she was ready to have sex. Waving it under her nose, she decided it needed a little lift, just in case Kayla was having the same idea. Her sister was always borrowing her perfume, so the odds were good she could be wearing it too.

To get Darius Rockwell’s balls, she needed to immediately activate his libido, to make him want to have sex with her more than anything else in the world. A woman’s scent had the power to do this. It only took one breath.

She could gain an extra edge with a little olfactory magic, combining the perfume with the sweet scent of her pussy. As soon as she entered his personal space, he would become so aroused he would feel like they were already having sex. His balls would be hers for the taking.

She sat down on the edge of her bed and spread her legs to give her pussy a rub. She always enjoyed a good fingering, squeezing two fingers deep inside herself to feel the stretch. Waving them under her nose, she inhaled her own sweet perfume. She let out a long sigh. No wonder it had the power to stun men with desire, leaving them powerless to her scissors.

“What do you think? Does it smell sweet?” she said, putting her fingers under the nose of Kayla’s current boyfriend.

She took his muffled answer as a yes. He did have rather a lot of duct tape plastered to his face. They’d never agreed that boyfriends were out of bounds and she still had to settle that score.

Plus, she needed to have a really big orgasm and the best way to achieve that was to pop out a pair of balls and give them a snip. He had lovely big balls too, as well as a six and a half inch cock.

She stripped naked and squatted between his legs, enjoying watching him go hard for the last time. He’d probably confused her for Kayla, thinking her sister was in the mood for a little bondage sex. His cock twitched and began to bead pre-cum at the tip.

She used lidocaine to numb his balls instead of a needle, to keep him in the right mood. Once she was ready, with a bowl between her legs, she started to stroke him. His cock was so thick, she couldn’t get her whole hand around it. What did Kayla see in men with big cocks? She imagined it would feel like having a dog-roll stuffed in her pussy.

He was enjoying himself now and not scared anymore, so he lay back and closed his eyes. Katie decided that was a good time to pop out his balls, so she picked up her scissors with her free hand, made two cuts and eased them out. Her pussy started to get hot in anticipation for what was coming next.

“How much do you like your balls?” she said.

He opened his eyes and tried to speak. The muffled words suggested he liked them a lot.

She kept stroking him, feeling his cock twitch and pulse in her hand as he approached orgasm. Then she grasped one of his balls and started to stretch the cord. He felt the pull and his eyes widened.

She giggled as she stared him down, continuing to stretch the cord as far as it would go. The tightness he’d be feeling through his groin would be driving his senses wild. He was on the verge of a massive orgasm, while the fear of knowing she was about to take his manhood set in. It was such a pleasure to treat him to the ultimate form of orgasm denial.

“Should I let you cum one last time?” she said. Torturing him with pleasure and fear was making her so wet she was dripping into the bowl. “Men say their final orgasm before they get their balls snipped is the best.”

He nodded. She stopped stroking him so she could snip the cord. Then it was back to stroking his cock and stretching the other one. She became more vigorous, driving him ever closer to an orgasm, while pulling his cord hard. She played with him this way for as long as he could take it. She denied him an orgasm, stretched the cord, and repeated the process until he was so desperate to cum he was shaking with the need for release.

She didn’t know why she didn’t trim men like this more often. It really was a lot of fun. As he drew sharp, shuddering breaths through his nose, she knew she had him as close as was possible without triggering his release. She waited until the very last second, until he was almost there, then closed her scissors.

“Sweet, sweet denial,” she said, holding it up for him to see. “No nice cum for you, but damn I’m ready to squirt!”

It only took a few small rubs of her clitoris to make her pussy gush with pleasure. She looked him straight in the eye as she gasped and moaned, while his cock slowly softened, without the joy of release. It made her cum long and hard, with jolts of pleasure ripping through her body as she gushed into the bowl.

By the time she was spent, she had more than enough juice to lace her perfume with the scent of her sex. Now all she needed was Darius Rockwell’s balls, so she could claim the crown.

* * *

Darius Rockwell hung out at his own exclusive nightclub, in the private, invitation-only top floor suite. As Katie approached the bouncer, bypassing the queue of people desperate to gain entrance, he gave her the most peculiar frown.

She thought she’d blown it straight away. Hadn’t she done enough? She was sure she’d arrived before Kayla and she knew she looked incredible in her mother’s tiny red dress. With a liberal application of her bespoke perfume, she smelled even better. She was red-hot sex in red high heels.

To her surprise, the bouncer opened the door and ushered her inside. She didn’t ask him why he was frowning, but she did take a moment to retrieve her mirror to check her hair and make-up. They were perfect too. She put it out of her mind, determined to win the title of castration queen. The music was pumping and the lights were pulsing. Bodies were crammed together on the dance floor.

The few men in the club confirmed she was the hottest girl around. She had to rebuff a stream of offers to buy her a drink or to have a dance. She made her way to the elevator and selected the button for the top floor.

As the elevator arrived, she was once again confronted by a bouncer who looked at her askance. What the hell was wrong with all the bouncers? Before she could ask, he too opened the door to admit her to the private suite, without asking for an invitation or saying a word.

She took it, despite having her confidence ruffled. The atmosphere was more low key in Darius Rockwell’s private party. He lorded over the suite, admiring the otherwise only female guests.

More to Katie’s surprise, he was sitting alone, not with his booth loaded with hopeful girls. All were eager to snare him, hoping to capture his affections for more than a one night stand. He was so rich, the woman who could finally tame him would most certainly live like a queen. But, she didn’t care about that. She just wanted his balls.

Holding her head high, she made a beeline across the room, stepping up to the raised booth. She didn’t wait to be invited to sit and slid into the booth beside him. He was handsome, with the weathered look of a man who’d sampled more pussy than almost anyone else alive. He admired her from head to foot as she sat down, dwelling unashamedly on her breasts. He didn’t even flinch when she pressed herself close to him, wrapping one arm over his shoulder so he could inhale her glorious scent.

“I’m going to give you a night you’ll never forget,” she purred in his ear.

“I know, babe,” he replied, his gravelly tone sounding familiar, like they’d already had this conversation.

She tried not to let his peculiar response unsettle her. It was likely he expected every woman wanted to give him an unforgettable experience in bed. She put her hand on his crotch. He was already hard. That was a good sign, as she’d only been in his presence for a matter of seconds.

“Then let’s get it on,” she said.

“It’s like I said, babe, I’m waiting for the pills to kick in. I like to go all night. If the pills aren’t working yet, you’re gonna make me cum too soon. And I wanna pound your sweet pussy until you scream.”

So, even billionaire playboys needed to take Viagra to last long enough in bed. The revelation made her want to laugh, but she was bothered by the fact he’d started his sentence with, ‘It’s like I said…’

The answer to this perplexing predicament came to her in the vision of a blond sex goddess wearing an identical red dress. This goddess also had an identical body and face.

Kayla sat down in the booth on the other side of Darius Rockwell. Now it was his turn to look surprised. He looked at each of them in turn, blank faced at first, then breaking into an ear to ear smile.

“Oh, I’m gonna have me a great time tonight,” he said.

“Excuse us for a moment, Darius,” said Katie. She shot Kayla a fierce look. She now understood why she’d received the odd looks from the two bouncers. They couldn’t understand how the same girl had appeared to be admitted into the nightclub for a second time when they’d never seen her leave the premises.

“A word outside?” she said.

Kayla sighed and followed her out the main entrance and into the corridor. Katie leaned into her and inhaled deeply under her neck where a woman liberally applied her perfume. Not only were they wearing the same dress, Kayla was also wearing identical perfume. Also laced with her pussy juices, she smelled like she was in the middle of having the best sex of her life. It really was quite arousing, even better than her panties.

“Were you spying on me?” said Katie.

Kayla repeated the olfactory examination. “I could ask you the same thing,” she replied, her tone full of sass.

“Where’d you get the dress?”

Kayla pouted. “Where’d you get yours?”

“I asked first.”

Kayla shrugged. “I went over to see mom to see if I could borrow a dress. She’s gone away. This dress was laid out on the bed. I thought it was perfect, so I grabbed it. On the way out, I stopped in to see Mark to tease him about his tiny penis. Now, you tell.”

“Same,” said Katie, “including teasing Mark about his little limpy. You mixed your perfume with pussy juice, didn’t you.”

“I needed an edge. It works though. As soon as I sat down next with Darius, he was hard as a steel bar. I bet I could’ve made him cum in his pants if I wasn’t more interested in snipping his balls.”

Kayla frowned. “Y’know what else is odd? My new boyfriend isn’t answering his phone. He’s got a lovely six and a half inch cock and I was thinking about going for a ride to celebrate winning the crown.”

“Ah, you know men. They’re hopeless,” said Katie. She decided to leave that conversation for later. She took a deep breath. “Well, what happens now? We’re deadlocked again.”

“We could snip one each, like the good old days?” said Kayla. “Let’s face it, honey, we’re the best pair of ball snippers that have ever graced the earth. We can share the crown.”

Katie nodded. “It would be a shame to miss out after going to all this trouble to look and smell so good.”

With a synchronised nod, they returned to the club. However, Darius Rockwell was nowhere to be seen. They agreed to split up and search for him, hoping he was lost in the throng of slow-dancing women, or merely taking a break in the men’s room. After hunting around for twenty minutes, they discovered he’d already left the club. He had returned to his penthouse suite at the top of a five star hotel.

“He told me he’d arrange to have a key to his suite left at reception,” said Kayla.

Exiting the nightclub, the bouncer once again looked at them askance, then rubbed his eyes to make sure he wasn’t seeing double. They took a cab to the hotel, retrieved the key card from reception and rode the elevator to the top floor.

“It may be only one each, but it’s always so much fun to do a bit of snipping with you,” said Kayla.

Katie gave her a quick hug and pressed the key card to the security sensor to release the lock. Darius Rockwell’s apartment was bigger than their family home, with a huge open plan kitchen and lounge. The decor was austere, but at a glance, they could tell everything was the best money could buy.

Tiptoeing around, they found him in his bedroom, lying in the middle of a huge round bed with his eyes closed. He was dressed in a grey silk dressing gown and looking like a much younger Hugh Hefner. He also had a satisfied smile on his face, like he’d just had great sex.

They crossed the room without making a sound. Kayla readied the chloroform on a cloth and Katie readied a pair of handcuffs. In moments they had him knocked out with his hands cuffed behind his back. Kayla ripped off five pieces of duct tape and sealed his mouth shut by making a star pattern under his nose.

“We should get them out as soon as we can,” whispered Katie. “He’s bound to have some kind of security.”

Kayla nodded. “It’s a pity. I love looking them in the eye while stretching the cords.”

They pulled back the red satin sheets, opened his robe and pulled down his briefs.

They both gasped at the sight of his crotch. Underneath his large erect cock, still engorged from the Viagra, was a flat ball sac with two short rows of stitches. They took turns to run their fingers over it, to appreciate how smooth and tight it was without any balls inside.

“Goddamn, that’s art,” said Katie.

“It’s a masterpiece,” agreed Kayla.

Just then they heard someone coming from the bathroom. The click of high heels on tiles meant it was unmistakably another woman. They stood side by side, ready to face her. A stunning older woman appeared at the doorway, with hair like honey and a figure the same shape as their own.

“Mom?!” they said together.

“Hello, my darlings,” said their mother. “I was wondering how long it would take you to show up.”

“Then you—” said Kayla.

“—did this?” finished Katie.

They were both pointing at Darius Rockwell’s masterfully emptied sac.

Their mother sat on the edge of the bed and ran her fingers over his sac in much the same way as they had done before.

“Oh yes. Darius and I had a wonderful time together.” She gave them a small, wicked smile. “I thought I’d teach you both a lesson for snipping your brother. I was looking forward to doing it myself.”

Both twins were speechless.

“But it also made me proud to see you’d already given him the snip, that you’re growing up to be such good girls. Plus, I have a waiting list of women wanting a nice neutered man to be their personal sex slave. Now he’s had them out, I’ll have a much better chance of finding him a nice girl.”

The twins gasped as they realised exactly who their mother’s exclusive dating agency was serving. It all made sense, including how docile and submissive their father was too. She’d probably snipped his balls as soon as she knew she was having twin girls.

Darius Rockwell stirred, returning to consciousness. He blinked furiously, looking at each of them in turn, unable to believe his eyes.

“Once I got wind of your little plan to snip Darius, I decided to beat you to it,” continued their mother.

“How did—” said Katie.

“—you know?” finished Kayla.

Their mother sighed. “The magazine cover you’d pinned to your notice board was a bit of a giveaway. Especially as you’d circled his face and drawn a pair of scissors next to it. You both have a lot to learn. All this trickery, drugging men and tying them up, is not the way to take a man’s balls. You have to help a man to understand that he actually wants to have them snipped. Then a man enjoys it too, almost as much as you do. Isn’t that right, Darius?”

She pulled the tape off his face.

“It was incredible!” he said, with a long, satisfied sigh. “If I had a chance to have them back, I’d ask you to do it all over again.”

Their mother reached into her handbag, pulled out a delicate diamond tiara and put it on her head, tucking the silver arms into her glorious hair.

“And that, my darlings, is why you’re looking at the reigning castration queen.”


The Jewel Thief

Lorenzo had the best job in the world, if indeed it could be described as work, or normal employment of any kind. His job consisted of attending lavish parties and seducing beautiful women. He was well paid for doing this too, through the sale of their jewellery, after he’d stripped it from their naked bodies.

What made his job even sweeter, was he didn’t have to spend all day in his exclusive jewellery shop selling it either. His assistant, the lovely Bettina, liked shiny objects. She was also a gifted jeweller. He acquired the jewels and precious metals and she remade them into new pieces. She sold them at an exorbitant price, sometimes back to their original owners, who were looking for replacements for their ‘missing’ pieces.

He also knew Bettina harboured rather strong feelings for him, much more than a foolish schoolgirl crush. It wasn’t unexpected. He was classically tall, dark and handsome, with a roguish quality that women found irresistible. He was proof that women couldn’t resist the animal magnetism possessed by bad boys.

In different circumstances, he would happily take Bettina to bed. She was proof that a woman’s beauty surpassed even the prettiest jewel. And she was far lovelier than any of the pieces she crafted. With her raven-black hair and eyes like flawless sapphires, he imagined she’d been crafted by a goddess herself. Her delectable curves had come straight from heaven. Like her creations, she was truly one of a kind.

However, as the most prized jewel in his collection, she was also the most valuable. Mixing business with pleasure was too much of a risk to their fragile arrangement. If anything were to go wrong, his perfect lifestyle would come to an end. She knew this too, which was why she tolerated a purely platonic relationship.

She was looking at him now with guarded jealousy as she produced an index card from her file. They kept no computer records of any kind. They kept no meaningful paper records of any kind either. Bettina had a system for record keeping that would baffle the shrewdest cryptographer. It was necessary. What they were doing together broke more laws than he could count on their combined fingers and toes.

“I have a new mark for you,” she said, presenting it to him between her forefingers as if she were flipping him the bird. “The Countess Claire DuPont. She’s the patron for a wildlife charity and she’s throwing a fundraiser tonight. It’s your kind of affair… champagne, caviar and rich people writing cheques with big numbers.”

He grinned at her. “And what of the Countess herself?”

“Like many women of her breeding, she’s stuck in an arranged marriage to a man three times her age. She’s been known to break her vows when the right opportunity presents itself.” Bettina handed him a photograph. “And she’s not too hard on the eye either.”

Lorenzo studied the picture. The Countess wasn’t a match for Bettina, but she was a beautiful brunette all the same. A woman with money had access to the finest care. It was one of the joys of his job. His marks were invariably preened and pampered. Aside from the reward of parting them from their jewellery, he would otherwise have sex with any one of them without hesitation.

“Here’s your invitation,” said Bettina, handing him a thick card with a red wax seal embossed with a coat of arms. “I had to call in a favour to get it.”

“You’re the best,” he said. He meant it too. There was no point in trying to soothe Bettina’s ego with false praise. She was as smart as she was beautiful.

“I know,” she replied. “Don’t have too much fun, or I may have to renegotiate the terms of my employment contract.”

Bettina didn’t have an employment contract or an official arrangement of any kind. He simply paid her well for her work and gave her a generous cut of the profit from each piece of jewellery sold. Between them, they’d gathered a king’s ransom of precious gems and metals and crafted them into new works of art. The value of their current stock would be eye-watering, if anyone had kept records as to its actual worth.

While this kind of banter with Bettina wasn’t unusual at the outset of any new heist, he wondered if she was becoming increasingly jealous. She was fully aware of his methods. Perhaps she even craved the attention he gave each woman in the bedroom. It wouldn’t surprise him if she had a submissive streak.

He watched her gorgeous round bottom sway back and forth in her tight, navy-blue pinstripe skirt as she returned to the shop. It would be his pleasure to have a piece of such a fine ass.

He dismissed the idea there was increasing tension in their relationship. She relied on him as much as he relied on her. If their operation was to continue, they had to respect their dependency on one another, irrespective of personal feelings.

He picked up the photo of the Countess and studied every detail of her face. She was his priority now, along with her jewellery.

* * *

The charity event was an art auction held at the ballroom of a five star hotel. The methods the idle rich chose to assuage their need to be seen to be doing good work was a never ending source of amusement to Lorenzo. The charity in question would likely benefit more if the money spent on the champagne and canapés was donated instead. It also served to assuage any qualms he had about parting rich women from their jewellery.

The Countess Claire DuPont was a petite woman with a lovely feminine figure. And even better, she was dripping in jewellery. Bettina’s skill in tracking down suitable marks never ceased to amaze him. It was like she had a sixth sense for it.

He didn’t pretend to be interested in the auction at all, making sure he kept his attention completely focused on the Countess. She soon became aware he was making eyes at her. As she looked him up and down, a small smile formed in the corner of her mouth. He took that as his opportunity to separate her from her current companion in conversation. First steal the woman away, then steal her jewels.

“Lady Courtesy,” he said, taking her hand to press a soft kiss on the back of her fingers. She wore three rings that would make this evening worthwhile on their own. One had an emerald that was worth more than a European car.

She fluttered her eyelashes like a shy schoolgirl. She couldn’t be seen to be flirtatious in such a public place, but it was all he needed to see. She was open to his charms and available for sex.

“A pleasure…” she said, pausing to give him space to introduce himself.

“Lorenzo, Lady Courtesy,” he said, bowing his head.

“Please, just Claire. I find the formal title terribly old-fashioned.”

“Claire,” he said, allowing her name to roll off his tongue like honey.

“Have you purchased a painting?”

“I’m not a fan of art. I appreciate a different kind of beauty,” he said. “But allow me to make a donation.” He removed a cheque book from his breast pocket. He’d lifted it from a pear-shaped old man who was too deep in his whiskey to notice. “Will a million be sufficient?” He wrote the cheque and handed it to an attendant before she could see the name printed above the signature.

She smiled. “Too kind.”

“Life has been generous to me,” he said. “I run a small jewellery business that turns a respectable profit.”

“Ah! You must be Lorenzo of Lorenzo & Co,” she said. “I have one of your pieces.” She pulled back her hair to reveal an emerald teardrop earring that matched her eyes. It was definitely Bettina’s work. She had a fondness for that particular shape. Getting it back would make the evening’s entertainment all the more enjoyable.

“I’m flattered,” he said.

“I appreciate quality,” she said. “Rumour has it that you know how to please a woman in more ways than enhancing her beauty with fine jewellery.” She pressed a key card into his hand. “I’m staying in the penthouse suite. Why don’t you go and fix us both a drink while I finish up here?”

“With pleasure, Lady Courtesy,” he said, bowing his head.

The Countess managed to escape the auction an hour later. Lorenzo rose from the luxurious lounge suite to greet her. She was like a different woman away from the public eye and threw herself into his arms.

He pressed her close to his body to devour her mouth with a savage kiss. She immediately went limp in his embrace, overwhelmed with the outburst of animal passion. Rich women were all the same: powerful in public, submissive in the bedroom.

That’s where he took her now. In the wild, entangled dance from the lounge to the bedroom, he removed every item of clothing from her body as he kissed her ferociously. As they reached the luxurious bed, he unhooked her bra and slipped it from her shoulders.

