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About The Author

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

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

Ratings, reviews and follows are always greatly appreciated.


Author's Note

Or: Fair warning before you buy this book.




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

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




Enjoy! Vx




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




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




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




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




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


Playing Patient

Sex with Jenna was the best thing that had ever happened to Ken. They had been going out for several weeks now. She liked kinky sex. In fact, the kinkier it was, the harder she orgasmed. When she orgasmed hard, he did too. She was particularly fond of kinky cosplays and regularly ordered costumes and kits to act out naughty fantasies. Every night they spent together was a new and exciting experience.

“I’ve found a new supplier,” said Jenna.

She hadn’t yet opened the plain, brown paper-wrapped box sitting in the middle of the bed.

“They’re called Taboo Trysts. You wouldn’t believe what a vast range of costumes and kits they have. We’re going to have so much fun together.”

Ken didn’t mind what they did together, just as long as Jenna was involved. He’d never slept with a more beautiful girl. With her cinnamon brown hair and matching eyes, she looked like such an innocent beauty.

It had come as a very welcome surprise to discover she was quite the opposite when it came to discovering new pleasures in the bedroom. To call her ‘open-minded’ when trying out a new sexual experience was an understatement. To date, nothing had been out of bounds.

Her large eyes sparkled with excitement. “Are you ready to see what it is?”

Ken nodded. In all honesty, he didn’t care what they did as long as Jenna was involved. They’d already done many things that were new to him and none had been a disappointment.

She clapped her hands and ripped the brown paper from the box like she was a child sitting under the tree on Christmas morning. Underneath the prominent Taboo Trysts logo, he read their tag line: How far are you prepared to go for pleasure?

The cosplay kit was called Playing Patient. Jenna opened the box and read the instructions. Then she handed him his costume. It was a short blue hospital gown.

“Go to the other bedroom and get changed. When you’re ready, come back and knock, and the game will begin,” she said, clutching her own costume to her generous breasts.

He did as she said. Changing only took a few moments. It was only a matter of stripping naked and putting on the loose-fitting gown, which only covered his torso, leaving his cock and balls completely exposed.

He gave Jenna a few minutes to change. She liked to get into character, playing each role with the same enthusiasm as a method actor. She often changed her make-up and did her hair to get fully immersed in the part.

Once he felt like he had given her enough time to get ready, he knocked on the bedroom door. Jenna opened it. The sight of her took his breath away. She was dressed in a tiny, tight-fitting nurse’s uniform, cut so short he could see the white silk slip of her panties. Her lovely, long legs were dressed up in white lace-top stockings with matching high heels. And her dress was unbuttoned at the front, revealing the two half-moons of her perfect round breasts. Jenna had the most amazing breasts. They were firm and upright, so presented this way, he developed a rock-hard erection in seconds.

“Good morning, Mr Smith,” she said. She was already in character. “Please come into the examination room and we’ll perform some tests. I understand you need a physical… to check your sexual stamina and libido. Please lie down on the examination table.”

She wheeled her massage table into the middle of the room and put the back up so he could sit semi-upright. As well as being a professional masseuse, Jenna had put her massage table to many uses since they’d been together. Not all of them had involved massage, but all of them had been incredible. Who knew one simple table bed had so many positions? With this in mind, he hopped onto the table and made himself comfortable.

Jenna took a set of velcro straps from the cosplay box and proceeded to strap him to the bed. She fastened his arms at his sides, putting two straps over his chest and one on each ankle so his legs were secured apart. When she was finished, he tested his bonds and discovered he was completely immobilised. Whatever game they were going to be playing, Jenna would be doing all the work.

“Now, we know you can be a very naughty patient, Mr Smith, always trying to touch our boobies. As if we’ve done anything to encourage you to do that! So you have to be restrained,” she said, still treating him coolly.

“What are these tests for?” he said, doing his best to play along. Concentrating on keeping in character was proving to be quite difficult with Jenna dressed up in such a sexy costume. She was right about him wanting to touch her boobies. What man wouldn’t want to with them so close to bursting out of her tiny uniform?

“Today we’re going to do a routine physical inside and out, with a little therapy,” she said.

He smiled, liking where this was heading already. Given he was restrained, there was nothing to do but relax and enjoy it.

The first item she took from the cosplay box was a shaving kit. Ken didn’t mind a bit of grooming down below, but it was much more enjoyable when Jenna did it. He did not know how she could keep a straight face while she shaved him. She shaved him in such a naughty way, gently stroking his cock whenever she needed to adjust the razor to scrape away the hair. Once he was fully shaved, she cleaned him off with a hot towel. His groin felt very bare and sensitive.

Next, Jenna took a long glass thermometer from the box, along with a bottle of lube. She applied lube to it and then a liberal amount to his ass, working it into his forbidden entrance.

They’d already done some anal play together a few nights ago. It had been Jenna’s idea. Sitting in front of an open fire with their legs spread, they’d stared into each other’s eyes as they’d both enjoyed giving each other a forbidden fingering.

With Jenna, sex was never vanilla. She was a box of spices in the bedroom, always making him try new things he would never normally consider doing. She loved the control she had over his body. That night, with nothing more than her finger, and without touching his cock, she’d made him cum.

So it came as no surprise that she looked like she was enjoying herself immensely as she did it now.

When Jenna got aroused, her whole demeanour changed. It was like she developed a radiant glow. Even her scent changed. He breathed in deeply, enjoying how her sweet perfume took on a heady musk. He guessed she must have powerful pheromones, because her scent made his cock incredibly hard and throb with the need to cum.

The thermometer was the thickness of one of her fingers, so he felt it fill him up inside as she inserted it into his ass. She worked it in and out, slowly driving it deeper until it was all the way in. While she waited for it to take his temperature, she absentmindedly wiped the glistening drop of pre-cum from the head of his cock and put it to her lips.

“Mm… that passes the taste test,” she said, picking up a clipboard and a pen. She put a tick next to an item on a list.

Then she went back to the thermometer and slowly pulled it out, once again, working it backward and forth to stimulate him inside. Once it was out, she held it up to take the reading. It only had one indicator on the bar, which read: HOT!

Ken tried hard not to smile when she gave him a theatrical look of surprise before she marked the result on her clipboard too.

Next from the box was a small set of scales. She lifted his balls so she could slide the scales underneath.

“Thirty-three grams,” she said, noting the number on her list. “They’re underweight, so we’ll need to do some therapy to get them heavier.”

Ken had an excellent pair of balls. They were large and heavy, so he assumed this was all part of the game.

Jenna lubed up her fingers and worked them into his ass. Two fingers were a noticeable size difference from the thermometer, and he felt quite full once she’d got them inside.

She found his prostate and massaged it, working cum into his balls. He didn’t know how she could keep a straight face as she looked at him. Although she had a very mischievous glint in her eye. He wondered if this was one of the massage services she offered her clients. She seemed to be particularly adept at it.