He broke off the kiss and stepped back to enjoy the sight of her body, although he didn’t show it on his face. His cold gaze was part of his method for dominating women. She had a slim, athletic build with pert, upright breasts. His scrutiny made her aware of her nakedness, while he was still fully clothed in his tuxedo, with only his bow tie hanging loose. After the passionate kiss, this sudden change of pace would be making her feel vulnerable. He could see it in her eyes, the flash of recognition. She realised she was trapped with a predator.

Taking her roughly by the arm, he put her over his knee as he sat on the edge of the bed. Twisting her arm behind her back to hold her firmly in place, he gave her a stinging spank on her firm, round bottom.

She yelped and protested. All rich women responded this way at first. They were born to authority and power, and weren’t used to having that power stripped from them. He gave her another firm spank on the other cheek to let her know he didn’t intend to respect her wishes or stop any time soon.

“You have a lovely bottom, Claire. I’m going to make it red as a ruby.”

She wriggled in his hold, but couldn’t break free. He gave her a solid series of hard spanks and enjoyed watching her cheeks redden.

“A little pain before the pleasure makes it feel a hundred times better,” he said, making sure he left no patch of skin untouched. He had no idea if it gave her more pleasure or not. All he knew was that a dominated woman could be relieved of her jewellery without ever noticing it had been done. It didn’t matter to him if she enjoyed herself or not.

Bettina always chose married women to be his marks. They were ultimately compromised. Claire DuPont was married to an Earl, so no matter what happened between them, nobody would ever find out. All her wealth and power couldn’t save her from the cruel way he chose to use her body for his own pleasure. And once he was finished, as far as everyone else knew, this forbidden tryst had never happened.

Once she’d been well spanked, he turned her over, so she was sitting on his knee with her back pressed to his chest. She was gasping, still in shock from her smarting bottom. He kissed her tenderly on the back of her neck and spread her legs, finding her clitoris to make sure she was wet.

The art of dominating a woman was to keep her guessing what would happen next, to keep her in a state of heightened arousal, both pleasurable and painful. It addled her wits. With the same hand he’d used to redden her bottom, he now pleasured her pussy, circling her clitoris with finesse. As her gasps became soft moans, he knew she was ready for a little more pain.

With his free hand he found her nipple and he gave it a sharp pinch. She squealed again, but didn’t protest. It was likely this was the first time she’d been handled by a man in such a way. Breaking rich, powerful women was a pure joy.

While he kissed her neck and pinched her nipples, he started to spank her pussy. She whimpered in his arms, now limp as a rag doll. It was making him hard as hell and no doubt she was also aware of his cock pressing between her burning ass cheeks.

He took her as far as she could go, before she broke down completely and wept. Then he eased her onto the bed and gently stroked her body with his fingertips. She looked back at him helplessly as he opened his fly and pulled out his throbbing cock.

He’d been blessed with a very fine cock. When hard, he was more than most women could take, being much longer than average and extraordinarily thick. As he parted her legs and plunged himself into her tight, little pussy she gasped at the size of it.

Like his other marks, she was stunned by the sensation of it filling and stretching her, leaving her unable to speak or move. He gave her a good pounding with hard, strong thrusts. He didn’t hurry. He let her appreciate the size of it slamming deep inside her, withdrawing and pausing before ramming it home again.

Her rings went first, slipped from her fingers while all her senses were focused on what was happening between her legs. He put them in his pocket and went to work removing her bracelet and necklace. Finally, he claimed back the emerald teardrop earrings, just as he hit his peak. It made his orgasm all the sweeter.

While she lay limp and panting, he zipped up his pants and made a discreet exit before she could recover. Some nights at work were better than others. This one had been an absolute delight.

* * *

Bettina was as amused as she was pleased by the return of the emerald teardrop earrings. She held them together like a pair of fruit and admired them sparkling in the light.

“What a lovely pair,” she said, as if she was sexually aroused by the sight.

It was moments like these that made Lorenzo’s mouth go dry. No precious gem could match her beauty. If he didn’t depend on her so much, he would leap at the chance to spank her bottom ruby red too. As her breasts rose and fell in her starched white shirt, he wondered what it would be like to spank them and pinch her nipples. How would she respond if he pounded her little pussy with his cock? The thought made him go rock hard, so he crossed his legs.

Bettina rested the earrings on her velvet cloth. “I wouldn’t usually line you up with another mark so soon, but an opportunity has cropped up.”

“A golden opportunity?” he said.

“A diamond one,” she replied, opening her desk drawer. She handed him a photograph.

If Lorenzo was feeling aroused by Bettina’s feminine charms, the sight of the blond goddess in the photograph made his cock ache with desire. She was distinctly different in looks to Bettina, but a clear match for her in beauty. She also had generous, full breasts and a delicious round bottom that was begging for a hard spanking. Given she was a similar shape to Bettina, perhaps he could indulge himself in his desire to spank her breasts, pinch her nipples and listen to her squeal.

“There’s a catch,” said Bettina.

He looked up at her, unable to tell if she had a wry grin at the corner of her mouth, or if it was a quizzical expression.

“Her name is Chanel Adair. She’s an independently wealthy lady of luxury. She’s also unmarried. She has a reputation for being a man eater and goes through men like candy.”

Lorenzo’s erection took a turn for the worse. An unmarried woman wasn’t compromised in any way, as she didn’t have a marriage to lose if she was caught having an affair. He wouldn’t be able to subdue her as normal and get away with it.

“She’s in the city for one night. If you want to take her on, you’re going to have to consider a different approach if you want to part her from her jewellery,” said Bettina, as if she could read his mind. “But it’ll be worth it. She exclusively wears diamonds and lots of them.”

Lorenzo scratched his chin. “What’s the play?”

Bettina opened a jewellery case. Inside was a platinum clasp bracelet studded with diamonds. Lorenzo raised his eyebrows. It was a very fine piece, one of Bettina’s best works, and would cost a small fortune in itself.

“I’ve arranged for you to have dinner with Chanel this evening. She’s interested in acquiring this new piece. If she likes it, she’ll pay cash. Two hundred thousand dollars to be exact.”

Lorenzo didn’t need Bettina to explain further. If he handled the situation right, he could walk away with Chanel Adair’s jewellery, keep the diamond bracelet and pocket the cash. It would be his single biggest score ever. As much as he owed his success to Bettina, it was also the kind of score that would set him up with enough cash and jewellery to clean out the shop and disappear.

As much as he adored her and for all they had going together, he knew it couldn’t last. He’d always planned to make a clean break at some point, and he wanted enough money to live like a king. It seemed that time had finally arrived.

He grinned. It was a diamond opportunity indeed. Chanel Adair was going to get spanked senseless and pounded hard till she passed out. It wouldn’t matter if she came after him for stealing her jewellery. All the authorities would find was an empty shop and no records of any use at all. Even though it meant shafting Bettina, he knew she wouldn’t talk. She’d only end up with jail time along with one hell of a grudge.

* * *

Dinner was arranged at a three Michelin star French restaurant in a boutique hotel. It was so exclusive, they were booked out years in advance. Chanel Adair had been able to get a reservation at a moment’s notice.

He was taken to her table where she was enjoying a dirty martini with two green olives. His breath caught in his throat. She was just like her taste in jewellery, platinum blond and as mesmerizingly gorgeous as a flawless diamond. Dressed in a figure-hugging white evening dress with a plunging neckline, her curves instantly made his cock swell. He bowed politely and took a seat opposite before it could turn into a full-blown erection.

They exchanged pleasantries and he ordered a drink.

“You look enchanting,” he said, noting that not only did she look a million dollars, she was wearing at least a million dollars or more. The diamond rings, earrings, and her incredibly sexy, tight diamond choker necklace were worth a small fortune.

“Lorenzo the jeweller,” she replied, giving him a small smile as a reward for his compliment. “Your reputation as a lady charmer is clearly well-deserved.”

“I appreciate beauty,” he said, trying to appear modest. All the while he was thinking about spanking her ass and separating her from all those diamonds. This last great heist would be a masterpiece of domination, pleasure and theft.

He took the case containing the diamond bracelet from his breast pocket, opened the clasp and presented it to her.

She looked at it for a moment, then fixed him with her icy blue gaze. “Beautiful work. But will it look good on me?”

She didn’t need diamonds or white satin dresses. She would look sexy wearing an old sack. The more he studied her, the more he couldn’t wait to get her naked.

She held out her hand. “Would you do me the honour?”

He took the bracelet from the case and put it on her wrist, taking the opportunity to hold her fingers as if admiring it. Then he planted a soft kiss on the back of her hand. She smelled amazing, like decadent perfume and hot sex.

“Your beauty is quite intoxicating,” he said.

She smiled again, took a thick white envelope from her purse and handed it to him. He slipped it into his breast pocket.

“Your assistant isn’t the only woman who does her homework,” she said.

At that moment, he felt her foot on his leg. She’d slipped off her shoe and was walking her toes up towards his crotch. His erection became full-blown. Not only was she stunning, she was strong-willed and very forward in her intentions.

“Your reputation for being charming comes second to your reputation for knowing how to please a woman in bed,” she said.

Her foot found his crotch and she stroked his shaft between her toes.

“Mm… big! And thick! How long is it? Nine inches?”

“It’s more about technique than size,” he replied.

She let out a small laugh, took the olives from her glass and delicately ate them one by one. He watched, completely enchanted as she slid them off the silver toothpick with her perfect white teeth.

“You know, I’m not feeling all that hungry,” she said. “At least, not for French food. I’m rather hungry for a demonstration of this… technique.”

He grinned back at her. “It would be my pleasure,” he said.

She gathered her handbag and rose from the table. “I imagine you’re going to need a few minutes to calm down before you stand up. I’m staying in the Diamond Suite. Don’t keep me waiting too long.” She placed a key card on the table before him.

“The Diamond Suite… naturally,” he replied, pocketing it straight away.

As soon as his cock had relaxed enough to stand up, he made his way to her suite. He found her in the spacious lounge, draped over the settee looking like a princess. Her dress had a long slash up one side and it had fallen away to reveal her lovely, long legs.

She rose to meet him and he pulled her to him for a savage kiss. She returned it with equal passion, probing his mouth with her tongue as if she was searching for gold.

He ran his hands over her body, enjoying her sensuous curves as he found the zip to undo her dress. With a rough tug, her dress fell from her shoulders. As his hands explored her body, he realised she was completely naked underneath.

Grasping her by the shoulders, he escaped the kiss to examine her coldly, in the manner he always began his domination of a woman. She was strong-willed and he wanted to make her feel vulnerable while he remained fully clothed.

However, Chanel looked straight back at him with a small smile on her face as if she were enjoying herself. Then she stepped up to him, and without blinking, removed his pants with the same rough pull. He was quite taken aback. No woman had ever responded to him in such a manner.

He gasped when he felt her hand grab his balls and give them a firm squeeze.

“Mm… large and heavy. Just how I like them,” she said.

She rolled them through her fingers while she stared him in the eye. Then she kissed him again, while she squeezed his balls hard to the point of pain. Her mouth was exciting and filled him with delight, but her grip was making his balls ache.

He needed to retake control of the situation, so he pivoted her around, dropped onto the settee and hauled her over his knee. She didn’t struggle, but he held her firmly in place as he raised his hand. Her beautiful round bottom was a pleasure to spank. He didn’t wait to warm her up and set in with a series of hard slaps to both cheeks.

Instead of squealing from the stinging pain of each blow, she started to moan with pleasure. Her unexpected reaction made him pause.

“Don’t stop!” she said. “Spank me harder!”

He did so, smacking both cheeks until they were flaming red. Her moans of pleasure grew louder, so he turned her over and spread her legs to spank her pussy. As he landed his first slap, he felt her smooth pussy was already dripping wet.

“Oh, yes! That’s it!” she moaned. “Spank my pussy as hard as you can!”

There seemed to be no amount of spanking she couldn’t take. He’d have to subdue her with his cock. But Chanel had different plans. She twisted out of his grasp and stood up. Towering over him, he suddenly felt dwarfed in her presence.

She ran her finger through her pussy and painted his upper lip with her juices. His nose filled with her intoxicating aroma. It made his head spin with desire and his arms feel weak. It was like he’d been drugged.

She pushed him flat on his back and climbed over him, pinning his arms to the settee underneath her shins. Then her perfect, tight pussy was in his face and he breathed in its glorious sweet scent. Then she lowered herself onto his mouth so he could taste her honeyed juices.

“See how wet you’ve made me?” she said, breathing hard and moaning.

He felt her fingers grip his nose, then pinch the nostrils closed so he couldn’t breathe.

“Oh, yes! Suck me as hard as you spanked me!” she said, her passion rising to new heights.

As he lost his oxygen supply, his arms lost the strength to break free from her hold. His ears buzzed with the need to breathe and he fought to free his mouth. All he succeeded in doing was to increase her pleasure with his desperate sucking.

It was a curious collision, the divine pleasure of her pussy on his mouth and the knowledge he was soon going to pass out. Perhaps she would suffocate him altogether. As the darkness closed in, he tasted the rush of hot juices filling his mouth as she orgasmed. It was one hell of a way to go.

* * *

As Lorenzo came to his senses, he realised Chanel had no intention of suffocating him. She had something very different in mind.

It was the sharp jab of a hypodermic needle that brought him completely back to full awareness. Why was she giving him an injection in his balls? More to the point, what was she injecting into his balls?

He tried to sit up and realised he’d been tied up. The silky rope was tight around his wrists, but he set about immediately trying to loosen it.

Chanel looked radiant, like she was high on the ecstasy of sexual pleasure. She was still completely naked, and despite knocking him out, he still badly wanted to have her.

Once she’d finished giving him the injection, she looked up and seemed pleased to see he was awake.

“Did you have a nice nap?” she said softly.

“What are you doing?” he replied.

She cupped his balls on her fingers and bounced them like she was playing with a toy. Given he couldn’t feel anything at all, he concluded she’d given him a local anaesthetic.

“Diamonds aren’t the only shiny baubles I collect,” she said, licking her lips. “You have two jewels that also need to be added to my collection.”

He squinted at her, trying to make sense of what she meant. When she reached over to the coffee table and picked up a pair of small scissors, it began to make sense.

“I’ll pay you whatever you want,” he said, feeling the icy grip of fear in his stomach.

She tested the blades, opening and closing them several times while she enjoyed seeing the fear in his eyes.

“Diamonds are a girl’s best friend, but a man’s balls are priceless,” she said. “After I give them a special trim, I’ll give you some delicious drugs to make that big cock nice and hard again. Then I’m going to go for a lovely long ride on it and cum again and again. All you’ll have is an aching need. And without your balls, it’ll never be satisfied. Every time you feel like you're going to cum, you’ll be denied, over and over again.”

She traced the outline of his balls with the tip of her scissors. “How does it feel to have a wicked woman turn the tables on you? How does it feel to know I’m going to use your body for my own selfish pleasure? And best of all, how does it feel to know you’re about to lose your precious manhood?” She giggled like a schoolgirl as she snipped her scissors, inching them towards his sac.

He pulled at the ropes, hoping to get free. Then she pinched the skin into a fold and made a small cut on one side. He curled his hand to make it as thin as he could and pulled against his bonds, feeling the rope begin to come free.

She repeated her pinch and cut on the other side of his sac, still giggling with glee.

“Mm… now all we have to do is pop them out and snip the cords,” she said, staring into his eyes. “But I promise I won’t make it quick. I want you to enjoy the fear in your eyes as you watch me cutting off your balls.”

The ropes came free from his wrists and he pulled himself to his feet, knocking her down in the same motion. He didn’t hesitate to grab his pants and sprint for the door, not looking back as he fled.

Riding the elevator to the ground floor, he hurriedly pulled on his pants. He was breathing hard and counting his blessings for making a narrow escape. She was going to cut off his balls! And she’d nearly succeeded in doing it!

While he didn’t have a single piece of her jewellery, he’d managed to save his own jewels from being stolen. Still, he had the cash and he still had Bettina, even though he’d planned to betray her and run off with all the loot. He also needed to be stitched up and she was the only person he trusted to do the job without asking any awkward questions.

Out on the street, he hailed a cab and hoped the anaesthetic wouldn’t wear off anytime soon. His balls were going to be sore if that happened. It was an anxious ride back to the shop, and he felt tired and weak as he stumbled through the door.

Bettina looked up, immediately registering that he was in some kind of trouble.

“Grab the first aid kit and meet me upstairs,” he said, using the walls for support as he made his way to his apartment above the shop.

Once he reached his room, he pulled off his pants and lay on the bed. Bettina entered a moment later.

“What’s happened?” she said.

“Chanel… she tried to castrate me,” he said, with ragged breath. “I need you to stitch me up.”

He couldn’t tell if it was the shock or the adrenalin in his system, but it seemed that Bettina smiled as he spoke.

“Let me get you a sedative. You’re in shock,” she replied.

She went away and quickly came back with a pill and a glass of water. She helped him to sit up and swallow the pill, like a mother helping a sick child.

“What would I ever do without you?” he said.

She shook her head at him and definitely gave him a smile this time.

“Lie back and I’ll sort you out,” she said. She lifted his shirt tails and inspected his groin. “Well, now I see what you’ve been giving all these women. It’s rather… big.”

“I never cared for any of them as much as I care for you,” he said. As the sedatives took hold, making him relax, he wanted desperately to tell her how he had always thought she was the most beautiful woman he’d ever met.

“Just relax and close your eyes,” she said, sorting through the first aid kit for the items she needed.

As she went to work, he felt a tight pull through his groin, not dissimilar to the need to cum. “Is everything okay,” he said, trying to sit up.

“Everything is fine,” she cooed, pushing him back down onto the bed.

Maybe it was because she was a jeweller that it took her some time to stitch up the cuts. She always worked with a slow, but delicate hand. His groin ached as she worked and he wondered if the anaesthetic was wearing off. He glanced down and saw her head bobbing above his cock, so close to his mouth. His balls felt so tight, he wished she would take his cock in her hot mouth and relieve him of the desperate need to cum.

Eventually the feeling subsided. Bettina tidied up the kit and stood up. “Now, you sleep it off. Everything will be better come morning,” she said, leaning down to give him a small, soft kiss on the lips.

As he finally drifted off to sleep, the last thing he remembered was the taste of her sweet raspberry lips lingering on his mouth. Her kiss was divine.

* * *

Lorenzo awoke feeling much better. He looked over at his bedside clock and saw it was mid afternoon. He’d slept through most of the day. His groin felt sore and tight, but he wanted to thank Bettina before anything else. He pulled on a dressing gown, fixed himself a cup of black coffee and limped downstairs. And perhaps it was time to explore the sweet kiss she’d given him, and risk taking their relationship further.

She wasn’t out the back or at her jewellery worktable, so he went through to the shop. As he looked about, the coffee cup fell from his hands.

The cabinets were all completely bare. Everything was gone. There wasn’t even a grain of gold to suggest it had once been well-stocked.

Lorenzo swore under his breath as he stared at the sight. He’d been cleaned out right under his nose. Although he didn’t want to admit it, the only person who could’ve done this to him was the one he trusted the most. The memory of her kiss lingered on his mouth as he absorbed her betrayal.

Then he remembered he wasn’t completely without funds. He still had the envelope of cash in his jacket pocket. Rushing upstairs, he was relieved to find it.

Tearing into it, he discovered it was full of blank pieces of paper. He tossed them into the air in frustration. As they arranged themselves over the carpet, he saw there was also a letter amongst them with his name printed on it. It was unmistakably Bettina’s handwriting. He snatched it up and tore it open.

My darling Lorenzo,

It has been a blast, but as they say, all good things must come to an end. Chanel and I had a lot of fun last night. We both agree you’ve been our favourite mark of all time. Thanks for all the pretty jewels, all the thrills and so many wonderful heists.

You’re probably aware you’ve been emptied out and stitched up by now. But we did it to you in more ways than one. You see, Chanel always sets up our final heist and I get to finish it off. While we’ve made a breathtaking score, taking your jewels was priceless.

Kisses,

Bettina

Lorenzo dropped the letter and hurriedly opened his robe. He reached down and felt the two rows of stitches along each side of his ball sac. Bettina had stitched him up in more ways than one. She’d cleaned him out of their ill-gotten loot. And she’d stitched up his cuts, but not before she’d taken out his balls and cut them off.

He felt around. They were gone. There was no doubt about it. The true jewel thief had revealed herself at last.


Mummy Knows Best

Remy was never opposed to the idea his father might remarry. It had been many years since his mother had passed. He just never expected his father would marry a woman half his age. She was only five years older than Remy himself, who had just turned nineteen. What was more surprising to Remy, who expected she would be a woman down on her luck to go for a much older man, was that she was stunningly beautiful.

Why would a twenty-four year old woman, who could have any man she wanted, settle for a balding, middle aged man? It wasn’t that his father wasn’t still handsome, but he wasn’t rich, so she couldn’t have wanted him for a sugar daddy. Remy could only conclude he was fantastic in bed, just as he hoped to be one day, when he finally lost his virginity.

His father had been away on a business trip. He worked in sales, so he went away quite often. On this occasion, he came home carrying Tiffany in his arms. Tiffany came to their home with a diamond ring on her finger.

“Remy, this is Tiffany. She’s your new mom,” said his father, setting her down after they’d crossed the threshold. He was beaming like a kid who’d stolen some candy and gotten away with it.

Remy tried not to stare. It was impossible. Tiffany may have been his new mother, but she had the face and body of his dream girl. He’d always loved girls with green eyes and Tiffany’s eyes were like huge, sparkling emeralds. He’d also always loved girls with brown hair. Her hair was like rivers of glossy chocolate, flowing over her shoulders and down her back. Along with her heart-shaped face, pert nose and glossy pink pout, she was his fantasy girl come true. This was without starting on her body, which she wasn’t embarrassed about showing off in her tight top and short skirt.

Tiffany took him by the shoulders and looked deep into his eyes. She was tall for a woman and he was short for a young man, but being so close to such a gorgeous woman made him feel tiny.

“Hello, Remy. Daddy has told me so much about you, but he never mentioned you were so cute! I’m so glad I can be your new mummy.”

She pulled him close for an embrace. As her large, warm breasts pressed against his upper chest, tantalisingly close to his face, he felt an erection immediately spring up. He pressed his hands to his sides, knowing he’d lose all self control if he touched her. Oh how he loved big breasts, curvaceous hips and long legs! How could his father have been so lucky to meet and marry a perfect girl? It was so unfair!

When she let him go, he quickly sat down on the couch and covered his lap with a cushion before anyone noticed what was happening in his pants. His father sat on the couch opposite. Tiffany immediately sat sideways on his knee, so her perfect round breasts were right in his face. With every breath she took, Remy could see them straining against the thin fabric of her top. It was torture!

“It was love at first sight,” said his father, while he gently rubbed her thigh, mere inches from her pussy. It made her skirt ride up and Remy could see the white silk slip of her panties. He wished it was his hand, so he could pull them aside and touch her pussy. He’d never seen a girl’s pussy for real, let alone touched one. And how he desperately wanted to touch this dream girl’s pussy. How had this happened? In a few short minutes, his perfectly acceptable life had turned into a living hell.

“It was love at first sight for both of us,” she said, giving him a sweet little kiss on the cheek.

Those lips! They were so full and glossy. Her pout was so kissable he couldn’t think of anything sweeter than the touch of her lips. Every inch of her radiated sex. Remy decided his father had to be a sex god in the sack. There couldn’t be any other explanation.

“And it’ll be so good to have a woman around the place again,” added his father. “The air has got stuffy with male hormones. I know Tiffany will be the breath of fresh air we both need.”

At this moment, Remy’s hormones were making his heart thump rapidly and his whole body feel feverish with lust. He couldn’t keep his eyes off her long legs, her silk panties, her gorgeous round breasts and her sweet, glossy lips. His poor cock was throbbing and aching, and he knew he was dangerously close to cumming in his pants.

“Anyway, we’ve got loads of time to get to know one another better,” concluded his father. “First, I need to show Tiffany around her new home.”

He stood up, scooping Tiffany’s legs onto his arm to carry her towards the stairs.

She let out an excited giggle. “What do you say we start with the master bedroom?” she said. “And I want a very thorough tour, to explore every inch of the bed.” She nuzzled him in the cheek with her perfect nose.

They disappeared up the stairs and Remy heard the door to his father’s bedroom close behind them.

Tiptoeing up the stairs, he pressed his ear to the door. The sounds of their passionate lovemaking made him so envious he wanted to cry. But Tiffany’s squeals of pleasure were having the opposite effect on his cock. Every gasp and moan she let out made his cock so sore with the need to cum, it no longer felt nice.

So, he padded softly across the carpet to his own room, where he had the worst orgasm of his life. There was no joy in it, only disappointment that life had dealt him the cruelest blow he could possibly imagine. Ever since he’d first started to get erections, he’d prayed that one day his dream girl would walk into his life. Now his prayers had been answered. It had actually happened, but she was also his mother.

It was embarrassing for Remy that his father and new mother spent the next few weeks humping like rabbits on Viagra. When they weren’t humping, they were kissing and canoodling like hormone-fuelled teenagers. All Remy could do was try to keep out of their way. This was difficult though, because he wanted to see Tiffany as much as he could. With every day that passed, she looked more beautiful to his eyes.

And when he closed his eyes to jerk off, all he could see was her lovely face, the deep valley between her large, round breasts or her long legs. Her presence was making him so horny, he was jerking off at least three times a day. Yet every time, he would cum within seconds. And every orgasm was disappointing, like an itch he couldn’t scratch, or a need that could never be satisfied.

When his father went to work, she went shopping, or to the salon for beauty treatments that made her look even more radiant. When she came home, she looked like she’d stepped out of a glamour magazine. Remy wanted to curl up into a ball and cry. She was unobtainable, a locked chest without a key. Oh, and what a chest she had too.

Then, quite out of the blue, the fire went out in their sex life. It was so sudden it was like a light had been turned off. Tiffany remained very demonstrative with his father, kissing and cuddling him as before, but he lacked the same enthusiasm.

At first, Remy thought she’d worn him out. He’d had more sex in the past month than he’d had in the last decade. Perhaps he’d sprained his cock. Remy had no idea if it was possible for a man to sprain his cock. He imagined it could be possible, especially given the amount of time his father had spent inside Tiffany’s pussy. It would be like having no exercise for ten years and then trying to run a marathon.

After three more days with no squealing, gasping or moaning coming from the master bedroom, Remy felt certain something had changed. Had his father changed his mind about Tiffany and wasn’t interested in sex anymore? After jerking himself off for the fourth time on that thought alone, Remy prayed it was true. He promised whatever power controlled the Universe that he would pay any price to claim Tiffany for himself.

However, his father didn’t seem unhappy that they’d stopped having sex. He was still the same happy-go-lucky man as before, just a much calmer and more docile version of himself. He still seemed to enjoy Tiffany’s affections, even if they’d had the longest dry spell in their sex life since she’d arrived.

Worse still, Tiffany seemed happier than ever with this new arrangement. Remy ground his teeth as he watched her sit on his knee and wrap an arm over his shoulder as they watched television together. He could only assume the honeymoon phase was much shorter for an older man and now they’d settled into a more comfortable relationship.

When he heard Tiffany squealing with pleasure a few days later, his hopes fell completely through the floor. Although the sound made his cock stand to attention, as it always did, there was a curious absence of his father’s normal grunting and growling. They’d gone to bed together, so she couldn’t be masturbating.

Curiosity got the better of his common sense. Tiptoeing down the corridor, he squatted in front of their door to peep through the keyhole. He could see his father lying on their bed, flat on his back. Tiffany was naked and squatting on his face, rolling her hips as she ground her pussy onto his mouth.

Remy tried hard not to touch himself. Oh, if only she was facing the other way, so he could see her heaving breasts and the rest of her naked body. The two gorgeous round cheeks of her bottom were amazing. Her tiny waist was glorious. Her naked back was a masterpiece. He could see the half-moon edges of her huge breasts swaying as she writhed in pleasure with her arms in the air, running her hands through her hair like a wild woman.

It was too much. With one touch he came in his briefs. He clasped his hand over his mouth to suppress the involuntary grunts that came with pumping out his load. It was only after his head cleared from the haze of lust that he noticed his father didn’t have an erection. How could he not be hard as hell with Tiffany’s pussy on his mouth, with his tongue deep inside her tiny, sweet entrance?

Tiffany writhed in ecstasy, circling her hips and bucking as she had a powerful orgasm. The sight and sound of her cumming made Remy get aroused again, despite the fact his briefs had only just been wet with his own warm cum. He would give his right arm to trade places with his father. How could he not be turned-on right now? Watching and listening to her cum was the most heavenly sight and sound Remy had ever seen and heard in his life.

Once she was spent, she climbed off his father. Much to Remy’s disappointment, she slid beneath the sheets before he could even catch a glimpse of her breasts or her forbidden pussy. She gave his father a small peck on the nose, then turned off the light so they could go to sleep.

Remy was left staring into the darkness, with an aching erection and his briefs wet with cum. As much as he’d hoped their marriage was failing, the glimmer of hope that he could take his father’s place had been stolen from him once again.

Over the next few weeks, his father started to work longer hours. He also went away on business trips more often. It was all to keep up with Tiffany’s spending. His absence also meant Remy was alone in the house with her more often. It was a blessing and a curse, weighted to more of the latter. It meant he could spend more time adoring her, but at the same time, he couldn’t do anything about it, other than to hurry to his room to jerk himself off.

His grades were slipping at college too, because Tiffany was all he could think about. As he imagined her beautiful curves, he wondered how he could get to experience her body for himself. No matter how much plotting or planning he did, he couldn’t come up with a single idea that didn’t come with dire consequences.

One morning, Tiffany came down the stairs wearing a pink silk dressing gown that was so short he could see the full length of her legs. Remy looked up from his bowl of cereal. It was a moment where he needed a bar of soap to appear out of nowhere, so he could watch her bend over to pick it up.

“Now that daddy is going away more often, you’ll need to help out more with the chores,” she said. “From now on, you’ll take care of all the cooking and cleaning.”

“Uh, sure,” he said, wondering what that left for Tiffany to do.

He put his empty bowl in the sink. He could feel her presence close by and his cock started to swell. Her vanilla-honey perfume teased his senses. She touched his arm and turned him about. She was so close to him he could feel her breath on his face.

“You love mummy, don’t you?”

He swallowed. He did love her, more than she could possibly know, but not as his mother.

“You want mummy to be happy, don’t you?”

He nodded.

“Tell mummy you love her,” she whispered.

The hard peaks of her nipples were prominent beneath her robe, making small peaks in the silk. Remy tried not to look at her breasts, which was impossible with them so close to his face.

“I—I love you, Tiffany,” he said, dragging the words out of his mouth. It felt like a terrible confession, that he’d revealed his undying lust for her.

“It’s time you called me mummy,” she replied. “Go on, say it again.”

“I love you… Mummy,” he said.

She inched closer and her nipples grazed his chest. He tucked his crotch backwards, not wanting her to discover how hard she’d made him.

“Now tell me how much you want me to be happy,” she said.

“M—more than anything in the world,” he said, his voice becoming a squeak.

She cupped his face in her hands. “I’ve always wanted a boy,” she said. “A beautiful baby boy who I can smother with hugs and special little kisses.”

Then she kissed him. It was a short, cute peck on the lips. Although brief, he tasted her lips for the first time. They were like raspberry candy and the kiss made his whole face tingle with joy. He liked the sound of hugs and special little kisses. As his cock twitched in his pants, on the verge of exploding all by itself, she stopped being affectionate and recoiled.

“Remy, are you becoming aroused from a kiss?” She grabbed at his crotch and gasped. “This is wrong and very, very bad! I’m your mummy!”

She grabbed him by the ear and twisted it hard. He cried out as pain shot through his head. She dragged him over to the couch, sat down and pulled him over her knee. Roughly pulling down his pants, she smacked him hard on the ass. She had a strong arm and the blow stung like she was using a paddle.

“You mustn’t have wicked thoughts about your mummy, just because she gives you a little kiss!” She smacked him hard again and he yelped.

With his ear on fire and his ass quickly heading in the same direction, he couldn’t do a thing as she spanked him. As he cried out with each blow, he prayed she wouldn’t tell his father what had happened.

“This hurts me more than it’s hurting you,” she said, landing a series of smacks that felt like fire ants were using his ass for target practice. He couldn’t imagine how it was hurting her more.

“I show you love and you repay me with wickedness!” She delivered a final series of smacks that had the sting of a whip.

She pulled him to his feet and shook her head as she looked at him. He felt so humiliated. His pants were around his ankles, his ass was on fire and now he was forced to face her disapproving gaze. His cock was limp after the spanking, but he could feel drops of pre-cum from his near orgasm dripping down his leg.

“What do you have to say for yourself?” she demanded.

“Sorry,” he said, with his eyes downcast.

She put her hand to his chin and forced him to look her in the eye. “Sorry, what?”

“Sorry… Mummy,” he squeaked.

“I’m sorry I had to spank you,” she said, hugging him. “I hope you’ve learned your lesson.”

Once again he felt the delicious touch of her soft, warm breasts against his chest. His cock twitched a bit, but stayed limp with the pain of the spanking still fresh on his backside.

After the spanking, Remy made sure he avoided giving Tiffany too many opportunities to give him her special kisses and hugs. It pained him, almost as much as getting spanked, because he wanted them so much. She was an angel, albeit an angel with a temper and a vicious sting in her hand. He couldn’t think of her as his mother, but he made sure he called her mummy to keep her happy. When Tiffany was happy, all was well with the world.

“I think you should start doing the laundry too,” said Tiffany one morning. She was sipping her orange juice and looking radiant in her pink silk dressing gown. “I’m very busy at the moment, so I need you to help out more around the house.”

Remy was doing all the housework now, as well as preparing all the meals, on top of trying to save his grades at college.

“There’s a big basket of dirty clothes in the laundry,” she continued. “Make sure you get it done today.”

“Yes, Mummy,” he said.

She got up from the table. “Now, I need to go and pretend I’m trying to make a baby with daddy. Make sure you get all your chores done.”

Remy’s heart rate accelerated as he realised she meant she was going up to her bedroom to masturbate. His cock immediately stiffened at the thought, despite the trouble he knew he would be in if she found out he was becoming sexually aroused by her again.

He couldn’t restrain himself though. He waited thirty seconds, then crept up the stairs and along the corridor to her bedroom door. Peeping through the keyhole, he could see her applying her lipstick in front of the mirror. His cock was bursting to be freed from his pants, so he unzipped his fly as quietly as he could. As he started to slowly stroke himself, he saw Tiffany put down the lipstick and walk to the door.

He quickly stuffed his cock back into his pants and desperately tried to think of an excuse for being outside her room if she opened the door.

As she approached it, she undid the belt of her gown, pulled it off and hung it on the door, blocking the peep hole. He bit his knuckle hard enough to overpower his aching cock. He wanted to see her naked so badly it was driving him nuts.

Better judgement took over from his hormone-fuelled daze and he crept away from the door and back downstairs. He was hopelessly in love with her, but unable to do anything about it. He decided he would do the only thing he could to make her happy, which was to do his chores.

He went to the laundry to organise the washing. On top of the pile of clothes was a small pair of pink silk panties. The sight of it made him feel like the Universe was trying to torture him, to remind him at every moment that he was living with an unobtainable goddess.

He picked up the panties and felt they were damp. Like a starving man, he pressed them to his face and breathed in the scent of her pussy. It filled his senses as if he were in a field of millions of sweet buttercups. He suddenly became extremely jealous of his father, who now regularly licked her pussy whenever he was home.

In fact, in all the times Remy had spied on them in the bedroom, they did nothing else. She always sat on his face. Sometimes she tied him up, other times she pinned his arms to the bed under her legs. Remy could only think she liked being licked that way so she could get his tongue deep inside her pussy. Clearly his father didn’t enjoy it though, because he never had an erection. Perhaps they were both now required to do what was necessary to keep Tiffany happy.

As he breathed in her heavenly perfume, he imagined trading places with his father. That would solve the problem for them both. If his father did the chores, he’d be only too happy to let Tiffany tie him up and sit on his face. What was her pussy like? What would it feel like to breathe in her glorious scent and drink her sweet juices?

Just as he was unzipping his pants to relieve his throbbing cock, he heard footsteps at the door.

“Remy, what are you doing?”

He did the first thing that came to his mind and began to sob, mopping his eyes with her panties as if he’d been crying. He felt Tiffany’s hand on his shoulders, pulling him to face her so she could comfort him. Accepting her embrace, he slipped her panties into the washing machine, hoping she wouldn’t notice what item of clothing he’d had pressed to his face.

“My poor baby boy. You miss daddy, don’t you,” she said, rubbing his head with one hand and his back with the other. “Come with me. Mummy will make it all better.”

She led him to the lounge and sat him on her knee, pulling his head to her breasts. He continued to sob as if he were upset, but he was feeling quite the opposite. Finally, he had his face directly pressed into the valley between her two beautiful breasts. She smelled like fresh sweet milk. His cock was aching so hard, he knew he was about to cum and enjoy it for the first time since she’d appeared in his life.

“There, there, mummy will make everything better,” she cooed, planting soft kisses onto the top of his head.

Being pressed close to her body in such an intimate way did the trick. He felt the warm rush of cum pump from his cock and it finally felt great again.

“If you were my baby, we could have lovely cuddles like this all the time,” she said. “Do you want to be my baby and have lovely cuddles?”

“Yes, Mummy,” he said. Oh boy, did he what! Who knew what he’d get to touch if they did this more often. Tucked up on her lap, she’d have no idea he was packing an erection. He could cum with his face pressed between her breasts to his heart’s content.

“I want a baby too,” she said. “If you were my baby, that would fix the problem for both of us.”

“Can’t you make babies, Mummy?” he asked. Despite being grown up, he’d fill in her need to have a baby for as long as she liked. Her breasts were amazing, everything he’d imagined and more. If only he could touch them with his hands.

“I can’t make them with daddy anymore. You see, daddy wanted to poke his naughty penis into mummy all the time. Mummy prefers having special kisses in her tiny foo-foo, so I had to give his balls a little snip. Now daddy kisses it all the time.”

Remy recoiled as he processed what she’d said. “You did what?!”

“I popped out his naughty balls and gave them a special trim. He can’t even make an erection now, let alone get me pregnant,” she said, as if she hadn’t heard Remy’s protest.

“You—you cut off his balls?!” he said, scrambling off her knee.

She stroked his face and smiled. “Oh don’t worry. He’s very good at giving my foo-foo special kisses, so I’m not being disappointed in bed. Just him.”

He was astounded that such a thing was possible. And she’d actually done it to his father! But a small voice at the back of his mind told him to get the situation in perspective. If his father was no longer capable of having sex with Tiffany, then there was still a chance he could take his place. All he had to do was keep her happy.

As if she could read his mind, she smiled and said, “It’ll make me so happy if you’re my baby. You know how much mummy loves you already. And you love mummy too, don’t you?”

He nodded enthusiastically. “I love mummy more than she knows,” he said.

“Let’s do it now then,” she said, giving him a girlish clap. “Let’s make you my baby. And for that, you’ll need a lovely little baby penis. Take off your pants.”

He tentatively began to unbuckle his belt. “What are you going to do to me?”

She helped him to get out of his pants. “There’s nothing to worry about. This is perfectly natural. It’s just motherly love. Babies don’t have lots of hair growing around their pee-pee, so I’m just going to give you a little shave. You’ll make such a beautiful baby, but we have to do it right.”

As he’d just had a big, satisfying orgasm, his cock had gone soft, so he wasn’t in any immediate danger of getting an erection for the next few minutes. Tiffany had different ideas though. She retrieved a small case that resembled a manicure set, with a small pair of scissors, a hypodermic needle and a needle threaded with a suture.

He reminded himself she had just said she was going to give him a shave.

She sat him down and spread his legs as she readied the needle.

“What’s that for?” she said, trying not to let his nerves get the better of him.