After a few minutes, he felt the massage taking effect. It was enjoyable at first, even though it made him lose his erection. It was like having a full bladder, but in a way that brought pleasure rather than the need to go to the toilet to relieve himself. His balls soon felt the effect of the massage too. They quickly became heavy and tight, like they were filling to capacity with cum.

“Just a few more minutes,” said Jenna. She fanned her face with her free hand. “Oh my, it’s getting hot in here. Filling balls with cum is quite hard work.”

She unzipped her dress further, and he could now see her flat stomach and her cute little belly button.

She continued to massage him inside. It was way more intense than the casual fingering they’d done the other night. His balls were filling up with so much cum they felt like two rocks dangling between his legs. And they’d developed a dull but pleasing ache with the strain of being overfilled.

Once she seemed satisfied he’d been massaged enough, she removed her fingers. It gave him a strange sense of emptiness after being filled and stretched for so long.

She weighed his balls again.

“Forty grams,” she said, once again giving him a theatrical look of surprise. “Now that’s a lot of cum for two balls! You must be bursting!”

‘Bursting’ was an understatement. Once he got the chance to empty them out, he felt like he would cum like a fire hose.

“Are they tender?” she said, giving them each a gentle nip with her long fingernails.

He nodded. “Yes, nurse, I definitely need some relief.”

“Well then, let’s see what’s required to relieve your balls.” She read from the clipboard. “‘If the patient has heavy, aching and tender balls after his massage, it’s time to empty them. Now it’s time to make your choice. How far are you prepared to go for pleasure?’ It says I should check the box and choose between the last two toys.”

He liked the sound of this part and wondered how she would empty his balls in keeping with the theme of the game. She returned to the cosplay box and took out the first toy. It was a penis pump. Ken was keen on that option. He could imagine Jenna fitting it onto his cock and pumping him until he was completely drained.

She put it down as she took out the second toy. It was a small kit. Opening it, she paused as she reviewed the contents. This time, her look of surprise was genuine.

“What is it?” he said. It was hard to stay in character, as she didn’t seem to know what to do.

“It says it’s a snipping kit,” she said.

He felt his eyebrows knit together. “What the hell is a snipping kit?”

“Tools for emptying out a man’s balls,” she said.

He shrugged.

“They’re used for castration,” she said, looking at him.

The idea had filled her large cinnamon eyes with the wonder and excitement of trying something she’d never considered before. He’d seen this expression on her face many times now, with her passion for trying out anything new. His heart skipped a beat. With Jenna, nothing was out of bounds.

“How far are you prepared to go for pleasure?” she said, quoting the Taboo Trysts tagline.

He let out a soft laugh of disbelief as his sense of calm evacuated the room. “You can’t be serious.”

She took a hypodermic needle from the case. “Quite serious. The idea of doing it to you… excites me…”

He shook his head. “How can it excite you?”

She kept her eyes on him and he saw her desire, burning hot. “It sounds so very naughty… first filling your balls with cum, and then, instead of letting you have an orgasm, giving them a wicked snip.”

He protested and struggled to get free, but the restraints were too tight. She took another item from the kit and fastened it to his face. It was a medical muzzle, a cloth gag that fitted under the chin and over the mouth, preventing him from making any noise louder than a muffled grunt.

“You know I always like to try everything at least once,” she said, priming the needle. “But this… I can imagine I’ll want to try it again… many more times.”

Ken struggled to get free, then lay back as shock set in. The bright pain from the needle was momentary and the ache in his overfilled balls dulled to blissful numbness.

“I like penetrating you,” she said. “I liked fingering your ass the other night. I enjoyed teasing it with the thermometer. I adored massaging you and filling up your balls with cum. Think how amazing it’s going to feel to pop them out and snip them off.”

She raised a pair of small stainless steel scissors and tested the blades. She was more radiant with desire than he’d ever seen her before.

“You know how much I like to be naughty,” she said. “This feels like the naughtiest thing a girl could possibly do. If only you knew how wet I am right now.”

He shook his head and pleaded with her. She looked at him as she started to cut into his sac and he could see she was enjoying herself in ways she’d never known before.

“Oh, this is so wicked,” she said, popping out one of his balls. “Look, it’s so hard with all that cum. I can’t help myself. I want to snip it off.”

She looked at him as if giving him the final say in the matter. He shook his head, making his opinion quite clear.

She nodded. “I know. You want to keep them. After getting pumped full of so much cum, you just want a lovely orgasm, don’t you?”

He nodded like his balls depended on it.

“Well, you’re getting your cords clipped instead,” she said, closing the blades.

Ken could only look on in wide-eyed disbelief. He wanted to get the cum out of his system, but not like this. She trimmed the excess cord and held up the glistening white organ for him to see.

“Isn’t it pretty? Look, they even give you a little glass preserving jar so I can have a keepsake.” She popped his ball into the jar. “Oh, let’s do the other one!”

By now Ken was shaking with fear. If she did that, he’d have no manhood at all. But he could only watch as Jenna’s beautiful breasts heaved with excitement as she extracted his one remaining testicle.

She broke character entirely now, no longer playing the part of the austere, professional nurse. She started to giggle wickedly while she played with his ball, pulling the cord and making him wait to see if she was going to go through with it.

“You are a bad patient,” she said, “but I’m an even naughtier nurse because I’m going to snip it off too.”

He squeezed his eyes shut and heard the scissors clipping the cord. Jenna let out a long moan filled with pleasure. She added his second ball to the jar, screwed on the lid, and held it up to admire the two large white pearls floating inside.

“What an incredible game,” she said. “I like this company. I think we should order from them again.”


Mail Order Bride

Jim couldn’t believe his luck. The Mail Order Brides website had returned a match. He’d entered his personal details, including his interests in watching sports on television and drinking beer, hoping against the odds that there was a suitable woman for him. So it came as a complete surprise that Claudette was rated as being 100% compatible. According to the website’s rating system, that made Claudette his soulmate.

It was a miracle. Not only was she a perfect match, but she was also French. And not only was she French, her pictures also lived up to every fantasy he’d ever had about French women having exceptional beauty. Claudette had raven-black hair and the brightest blue eyes that twinkled like sapphires.

But not only did she have the prettiest face, she had boobs that made his cock ache. They were magical, like Michelangelo had sculpted them when he’d been a teenager jerking off to fantasy girls.

Jim didn’t hesitate to make the hundred thousand dollar payment to buy her. As he was approaching middle-age and yet to meet a suitable wife, he had plenty of spare cash. What did it matter that he was fifteen years older than Claudette? She’d still look great when he was an old man.

And what about the sex? For a start, the French had invented French kissing. That meant she’d want to put her tongue in his mouth. And French women had a reputation for being fantastic lovers, as they possessed a certain je ne sais quoi in matters of the bedroom. The more he read about it, the more excited he became. French women were also meant to be very assertive lovers, where nothing was out of bounds. He was going to have the happiest cock on the planet.