“Just a little medicine. There’ll be a tiny sting, then everything will be better.”

There was a bright flash of pain as she injected the contents into his ball sac. He flinched, but took it.

“We can’t have you getting a wicked erection like last time. Mummy wants lots of lovely cuddles, not to spank her baby’s bottom red. The medicine will keep you nice and limp while I shave you,” she said, rising on her knees to come close to his face. “And because you’re being such a good boy, mummy will give you some sugar to help the medicine go down.”

She kissed him, not like the last time as a close-lipped peck, but with an open mouth. While the kiss didn’t last long, he tasted her fully and felt her tongue probe his mouth. He’d never been kissed by a girl in such a sensuous way and it left him feeling dazed with desire. If she hadn’t numbed his groin, he was certain he’d have a massive erection from the kiss.

“Mm, you even taste like a baby,” said Tiffany, as she applied shaving cream to his groin.

With the expert way she shaved him, he wondered how many times she’d done this before. It was incredibly exciting to be handled by her this way, as she pulled his limp cock in various directions to scrape the hair from his groin and balls. She seemed to know how to shave a man to get every last hair and leave him perfectly smooth. When she’d finished, she cleaned him off with a hot towel.

She drew a deep breath and looked up at him. “Look how pretty it is when it’s small and limp, just like a baby’s penis. We can get all your hair permanently removed at the salon later on. I want you like this all the time. But…”

Remy waited for her to continue. He saw a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“But I also want to see your pee-pee get even smaller, like a real baby. And it should always be nice and limp too if I want to play with it. Do you want mummy to play with your penis?”

Remy nodded with such enthusiasm he felt like a car dashboard bobble head toy. All his dreams were about to come true.

“Then we just have to give your balls a little snip and you’ll have a perfect baby penis forever.”

Remy gasped. “B—but—”

“There are no ‘buts’ about it. Babies don’t have penises that get hard and poke out. They have lovely limp, tiny pee-pees. If you want special cuddles and kisses, we have to cut off your balls. You love mummy, don’t you?”

“Yes, but—”

His breath caught in his throat as she started to open her silk robe to bare her breasts. This was the moment he’d been dreaming about ever since she’d walked through the door. He was going to see her beautiful breasts at last.

They were like two gravity-defying globes with two tiny, hard pink nipples pointing to heaven. Surely that was where they’d been made too. He couldn’t help but stare, with his mouth agape. They were so large and swollen with milk she was dripping.

“You want me to be happy, don’t you?”

He nodded, as if he had no willpower to resist. He’d do anything to make her happy, as long as he could continue to look at her divine breasts. Although numb, he felt tight through his groin, as if his body desperately wanted to cum, but knew it couldn’t.

“It’ll make me very happy to snip your balls and make you into my baby boy. We have to make sure your pee-pee never gets hard when you’re sucking mummy’s nipple. Otherwise mummy will have to spank your bottom.”

“Suck your nipple…” he said, sounding like a zombie repeating her words. Then a spark of clarity broke through his daze as she took a small pair of scissors from her case. She was going to cut off his balls!

Remy grasped his crotch. “Can’t daddy drink your milk?” It pained him to say those words. He wanted her nipple in his mouth more than anything else in the world, but he also wanted to keep his balls.

She stopped and stared at him wide-eyed. “Oh, heavens no! That would be totally inappropriate. What kind of man would deprive a baby of its milk?”

She wiped a drop from her nipple and put her finger to his lips. He licked it hungrily. It was creamy and sweet and he couldn’t wait to taste more.

“There, you see? It’s your milk, my precious baby boy.”

She started to hum a lullaby as she cut into his sac. He couldn’t believe it. She was actually cutting off his balls! He watched helplessly as she popped one ball out and held it between her thumb and forefinger. She’d done it effortlessly, like she cut the balls off men all the time.

“More sugar for your medicine?”

She didn’t wait for him to answer and leaned in to kiss him again. The kiss stunned him, like he’d been shot with a Taser. While he was helpless, she snipped his cord.

“There now, that didn’t hurt a bit.”

She went back to work, popping his second testicle from the small opening.

“Now, tell mummy how much you love her.”

“I—I—love you, Mummy,” he said.

She kissed him again, the sweet sugar of her lips distracting him from the fact she had put her scissors to his cord to remove his manhood altogether. As she closed the blades, her tongue swirled around his mouth as if taking his balls had given her the greatest pleasure.

She resumed humming as she sewed him up, and then broke into song.

“Rock-a-bye baby, on the tree top.

When the wind blows, the cradle will rock.

When the bough breaks, the cradle will fall.

And down will come baby, without any balls.”

She sat back to admire her work. “Ah yes, it’s perfect! Now you have a tiny little baby ding-a-ling. But there’s just one thing missing.”

She went to the laundry and returned with a white cloth. Folding it into a triangle, she put him into a nappy, with two large safety pins on the front to hold it in place. Then she sat beside him on the couch and took him in her arms, easing him onto her lap with his head to her breast.

She held it up so her nipple was pointed at his mouth. “This is what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it, baby boy?”

He stuck out his tongue, eager for her nipple and the taste of her milk. She drew him to her fully, putting her nipple in his mouth. As he sucked greedily from her breast, she started to moan like it was giving her great pleasure to feed him this way.

“Yes, that’s it!” she gasped. “Suck mummy’s milk!”

While he drowned in creamy goodness, she squealed with joy and rolled her hips. His nose filled with the aroma of buttercups as she had a long, hard orgasm. Listening to Tiffany cum and sucking her milk was a glorious experience. He sucked her for all the milk he could get and listened to her delighted squeals.

Once she’d enjoyed her release and regained her breath, she slipped her nipple from his mouth so she could look into his eyes.

“Tell mummy how much you love her.”

He did. He would say or do anything to have her breast back in his mouth.

“Do you love mummy’s milk?”

He nodded.

She smiled at him and stroked his face. “Now we’re the perfect family.”


A Lovely Pair

For a man who’d not had much luck in love, Jared was pleased to get a date with any woman who seemed even remotely interested in going to bed with him. So, his head was still spinning with the fact that Ishani, the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, was giving him all the right signals.

And what better place to indulge in some sweet lovemaking than on a small cruise liner touring the islands of the Caribbean? It was paradise.

He’d met Ishani earlier in the day. She was deliciously exotic and he’d fallen for her feminine curves in a heartbeat. Most prominent of those curves were her breasts. She had a lovely pair, the kind he’d always fantasised about having in his mouth during sex. They were large and round, like two perfect coconuts. But her eyes were dazzling. Against the spun onyx tresses of her hair, they were the same blue-green colour as the tropical sea.

Although her flowing summer dress kept her more intimate parts a secret, he could tell she had the kind of body that would keep him in his cabin for days, as he explored every inch of it. He prayed that would happen. Then he would be able to kiss her everywhere and discover if her caramel skin tasted as sweet as it looked.

They’d shared a delightful evening together, getting to know one another over dinner. He felt certain there was a strong spark of romance. He could see a hungry look in her eyes, like she was ready to devour him as her nightcap for the evening.

Now they were alone at the bar. It was well past midnight and all the other guests aboard the boat had retired for the evening. Jared didn’t want the evening to end, unless it meant holding her in his arms after they’d made love.

As he swallowed the last of his drink, he decided it was time to make a play, to find out if she wanted to spend the rest of the evening in his cabin or not. He’d started with nothing, so he had nothing to lose. As he plucked up the courage and opened his mouth to pop the question, there was a deep, muffled boom from the other side of the ship. They both started and leapt to their feet.

“What the hell?” he said.

The sudden flickering orange light that illuminated the night sky made them both gasp. Something had exploded aboard the ship and now it was on fire.

“Quick, to a lifeboat!” she said, grabbing him by the arm, not waiting for a crewman to tell them what to do.

Jared was happy she’d paid better attention to the safety briefing that he had. He was panicking and had no idea what to do. The lifeboats were easily accessible. They dropped one in the water and leapt in after it. Surfacing, they scrambled aboard, hearing the din break out on the ship as people were mustered for evacuation.

Not worrying that they were wet to the skin, she handed him the oars.

“Row! If the fire gets to the fuel tanks, the whole ship could blow. If it does, we need to be as far away from it as we can.”

He started to take long pulls on the oars, building momentum, taking them away from the ship and into the darkness.

He rowed until the adrenaline from the shock had worn off. The ship was a glowing spot in the distance. If not for the stars sparkling in the black sky above, it would have been the only visible light.

“What do we do now?” he said, seeing Ishani only as a dark shape faintly haloed in silver light. Even in silhouette she was a lovely vision.

She pressed a blanket into his arms. “Sleep,” she said. “We’ll see what tomorrow brings. I’m sure they’ll be searching for us.”

Despite the sudden change of plans for the evening, he still wanted to sleep with her, even if it only meant snuggling close to her body for comfort. They both wrapped themselves in a blanket and lay down in the boat, letting the rocking of the waves lull them to sleep.

* * *

When Jared woke up, he saw Ishani was busy looking through their survival supplies. She’d found a first aid kit, water, some tinned food and a few miscellaneous tools. Even after a night aboard a small boat and sleeping on a hard deck, she still looked more radiant than the dawn.

“I’d hoped to spend the night with you,” he said, “but I never imagined it would be like this.”

She looked back at him and lowered her long eyelashes. “Me too,” she said softly, her exotic accent adding a yet unspoken but very alluring promise to her words.

He swallowed hard. “Really?”

Her eyelashes fluttered. “Yes. Of course. I wanted to take you to my cabin, get you naked and slowly subdue you. I was going to make you into my plaything and dominate you all night long. And to finish off an evening of forbidden pleasures, I was going to trim your balls.”

Jared blinked several times. He didn’t mind having a trim and a shave down below, but what was the appeal for her to want to do it? And if she liked a man with groomed pubic hair, why did she want to wait until after they’d had sex? He asked her as much.

She let out a soft laugh and shuffled over to sit beside him. He caught a brief smell of her perfume over the iodine scent of the sea. It was like sweet tropical flowers. She put her hand on his thigh, very close to his groin.

“Not that kind of a trim. The other kind. The naughty one.”

He shrugged, still unclear of her meaning.

She leaned close and he could feel her hot breath on his neck as she whispered in his ear. “The most special kind of trim a wicked woman can give a man. The one where I pop your balls out of their sac and have fun snipping the cords.”

It took Jared a moment to process what she’d told him. She wanted to castrate him?! Jared was speechless, afraid and aroused by the idea all at the same time. She proceeded to go into detail, talking about stretching his cords and making him feel the need to cum before she cut them off forever. The way she looked at him as she described castrating him had the same radiant glow as a woman who was uncontrollably in heat. His heart raced so hard he could hear it pounding in his ears.

Her hand crept closer to his groin as if she had no control over her desire to fondle his balls. His balls responded to her touch, feeling heavy and loose, like they were ready to be removed.

“It’s so sinful,” she said. “Two wicked snips to steal a man’s sex. There’s no act of female domination that’s more taboo. And that’s why it’s so pleasurable.”

Her hand was dangerously close to his balls, but he couldn’t move or escape her dazzling gaze. While she was behaving like she’d lost control of her desires, it was like she had taken control of his body at the same time.

“But, such pleasures will have to wait,” she said, removing her hand.

He felt the tension in his body release and his balls tighten, as if he’d regained the ability to move again.

“If we’re going to give ourselves the best chance of being rescued soon, I’ll just have to restrain myself,” she continued. “But I can’t change what I am, so you’ll have to help me resist the temptation to give you the perfect trim.”

She gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. “Which means no sex of any kind. Otherwise, I’ll be getting myself a lovely pair, and there’s no anaesthetic in the first aid kit. It’s wrong for a man to feel pain when he’s getting snipped. The pleasure of such a naughty experience should be shared.”

Jared wondered what was so delightful about it for a man. He could only imagine some men enjoyed being dominated and wanted to experience what it was like to fully submit to a woman. The more he thought about it, the more he liked the idea of being with a sexually powerful woman, discovering unknown pleasures in bed. As long as she didn’t cut off his balls of course.

She looked about, shielding her eyes from the sun. “We appear to have more pressing issues. I haven’t seen a rescue plane or any sign of a ship.”

He looked about too, grateful for the change of subject. There was nothing to be seen in any direction, except for the seemingly endless, restlessly shifting sea.

“I guess we’ll just have to wait it out,” he said. “I’ll have to restrain myself too. Despite your fetish, I still think you’re the prettiest girl I’ve ever met.”

She blushed. “Now that’s not a good start. Paying me compliments just makes me want to kiss you. And then, you know, one thing will lead to another.” She presented her forefingers and mimed opening and closing a pair of scissors.

Jared blew out a breath. While he’d never been in a survival situation before, this one seemed particularly complex. Not only did they have to worry about staying alive long enough to be rescued, he had to keep his hands off a beautiful woman or she’d snip off his balls. He rather liked having his balls where they were at present.

“Well, let’s head north. We were south of the main body of islands, so at least that will move us in the right direction. Do we have a compass?” He silently added to himself that rowing would also help him keep his mind off wanting to be intimate with Ishani.

She pulled one from the small survival kit and placed it on the bench between his legs. She paused and her hand twitched, like she had a desperate impulse to grab his balls.

After a meagre breakfast of water and an energy bar, he started rowing. He didn’t pull the oars hard, trying to conserve his stamina to row throughout the day. When he got tired, Ishani gave him a break and pulled the oars.

Watching her row was pure torture. Every time she took a stroke, her magnificent breasts thrust out, pressing against the fabric of her dress so hard, he thought they might burst free. He started to imagine her rowing naked. As his fantasy got carried away, he visualised her performing the same thrusting action, with him underneath her as she mounted his cock. He had to force himself to look anywhere but in her direction to stop his cock from aching. That was virtually impossible as there was nothing else to look at in the wasteland of water.

As the sun was lowering in the sky, they caught sight of land. There was a small tropical island ahead, so he rowed hard to try to make landfall before dusk.

He was cold and tired as they made land. Hopping out of the boat, they both got drenched as they hauled it onto the beach.

“We can make a temporary shelter out of the boat,” said Ishani. “Help me turn it over and we’ll prop it up on one side with the oars. It’s not much, but it’ll do.”

Pulling the boat beyond the reach of the tide, they set up a temporary camp. Without wood for a fire, there was only one way to warm up.

“Strip naked,” said Ishani. “Shared body heat will prevent us from getting a chill.”

She had no reservations about pulling off her soaked dress and hanging it over the side of the boat. He couldn’t resist looking, despite the fact he was shivering with cold. She was every inch a model of feminine beauty. Her breasts were as magnificent as he’d imagined while watching her row. Her flat stomach and tiny waist only served to make them look bigger. And the gorgeous curves of her hips framed a perfect clean-shaven pussy that made his heart thump with longing and desire.

All too soon she was under the blanket and telling him to hurry up and join her. He peeled off his wet clothes and slipped under the blanket beside her. She pressed herself into his body so they were spooning.

It felt natural to wrap his free arm around her, but the temptation was too great to remain at her waist. He slid his hand up and felt one of her breasts. Her skin was soft but they were delightfully firm and full. He immediately pictured her lying on the beach, pressing them together to make a warm, tight passage for his cock. The fact his groin was as cold as his body was the only thing stopping him from getting a raging erection.

Then he felt her hand grab his balls. “You touch mine and I get to play with yours,” she said. “When I say play with them, I’m talking about outside of their sac.”

He moved his hand back down to her stomach and settled there. Being a castaway was becoming more challenging by the hour.

* * *

He awoke the following morning to find Ishani was already up. She’d taken the scissors from the first aid kit and was trimming off the skirt of her dress.

“I can’t walk around an island in an evening dress,” she said, answering the question that was clearly written on his face.

She’d cut her dress so short, it barely covered her legs. While he’d spent most of their time together admiring her breasts, she had fantastic legs too. They were long, shapely and the same mouthwatering caramel tone as the rest of her body. Now he was warm and relaxed, he developed an immediate erection, so he curled up on one side to conceal it.

“C’mon, it’s time to get up. We have work to do,” she said. The glare in her eyes told him she wouldn’t take no for an answer.

Jared rapidly made up the first excuse he could think of to hide the fact he had an uncontrollable erection. “Work? We’re stranded on a tropical island. Shouldn’t we just wait to be rescued?”

She planted her hands on her hips and pouted. Damn it just made her look sexier. His cock throbbed and his balls ached for release.

“Haven’t you read The SAS Survival Handbook by John ‘Lofty’ Wiseman?” she said.

Jared shook his head. It sounded like the exact opposite of what he liked to read, unless the aforementioned survival guide featured women with big breasts. Somehow, he doubted it.

“Ah, well you’ve missed out on a treat,” she said. “There are so many little tricks in that book that can be used for other purposes, not just survival.”

Judging by the gleam in her eye as she spoke, Jared felt certain he knew what purposes she was talking about. He decided it was better not to ask.

“But as a matter of survival, the first order of business is shelter, water and food. In that order.”

“We have all three,” he complained.

“We may need the boat to go fishing if we’re stuck here long enough. The water and survival rations won’t last more than a few days. C’mon, get up!”

“Can you pass me my pants,” he said with a sigh.

She looked about for them and raised her hands in futility.

He stood up, carefully bunching the blanket over his crotch so she couldn’t see his erection. His pants weren’t on the side of the boat where he’d left them to dry. They weren’t on the sand or anywhere else to be seen.

She thrust the remains of her dress into his free hand. “Here, make yourself a skirt. You’ll look right at home.”

“I’d prefer to call it a kilt,” he said.

She giggled. “Call it what you like. Whichever way you look at it, it’s still a skirt.”

Even being mocked by her made him want her more. She was sexy, playful and dangerous all at the same time. Who knew what forbidden pleasures she’d planned for him two nights ago on the cruise liner? And how on earth did a woman remove a man’s balls anyway?

“I’ll explore the island and see if there’s any water. Once you’ve put your skirt on and done your hair and your make-up, gather driftwood to build a shelter.”

She waltzed off, her delicious round bottom swaying back and forth like the most tantalising pendulum ever conceived.

Jared took the opportunity to drop the blanket and cut-off dress to tend to his hard-on. The first order of business was going to be jerk off, shelter, water and food. In that order.

Once he’d relieved the tension in his balls, he wrapped the remains of Ishani’s dress around his waist. Looking down at himself, it did look like a tight miniskirt, but he’d rather wear that than make a nappy out of it. The warm breeze felt nice on his balls too.

He wandered up and down the beach gathering the straightest pieces of driftwood he could find to make a lean-to. There was a natural shelter surrounded on three sides in a sand dune further up the beach. Once he’d made a frame and covered it with fallen palm fronds, it would make a very pleasant shelter.

As he built it, he wondered what it would be like to sit with Ishani and watch the sun go down. With a roaring fire, it would be very romantic. It made him feel like he didn’t want to be rescued. It would be lovely to spend time with her alone, doing nothing more than finding food and making love. Surely she enjoyed doing that too, without having to finish up by snipping off his balls.

Ishani returned a few hours later, having circumnavigated the island. She explained it wasn’t very big and had few resources.

“There’s no fresh water, but I found some coconut trees. There’s one not far from here. If you can climb it, it’ll provide us with food and water.”

Jared finished tying his roof beam in place with a strip of thick grass. He added sipping sweet coconut water to his vision of watching the sunset with Ishani. Yes, that would set the mood perfectly for a romantic tryst on the beach, rolling about in the sand while they made passionate love.

“You look good in a skirt,” she said. “Perhaps you should wear them more often.”

He decided to take her jibe as a compliment, especially given she now had easy access to stroke his cock. Or perhaps he would get to feel her hot mouth sucking the cum from his balls. Better still, she could pull it up and ride him, driving him deep into her lovely pussy.

He forced himself to snap out of his fantasy, which was growing ever more elaborate, and concentrate on the task ahead. Despite having relieved himself, her presence was making him horny as hell again. If he indulged it, he was in danger of getting another erection that could only be relieved by jerking off again.

He followed her to the coconut tree she’d found. Fortunately it wasn’t too tall. There were two ripe coconuts in the shade of the canopy.

“That’s a lovely pair,” he said, giving the tree a shake. It was too solid to dislodge the coconuts, so he resigned himself to climbing the tree.

It was a slow shuffle up the trunk, but he managed to reach the top. As he looked down, he saw Ishani wasn’t looking at the coconuts. She was fixated on the sight up his skirt with his legs spread.

“It is a lovely pair indeed,” she said, licking her lips.

He knocked the coconuts free and got down the tree as soon as he could.

As he caught his breath, she held the coconuts up to his chest as if he had breasts like hers.

“Oh yes, we have you in a skirt already, so now all you need is two lovely titties.”

She dropped the coconuts at his feet and turned away from him.

“Seeing you up the tree with your beautiful balls hanging low got me so excited. I don’t know how long I can resist the urge to trim them.”

Ishani wasn’t the only one having trouble resisting her urges. He wanted to have sex with her so much his body ached with desire. Everything she did made him so horny, his groin felt like it was on fire.

“We should get back to camp and start a fire,” she said, unintentionally adding fuel to his burning lust. There was nothing like an open fire to set the mood for a little intimacy. And an open fire on the beach was the recipe for red-hot romance.

However, as soon as the fire was lit, a rescue plane would be sure to spot them. He didn’t want this unplanned opportunity to be alone with Ishani to come to an end.

Begrudgingly he followed her back to camp, where she started a fire. He finished dressing the roof of the shelter to take his mind off having sex. Once the fire was established, she added green foliage to it, creating a thick column of smoke that seemed to reach for the heavens.

By late afternoon, his romantic vision earlier in the day had become a reality. Sitting in the shade of the lean-to, sipping fresh coconut milk and watching the orange-gold sunset beyond wispy rivers of clouds, he wanted nothing more than to make love to Ishani.

To make matters worse, the fire had put her in a playful mood too. She was dancing in the warmth of the flames, gently swaying this way and that like some exotic entertainer. It made his cock so hard it hurt.

Then he remembered what she had said in the boat. There was no anaesthetic in the first aid kit and she didn’t like castrating a man if he felt pain, because it ruined the experience for them both. Surely this was a free pass to make a pass at Ishani. While she would feel the desire, she wouldn’t do it. He decided it was worth risking the castratrix code of ethics, if such a thing existed.

He stood up and brushed the sand from his skirt. Without worrying if she saw he was hard, he swaggered over to her like he was the hero of a romantic movie.

She turned to face him and he swept her into his arms, planting a hungry kiss on her lips before she could react. She responded to his kiss, returning his passion twofold.

He felt her tongue enter his mouth, greedily exploring it like she was a pirate searching for buried treasure. She tasted every part of him until she settled into exquisite foreplay with his tongue. It was the most overwhelming kiss he’d ever had with a girl and it made him feel weak at the knees.

Soon they were on the soft sand, with her on top of him, kissing him like a predator devouring its prey.

As she paused to catch her breath, she looked him in the eye with such hunger that he felt exposed and vulnerable.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” she said. “Now I can’t stop. But as we’re castaways on a tropical island, I’m in a charitable mood. How do you want to be dominated?”

“How many ways are there?” he said in a tiny voice.

“Naughty, nice, or a mixture of both. The options are endless.”

“Um… you choose,” he said, hoping they would just return to the kissing part.

“Naughty it is then,” she said, licking her lips.

She got off him, much to his disappointment and collected various items from the boat. She returned and climbed on top of him again, pinning his arms under her shins. Then all his dreams came true as she pulled off her dress and tossed it aside.

The firelight illuminated her delectable curves and she proceeded to sway above him like she was performing an ancient ritual. Slowly she inched her pussy closer to his face and for the first time he inhaled the scent of her sex.

While he’d licked women many times before, none of them had a perfume quite as alluring as Ishani. She was altogether different, sweet like pineapples mixed with the delicately savoury juice of a coconut. It affected him like a drug, cranking his libido into overdrive. At the same time, her scent stunned him with intense desire. All he wanted was to continue to be blessed with the chance to breathe in her heavenly scent.

“Yes… breathe me in,” she whispered. “Feel all your power to resist me slip away like the tide. Do you want to taste my pussy?”

He nodded feverishly.

“Then I have to be naughty if you want that reward.”

He nodded again. The yearning to taste her sweet juices was all he cared about. She could do whatever she liked, as long as he got that reward. He was safe. She wouldn’t go through with it. There was no anaesthetic.

She freed his arms one by one and tied ropes to his wrists, all the while swirling her pussy above his face, just beyond the reach of his tongue. Then she took the spare stakes used for anchoring the boat to dry land, and drove them deep into the sand with a hammer. Once she’d tied the ropes to the stakes, his arms were secured and outspread.

If this was naughty, surviving sex with Ishani would be a breeze. And the reward was well worth it. She lowered herself onto his face and allowed him to delve his tongue inside her as far as it would go. She tasted like richly flavoured and sweet tropical fruit. He couldn’t get enough of her juices.

“From the first moment I saw you, I knew you were the kind of man that would love getting his balls snipped,” she said. “You’re already such a good pussy licker.”

He wanted to tell her that from the first moment he’d seen her, he’d been itching to get inside her pussy one way or another. However, he was quite content to lick her instead of pausing to make the remark.

It was heartbreaking to feel her pull away, leaving him desperate to have her back as soon as he could. She tasted so sweet, he felt he might lose his wits if he couldn’t lick her again.

“More naughtiness, then another reward,” she said.

He agreed like an addict who’d been told he could have another hit of his preferred drug.

She repeated the process of tying each of his ankles to a stake, so he was spread out like a starfish on the warm sand. Then she returned to sitting on his face and he greedily went back to work, pleasuring her to receive more of her heavenly juices.

As her moans grew louder, her juices flowed faster and he felt as happy as he’d ever felt in his life. Even though she was getting all the action, his cock felt incredible, hard as a coconut shell with his balls full of milk. With the heat of the fire, he felt ready to explode.

“Yes!” she cried, running her hands through her hair as she ground herself onto him hard, bucking her hips with each spasm of pleasure. As she reached her peak, she squirted all over his face. He drank as much of her juices as he could, desperately trying not to let any go to waste. If they dripped into the sand, they would be lost forever.

“Mm… that was delicious,” she said.

He agreed, but he was too busy licking his lips to say as much.

“Now, the very naughty bit,” she said, with the firelight twinking in her eyes.

She disappeared beyond the light. Returning moments later, he saw she had a leather thong that was dripping wet. She knelt between his legs, scooped his balls into a package and secured them tightly with one end of the thong.

“The things a girl picks up in survival manuals,” she mused, toying with his package.

Then she hammered another stake into the sand two feet from his balls. Pulling the thong as tight as she could, she stretched out his package, tying the other end of the thong to the stake. Happy with her work, she returned to sitting on his chest, with her pussy poised above his face.

“Do you know what happens when wet leather dries?” she said.

He shook his head, wondering what she intended to do. He reminded himself she’d said there was no anaesthetic in the first aid kit, so this couldn’t be it. Could it?

“When it dries, it shrinks. Soon it’s going to be so tight, your balls are going to be stretched as far as they’ll go, the perfect preparation for snipping your cords. And even better, all that stretching is going to make them go completely numb. Just long enough for me to give you two sweet snips.”

He started to protest, but she lowered herself onto his face again to indulge her pussy in the pleasure of his tongue. As soon as he was under the influence of her juices, all thoughts of losing his balls vaporised. She was so delicious, so sweet. All he wanted to do was taste her for as long as he could.

He wasn’t aware of his balls going numb, but he was aware of the pull as the leather dried in the warmth of the fire. His cock was twitching like it was keeping time to a song and he prayed she’d let him cum before she inevitably snipped off his balls.

“Now you’ve tasted me, you can feel what it’s like to be inside me,” she said, shifting her position to straddle his cock.

He groaned with pleasure as she slid down onto him, her tight pussy clenching his cock. Normally, he’d cum fast with after incredible foreplay and then the intense heat and friction of her pussy, stroking him to a delicious orgasm. The need was so great his body went rigid, and he clenched his teeth with the strain to reach his release. But he couldn’t cum. The leather thong had completely strangled his balls.

“How does it feel to be subdued and dominated?” she said, riding him vigorously. “Ah, I love seeing a man desperate to cum, but unable to find release. Such perfect preparation for a naughty snipping.”

She slid herself off him and retrieved the scissors from the first aid kit. “Now it’s time for a little cut,” she said.

She clipped the middle of his sac. The pressure of the tiny leather noose pulled at his balls, popping both out of his sac, one after the other. Still taut, it pulled at his cords and the aching need to cum became so intense he was speechless.

“Look what I’ve caught in my little snare,” she said. “Two lovely balls just begging to have their cords cut.”

As she readied the scissors, he heard a distant sound over the crackling fire and roaring ocean. It was the pulsing thud of high speed blades pounding the air. A helicopter!

“We’re about to be rescued,” she said. “But nothing can save your balls now.”

She giggled as she snipped his cords one by one, and he felt the sudden release of the pull from the thong. With it went his desperate need to cum, leaving him unsatisfied after all the pent up need for an explosive release.

“Such sweet denial,” she said, as she threaded a suture to sew him up.

The sound of the helicopter grew closer and he saw it circling to find a suitable landing spot. She untied him before the rescue crew arrived at the scene.

Finding them both naked, the rescue crew immediately got them aboard the chopper and sat them together under a thick blanket. She snuggled into him as the chopper rose into the air.

The crewman opposite smiled at them. “I’m sure glad we found you at last,” he said. “You know, you two make a lovely pair.”

He felt her hand sliding up his thigh to his groin to twiddle with his limp penis and fondle his flat, emptied sac.

“A lovely pair indeed,” she said.


Playing The Odds

Marcelo rarely spent his evenings in such delightful company. His opponents at the poker table were typically wealthy Chinese businessmen who drank neat whiskey and chain-smoked three puffs of a cigarette before stubbing it out in an ashtray. There were also farmers with ten gallon hats and a near equal IQ. These men were out for a good time and enjoyed losing their money. That was all that mattered to them.

Or there were the professional players, like himself, dressed for the part one way or the other. He preferred a tuxedo, to look like a pro, rather than playing the part of an amateur in a loud Hawaiian shirt. It was a nuisance to have to appear to be surprised by each winning hand. As far as he was concerned, it hampered the odds of winning the game.

So it was a rare treat to be at the table with three extraordinarily beautiful women. It was hard to decide who he preferred most, they were all equally pleasing to the eye in their own different ways.

Nicolette was a classic blond beauty: long hair, blue eyes and busty. She was definitely the queen of diamonds, because everything about her glittered, from her diamond choker, to her rings and her white sequined dress. She had a very pleasing tell when she was bluffing. Her chest swelled as she took a deep breath, making her delectable cleavage look like it was going to burst free from her dress.

For the superstitious, the queen of diamonds represented a wicked and promiscuous woman. He certainly hoped she was too. He was thinking about the pleasures that might be had in the bedroom, if he played his other cards right.

Next was Scarlett. Her parents must have known their daughter would grow up to be a fiery redhead when they’d named her. She had hair like rivers of fire and eyes like glowing emeralds. She too was a shapely woman and not afraid to show off her sizeable assets. Also glittering in a red sequined dress and with full ruby lips, she was most definitely the queen of hearts, or perhaps the queen of stealing them.

Either way, the queen of hearts was a symbol of female strength and independence. It was good that her tell was also independent. She seemed entirely unaware she was doing it. She pursed her highly kissable lips when she was bluffing. It was most enjoyable to imagine what else she could do with such a beautiful mouth.

Last was Alessandra, an exotic Italian beauty with jet black hair, golden skin and eyes like deep brown pools. Completing the trio of sequined dresses, hers was black and twinkled like a clear midnight sky filled with stars. He could listen to her musical accent all night, especially if it was accompanied by moans of pleasure.

He couldn’t decide if she was the queen of clubs or the queen of spades. The queen of clubs represented an intelligent woman ahead of her time. The queen of spades represented a woman who was creative and made her plans ahead of time. Perhaps she was both.

Alessandra’s tell was more subtle. She merely fluttered her glorious long eyelashes for a beat longer than it would take her to normally decide her play.

As they all seemed to know one another, Marcelo suspected they were using their feminine charms to distract him. In many ways it was working, but that didn’t matter when he was holding a very good hand and had already picked each of their tells.

He tapped the table and the dealer presented him with his final card. Carefully concealing it from prying eyes, he added it to his hand. It was the queen of spades. He didn’t believe in luck, but occasionally he was content to indulge the idea that divine intervention happened every now and again.

It was certainly the case with this hand. He only needed to draw a spade for a flush, or a queen or a seven for a straight. That put the odds of drawing one of those cards at one in three, which were excellent odds in gambling terms. However, he’d drawn the best card possible, and now had a queen high straight flush. He added a stack of chips to the already mammoth pile.

“I’ll raise,” he said, oozing very deserved confidence.

This was the round that would give one player at the table a very healthy pay cheque for an evening’s work. They had all bet big. As the saying went, it was a ‘balls and all’ bet.

As a professional gambler, he didn’t like to lose. He had to focus on the game, not the winnings. As the famous song advised, there was time enough for counting when the dealing was done.

Nicolette’s mouth-watering chest heaved as she called him on his bet. She had nothing more to lose, so it didn’t matter to her if she lost her last stack of chips.

“I think you’re bluffing,” she said, giving him a very suggestive wink.

Scarlett also called. She added her remaining chips to the pile.

“He’s been bluffing all night. I want to see his cards.”

His heart skipped a beat. She could be sitting on a good hand after all. Then, at the last second, she pursed her lips.

Alessandra played her chips without hesitation. Then she threw in some more. “See you and raise,” she said in her soft, exotic accent.

He considered the three women for a moment. Nicolette and Scarlett had nothing. He revised that assessment. They both had a very good pair, but in their respective dresses, not their poker hands.

What was Alessandra holding? She would need a better straight flush or a royal flush to take the pot. He loosened his bow tie and undid his collar button. To an inexperienced player, it would look like his tell, but he merely wanted to keep them guessing.

He looked at his cards again as if unsure of his bet, then pushed all his chips into the pot. He’d prepped them all night for this one final play. Having good cards was never guaranteed to win a big pot. The only way to net a big win was to know your opponents’ tells and teach them false ones.

“All in,” he said and looked her in the eye.

She held his gaze and pushed her remaining chips into the pot. Nicolette and Scarlett threw down their cards. Alessandra turned hers over. She had four aces, accompanied by the queen of clubs. Marcelo looked surprised, not by the aces, but more by the queen. Perhaps it was time to believe there was a higher power running the Universe after all.

He turned over his cards and enjoyed the moment of recognition in each of their eyes. He told the dealer to add the chips to his personal account.

“Ladies, it has been a perfect evening. My commiserations. Can I at least offer to buy you a drink?”

They accepted, retiring from the table and moving to the bar, taking seats in the leather lounge chairs away from the din of the casino. The barman brought their drinks and they made polite conversation for a few minutes.

Marcelo couldn’t remember the last time he’d had the chance to flirt with a beautiful woman, let alone three at once. His cock was in the mood for sex with so much cleavage on display and three sets of glorious long legs escaping the slashes up the sides of their dresses.

Then Scarlett popped an intriguing question. “You’re a gambling man. Would you like to give us a chance to win something back?”

It was intriguing because most people specifically asked for the chance to win their money back.

“What did you have in mind?” he said, sipping his bourbon.

“We’re not interested in getting our money back. You keep it. But because you’re a devilishly handsome man, we’ve got a different bet for you,” said Nicolette.

Scarlett fixed him with her mesmerising green gaze. “Tonight you read each of us like a book. We’ll give you a chance to do it again. This time though, we won’t be playing poker. If you’d like to join us, we’ll be available for a game played over three nights at the Grande Royale.”

He whistled softly through his teeth. The Grande Royal was a luxury lodge with a price tag beyond most people’s reach.

“With all expenses paid,” added Nicolette.

He eyed each of them in turn, hoping for a tell. “What game will we be playing and what’s the reward for winning?”

Alessandra fluttered her eyelashes. “It’s a game with only one objective. On the final morning, determine which of us is a castratrix.”

He looked at her askance. “I beg your pardon? A, er… what?”

“A castratrix. It’s the name given to a woman who has a fetish for snipping off men’s balls. Guess correctly and you get to keep your balls. Guess wrong and they get snipped.”

Marcelo swallowed his drink and raised his finger to the barman to bring him another. He was distantly aware there were some women who took pleasure in castrating men, but he had no idea there was a title for it. The reward would have to be quite significant. How much money would he bet on his balls?

“And your reward for playing our game is we guarantee to empty your balls three times,” said Nicolette. “And I mean the way men normally like them emptied, with something hot and wet to make you cum.”

“A long weekend, including one night with each of us, showing you pleasure beyond your wildest dreams. It’s a once in a lifetime opportunity for a man. All you have to do is take the bet,” finished Scarlett.

Marcelo looked at each of them and felt his cock swell at the thought. He crossed his legs, the unfortunate tell that all men had when they’d developed an erection in a public place. He wasn’t concerned if they knew. They were women. Every woman had an innate ability to know if a man found her sexually desirable.

He carefully considered the prize. It was quite a reward indeed. He couldn’t put a monetary value on it. A long weekend with these women would be priceless.

He considered the odds, which were already favourable given the prize was guaranteed. He would have leapt at the chance to bed any one of them, but all three? It was a once in a lifetime opportunity which he was finding hard to resist, despite the price for losing the game.

Which one was a castratrix? The odds were two out of three in his favour, sixty-six and some maths percent of getting the call right. He suppressed a smile. It was rare to take a bet where the odds weren’t in the house’s favour.

He took a sip of his drink, weighing up the risk. The odds may not have been in the house’s favour, but the stakes were high. He rather liked his balls. He was sufficiently attached to them to not want to have them unattached.

However, the first rule in his code of gambling was to enjoy the winnings, but always pay your debts. Gamblers who cheated on paying their debts always came out on the wrong end of the deal. If he took the bet, he’d be playing the odds on two jewels that were extremely precious to him, but it was too tempting to pass up.

“I’m all in,” he said. A gambler who wasn’t confident he could win when the odds were in his favour was a fool. He’d read each of their tells at the poker table. How hard could it be to work out which one had a very specific fetish for castrating men?

They raised their glasses and toasted the wager.

* * *

The Grande Royale was an exclusive lodge in the countryside. It was surrounded by vineyards, a picture of peace and tranquillity wrapped up in old world luxury. It felt like a lifetime away from the frenetic, twenty-four hour pace of the casino. But even professional gamblers were allowed to indulge in more relaxed pleasures every now and again, especially if those pleasures involved taking three beautiful women to bed.

He was greeted by the porters who took his bag and showed him to his room. The lodge was like a palace, with the finest draperies and furnishings. Massive portraits and paintings of landscapes adorned the walls, and everywhere he looked there was a butler or servant waiting to tend to his needs.

His room was larger than his apartment, so spacious it seemed absurd for one person. However, the bed was oversized, inviting and incredibly comfortable. He couldn’t think of a better surface to enjoy himself with Nicolette, Scarlett and Alessandra.

He found them downstairs in one of the many lounges. They were draped over chaise lounges like three queens. Nicolette even had a diamond tiara in her long blond hair. As before, they wore long elegant dresses with plunging necklines and slashes up the side of the skirt to show off their lovely long legs. Nicolette was in white, Scarlett wore red and Alessandra looked ravishingly dangerous in black.

“Ladies,” he said, with a small nod of greeting.

Scarlett rose to greet him first, giving him a small kiss on the cheek. “We were just having a small bet between ourselves,” she said.

He accepted a kiss from Nicolette on his other cheek. “Whether we’d see you or not,” she said.

He raised his eyebrows and turned to accept Alessandra’s kiss.

“I had quite a lot of money on you not showing up,” she said.

“Me too,” said Scarlett.

“I’ve made a very tidy profit,” said Nicolette. “We should celebrate. Champagne?”

“Thank you,” said Marcelo, accepting a flute.

The women collected their glasses and they raised them in a toast. It was excellent, a vintage Bollinger if his palate was on point. But right now, in the presence of these extraordinarily beautiful women, he was hungry for other delights.