Waiting for Claudette to arrive was the longest week of his life. He went through an entire box of tissues, while imagining the ways she was going to pleasure him in bed. And afterward, they could sit on the couch together, drink beer and watch sports.

He wrung his hands as the moment drew closer when she was due to arrive. He started to fret that she might not even turn up. How reliable were these websites anyway?

Finally, there was a knock at the door. He hurried to the foyer to open it.

Claudette was more captivating in the flesh than in her photos. As she removed her dark glasses, he involuntarily swallowed as he looked into her eyes. They were mesmerising. She handed him her suitcase. He took it and made way for her to step inside.

She looked about as she removed her black suede gloves and her long red coat. Underneath, she was wearing a pretty red dress, cut short to show off her slender, shapely legs.

“It’s great to meet you at last,” said Jim.

She held out her hand to him, palm down, fingers relaxed. He took it and gave her a limp handshake.

“No! Is polite for ze man to kiss ze fingers,” she said. Her voice was breathy and so seductive, but also very assertive.

He planted a soft kiss on the back of her fingers. “Can I get you a beer? Then we can have a chat and get to know one another better,” he said.

He couldn’t wait for that part, in particular, getting to know her body better. Her dress had a high neckline, but it hugged her figure, showing off every curve. He could see there had been no photographic trickery when it came to her breasts.

“No! I vill ‘ave a look around ze ‘ouse first,” she said, with her pert nose in the air.

Like a queen inspecting her new abode, she began a tour of the house, wiping surfaces with her fingertip to see if there was any dust. Jim was glad he’d hired cleaners the day before. He hated housework, but he also wanted to make a good impression, even if Claudette hadn’t had much of a choice in the manner of their pairing.

“Hmm,” she said, on more than one occasion, as she went from room to room, noting the standard of the furnishings and fittings. “I suppose it vill ‘ave to do,” she said, sounding quite unimpressed. “I can see you don’t ‘ave ze panache.”

“That’s probably why we’re such an excellent match,” he said, hoping they could make a start with the getting to know one another part. He couldn’t wait to taste her glossy red lips or feel her tongue in his mouth.

“Now I vill ‘ave ze look at you,” she said, pointing at him. “Take off ze clothes.”

“Excuse me?” he replied. Did she want to look at him naked? Wasn’t this part meant to happen the other way around?

“Now! I ‘ave to see if I approve of ze body,” she said.

If it moved things along sooner to the getting to have sex part, he decided he might as well do as she said. She was going to see him naked eventually. He slowly stripped off his clothes, leaving his briefs for last. She inspected him thoroughly as he stripped, regarding him with an even expression that was too hard to read. Finally, he stepped out of his briefs.

She looked long and hard at his cock. “Vhy you not shave ze cock?”

“Um… what’s wrong with a bit of hair?”

“No, no, no! Zis vill not do! In my village, all ze men shave ze cock if they vant to ‘ave ze sex. Go and shave it. Now!” She folded her arms and tapped her foot.

“Um… okay,” he replied, making his way to the bathroom.

Wow! She was really assertive. Once they got to the bedroom, he felt sure she would blow his mind, and his cock, with her incredible French skills in lovemaking.

He’d never shaved his groin before, so it was a bit of a learning experience. He treated it like shaving his beard, trimming off as much hair as he could with some scissors, then lathering himself up with his shaving cream. As he started to shave, he enjoyed the feeling of being bare down below. While it felt strange at first, it made him feel very sensitive to the touch.

He had to remind himself they were a perfect match, and how he should keep an open mind about any cultural differences. While unexpected, this wasn’t unpleasant at all. He made sure he did an immaculate job of shaving himself, scraping away all the hairs so he was perfectly smooth.

He returned to the lounge and found Claudette sitting on the couch, sipping a can of beer while she watched sports on television. Yes, they were absolutely perfect for one another. He’d have to write to Mail Order Brides and thank them for sending him such a heavenly creature.

“Hmm,” she said, as she inspected his shave, again giving nothing away. Then she lifted his cock on the tip of her finger. “Vhy you still ‘ave ze balls?”

“What’s unusual about that?” he replied. “All men have balls.”

“Oh, no, no, no! Zis will not do! Ze man always has ze balls removed before ze sex. Is ze custom in my village.”

He snorted a laugh. “They what?”

She mimed some scissors with her forefingers. “Snip, snip,” she said. “Ze man gets ze balls snipped if he vants to ‘ave ze sex.”

Jim wiped his forehead on the back of his hand. Shaving was one thing, but this was altogether different. What an unusual custom! He liked his balls. And he wanted to keep them right where they were.

“Is there any way to make an exception?” he said, giving her a forced smile.

“No! If you ‘ave ze balls, zis vill mean no sex for you.”

He swallowed. He really wanted to have sex with her. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. After all, she’d been right about shaving. And he reminded himself again to keep an open mind. After all, they were soulmates.

“You’ll have to help me out a bit,” he said. “Men in this country don’t get their balls… er… snipped. I wouldn’t even know where to find out how to get it done.”

He hoped the fact it would be very difficult to find a doctor to perform the procedure would help him to sidestep this particular request.

“I vill do it,” she said, standing up. “All ze vomen in my village snip ze balls off ze men.”

He started to pace up and down, looking for a reason to persuade her otherwise. “Surely you don’t do all the men. There must be exceptions,” he said.

“No! No exceptions.”

“But why?”

She walked up to him and smiled for the first time. It stopped him dead in his tracks. She looked so captivating he felt like his body was about to melt into a puddle. He felt her hot breath on his neck as she leaned close to his ear.

“Because ze man loves to get ze balls snipped,” she purred in her exotic accent. “Ze man gets ze greatest pleasure from it.”

He felt her soft fingers exploring his shaved groin, making him instantly hard. She ran her fingernail up and down the length of his shaft, coming to rest on his balls as she looked deep into his eyes.

“Only ze French voman knows ‘ow to give ze man such exquisite pleasure.”

The way she said ‘exquisite pleasure’ made his cock throb with desire. She was his perfect match. How could this be wrong?

She led him to the couch and pushed him into it, not giving him a choice in the matter. He sat there with his cock twitching as she fetched a small case from her handbag. Then she knelt between his legs and readied a hypodermic needle. There was only a brief moment of pain as she inserted it into his sac. In a few seconds, his balls were completely numb.

She smiled again as she took a pair of scissors from the case, not wasting any time about making small cuts on either side of his sac. It was so confusing. She’d said he was supposed to feel great pleasure from her doing this, but he only felt very afraid. Perhaps it would get better as she went along.

“Just two little snips and out ze balls come,” she said, clearly enjoying herself as she squeezed one out of its protective purse. “Oh yes, it’s so full of ze naughty cum, it ‘as to be snipped.”

She let out a long appreciative sigh as she snipped the cord and put his ball in a small bottle. He still wasn’t enjoying it at all. When was that going to happen? He ground his teeth. So far, she’d been absolutely perfect as promised. He’d just have to trust she was right about this too.