“I never back down from a bet when the reward is… heavenly,” he said.

The women returned to their reclined poses on separate chaise lounges. Marcelo settled into a comfortable leather armchair and took a moment to admire their beauty. Amongst so many fine paintings, trinkets and possessions, such objects paled in comparison to Nicolette, Scarlett and Alessandra. They made the appearance of looking like innocent beauties too. It was hard to believe one of them harboured a forbidden fetish for castrating men.

“What’s the appeal exactly?” he said.

Scarlett gave him a wry smile. “You’ve been here ten minutes and you think we’re going to give you the solution to the game so easily?”

The three of them giggled.

Marcelo waited for them to finish indulging in their playful mockery. “I’m genuinely interested. Why would a woman crave the act of castrating men?”

“I’m surprised you don’t already know,” said Nicolette. “Why do you play poker? Because you like to dominate the game. It’s not about making money for you, it’s the appeal of reading your opponents and outsmarting them.”

“Have you ever been dominated by a woman in bed?” said Alessandra. “And I mean truly dominated, not the idle play of couples who decide to add a little bondage to their lovemaking. You’d know if you had. A true dominant would show you how helpless you were in her presence, as she subjected you to whatever she wished to do to your body.”

He shook his head. He’d had some enthusiastic lovers in his time, but none who he felt fitted that description.

Her dark eyes seemed to drink him in. “Then you’re in for a very special treat this weekend. You see, we all like to dominate men in our own particular way. Pleasure, pain, denial… there are so many delightful ways to do it.”

“But snipping a pair of balls trumps them all,” said Scarlett. “Or so I hear.”

“It’s the ultimate form of male domination,” added Nicolette. “If the rumours are true.”

“It’s the most wicked way a woman can penetrate a man. Imagine it, Marcelo. Imagine having a woman subdue you with the power of her sexuality. Then once she has you at her mercy, she steals your sex for her pleasure,” finished Alessandra. “Control, domination and a forbidden indulgence all wrapped up in one delicious act. It sounds like fun… don’t you think?”

He examined each of them as they spoke, looking for a tell. They were calm and composed, giving him nothing to work with. He saw no twitches or ticks even remotely similar to their tells at the poker table. Perhaps the castratrix would reveal herself in the bedroom.

He began to understand the complexity of the challenge. The odds might be in his favour, but he would have to remain alert and focused, which would be difficult if each woman intended to dominate him in a different way.

He swallowed his champagne and accepted a refill from Scarlett. After returning the bottle to the ice bucket, she returned with three poker chips, one white, one red and one black.

“Which order would you like to experience our individual brands of domination?” She put the chips into a red velvet bag and gave them a shake. “Or would you like to leave it to chance?”

Marcelo considered them all for a moment. This wasn’t a ‘luck of the draw’ scenario.

“Ladies, I’ll make the assumption I’m not the first man to have taken the bet and played the game.”

They all nodded.

“So, I’ll let you decide the order for the entertainment each evening.”

They all smiled and raised their glasses.

“A smart play,” said Alessandra. “First of all, we want you pampered and prepared. We’ve arranged for you to have a full service at the spa. A soak in the mineral pool to get you nice and relaxed, before getting your body waxed head to toe.”

* * *

Marcelo looked at himself in the mirror. He felt a million dollars after the superb treatments at the lodge’s spa. The soak in the hot mineral pools had eased the tension from every muscle in his body. It had been followed by a full body waxing and a massage.

He had an athletic build with sharply defined muscles and regularly groomed himself, but he’d never had every hair removed from his body. Turning this way and that to inspect himself, he had to admit he rather liked it. It made him feel extra sensitive to the touch, adding to his anticipation for each of the activities they had planned for him.

He gently handled his balls, now smooth as silk after the waxing. This was the ultimate ‘balls and all’ bet. The risk gave him the greatest thrill, surpassing every high stakes game he’d ever played.

He put on a cotton robe and admired the sun setting over the rows of vineyards, stretching as far as the eye could see, awaiting his yet unknown castratrix.

A knock at his door announced she had arrived to play the first round. He opened it wide and gazed upon the ravishing beauty before him.

Nicolette was wearing a white silk robe, cut short to reveal her long legs, which looked even more seductive in white lace-top thigh-high stockings. The diamonds in her tiara sparkled as she entered the room. She didn’t take her eyes off him for a moment. It prompted a curious feeling, like she was inspecting him more as a play thing than a lover.

“Take off your robe. I want to look at your body,” she said.

He did as she asked, simply letting his cotton robe fall to the floor.

She circled him, looking him up and down, making soft, appreciative sighs. As she faced him again, she came close enough for her breasts to brush his chest. He felt her hand cup his balls, lifting them as if wanting to measure their weight.

“Mm… lovely and heavy,” she said, looking deep into his eyes.

She was having an unusual effect on him, like he’d never experienced before. With her soft, warm hand gently cupping his balls, he felt vulnerable and excited at the same time. His cock was swelling, but his heart was racing with nervous anticipation for what she had planned for him next.

She released his balls and planted her fingertips on his chest, pushing him backwards until he fell into the luxurious long settee. His whole body felt weak in her presence, like she had the power to make a rag-doll of him. She stood before him and slowly untied the silk belt at her slim waist. With a quick shake of her shoulders, her robe fell to the floor.

Marcelo swallowed hard. She was wearing a white silk corset which pushed up her large, round breasts, so her tiny pink nipples were pointing upwards. As his cock sprang to attention, he devoured the sight of the rest of her body, coming to rest on the tiny silk slip of her panties. Waves of desire surged through his body, making him feel like he was coming down with a fever of lust for her sex.

“Feeling powerless?” she said. “Scarlett and Alessandra love their handcuffs and ropes, but I never tie up a man. I can make you weak with desire.”

She sat down sideways on his knee and looped one arm around his neck. His senses were overpowered by the intensity of her blue eyes, the sweet, vanilla scent of her body, and her hot breath on his neck.

“I prefer the path of pleasure when I dominate a man,” she said, grasping his balls again with her free hand. She rolled them between her fingers, squeezing them as if she wanted to feel them filling with cum, readying them to be emptied.

She kissed him with her whole mouth. Her tongue danced about, licking everywhere she could reach. It made his cock twitch and throb. She squeezed his balls harder and began to moan softly. The musk of her arousal subtly changed her scent and he felt his pleasure intensify, along with his sense of weakness. It was as if the more she squeezed his balls, the more powerless he became.

She was enjoying herself immensely, having to pause between kisses to cry out with pleasure. As her grip tightened on his balls, he realised she was going to cum. She arched backwards, holding him firmly by the shoulder as she cried out in ecstasy.

As she caught her breath, she said, “Ah, there’s nothing that gets me turned-on more than playing with balls. Would you like to know how much?”

He nodded, gasping for breath himself. The way she’d handled him had made him feel like he was on the brink of an orgasm too. It was disappointing not to feel her grip on his balls as she released him and stood up.

Bending over, she slipped off her panties and stepped out of them. She smiled as she raised them to her nose to inhale their scent. “Mm, so sweet.”

She offered them to him, putting them under his nose so he could also breathe in the scent of her love juices. It was an extraordinary perfume, like peaches and cream, and it made his cock twitch with delight.

She knelt down between his legs. “Have you ever been harnessed?” she said, inhaling deeply from her panties again.

He shook his head, beyond speech. He was overwhelmed by the power of her sexuality. He felt stunned with lust.

She wrapped one of the waistbands of her panties under his balls and over his cock, pulling it into a tight loop and wrapping the band over again. She wrapped the silk slip around the base of his cock like a bride’s garter. Finally she gathered his balls and used the other waistband to tie them into a tight package.

“There…” she said, admiring her work, “the best of both worlds. While I suck your balls, I also get to enjoy the scent of my cum on my panties.”

Without touching him with anything but her mouth, she devoured his balls with gusto. She didn’t ease into the act, but took each of them into her mouth like she could suck out his cum through his skin.

While it made his cock harder than he’d ever been in his life, he felt jealous she was enjoying the delicious scent of her panties. He ached for another chance to inhale her scent. As she started to moan like she was about to orgasm again, he wondered who was enjoying this experience more.

Her hot mouth worked his balls without pause, and with the pressure of the harness, he felt tight right through his groin. Without even touching his cock, he soon had a burning need to cum.

When she started to find his cords with her teeth through the protective pouch of his sac, he felt the need become desperate, like it could be the last time. If her teeth were as sharp as a pair of scissors, his balls were at her mercy right now.

She began to gently bite him and he felt his balls tighten. The pleasure of her mouth combined with his sense of being completely vulnerable made his orgasm rip through him like lightning.

As she felt him cum, she rolled her hips and moaned loudly as she had her second orgasm. It was an incredible experience. She’d activated all his senses at once. He marvelled at the sight of her beautiful head and body working his balls. The lingering scent of her sex in his nose made him hungry for more. The sound of her deep moaning was like erotic music. And the sensation of her mouth working the cum from his balls with playful bites was truly exquisite.

Nicolette stood up, towering over him as he lay panting. She licked her lips and smiled. “How does it feel to be dominated with pleasure?”

He opened his mouth but was unable to respond. His senses were in overdrive and he couldn’t think straight. All he knew was that this heavenly creature had given him the most intense pleasure of his life. She’d done it with nothing more than her mouth and a pair of wet panties tied to his cock and balls. If he could make his body obey his desires, he would fall at her feet and worship her for giving him such divine pleasure.

She picked up her robe and slipped it on, tying the belt at her waist. “You can keep my panties. We’ll call it a memento of our experience together. And no doubt, it’ll give you some inspiration if you need to jerk off later.”

While she’d drained him dry for now, he had no doubt he’d be putting her panties to his nose to smell her sweet pussy as soon as he was ready to cum again.

* * *

Nicolette gave him a knowing wink when he saw her the next morning over breakfast.

“Are you wearing them?” she whispered, cupping her hand over her mouth as if it was only for him to hear.

Scarlett and Alessandra giggled. Their playful mockery was a stark contrast to the powerful women he’d witnessed so far. They were behaving like flirtatious schoolgirls, not seductive goddesses. Clearly, their power to dominate men, to activate a man’s libido against his will and render him helpless, was done at their choosing. If all women understood they had this power, men were a lost cause. They’d be in charge of everything.

He poured himself a black coffee from the silver pot and contemplated the three women. Nicolette had played her hand last night and had shown him she had a strong set of cards. Was this playful display a bluff?

There were three rounds in this tournament of pleasures. He’d lost the first, even though the ladies were giving him the pot regardless of the outcome. The challenge was to maintain his presence of mind to spot the castratrix during these encounters. If he couldn’t do that, he’d be making a blind guess.

Whether the odds were in his favour or not, he didn’t like the idea of betting his balls on a guess. He sipped his coffee and enjoyed the burn as he swallowed. Indeed, the challenge they’d presented was much harder than he’d first thought, but now he knew the rules of the game, it was time to play.

The women were magnificent company throughout the day. At times, he even forgot about the challenge ahead as they regaled him with amusing stories and very unladylike jokes. He liked the way they combined sophisticated conversation with irreverence. It was surprisingly endearing.

Given their beauty, he wondered how often they were propositioned by men. Each one was a prized catch, surpassing the ideal of a trophy wife in every way. They were three queens. But which one wanted to add a pair of balls to make a full house?

By the time he was ready for the evening’s entertainment, he wondered who would appear at his door next and what she would have planned for him. He steeled himself to stay alert for any clues that might reveal the castratrix.

His dominatrix for the evening was Scarlett. She too wore a short red silk robe, with red thigh-high stockings. Instead of wearing a tiara like Nicolette, she carried a small red handbag. Her glossy ruby-red lips were fixed in a disapproving pout, not a gorgeous smile. She strode into the room with the indignant air of a queen in the presence of a serf and put her handbag on the edge of the bed.

The change in her demeanor hit him hard. It was a stark contrast from earlier in the day, when she had been warm and friendly. Now she only showed him cold indifference. She was ready for business and already in charge without a single word having been said between them. Even if he wanted to resist her, he knew he wouldn’t succeed.

“Strip!” she said.

He dropped his robe. Like Nicolette, she circled him and inspected him up and down. Unlike Nicolette, she didn’t make any appreciative sighs, which made him feel exposed. She completed her inspection by cupping his balls, weighing them on her palm. She didn’t show any sign of approval or disapproval. She merely regarded him as she rolled them through her fingers.

He couldn’t help but compare everything she did to Nicolette. Much was the same, but with subtle differences. They both seemed fixated with balls. Was it a clue about the identity of the castratrix, or a bluff?

Once she’d satisfied her curiosity with his balls, she untied her silk belt and let her robe fall to the floor. She wore a red corset underneath, finishing below her large, pert breasts, which thrust out in a most provocative way.

“Now for your lesson in denial,” she said. She raised her arm and pointed to the bed.

He quickly scrambled over to it and lay down. In mere moments, she had made him feel like a boy on the verge of receiving a severe scolding. He didn’t want to displease her, only to make her happy. The speed in which she’d gotten inside his head was astounding.

She opened her handbag and withdrew a thick red silicone ring.

“Have you worn one of these before?” she asked.

He shook his head.

She lifted his balls and slipped them through the ring, then stretched it over his swollen cock so it gripped him firmly at the base of both.

“It’s a cock ring. It makes you harder and last longer.”

He could feel it working already, trapping the blood in his erection, making it feel thicker and harder than he’d ever been before. She was already exerting control over his ability to cum. He realised that was only going to happen when Scarlett allowed it.

Then she produced a device that looked like a large pair of pliers and fitted a small red ring to the prongs at the tip.

“This is an elastrator. It allows me to fit a castration band onto your balls.”

She showed him, scooping his balls into a package, stretching the castration band wide and fitting it in place. If he was waiting for a clue about the identity of the castratrix, this was a large red flag, albeit a very seductive red flag in feminine form.

With the cock ring and the castration band, he felt an ache begin to build in his groin. The tightness of both bands was manipulating his body in ways he’d never experienced before. He could already imagine her using him for her own pleasure and leaving him like this when she was finished, banded and unsatisfied.

“Mm… seeing a man banded always makes me incredibly wet,” she said, bouncing his strangled balls on her fingertips. “I could happily tie you up and just finger myself in front of your face until I cum. Then I’d give you a tiny taste of my sweet juices so you would know what you’d missed. And then I’d just leave you there, tied up, with your engorged cock aching and unsatisfied. Such delicious denial!”

He could already appreciate how much it would torture him if she made good on her promise. His cock was already throbbing and so hard it felt like it could burst from the pressure.

She sighed. “But we promised you three nights of pleasure, so I’ll have to honour the deal if we’re going to separate you from your balls.”

The large red flag was now accompanied by a klaxon and a flashing sign that read: red alert!

She bent over and removed her panties. Like Nicolette, she also raised them to her nose to inhale her scent. Then she offered them to him. She wasn’t exaggerating about being turned-on by banding him. Her panties were wet through with her juices.

“Do my panties smell as good as Nicolette’s pair? Or are they better?”

Her scent was equally captivating, but different, like juicy, ripe red apples.

“No need to answer,” she said. “I can see it from the look on your face.”

She used the waistbands of her panties to secure them to his face, looping them over his ears like a surgical mask. With every breath, he drew in the scent of her sex. His cock was now so hard, it felt like it might rupture.

She climbed over him, straddling him as she prepared to take him into her pussy. She took his cock and he felt the wet heat of her sex as she worked him inside, giving herself time to adjust to being stretched and filled.

With the pressure of the bands around his cock and balls and the tight clench of her pussy, he felt like he had his cock in a vice. She took his wrists and pinned him to the bed, taking complete control as she began to ride him.

She started slowly at first, gradually building his sense of pleasure as she worked him in and out of her pussy. While she did so, she stared into his eyes as if she was searching for something beyond the walls of his irises. Her intimate scrutiny increased his sense of being powerless in her presence and vulnerable to her whims.

In minutes he was feeling the need to cum. Despite feeling amazing, the ache through his groin was becoming unbearable, like he needed release, but couldn’t quite achieve it. The castration band was responsible for that, constricting his spermatic tubes, preventing him from ejaculating.

As he inched ever closer to orgasm, he cried out with the need to reach it, but as he hit his peak, it evaporated as if his body was aware his cum was trapped in his balls.

“Oh, yes, that’s it!” she cried, seeing his orgasm denied. It set hers off and he felt the powerful clench of her pussy and the gush of hot juices.

As she came, it drove him wild with the need to do the same. She was torturing him with the need to reach his peak and denying him any opportunity of having it.

“How do you like my little red band, simulating what it feels like to have your balls snipped?” she purred. “Imagine having a woman trim your balls and then ride you like this, tormenting you with endless denial. Imagine her giving you this delicious ache, with the desperate need to cum so desperately close, but always beyond reach.”

He was too addled to answer, which brought her further delight. She settled into a quicker rhythm, increasing his need to cum, working him relentlessly, giving him no pause. His orgasm was so close, but the final hurdle was an impassable barrier. Every stroke with her pussy was incredible. The aching tightness spread from his groin through his whole body, making him painfully desperate for release.

As he went rigid, arching his cock upwards, trying to drive it deeper inside her, the buildup took on explosive proportions. He grunted loudly, straining with every muscle in his body to reach splendid release. And then, like she’d wet her fingers and snuffed out the fuse, it escaped him once again.

Seeing him denied instantly made her cum again. She gushed so hard he could feel her juices running down his thighs. She never broke eye contact, so he could witness every moment of pleasure she was experiencing from her release, doubled by denying him the same. It was like she was stealing his orgasms and adding them to her own. And after she’d enjoyed it, she giggled wickedly as she started from the beginning again.

Time lost all meaning. He had no idea how long she rode him. He lost count of her orgasms after she’d enjoyed her third one. She denied him his orgasm, over and over again. All he was aware of was the intensity of her emerald gaze as she scrutinised him, and the sweet smell of her panties wrapped over his face.

Scarlett hadn’t dominated him, she’d owned him. He was now nothing more than her toy, being used for her pleasure until she was fully satisfied. And it took Scarlett what felt like an eternity to reach that point. Finally, much to his relief, she did.

“Mm… you were adequate,” she said, climbing off him.

She reached into her handbag and pulled out a small pair of scissors. Was it another clue? They were the kind a castratrix might use to cut into a man’s sac so she could snip his cords. Instead, she carefully snipped the castration band from his balls.

The sudden release set him off, like the fuse had been relit. He finally came, his whole body convulsing as he shot jets of cum over his stomach and chest. The relief was mind blowing, the orgasm exquisite. Being denied for so long and then being blessed with sweet relief gave him a new appreciation for the moment of reaching his peak.

He lay breathless for some time as he recovered. When he looked up, he saw Scarlett, smiling at him at last. It was the smile of victory, the smile of a winner who had played an unbeatable hand and taken the pot.

* * *

Sunday was as pleasurable as the previous day, with little mention of the previous evening’s activities. He did receive a few too many knowing looks from the three women though.

Marcelo felt no better off in his quest to identify the castratrix, but he had to admit he was enjoying being dominated. They were educating him in the taboo arts of the bedroom, showing him forbidden pleasures he’d not known before. They’d promised him a once in a lifetime experience and delivered beyond his expectations.

As the day went on, he felt bemused, realising he was trying to identify the castratrix with the superstitious mind of a gambler. A gambler looked for order in chaos, tried to see patterns where none existed. It worked like this. Nicolette and Scarlett sounded similar, so they could be the odd pair out. Red and black were the colours of the suits in a deck of cards, so white was the odd one out.

He had to force himself to toss those superstitions aside and trust that his final encounter with Alessandra would reveal the answer.

He now had two pairs of panties and a cock ring to remind him of this curiously decadent and delightful weekend. He hoped to add a third pair, as well as keeping his balls right where they belonged.

Alessandra’s choice of attire was no surprise given the patterns that were emerging. She wore a black robe, corset, panties and stockings like her counterparts and looked no less delightful. His mouth watered at the sight of her large, round caramel breasts, falling and rising as she completed her inspection of his naked body. His cock was hard as a steel bar and throbbing in anticipation.

As he felt her hand cup his balls, she shot him a fierce stare. “These are suitable.” She grabbed his cock. “This is not. You need to be fully emasculated.”

She ordered him to lie down. He did so, knowing it was pointless to even try to resist. What man had the will to resist such powerful and captivating women? Despite all the luxury in his room, she consumed all of his senses.

She had brought a black handbag and left it on the bed, much as Scarlett had done the previous evening. She reached inside and produced a set of black silk ropes.

“Oh, Nicolette can boast all she likes about not needing ropes for restraint. But there’s nothing quite like the feeling of being tied up and utterly vulnerable, with no ability to resist the whims of your mistress.”

She tied him up like she did it dozens of times a day, fastening his wrists behind his back and anchoring his ankles to each of the bedposts so he was spread eagle. Once he was bound, she removed her panties. He admired the delectable smooth mound of her pussy, hoping he would get to experience the delight of feeling it clenching his cock.

She waved her panties under her nose. “Mm… divine!”

By now, Marcelo craved the scent of their panties and he inhaled deeply as she offered it to him. It was glorious, like the finest milk chocolate, sweet, moreish and decadently addictive. It broke his heart as she tossed them aside.

“Full emasculation,” she said, looking at him like she was ready to pop out his balls and snip them here and now. “No sweet panties for you.”

“But… what about the promise of pleasure,” he said, feeling tiny in her presence, like a small boy begging for a treat.

She took a small case from her purse, containing a hypodermic needle. She primed it, tapping the tube and pressing the plunger to expel any air.

If Scarlett had thrown up warning signs, it was like Alessandra had the word castratrix written across her forehead.

He asked her what she was going to do to him, feeling more and more helpless with every second that passed. He felt a bright flash of pain as she inserted the needle into his ball sac.

“Emasculating you,” she replied, looking like she was taking great pleasure from emptying the contents inside him. “This will prevent you from being able to become erect. I want you lovely and limp.” She smiled as it took effect. His aching hard-on relaxed and went soft, dangling off to the side of his balls, weeping a drop of pre-cum.

“Oh, don’t worry, we promised you three nights of pleasure and three delicious orgasms. But we never said they had to be regular orgasms. I’m going to introduce you to the pleasure of being penetrated by a woman. Consider it preparation for the ultimate penetration, when you’ll lose your balls.”

Despite the buzzing in his ears from the intensity of the encounter, the gambler in him recognised a power play. She was trying to convince him he couldn’t win, that individually or together, these women had the stronger hand.

As if she needed to reinforce the point, she pulled a black chastity cage from her purse and attached it to his cock and balls. Although limp from the drugs, he could feel it squeezing his cock and he appreciated how painful an erection would be right at this moment.

She followed up with a black castration band, using an elastrator to fit it to his balls. After an evening with Scarlett, he was only too familiar with the sensation of having his tubes clamped, preventing him from being able to cum.

“Perfect! If I had my way, every man would be snipped, spanked and caged. But, the band will have to do… for now.”

How on earth could she pleasure him and make him cum now? She’d rendered him completely impotent. If she went back on the bet, it was off, no matter how much he’d enjoyed being pleasured by Nicolette and Scarlett.

Alessandra produced a small bottle of lube and proceeded to apply a generous amount to his ass, working it into his forbidden entrance. Then he felt her push her finger inside him while she watched him closely with her dark eyes. It felt odd to have her inside him, filling and stretching him, but it wasn’t unpleasant or painful.

“Men have more pleasure centres than the one at the head of their cocks,” she said.

She found his prostate and began to circle it with the pad of her finger. Once she felt him relax, she worked a second finger into his ass and massaged his prostate with more enthusiasm.

“Have you ever been milked before?” she said. “Have you ever been forced to cum against your will? You see, you have no control over your body anymore. It belongs to me now.”

She fixed him with her dark eyes, not letting him look away for a moment as she continued to work his prostate.

The sense of pleasure crept up on him unexpectedly. It was unusual at first, like a pleasant warmth deep inside him. Then it grew in intensity, surging through his body in delicious waves. He began to gasp and moan, much as a woman did when she was building towards an orgasm.

The massage was making his entire groin tighten, like he had a full bladder. Despite being strangled by the castration band, his balls felt swollen and heavy. It was the strangest sensation, feeling the need to cum building inside him, but not from his balls.

He wanted to cry out and tell her how much he needed to cum. He wanted to grasp his cock and pump it in his fist so he could empty his load, the way his body and mind was accustomed to having release. But with his hands tied and his cock limp and caged, he had no control over the way he orgasmed at all.

She took him close to orgasm over and over again, stopping just as he thought the delicious sensation filling his body would find release.

“You cum when I decide you’re allowed to cum,” she said. “I’m not finished playing with you yet.”

Through the daze of pleasure and the desperate need for release, he realised she was enjoying this experience as much, if not more, than him. She was getting satisfaction from the fact she had full control over him, like she owned him. She was a true queen of the bedroom, wielding absolute power.

As if she could read his mind, knowing he’d submitted to her authority, she gasped and clamped her legs together. Her orgasm came in shuddering waves, accompanied by long moans of pleasure. She looked radiant as she indulged in her fulfillment. At that moment, he wanted nothing more than to please her for the rest of his life, just so he could see her sexual divinity revealed again.

“And now you’ve submitted in body and mind, pet, I give you permission to cum,” she said, meeting his eyes again.

Her fingers worked his prostate vigorously, demanding it to give her everything it had. The pleasure swelled in him. He could barely breathe as it took hold of his body. He went rigid, bucking against his restraints as orgasmic pleasure swept through him like a flood. He felt the warmth of his cum, draining from his limp cock and running down his thigh.

As she’d controlled his pleasure before by denying his orgasm, now she sustained it, draining all the cum from his prostate until there was nothing left to give.

He was beyond words when his orgasm finally subsided. He went limp, taking ragged breaths as she untied him and released him from the band and cage.

“How does it feel to cum like a girl?” she said, smiling sweetly as she gently massaged his balls. “And now you know you don’t need these anymore.”

Regardless of her methods, the evening with Alessandra had been nothing short of exquisite. He’d never had an orgasm like that before. As much as he didn’t like to admit it, as that meant agreeing with her about his balls, it had been every bit as good as his experiences with Nicolette and Scarlett. The bet was still on.

* * *

Marcelo awoke to find himself surrounded by a glorious sight. All three women were perched on each side of his bed. They were wearing short silk nightdresses that barely covered their breasts, respectively in white, red and black. He couldn’t imagine a vision more delightful as he first opened his eyes.

“Did you enjoy your weekend of pleasures?” said Scarlett.

He nodded. It couldn’t be denied, no matter how unusual and unexpected their methods had been.

“Then we’ll have your answer,” said Alessandra.

He looked at each of them in turn, realising they were once again using their feminine charms to throw him off balance. And what fine charms they had too. But he had no time to admire them. He had a bet to win and he wasn’t sure of the answer at all. Their power to dominate him so completely in the bedroom had given him no clues at all.

So he considered each experience as if he were in a battle of wits at the poker table. Both Scarlett and Alessandra had been very overt in their desire to emasculate him, both using castration bands and talking about their desire to see him snipped.

While Nicolette had been fixated on his balls, even testing his cords between her teeth, she had the least apparent desire to see him castrated. That made her hand the weakest of the three in determining which one was the castratrix. Or so it appeared.

A gambler who underestimated his opponents invariably lost. All three experiences, when viewed as a whole, suggested Scarlett and Alessandra had overplayed their hands. They could be trying to tempt him to make the wrong choice by playing an obvious bluff. It was a move designed to make him choose either red and black, ignoring white. They wanted him to think Nicolette was the most likely castratrix because she had been the least likely in the bedroom. If either Scarlett or Alessandra was the castratrix, his odds would be reduced to fifty-fifty.

But the odds were based on identifying which of them wasn’t a castratrix, giving him a two in three chance of getting it right. So they could be playing a double bluff, where the obvious answer was indeed the correct answer. It was the smarter play.

“I’ve worked it out,” he said. “I’ll give you the exact answer.”

Nicolette’s breasts heaved. Scarlett pouted. Alessandra fluttered her long eyelashes. Each of them had a tell, and they’d just been outplayed.

“Nicolette is the castratrix,” he said. “I spotted your double bluff.”

Alessandra smiled. “She is indeed. She likes nothing better than snipping off a pair of balls.” She drew a slow breath. “But that’s not the correct answer.”

Scarlett raised a hypodermic needle and primed it. “The question we posed was which of us is a castratrix,” she said. “We never said which one of us is a castratrix.”

“We all are,” said Nicolette, opening and closing a tiny pair of scissors. Her breasts heaved again. “From the moment you sat down at the poker table, we’ve been teaching you our tells and false bluffs.”

He swallowed. They’d been playing the long game, because the reward was worth taking losses along the way. There was a flash of pain as Scarlett injected his sac, then soothing numbness.

They each raised their scissors.

“A gambler always pays his debts,” said Alessandra. “Two balls please.”

They exerted their sexual dominance over him again, making him feel powerless, making him submit, just as he’d been trained to do all weekend. They snipped the straps of their nightdresses to bare their breasts. After three nights of being made to feel helpless to their whims and desires, he knew it was pointless to resist, even if he’d wanted to. They’d been playing the long game in more ways than one, carefully priming him for the moment they would castrate him.

Scarlett and Nicolette put their scissors to work, cutting into his sac to pop out his balls. Once they’d freed them from their protective purse, they started to stretch and elongate the cords, preparing them for cutting.

Alessandra positioned her scissors on his hand, feeding his thumb and forefinger through the finger holds. Guiding his hand to his groin, she rested the open blades against Nicolette’s stretched cord.

“Now, pet, you’re going to surrender your balls willingly. You’re going to cut your own cords… and you’ll do it to please us,” said Alessandra.

While she needed to give him a little encouragement to make the cut, he squeezed his eyes shut and closed the blades. They gasped with joy.

“Full emasculation,” she said, guiding his hand to the second stretched cord.

“Is there anything prettier than seeing a man get his balls snipped?” said Nicolette.

“Ah, divine domination. Break his will and then take his balls,” said Scarlett.

He hesitated to make the cut that would strip him of his manhood.

“Please us,” said Alessandra, squeezing his fingers together to cut off his second ball. “Delicious,” she said, as it sprung free.

While Scarlett and Nicolette stitched him up, Alessandra pushed him down onto the bed. She sat on his chest, pinning his arms to the mattress. He could see she wasn’t wearing any panties and her pussy was glistening with arousal.

She was soon joined by the other women, who kneeled either side of him so he could see their arousal too. The combined scent of their heavenly juices made him feel drunk with desire, although, like the previous evening with Alessandra, his cock was now fully emasculated. Now they’d taken his balls, it was permanent.

“Now, let’s talk about bluffing,” said Alessandra. “It takes a certain kind of man to accept this bet, a man who’s willing to take a risk with his balls. But you wouldn’t have taken our bet if you weren’t prepared to lose. The truth of the matter is you’ve been bluffing yourself all along.”

“We read you as soon as you sat down at the poker table,” said Scarlett.

“You took it because, win or lose, you secretly loved the idea of three beautiful women snipping off your balls,” finished Nicolette.

“You’ve played your first honest hand, revealing your secret desire to submit to pleasure, denial and full emasculation… so, what do you say?” said Alessandra.

He swallowed the bittersweet pill of defeat. They were right. It had been superb. A once in a lifetime experience as promised. He wouldn’t take it back.

He looked at each of them in turn before he spoke. “Thank you, my queens.”


Love Conquers Balls

Ariana had never had any trouble unlocking and opening her front door in the past. Now it was really quite difficult. She’d had three glasses of wine over dinner and was only mildly tipsy. But unlocking the door was proving to be more challenging than rubbing her stomach and patting her head at the same time.

The likely explanation was the fact that she currently had a man attached to her lips. She was enjoying dancing with his tongue much more than opening the door. Foreplay was proving much more intoxicating than the wine. It had taken quite a lot of encouragement to get him to this point and she didn’t want to lose any momentum.

His name was Chance and, quite by chance, she’d taken a real liking to him. He was shy and sweet, but once she’d helped him to emerge from his shell, she’d discovered he was a tender and sensitive man. He had a slender, athletic build, the kind she admired. He also had a rather feminine face, with large eyes, a pert nose and full lips. She’d found him more and more captivating as the evening had gone on.

She’d never met another man like him and it made her wonder if he still had his balls. She hoped he still had his balls, or their current passionate entanglement was headed for a massive anticlimax. But judging by the bulge in his pants, he was still intact, so she didn’t need to be concerned about that.

Eventually she managed to fit the key into the lock. She twisted the handle and they fell through the door into her foyer. Not wanting there to be any chance of the mood cooling, she kept him locked to her lips, while she manoeuvred them around the foyer to close the door and put her handbag on the sideboard.

Even in the throes of passion, he was being a perfect gentleman, holding her delicately by her waist, resisting the temptation to fondle her breasts. She was quite certain he was desperate to fondle them as soon as he could. Although he’d kept his eyes steadfastly fixed on hers throughout dinner, he was still a man and it wasn’t like she was trying to hide them. She loved having large, perfect breasts, so why not show them off?

She grabbed him by his tie and led him upstairs to her bedroom so they could move the kissing part onto the next stage. Once there, she meticulously removed his clothes while she devoured his mouth. He remained putty in her hands, either unwilling to try to match her advances, or powerless to stop her. She expected it was the latter. She loved to dominate men. And she was very good at it too.

He was now completely naked, while she was still fully clothed. She shoved him onto the bed, so she could inspect his body with her eyes and hands. He had a slender build, with a surprisingly narrow waist for a man, which made him look all the more feminine, but he was definitely a man.

She stopped her caresses as her eyes fell on his cock, which was saluting the heavens and twitching.

“Oh hell!” he said. “It’s over isn’t it?” He slapped a hand over his eyes as if he couldn’t bear to see her reaction.

“Hang on a minute,” she said, reaching for her bedside drawer to retrieve a measuring tape. He lay still, with a wince plastered to his face and his hand firmly planted over his eyes.

She extended the tape and pressed it to the base of his cock, pushing it down firmly to give him a generous rounding up as she took his measurement.

“Three inches exactly!” she gasped. “I’ve seen a few fours in my time, but you’re about two thirds that size. It’s tiny!”

He started to get up. “Sorry to have disappointed you. I’ll get my clothes and get out of here.”

She pressed a hand to his chest and pushed him flat on his back again. “You’re not going anywhere, Chance. You’re staying on my bed until I’ve finished with you.”

She stared at his cock. Although tiny, it was a beautiful shape. It was perfectly smooth, not lumpy and covered with thick veins like a man with a larger specimen. As she admired it, she began to feel a strange tingling in her pussy. She was becoming aroused by it, because it was so different to any other man she’d ever seen.

“I love how you’ve shaved yourself everywhere,” she said, running her fingertips around his groin. “There’s not even a hint of stubble.”

His lip was quivering. “I got laser hair removal,” he said. “I read a book about how to pick up girls, and it said that shaving your cock makes it look bigger. I got tired of shaving all the time, so I just got all my hair removed. But you can’t change what you’ve been given in life and no amount of trickery works in the end.”

He looked like he was going to burst into tears.

She ran her fingers over his perfectly smooth skin, circling the base of his cock to find his balls. They were much closer to a normal size, which had the effect of making his cock look even smaller. She lifted them on her fingers. They were heavy and hard, just how she liked them.

“You’re a virgin, aren’t you,” she said, looking him in the eye.

He nodded, still on the verge of tears. He looked so vulnerable, she found herself liking him even more. She wanted to kiss him, to hold him in her arms and tell him he was beautiful, so she listened to her impulses and did just that.

As she rocked him gently and planted small kisses on his face and lips, she felt that she should tell him the real reason why she’d seduced him and taken him home.

“Chance, you should know why I originally wanted to take you home. I was going to tie you up so I could snip off your balls,” she said.

She felt him stiffen. “M—my balls? But why?”

“Because it’s fun! You see, I’m a castratrix. Snipping off balls is the single most pleasurable way a woman can dominate a man, but I can’t find it in my heart to take yours.”

She revised that thought. There was something going on in her heart that had changed her mind about giving him a special trim. She liked him. A lot.

He relaxed again. “Fun? Isn’t it messy?” he said in a small voice.

“Oh no,” she said, resuming rocking him. “I use a coagulant with the anaesthetic. That way I can just pop them out and snip them off without any mess… well except for the mess that happens between my legs. Snipping a pair of balls makes me cum rather hard.”

His mood had changed. He seemed to want to know more about it. Most men ran a mile when the subject of cutting off their nuts came up. At least they wanted to run away, but that was never possible after she’d tied them up.

“What happens to a man when you do it?” he said.

She kissed his forehead. “It makes them more like you,” she said. “But you still have your balls. It’s quite a miracle.”

“You mean it gives them a small penis?”

“Well, yes, that’s one side effect of having your balls removed. And you lose the ability to get erections. It goes little and limp. That’s part of the fun too. Sometimes it’s the wicked things in life that give a girl the most pleasure. That’s why I enjoy snipping balls so much.”

He started to sob. She stroked his face and held his head to her breasts.

“Hey, what’s wrong? I said I wasn’t going to snip your balls and I mean it.”

“I—I thought you liked me,” he said between sniffing sobs. “I thought you actually wanted to have sex with me. You’re so beautiful. I couldn’t believe my luck. I thought I was in for a once in a lifetime experience. But you were only interested in my balls.”

He escaped her arms, lay back on the bed and opened his legs. “Well, if it gives you so much pleasure, take them. If we’re not going to have sex, I might as well have a once in a lifetime experience of a different kind.”

“Oh, you sweet man. I do like you, Chance. That’s the problem. I like you more with every passing minute. I can’t snip you because… I think I want to see you again. Once I’ve taken a man’s balls, they’re generally not so keen on having a second date.”

“I would be,” he said. “I’d date you for as long as you’d have me. So if we’re not going to have sex because of my small penis, then I don’t need my balls anymore. Go ahead and cut them off.”

She climbed on top of him, preparing to straddle him. “You’re not going to lose your balls tonight, Chance, you’re going to lose your virginity.”

His mouth opened to a gape. “B—but what about my small dick?”

She massaged him to hardness again. “I don’t mind if a man has a small penis. In fact, I like them small. Size does matter and as far as I’m concerned, the smaller the better. I guess it’s a preference that comes with being a castratrix.”

She brought him to her entrance, readying him for the sweet moment of penetration. “Plus, I’m quite tight, so I don’t need anything big. A woman’s erogenous zones are all in the first two to three inches of her pussy anyway, so you’ve got just enough to hit the right spots.”

She lowered herself onto him and watched his face melt with the pleasure of experiencing being inside a woman for the first time.

“Let’s empty all that cum out of your balls,” she said, “the way people normally do it.”

* * *

Ariana found she liked having sex with Chance more than she expected. Because he was so small, she could grind herself onto him hard without feeling like she had a cock prodding her stomach from the inside. She could also use him as the most delicious toy, rubbing the head of his cock up and down her entrance without catching herself on him. Rubbing her clitoris with his hot, slippery head gave her the most wonderful orgasms.

When they weren’t humping like rabbits, he was incredibly keen to lick her pussy while she played with his balls. He would lick her for as long as she needed to fantasize about snipping them off, bringing her to more wonderful squirting orgasms.

But the problem with being a castratrix was she couldn’t feel fully satisfied with only the fantasy of cutting off his nuts. It was like going back to a solid diet of vanilla ice cream after discovering she could have the most exclusive and expensive flavour in the world any time she wanted it.

One day, while she was sitting on his face, enjoying his tongue deep in her pussy, while she rolled his balls through her fingers, it struck her. Was she in love with Chance? Was that the reason why she couldn’t bring herself to snip off his big beautiful balls?

Looking at his small limp penis, she could imagine how lovely it would look with a tight flat sac, but she didn’t want to deprive him the pleasure of his orgasms. While he never lasted more than a few minutes, he seemed to enjoy them. And no other girl in his life had ever been willing to have sex with him. She let out a small laugh. They didn’t know what they were missing out on. She’d never met a more devoted and passionate lover, always more concerned about her pleasure than his own.