“One more,” she purred, extracting his remaining manhood. “We must get all ze cum out.”

She took her time making the last cut, stretching the cord several times to gain extra length, before resting the blades against it. There was a very naughty sparkle in her eye as she snipped it free. With a few stitches to seal up each cut, his sac was now tight and empty.

She sat beside him on the couch and waved the bottle containing his balls in front of his face.

“How did you enjoy that?” she said.

He hadn’t enjoyed it at all. Did that come later? All he felt was a dull ache where his balls had been.

“I enjoyed myself very much indeed,” she said. “There’s nothing more pleasurable than snipping off a man’s balls and humiliating him about it afterward.”

He took a slow breath. “W—what happened to your accent?”

She suppressed a smile. “Oh, I’m not really French. I live across town. I would’ve got here sooner, but I’ve had a busy week. So many men putting their details onto a website. So many balls to snip.”

The reality of the situation began to sink in. “I guess we’re not going to have sex then.”

“No,” she said, waving the bottle next to his nose. “Well, at least you’re not going to have sex. I’m going to have a lovely time making my pussy cum later on.”

He looked down at his empty sac. “I guess you’re not a mail order bride either.”

She giggled. “You just paid me a hundred thousand dollars to snip off your balls. Perhaps you shouldn’t believe everything you read on the internet.”


The Agony of Desire

As Drew arrived at his floor of the apartment building, he noticed a woman in a long coat unlocking the door to the apartment across the hall from him. The apartment had been vacant for several weeks now, so he figured she must be the new tenant.

Not wanting to be creepy, he found his keys and walked to his own door. She heard him unlocking it and turned about.

“Hey,” she said, with a dazzling smile. She had full ruby-red lips and two rows of perfect white teeth.

Drew felt close to melting on the spot. She was gorgeous. She had glorious long brown wavy hair and a face like a pinup girl. Under her long coat, he wore a short dress that showed off her shapely legs. They went on for days, as did the delectable curves of her figure.

“Hey,” he said, although it came out like he’d been grabbed by the balls. Simply looking at her made them feel tender and tight.

She held up her keyring. “Which one is for the door,” she said.

“The one with the triangular head and cuts on two sides,” he replied.

She let out an enchanting giggle that made his cock throb. He was sure she wasn’t laughing at him. Something else had amused her.

“Cuts on two sides are always the best,” she said, and giggled again.

He wished he knew what she found so funny.

“I’m Drew,” he said. “Are you the new tenant?”

She nodded. “Lena. It’s nice to meet you.”

“Nice to meet you too. I’m sure we’ll see one another around,” he said, letting himself into his apartment.

He had to escape to catch his breath and so he could blink again. He knew he’d been staring at her wide-eyed, totally captivated by her beauty. If he’d stayed any longer, she would have thought he was a weirdo.

He couldn’t stop thinking about her all evening, no matter how hard he tried to distract himself. His mind kept wandering back to her sparkling green eyes, the shape of her bust and her lovely legs. She was hands down the prettiest girl he’d ever met, and now she was living right across the hall from him.

Her haunting beauty stopped him from sleeping too. He was totally overcome with a fit of desire. But this was no casual crush. It wracked his entire body, filling him with such longing he felt it as an unending ache.

As he tossed and turned, he started to think up excuses to go over and see her. Borrow a cup of sugar? Wow, no! That was the oldest cliché in the book. No matter what schemes and plans he came up with, none of them seemed any good. Eventually, he managed to get to sleep, but his dreams were filled with visions of Lena. She was the most desirable woman he’d ever seen, if only for a moment, as a chance meeting in the hallway.

He was absent-minded at work all the next day. He knew he had to deal with his powerful desire, or it was going to cause him problems for a good long while. It wasn’t just that she was very beautiful. There was something else about her too, a mysterious quality that he found irresistible. She seemed so confident in her own skin and he’d always been attracted to strong, powerful women.

He decided there was nothing for it. He would go around and see her after work.

His heart was in his throat as he stood at her front door. His hand was shaking so much, he didn’t know if he could press the buzzer. He sucked in a deep breath and stabbed it with his fingertip.

Lena opened the door a moment later. “Hey!” she said. “Drew, right? How can I help you?”

Drew held up an empty teacup. “I—I—I was w—wondering if I could borrow a cup of sugar,” he said.

She pressed her lips together as if she were suppressing a laugh. “Sure. Why don’t you come in,” she replied.

He nervously stepped inside, feeling like the biggest loser that had ever walked the planet. Still, the cliché was a small step in the right direction.

Lena’s apartment was nicely furnished. She had good quality furniture and the latest television and sound system.

She took the cup from his hands. “Take a seat on the couch while I see if I can give you some sugar,” she said, with a little wink. He wondered if it was an accidental flirtatious remark or if she meant she was attracted to him too.

He sat on one side of the couch so he could brace himself on the armrest. Even in her comfy ‘after work’ clothes, Lena looked ravishing. She had a loose white T-shirt on and a pair of pink boy shorts that hugged her beautiful bottom like a second set of skin. Even though he was nervous, his cock was enjoying the view and developing into a nice hard-on.

“Do you want a drink?” she said. “I’ve got wine open.”

“Uh, yeah, that’d be great,” he replied.

She came back a moment later with two glasses of white wine in her hands. She set one in front of him, then perched herself on the opposite side of the couch with her legs folded up on the seat. Her smile was quite dazzling, and he got lost in wild thoughts about getting a chance to kiss her.

“So, how was your day?” she said, sipping her wine.

“Uh, it was okay,” he said. How on earth did guys manage to make conversation with a pretty girl? It was the hardest thing in the world. It was like his brain had switched itself off so all the blood could be pumped to his cock.

“What do you do?” she said, smiling sweetly.

“I’m an administrator for the local council. It’s an okay job.”

He thought he’d really better start making an effort to make conversation, or she’d think he was a wet blanket.

“How about you? What do you do for a crust?” He winced as yet another cliché stumbled out of his mouth.

She didn’t seem to be perturbed by it. “I’m a castratrix,” she said.

“Oh, that’s nice,” he replied. He didn’t know what that was, but he didn’t want to look stupid. He was making enough of a mess of this as it was. “That must keep you busy.”

She shrugged. “I have some quiet days like anyone else.”

There was a long, awkward silence.

“Any hobbies?” he said, sipping his wine. The alcohol was calming his nerves a bit.

“My work is my hobby too,” she replied. “Isn’t that what we’re always told? Do what you love doing, and if you can make a living out of it, that’s even better.”

He looked around the lounge again, seeing all the nice things she owned. She clearly made quite a respectable living from being a cast… whatever it was.

“You don’t know what a castratrix does, do you,” she said.

He frowned. “Is it something in construction?”

She laughed. It was such a sweet sound, like the tinkling of a tiny bell, although he wondered if she was mocking him. “No. A castratrix is the title for a woman who has a fetish for castrating men.”

He swallowed a large mouthful of wine. “What, like for medical reasons?”

She laughed again. “No, entirely for sexual gratification.”

Drew couldn’t make any sense of this at all. What kind of man would get sexual fulfilment from getting his balls removed? He asked her as much.

“Oh, not for the man. The pleasure is entirely mine. The vast majority of men find it very humiliating to have a woman snip off their balls. They think they’re going to have the most amazing sex of their life and they end up with an emptied sac.”

It was so baffling, Drew decided it wasn’t worth asking her to explain how she made such a good living from doing something men didn’t even enjoy.

She leaned across the couch and put her hand on his thigh. Her touch sent a jolt through his body like he’d received a mild electric shock. “I think you’re one of the exceptions,” she said. “I think you’re the type of man who would enjoy getting his balls snipped.”

He watched as her hand crept up his thigh towards his crotch. “Why do you say that?” he stuttered.

“You haven’t run a mile. You’re fascinated. You want to know more. And… you’re hard as a rock… aroused by me talking about it.”

She put her hand on his cock and let out an appreciative sigh. “There, I’m right. I can give you a free exam if you like… no strings attached.” She giggled, although he didn’t quite understand what she found so funny.

She unzipped his pants. “You’re still not running away,” she said. “It turns you on, doesn’t it… thinking about me slowly taking my time to snip off each of your balls... feeling sublime pleasure between my legs as I strip away your ability to be sexually gratified.”

She reached into his pants and he gasped as she found the vertical fly of his briefs and reached inside. He hadn’t run a mile because he felt completely paralysed. He was powerless to stop her.

She found his cock and gave it a gentle stroke. “Yes… so hard… so aroused. Let’s check these balls. Mm… full and heavy.” She cupped them on her palm. “Yes, they’re ready to come off. Can you feel them sliding around, feeling loose?”

He nodded between stuttering breaths.

“That’s because you want me to open you up and take them out. You’re one of the rare men who are drawn to women like me, because you know I can fulfil your secret desire to surrender your sex to a beautiful woman.”

She squeezed his balls, and he struggled to breathe. An insane mix of pleasure and fear swept through his body in waves, reducing him to a helpless wreck.

“How did you sleep last night? Did you lie awake, thinking about me? Were you wondering how you could see me again so soon?” She giggled again and gave his balls a hard squeeze. “A cup of sugar! I’ll give you a different kind of sugar, two sweet snips. All you have to do is beg me to cut them off.”

He felt his grip on his sanity slipping away as he drowned in the glittering green pools of her eyes. His cock was aching with the need to cum while she squeezed his balls, but he couldn’t seem to escape her grasp, no matter how hard he tried. It was as if he had surrendered his free will to her.

A sudden surge of adrenaline brought him to his senses. He struggled free and stood up. “I have to go,” he said, and burst out the door.

His hands were shaking so much he couldn’t unlock his own front door. He fumbled with his keys, looking for the one with the triangular head and the cuts on both sides. Now he understood why she’d found their first meeting so amusing. It was what she did to a man’s balls.

The hair prickled on the back of his neck as if she were standing right behind him as he struggled to do the simple task. It felt like the hardest thing he’d ever done with his head spinning, his cock aching, and the lingering presence of her soft, warm hand on his balls.

Finally, he made it inside. He went straight to his room and collapsed onto his bed. He pumped his cock in his fist, trying desperately to relieve the tension in his balls. They felt so tight after being squeezed, like he was on the verge of an orgasm, but no matter how much he tried to cum, he couldn’t get there. His cock just ached and the more he pounded it the sorer it became.

Giving up, he tossed and turned, hoping sleep would take him and that he’d wake up in the morning feeling normal again. But sleep was as elusive as his need to orgasm. His cock continued to ache and his balls felt tighter than ever. When he felt them, they weren’t tight at all. They were hanging low and loose, just as Lena had said, ready to be cut.

There was only one cure for this madness. He leapt out of bed and returned to Lena, not even trying her buzzer. She’d left the door unlocked.

“Back for your sugar?” she said.

“Please make it stop,” he said.

She looked up at him and smiled, clearly enjoying the desperate need in his eyes. “You’re early. I thought you’d be at least another half hour.”

She put her wine on the coffee table, stood up and approached him. Again, he felt her hand slide into his pants to grip his balls. The aching need to cum intensified as she squeezed them harder than before.

“I’ve never met a man more ready to be snipped,” she said with such passion her voice deepened an octave.

She handled him roughly, tightening her fingers on his balls. He felt on the verge of collapse. It was like she was draining all the energy from his body.

Then she kissed him full on the mouth, diving deep inside with her tongue while she tortured his balls in her vice-like grip. The sense of losing his sanity doubled. He was on the edge of a cliff, ready to make a jump into an abyss from which there was no return.

She moaned as she kissed him, as if working his balls through her fingers was giving her the greatest pleasure. And the more she squeezed, the more he felt the desperate, aching need to cum. His poor cock was now so sore, he could feel it spreading through his groin, down his thighs and up his chest.

“Come,” she said, breaking for air. She led him by the balls to her bedroom, where she had a medical bed already prepared. “Lie down on the bed and I’ll take them out for a delicious snipping,” she said.

He lay down. What choice did he have? Only she could remove the desperate, lust-filled agony that wracked his body.

“What have you done to me?” he said, wanting more than anything else for the terrible ache to end.

“I’ve done nothing to you,” she replied, taking off her T-shirt. “I’ve just helped you to uncover your secret desire. You want your balls snipped by a wicked, beautiful, bare-breasted woman.”

As if she wanted to emphasise the point, she jiggled her breasts at him. They were the finest breasts he’d ever seen on a woman, round and full like two perfect orbs. As her tiny pink nipples hardened with desire, he opened his legs for her.

She took her time removing his balls. She made him suffer every second of the ache that consumed his body. She savoured every cut. As she got one out, it was like time had slowed. He felt every tug on his cord as she elongated it for cutting. And when she finally did take her scissors to it, her cruel little laugh humiliated him right to his core.

As she stripped his manhood away, tiny piece by tiny piece, he finally understood why men paid her to cut off their balls. Until she was prepared to remove them, the maddening agony of desire would never end. It would only get worse.

He had gazed upon the woman of his dreams, realising all he had done was unlock a dark desire. Now his balls were paying the price. He would have to endure her terrible grip and the desperate need for the agony to come to an end. He would have to endure it for as long as she chose to torment his balls. He prayed she wouldn’t take all night to finish cutting them off.


Sex Education

“Oh damn, I have to get going,” said Ella. “Sorry, babe, we’ll have to get back to this later.”

She expertly removed herself from Andy’s lap and his eager embrace. It left him immediately missing the softness of her lips and the warmth of her bottom on his thighs.