As she worked her way through the list of his admirable qualities, she realised he was almost the perfect man for a woman like her. There was only the matter of his appearance. If he started to look after it better, he was keeper material.

“Chance, what would you say if I asked you to grow your hair long?” she said.

His reply was incomprehensible because his mouth was clamped to her pussy. She extracted herself from his tongue. This was an important conversation and she wanted to have it now.

“And how would you feel about wearing more feminine clothes?”

He blinked at her with his large brown eyes. “Do you think I’d look good in pink?”

She nodded.

“Well, I’ll buy some pink shirts then,” he said.

She kissed him tenderly on the lips, enjoying his mouth covered with her sweet juices. “I was thinking more along the lines of a dress,” she said. His mouth fell open. “And lovely silk panties. And lace-top stockings. And a pretty pink bra. You’d make a very pretty girl.”

She went to her wardrobe and found her favourite brunette wig. There were times she didn’t want to be blond and it was much easier to wear wigs than dye her hair all the time. She also had a fiery redhead wig, and a jet black one too. He could wear them all until he’d grown out his own hair long enough.

She fitted the wig onto his head and took a step back to admire his new look. With a little make-up, he could already pass for a woman. If he wore a padded bra and a dress, she doubted anyone would guess he was really a man.

“It feels odd,” he said, his cheeks reddening.

“The wig?”

“No, the way you’re looking at me. It’s like you… you…”

“Like I love you? What’s not to love? You’re the most beautiful man I’ve ever met. Soon, you’re going to become the prettiest girl… hiding a lovely, tiny penis in your panties.”

He wiped a tear from the corner of his eye. “Okay. If it makes you happy, I’ll dress like a girl.”

She clapped her hands together, feeling as happy as a schoolgirl herself. “Let’s go shopping now! I can’t wait to see you properly dressed.”

* * *

At first, Chance seemed apprehensive about being dressed as a girl. With fake eyelashes, make-up, a prosthetic bust and wearing a dress with a short skirt, he hardly recognised himself in the mirror. But as far as Ariana could tell, he quickly grew to like it.

Ariana adored him dressed as a girl too. It was like having the best of both worlds with a sexual partner. She could dominate him as a man, or as a woman, or as both at the same time. It also added many more games to their lovemaking.

One of her favourite games was: Surprise! I’m not really a girl! This involved making out on the couch like she was kissing another girl. When it came time to pull down his panties, she found a small, hard penis pointing at her rather than a luscious, juicy pussy.

This deserved punishment, so then she got to tie him up, pinch his penis with her long fingernails and listen to him squeal. It seemed the more diverse their activities became, the more he liked pleasure, pain or both at the same time.

Treating him as a girl, she could pretend she had captured a girl and made her into her love slave. She could pull down his panties and put him over her knee for a lovely spanking. Sometimes, she put on her favourite strap-on dildo and begged his butt like she was giving it to a girl. She couldn’t wait for him to grow his hair long enough so she could pull it while she pegged him. The wig always came off in her hand and then they’d both lose the magic of the moment and end up rolling around the floor laughing.

As their lovemaking increased in frequency and intensity, he took a liking to wearing the most feminine clothing he could find. He even started speaking in a higher register, with a soft breathy voice. It turned Ariana on when he did, so it quickly became his normal speaking voice.

Apart from his tiny penis, he became so like a girl, she forgot he wasn’t one from time to time. Being a girl had the most curious effect on him too. He became more confident in himself, without losing his sweet, tender qualities.

After a month, he abandoned dressing as a man altogether, favouring his feminine look at all times. In turn, this had a curious effect on Ariana. She started having strange, unfamiliar feelings when she was out with him in public. She noticed he was getting many very appreciative looks from men whenever they went out. He enjoyed getting their attention too.

When she asked him about it, he told her he liked it because he’d never had such amorous looks from women when he was a man. Now he felt desirable and sexy, and that made him feel good about himself.

She couldn’t argue with that, but it was making her jealous. Her jealous thoughts stayed with her, niggling away at the back of her mind, waiting to find resolution.

As she was sitting on his face, enjoying his tongue after giving him a good, hard pegging, a thought popped into her mind. As it took shape, she felt her orgasm slip away.

There was a very good reason she felt jealous. She’d used the L word. She’d told him she loved him. If she was honest with herself, she did love him too. However, for all the sweet things he’d said to her in their time together, he’d never told her he loved her back.

“What’s wrong?” he said, looking so deep into her eyes she felt vulnerable. She didn’t like being vulnerable. A castratrix was vulnerable to no one. Had Chance made her soft? Thinking back on their relationship, she hadn’t snipped a pair of balls since she’d first met him.

“Nothing,” she said, climbing off him. She regretted saying it as soon as the word had passed her lips. This was the classic beginning of a disagreement between a man and a woman, only they’d swapped their respective gender roles.

She had gotten soft and she didn’t like it at all.

* * *

Ariana finished tying Chance to a chair and put a ball gag into his mouth. His glossy pink lips looked so inviting with the pink rubber ball jammed between his teeth. It was giving her second thoughts about cuckolding him. She steeled herself. She had to do it. She had to get her edge back.

She finished off his bondage arrangement by pulling down his little lace panties. His balls had to be tied up too. His eyes widened as she took an elastrator from her bedside drawer and fitted a little pink castration band to the prongs. He looked so good in pink. It was definitely his colour and it was important that all his accessories matched, including the ball gag and castration band.

She scooped his balls into a package and fitted the band over them, letting it snap into place. He’d be feeling very vulnerable now. She could see it in his eyes. This was new. How long was she going to make him wear it? Was she going to take it off at all? He knew what she was and had offered her his balls on their first date. She didn’t give him a clue as to the answer, just a small wicked smile that suggested she’d finally decided to take them.

It felt good to be back!

She opened the bedroom door and called out to the man who had been patiently waiting downstairs. He was classically handsome, with dark hair, smouldering eyes and a square jaw. He also had a good six inches packed in his pants, which was the largest cock Ariana could take in her small pussy. Even then, it was going to hurt to get it in, but she was doing this for a different kind of pleasure.

“This is my boyfriend,” she said to the man, as if she were introducing him to Chance in polite conversation. She lifted up his skirt. “Look at his tiny penis. It’s smaller than a cocktail sausage.”

The man snickered. “Why is he dressed as a girl?”

She ran her hands over the man’s chest. “Well, seeing as he hasn’t got a real cock, he doesn’t deserve to be considered a real man, so I’ve turned him into a girl. And now that he’s a girl, he’ll get turned-on by your long, hard cock and wish you were giving it to him, not me.”

He laughed again, then stopped when he saw the pink band around Chance’s balls. “Why has he got a rubber band on his balls?”

She fondled the man’s cock through his pants. “I haven’t decided if I’m going to let him keep them or not. But I want him castrated while we have sex. I don’t want him to enjoy seeing your big cock or give him the chance to cum. That’s all for us.”

The man smiled at this suggestion, which broadened into an ear to ear grin as she removed his pants and let them fall to the floor.

“Does it excite you to know that I want him castrated?”

“It sure is kinky,” he replied.

Shoving him onto the bed, she made sure Chance got a good view of the man’s long, thick cock poking straight up.

“Mm… now that’s a proper cock, not a teeny-peeny,” she said, stroking him to full hardness. “And you have a lovely pair of big, hard balls too.”

Letting the straps of her nightdress fall from her shoulders, she bared her beautiful, large breasts to him as she straddled him. Taking his cock in her hand she carefully worked it into her tight entrance. It was uncomfortably large and she realised how accustomed she’d become to Chance’s much less invasive penis.

Working it inside her took some effort. It was so big she felt stretched to her limit. She had to remind herself why she was doing this, otherwise she’d tell him to get his pants and get out.

He was putty in her hands though, loving the tight clench of her pussy and the delicious friction of each thrust. She could feel him twitching and pulsing inside her and remembered she had the power to make a man cum at her choosing, or to take it away from him altogether.

“What do you think? Is it time to snip some balls?” she said, looking into the man’s eyes.

Easing his hands from her breasts, she handcuffed him to the headboard like they were merely indulging in casual bondage play. Men were so malleable when they were getting some pussy.

Still riding him, she retrieved the roll of duct tape from under the pillow and tore off strip after strip to tape his mouth shut. She felt certain he was still grinning like an idiot underneath the layers of tape. She wondered how long his grin would last when he realised she wasn’t talking about Chance’s balls.

His first look of concern was when she simply stopped and got off him before either of them had reached any kind of release. She looked at him while she retrieved her castration kit from the bedside cabinet.

“Hello, old friends,” she said, opening it.

The thrill that rushed through her body as she primed the hypodermic needle made her shiver with excitement. Injecting it into his ball sac gave her a delicious hot ache in her pussy.

Fitting her scissors to her fingers, she opened and closed them twice, letting the man know what she intended to do. He was shaking his head and pleading with her not to do it, but his cries came out as muffled grunts.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll make it last for as long as possible,” she said. “It’s been a while and I want to stretch your cords until you beg me to snip off your balls.”

She pinched his sac, ready to open up the first side. The technique came to her as if she’d snipped a man yesterday. As she positioned her scissors, she felt the weight of Chance’s attention on her. Involuntarily, she turned and looked into his eyes before she could make the cut.

His expression was impossible to read. He was wide-eyed and scarcely blinking at all. He was just staring at her. She could only assume he was horrified about what she was about to do. Men generally didn’t take it particularly well when a gorgeous woman snipped off their nuts. Especially when they thought they were going to have sex instead. Chance was no doubt empathising for the man handcuffed to her bed.

As much as she wanted to part the man from his balls, the thought of losing Chance made her heart break. Trying hard to contain the tears that were welling in her eyes, her hands went limp and she dropped the scissors.

In a rush to save what might remain of their relationship, she freed the man, thrust his pants into his arms and told him to go. He didn’t reply as his face was still covered with tape, but he fled so fast, it was like his ass was on fire.

Once Ariana had heard the front door slam, she rushed over to Chance and held him in a tender embrace.

“I’m so sorry, my precious man. That was so cruel of me. I’m a very wicked woman. And even though I can’t change what I am, please forgive me.”

She eased the ball gag from Chance’s mouth and planted a series of soft kisses on his lips.

“There’s nothing to forgive,” he said, when he could escape her mouth for long enough to speak. “I adore you for who you are. And I adore the fact that you’re wicked. Every moment we share together is exciting and new. You excite me. You thrill me. I never know what you’ll do to me next.”

She pressed his face to her breasts and held him close. “Precious, Chance. Where have you been all my life?”

He asked her a question, which was lost in the deep valley of her cleavage. She pulled him away and looked into his eyes, waiting for him to ask it again.

“Why did you stop?” he said. “Y’know… snipping off his balls…”

“I thought it horrified you. I was afraid I might lose you,” she said.

His cheeks turned bright red. “Actually, I really liked it. I wanted to see you do it. It was thrilling. Now I understand why you like doing it so much.”

She felt her eyebrows knit together. He liked it? She felt between his legs. Despite being banded, his little cock was as hard as rock. No doubt, if she hadn’t strangled his balls, he’d be dripping pre-cum too.

She retrieved her surgical scissors and carefully removed the band. It only took a few short strokes with her fingers to make him cum. He grunted so loud with his release he lost control of his feminine voice.

“All this because I was going to trim his balls?” she said.

He nodded, still trying to catch his breath after his explosive orgasm. She untied him and they lay down on the bed together, cuddling with his face pressed to her breasts.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he whispered. “I want to be with you for as long as you’ll have me.”

She kissed the top of his head and pulled him closer. “Ah, you beautiful, beautiful man,” she replied.

“Ariana?” he said in a small voice. “What would you say if I told you I want to be less like a man and more like a girl? I don’t want to wear the prosthetic bust anymore. I want real breasts. Large, round perfect breasts like yours.”

Ariana felt her pussy tingle in sudden excitement. She’d thought they were on the verge of falling apart. Instead, they’d now have more activities to add to their wonderful, diverse sex life. While she couldn’t wait to cuckold Chance again and get back to snipping balls, she’d soon also be able to tie him up for nipple play. Nipple play with a girl was heavenly, pinching and biting them to find out how much pain she could take. Now she could have nipple play with Chance too.

“I think we need to get you booked in as soon as we can to the best plastic surgeon in town,” she replied. “It’ll be my treat.”

* * *

With his slender figure and small waist, Chance looked very busty with his new pert D cup breasts. He was able to buy a whole new set of dresses, abandoning high necklines and embracing plunging necklines that showed off his amazing curves.

At this moment, Ariana thought he looked especially sexy, tied to a chair with his ball gag jammed between his teeth. She wanted to slip his breasts out of his pink silk petticoat and pinch his nipples right now.

“I didn’t realise I was being treated to two gorgeous beauties,” said the man at Ariana’s side.

“Oh, he’s not really a girl,” said Ariana, lifting the hem of Chance’s petticoat. “But you could hardly call him a man either. Look at his tiny pee-pee! It’s more like a big clitoris.”

She gave his penis a hard pinch to satisfy her urge.

“Wow! If he didn’t have balls, he’d have me convinced he was a girl. It’s tiny!”

“Now there’s a delicious idea,” said Ariana. She was holding his long cock, but couldn’t wait to go to work on the two ripe plums dangling beneath. “This is what a real man’s cock looks like, Chance,” she continued. “Remember it well.”

She knew Chance would understand the joke, because she wasn’t asking him to remember its size. Once the man had lost his nuts, he’d have a tiny cock too.

She pushed the man onto her bed and climbed onto him, pinning his arms under her shins as she lowered her pussy onto his mouth.

“And all this talk of men without balls has made me quite wet.”

She circled her hips over his face, teasing him with the sight of her perfect waxed pussy lips. It would only take a few moments to subdue him. He was already intoxicated by the scent of her sex and desperate to taste her sweet juices. She teased him, coming close to his mouth and then pulling away, until he was desperately lapping at the air.

“I’m going to have to tie you up if you want to lick me,” she said.

At this point, she knew he would agree to anything. Well, almost anything. She didn’t think he’d agree to letting her snip off his balls, but that was part of the thrill. Where was the fun in taking them from a man who was willing to give them up? How she missed that desperate look on their faces while they watched her give them the snip, one sweet ball at a time.

Once the man was suitably restrained, she let him know exactly what she intended to do. There would be no opportunity to taste her delicious pussy. Naturally, he protested about this change of events, but that was soon fixed with five layers of duct tape over his mouth.

Chance’s cock was hard and twitching in anticipation as she opened her castration kit. She could now see the wide-eyed look in his eyes was his intense arousal at the imminent danger of the situation. As a girl, he was feeling the same thrill that came with performing this most wicked and taboo sexual act. As a man, he understood what it meant to lose them. He was truly the best of both sexes.

She could have taken the man’s balls out quickly if she desired, but she wanted to give Chance a good show. So she popped them out one by one and played with the man, stretching his cords, releasing them, and then stretching them out again. She elongated them as far as they could go, making him feel the pull right through his groin to his stomach.

Numbed up with anaesthetic, he would feel no pain, only an intense tightness like he needed to cum. That too was part of the thrill, reminding him what he was about to lose, teasing him with the need for release, then denying it by snipping them off.

“This is the good part,” she said, giving Chance a wink.

Still stretching the man’s cord, she dipped her finger inside herself so she could paint her pussy juices under his nose. Like all the women of her kind, she was blessed with powerful pheromones that could stun a man by overwhelming him with sexual desire.

His cock sprang up again and she began to stroke it while she played with his cord. Right now, he would be feeling the most desperate need to cum he’d ever experienced in his life.

There were many ways to torture a man with pleasure, but this was her favourite. It allowed her to look into his eyes and see him slowly break with the desperate need to reach a climax. He would also know she wouldn’t give him that sweet release.

When she could see he was still holding onto a shred of hope that she wouldn’t take his balls, that was the moment to cut the first one off. Then she could pop his second ball out and do it all over again, only this time, he would know the next cut was the final cut.

As she stroked his cock and stretched his last cord, priming it for her scissors, she heard Chance breathing hard. Taking her eyes from the man, she looked at him. His cock was twitching and throbbing so much, he’d grown at least an eighth of an inch longer.

The most delicious wave of pleasure swept through her body. After all the men she’d snipped in her life, she’d never felt it as intensely as she did now. Seeing Chance on the verge of orgasm without any physical stimulation at all was utterly wonderful. She immediately felt the same intense need to cum herself swelling deep in her pussy.

As she cut the second cord, they both orgasmed together. Chance pumped out the biggest load she’d ever seen his tiny cock produce, at least a teaspoon of it. She felt herself drenching the sheets.

Her sweet Chance! He accepted her for all her wickedness. He liked the fact she was wicked. Had she found her soulmate?

Then the thought struck her again. He couldn’t be her soulmate. He’d never even told her he loved her. If he loved her, he would have told her by now. She couldn’t ask him if he loved her, or ask him to say it. Love had to be freely given… unlike balls, but that was different.

* * *

She tried not to let it worry her as the days passed. Their naughty games and lovemaking continued to be as pleasurable as ever, but she could sense something wasn’t quite right with Chance. He seemed preoccupied and was sometimes distant in her presence. For all the good times they’d shared together, she began to fear it was coming to an end.

Accepting that fate would allow their relationship to conclude as it was meant to, she consoled herself with the knowledge she’d helped a shy virgin with a tiny penis to become a beautiful girl who was confident in his own skin.

Who knew? Perhaps he would go all the way one day. There wasn’t much to remove, so it would be easy for a surgeon to give him a lovely little pussy. If that was what he desired, it would be fine with her, even though she liked having the best of both worlds. She would accept whatever he wanted, just as he had accepted her for her wickedness. She prepared herself to accept anything, even if that meant accepting he was ready to move on.

She came home early one day to find a man’s clothing strewn about the lounge and her heart plummeted. Now she’d helped him to become a girl, perhaps he now wanted to be with a man. She squeezed her eyes shut, forcing back tears as she heard his moans of pleasure coming from upstairs.

She had to force each of her lovely, long legs to take the necessary steps to reach the bedroom door. Turning the handle, she braced herself for the worst.

As she opened the door, she felt her eyes widen as far as they could go.

“Chance! What the hell are you doing?”

Chance looked up at her, taking his eyes away from the man tied to the bed.

“Snipping off his balls,” he said.

“I can see that,” said Ariana. He’d already stretched and cut the first one and was well into working on the second. “But why?”

“I’m sorry, I couldn’t wait for you to get home. I was so excited about doing it, I got carried away.”

He quickly finished the man off and fell to his knees in front of her. “Please don’t be mad, Ariana. You’ve shown me things I never knew about myself and I just got carried away in the heat of the moment.”

She got down on her knees and looked him straight in the eye. “I’m not mad. Quite the opposite.”

He let out a slow breath. “When you snipped that man the other day, I wanted to do it too. I want to be more like you… because I like being with you.”

“Well I love being with you,” she said. “Chance, I’m going to take a chance, perhaps the biggest chance I’ve ever taken in my life. You see, I fell in love with you the very first time we were together. And I love you more with each passing day. Will you marry me? Will you be my husband?”

He looked at her for a long moment. His lip quivered and she thought he was going to burst into tears, although she couldn’t tell what kind.

“No,” he said, his feminine voice threatening to crack.

She felt her own sense of calm falling apart. This was why he’d never used the L word. At least she knew now.

“I’d rather be your wife,” he said. “If you’ll have me as your wife.”

She threw her arms around him and planted kisses all over his face. “I love you, precious man, more than anything else in the world.”

“I’ve loved you from the first moment I saw you too, Ariana. I was afraid you’d get tired of me, that this couldn’t last. I didn’t want to be a burden to you. That’s why I’ve never said it.”

Ariana did burst into tears now, but they were tears of joy. She reached between the man’s legs, where Chance had left the surgical scissors.

She took his left hand and slid his ring finger through one of the finger holds of the scissors.

“It’s not much of a ring, but it’ll do for now,” she said.

He repeated what she’d done in reverse, so they were bound together, each with their ring fingers through one of the scissor’s finger holds.

“No,” he said. “It’s perfect.”
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