They’d agreed to take it slow as they got to know one another’s bodies. Up to this moment, he was certain she was going to let him take off her top so he could feel her breasts. Instead, she was gathering her bag to fix her lipstick after all the kissing they’d been doing.

His cock pulsed with desire as he looked at her applying generous coats of pink gloss to her perfect pout. She was easily the hottest girl at college. He adored her face, with her big blue eyes, long red hair and her cute freckles dotted over her pert nose and high cheekbones. And she had a body to die for, not that he’d been able to explore it naked yet.

“Can’t you stay a bit longer? I was looking forward to us… y’know… getting to the next stage.”

She put her lipstick in her bag and gave him a sweet smile. “I’ve got class.”

He was really desperate to get back to the kissing part, especially as she’d been rubbing his cock through his pants and he still had an aching hard-on. “Can’t you skip it?”

“It’s my favourite class. Sex education. It’s really fun.”

“Damn, I’m missing you already,” he said.

He was too. He’d just have to jerk off and hope that she’d be more forthcoming later. He couldn’t wait to have her hand on his cock… or maybe her mouth… or even better, her pussy. Just looking at Ella made him so damned horny, his head got as carried away as his libido.

“You could come along if you like,” she said. “Who knows? We might learn about something we could try together later on. Y’know like doing a practical assignment.”

Now that was more like it. All he’d have to do was sit through a class with her and then they could get it on. He nodded enthusiastically. It wouldn’t matter if the class was boring. At least he’d be spending more time with Ella.

While her head was turned, he quickly adjusted himself, so he could stand up and not have such an obvious erection in his pants. He grabbed his satchel and positioned it to cover his crotch.

As they walked to college, his erection calmed down, and he slung his bag over his back.

“So what do they teach you in sex education? I would’ve thought you already knew all about the birds and the bees.”

“Oh, it’s not that basic,” she replied. “That’s why it’s a lot of fun. We learn about all sorts of things.”

“Like what?”

“Well, last week we studied…” She put her fingertips to her lips as if she were too embarrassed to go on.

“It’s okay. There’s no need to be shy about it.”

“Penises,” she said with a small giggle.

He raised his eyebrows. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all. As far as he was concerned, the more she knew about his penis the better, especially if she was learning about all the ways she could make him cum.

They arrived at college and she took him to one of the smaller lecture theatres in the main building. It was a very small class with only a dozen students. They were all girls and universally hot, although not as hot as Ella. They had arranged the chairs in a semicircle around a raised bed. There was also a whiteboard that had a basic cartoon of an erect penis and two prominent balls.

The lecturer was also pretty damned hot for an older woman and she wasn’t ashamed about showing it off. Although dressed professionally, her skirt was cut above the knee and she had the top three buttons of her blouse undone to show off her deep cleavage.

All the oestrogen in the room made his head spin and his cock start to swell again. He quickly took a seat beside Ella and crossed his legs.

Ella patted his thigh. “Ooo… I can’t wait to find out what we’ll be learning today.”

“Good afternoon, class,” said the lecturer. She looked at Andy. “For the benefit of our guest, my name is Ms West. Today, we’ll be looking into a topic that’s my personal favourite. Balls.”

Ella jiggled in excited anticipation. Andy’s balls felt very heavy between his legs.

Ms West looked at him again. “Well, seeing as we have a pair in the room with us today, perhaps you could assist me with the demonstrations.”

Andy shook his head. “Ah, I’d rather—”

“Splendid!” she said, ushering him from his chair. “What’s your name, young man?”

“Andy,” he replied, feeling his cheeks flush as he faced the room of wide-eyed girls.

Ms West put her hands on her hips and pouted very seductively. It gave him chills. “Andy. Splendid. Now, you’ll need to take off your pants to assist me,” she said.

He reluctantly removed his pants and felt his face growing hot with embarrassment.

“And your briefs,” said Ms West. “There’s nothing to be shy about, Andy. We’ve all seen a man’s genitals before.”

Most of the girls had their lips pressed together to suppress a smile as he removed his briefs. Under such scrutiny, his penis seemed to want to hide. He felt certain it looked tiny, which only added to his embarrassment and humiliation. Hell, why had he agreed to come along? Ella, he reminded himself. He was doing this so he could have sex with Ella.

“Splendid,” said Ms West. “I see a fine pair of balls on young Andy, ladies. Note the size, shape and how low they hang. I can tell by looking at them that Andy has a good, heavy pair.” She turned back to him. “Now, hop up on the bed and spread your legs for us if you please.”

He climbed onto the bed, lay back, and spread his legs. He hoped if he just looked at the ceiling, the time would pass quickly. The ‘practical assignment’ with Ella later on had better be worth it for all this humiliation.

He squirmed as he thought about her sitting across the room, watching him be a test subject. This was the first time she would have seen his penis too. He hoped she wasn’t disappointed. He didn’t have any idea about what size she liked. For that matter, he wasn’t sure how he compared to other men either. Still, Ms West had complimented him about his balls, so that was a good start.

“As we covered off last week with penises, there are also many ways to pleasure a man with his balls,” said Ms West.

Andy felt her take his balls in her hand. An erection immediately sprang up, quite beyond his control. She carefully weighed them on her fingers.

“Oh yes, as I thought, this is a very good pair indeed. They’re very full and heavy. Which lucky lady do they belong to?”

He glanced up and saw Ella had raised her hand. She had a big smile on her face that put him at ease. She was radiant and just one look at her made his cock pulse with excitement.

“So, to get a man aroused, you can begin by squeezing them,” said Ms West.

She did so. Andy gasped. In complete contrast to his expectations, it felt great. The way her fingers worked his balls, rolling them around as she applied pressure, made him feel like she was priming him to cum. He felt it swelling in him fast and he gritted his teeth, hoping she wouldn’t continue to play with them for too long. The last thing he wanted to do was cum from getting his balls squeezed in front of a room full of girls… in front of Ella.

Thankfully, Ms West stopped her playful handling before he passed the point of no return. She got a tissue and mopped the glistening bead of pre-cum that had formed from the tip of his cock.

“There, ladies, you can see how Andy is already quite aroused, with little more than a squeeze. If he was my boyfriend, I would’ve had myself a tasty treat.”

She lifted his balls on her fingers so the girls had a better view. “You can also take them into your mouth and suck them to give him further pleasure. It applies the same feeling of pressure as squeezing, but adds the warmth and wetness of your mouth. An expert mistress can make her man cum by sucking his balls, without even needing to do anything at all to his cock.”

Andy was both disappointed and relieved she didn’t offer to demonstrate this oral technique. He could happily imagine having his balls in her mouth, but that was something he didn’t want Ella to see. He looked at her longingly. Maybe she would try sucking his balls later on. That would make this all worthwhile.

“Then there is the advanced technique of overfilling a man’s balls with cum, so they get rock hard and swollen. This is a lot of fun, ladies, as you’ll make him so desperate to cum, he’ll be beside himself. But we’ll cover that technique when we look at the prostate next week. Any questions?”

There were none. Andy thought this sounded like she was wrapping up her lecture, so he let out a silent breath of relief.

“But enough about his pleasure. Let’s move onto the much more interesting topic of your pleasure,” said Ms West.

She walked around the bed and calmly fitted his arms into velcro restraints. “Now these will be necessary as the vast majority of men won’t enjoy this as much as you will and they will try to run away. You can also tie him up, use handcuffs, ziplock ties or whatever else floats your boat.” She then secured his ankles, put a strap across his chest and another around his neck, completely immobilising his body. “I’m talking about the sublime act of snipping off a man’s balls.”

“Wait! What?” said Andy.

Ms West was too engrossed in preparing for her next demonstration to respond to his outburst. She produced a stainless steel tray from under the bed. There were various surgical tools lined up on it.

“Um… can you let me go?” he said.

All the girls watching snickered, including Ella.

“And this is usually necessary too,” said Ms West, holding up a cloth medical muzzle. “As soon as you mention you’re going to snip a man’s balls, they all start complaining like sissies.”

She fitted the muzzle over his face. His heart rate went through the roof. She wasn’t actually going to do it was she? He struggled against his bonds, but they were designed to immobilise a combative patient. He wasn’t going anywhere until someone took them off.

“First, you should give him a shave, that’s if he doesn’t shave himself already. I see Andy is fond of a trim, which is a good start. Men look much nicer if they’re fully shaved. It’s also much nicer for you if their balls are nice and smooth when you snip them. Any ideas why?”

A girl put up her hand. “Because touch is one of the most powerful senses during sex?”

“Exactly. For you, this is a tactile experience, so you’ll want to enhance every aspect to gain the most pleasure from performing the act. Smooth balls, cutting, squeezing, stretching and snipping.” She fanned her face with her fingers. “Oh my, snipping balls really has it all for a girl. Young Andy’s pair are getting me quite hot and bothered. He’s lucky he’s not my boyfriend, or I’d be plucking those perfect plums right now.”

Andy was feeling terrified out of his mind, which wasn’t eased at all by the sight of Ms West raising a syringe.

“Make sure you use an anaesthetic. Prep it to remove any air by holding it upright and pressing the plunger. Then we inject the ball sac like so.”

Andy winced as she put the needle into his sac and emptied the contents. It acted quickly, numbing his groin. He fought against his restraints, but had to resign himself to the fact there was no way he was going to break free.

“Next we get to cutting, which is the best part,” said Ms West. “Line up girls. It’s important you understand what needs to be cut and where.”

She waited patiently as the girls lined up. Andy looked at all their pretty faces, wide-eyed with excitement. His eyes wandered to their heaving breasts, revealing their arousal. There were so many sets of lovely legs before him, his poor throbbing cock had no idea they were all eager to learn about snipping off a man’s balls. If he’d learned one fact himself today, it was that a man’s cock is completely disconnected from all rational thought.

“Now, take turns to feel around the side of the sac to find the spermatic tube. That’s where you’ll want to make a cut, one on each side.”

She had been showing the girls where they were, but his balls were so numb, he couldn’t feel anything at all. One at a time, each of the girls handled him, until they found his tubes. Ella went last. She looked so aroused by this she was quivering with excitement. Andy pleaded with her to let him out of his restraints, but could only make unintelligible grunts.

“Now, you can make one cut in the middle of the sac to remove both of his balls, but really, cutting a man is so much fun, it’s more enjoyable to do two,” said Ms West. “Then it takes longer too. Once you’ve made the cut, ease his testicle out of it, elongate the spermatic tube and give it a snip. You can mix this up as much as you like, one at a time, both together, slow, fast, however you like. It’s all down to personal preference.”

Andy squeezed his eyes shut and prayed to whatever power controlled the Universe to save his balls.

“Once you’ve had your fun, two or three stitches is more than enough to seal the cuts. Any questions?”

One girl raised her hand. “Should we cut off his penis too?”

Ms West gasped. “Oh, heavens no! That’s just cruel, not to mention very messy. As we discussed last week, a man gets hard by pumping blood into his penis, so you’ll have a nasty mess to deal with if you want to do that. Plus, it’s much better if you let him keep it, to remind him of how humiliating it was to get his balls snipped. You see, once that’s done, his penis will shrink and stay limp, so you’ll get the added fun of teasing him about having a tiny pee-pee along with an emptied sac.”

By this time, Andy was seeing spots in front of his eyes. He continued to pray to the Universe to let him keep his balls.

“Well, that about wraps it up for today,” said Ms West. “Ella, as you’re the lucky lady to have a man with such a fine pair of balls, I’ll leave it with you to tidy up. Ladies, next week we’ll have fun with prostates. If someone wants to bring a volunteer, we can have another hands-on session.”

Andy’s eyeballs went dry as he watched Ms West and the other students file out of the room. Ella waited at his side with a small smile on her lovely lips. Once they’d all gone, she removed the muzzle from his face.

“T—that was a really weird class,” he said.

“I told you we learned lots of interesting things,” said Ella. Her lovely breasts were still heaving with excitement as she spoke.

“Can you let me out of these restraints?” he said.

She nodded, flicked her long red locks over her shoulder, and then fitted the muzzle back over his face.

“I’ll let you out soon. It’s just… I can’t wait for tonight to do our practical assignment,” she said, reaching for a pair of surgical scissors from the tray. “I really enjoyed today’s class… and I really want to get a good grade.”

Andy had always loved the way Ella giggled when she was having fun. Now, it didn’t sound quite as cute. She giggled the entire time she shaved his groin bare. Then without missing a single one of Ms West’s instructions, she giggled non-stop as, one by one, she took her time snipping off his balls.


Addicted To Bad Girls

Every day, Perry went the same way home from college. He knew he should take a different route, but he felt compelled to go the same way, even though he was well aware of the danger that lurked in the park. It was a strange mix of feelings, being filled with fear and attracted to it at the same time. It made him wonder if he was one of those people who secretly enjoyed pain and humiliation. Or perhaps it was like the attraction some girls had for bad boys, but in reverse.

As always, Anya and Daphne were waiting for him by the old oak tree at the centre of the park. Under its enormous canopy, they could go about their business in the secrecy of the shadows.

Anya was blond, busty and gorgeous. To anyone else, it would be unimaginable to think her big innocent brown eyes hid a girl with a very mean streak. He remembered the first time he’d seen her. He’d thought it was his lucky day as she’d approached him from the shade of the oak tree. She had such an endearing smile on her full, glossy lips. He hadn’t thought twice about talking to her.

Daphne was a brunette and no less pretty than her blond counterpart. She had dazzling blue eyes and the most kissable, glossy lips. When she’d joined her friend that first day, Perry thought he must have died and gone to heaven. He’d met two gorgeous girls who were very interested in getting to know him. What could be better?

Today, Anya was wearing a blue miniskirt and a short, tight top that showed off her slim waist and flat stomach. Daphne was wearing a pink miniskirt and a cashmere top that clung to her large, round breasts in a way that made his groin ache with desire. And their legs were so long and shapely. Other boys his age who didn’t have girlfriends were jerking themselves off to porn. Perry didn’t need porn with girls like Anya and Daphne to imagine, while he relieved himself on a tissue.

“Hey, Perry,” said Anya, while she twirled a blond lock through her fingers.

“Come back for more?” said Daphne, with her hands on her hips. “I’m beginning to think you like it.”

If he were honest with himself, he was back for more. Anya and Daphne were the two most beautiful girls he’d ever seen. He hoped that some day they would tire of their little game. If that happened, they might even be able to become friends. If they could do that, it could go further. Having either one of them as his girlfriend would make it all worthwhile.

Anya pushed him up against the tree, pinning him to it with her hand pressed to his shoulder. He loved being so close to her, where he could smell her delicate, floral perfume. Daphne pressed her hand to his other shoulder, making it very hard for him to wriggle out of their grasp. She also smelled wonderful, like sweet vanilla and wild flowers.

“He does like it,” said Anya. “Otherwise he would put up a fight.”

She drove her fist into his stomach, knocking the wind from his lungs.

“Surely he’s not afraid to hit a girl,” said Daphne, taking her turn to punch his stomach.

At this point, there was no point in trying to answer. He had no air in his lungs. They were burning for oxygen. However, Anya and Daphne were determined to deprive him of it. Taking turns, they kept punching him in the stomach, never anywhere else. They seemed to like seeing him struggle to breathe. Once they found their rhythm, they started giggling as they continued to work him over, making sure he would be sore for days after they’d finished.

“How much do you think he can take?” said Anya, driving her fist into him without mercy.

“He’s had more than he can handle already,” said Daphne, taking her turn. “But with no air, he can’t cry like a sissy.”

They continued on for a few more minutes before tiring of this session. They let him go and he fell to the grass, gasping for air and clutching his stomach. Even now, he thought they looked so beautiful as they stood over him. And he could see up their skirts. As always, they both wore matching panties. Anya had a blue lace pair that gave him a hint of bare skin underneath. Daphne wore a pink silk pair that only just covered her pussy. Both looked damp, as if they’d become aroused from working him over. The bruises were worth it to see such feminine perfection.

Despite being sore, he had a wonderful orgasm as he jerked off later, remembering their pretty faces, the smell of their perfume, and those sexy, wet panties. He knew he should stop going to the park when he knew they would be there. How could he stop? He adored them. If this was the only way he could be in their company, then he’d take it. No other girls even came close to being as lovely as Anya and Daphne.

The following week he stood at the edge of the park, knowing they would be waiting for him under the old oak tree. His stomach had recovered from the last session, but his head was in a funk, trying to process confused thoughts. What if they went further and gave him a beating he couldn’t get over without help? The last thing he wanted was to get them into trouble. Then it would be over, and he’d probably never see either of them again.

That thought alone carried him to the old oak tree, where as expected, Anya and Daphne were waiting. Today Anya was wearing a blue, short-sleeved shirt which was unbuttoned to provide a tantalising view of her heavenly cleavage. Daphne had a shirt on too, but she’d tied the tails up under her bust to show off her waist and stomach. Both wore matching short skirts.

“Hey, Perry,” said Daphne. There was something different about her tone of voice. She wasn’t using her usual mocking tone.

“Don’t worry, we’re not going to beat you up,” said Anya.

“Um… okay,” he said, at a loss for words about how to respond to this sudden sea change in their attitude toward him.

“We’ve been really mean to you,” continued Anya, giving him a sad little pout.

“Too mean,” said Daphne, with puppy eyes. “Can you forgive us?”

The words rushed out of his mouth. “Of course!” He felt elated as he took in their words. They were finally coming around.

“Do you want to come back to our place and hang out?” said Anya, her pout brightening into an adorable smile.

“Sure!” he replied. He didn’t know what he was supposed to be doing now or what assignments he had to get done, but that didn’t matter. Making friends with Anya and Daphne was much more important. He’d flunk a class just to spend more time with them.

They swapped small talk as they walked back to the girls’ flat. It was easy to talk about people at college, teachers, and what classes they were taking. Finally, it felt amazing to get to know them better, rather than getting to know what it was like to be on the receiving end of their fists. And neither of them was anything like he expected. They were both adorably playful and fun to be with.

Once they got back to the flat, they flopped onto the couches and continued talking. Perry’s head was now spinning in an entirely different way. He wanted to give them equal attention, to show that he didn’t prefer one over the other.

“So, Perry, why don’t you have a girlfriend?” said Anya.

“Yeah,” said Daphne. “You’re cute. Why have you been fooling around with us when you could be chasing other girls?”

His heart started pounding and he considered a range of responses, all of which they’d know were excuses. “Uh… I guess I haven’t met the right girl yet,” he said, dodging the question. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t like you… both… just as much.”

“Cute guys have no trouble getting a girl,” said Anya.

“C’mon, you can tell us,” said Daphne. “Do you have a small penis?”

The question took him by surprise. He wasn’t sure if it was small or not. It wasn’t like guys stood around comparing their cocks whenever they could, and he’d never had a girlfriend to comment on it. He told them as much.

“Oh, well, we can help,” said Anya. “Why don’t you take off your pants? Then we can measure you.”

“I dunno. I’m kinda too embarrassed to do that,” he replied.

“Okay, we’ll make it easy for you. We’ll show you our pussies if you show us your penis. That’s a fair trade,” said Daphne.

His eyes felt like they were going to pop out of his head as she made that suggestion, and his mouth responded before his brain could process it. “Okay!”

One by one, the girls got up, walked over to him so they were only inches away from his face, and lifted their skirts. Hooking a thumb into the waistbands of their panties, they pulled them aside for a few seconds so he could have a look. Both were clean-shaven, so he had the most intimate view of their perfect little lips. He was so stunned by the sight, his body didn’t know what to do, but it made his groin ache with desire.

“Our turn,” said Daphne. She got a wooden chair from the table and put it in the middle of the lounge. They made him sit in it and helped him out of his pants and briefs.

Lifting his shirt tails, Anya took a look at his cock. It was plump and excited, but not fully erect, as the adrenaline flooding his system was scrambling all rational thought and swamping him with powerful emotions.

“There’s your problem,” said Anya. “It’s quite small.”

“Not even worth measuring,” said Daphne. “It’d be lucky to make four inches.”

“Oh, that’s a pity,” said Anya. “And we were just starting to get along so well.”

Daphne walked behind him and took him by the arms. Before he could react, she slipped a loop of rope around his wrists, binding them tight. Then she secured his arms to the back of the chair.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he protested.

Anya gave him a much more familiar smile. “Guys with small dicks get their balls snipped,” she said.

Daphne finished tying him up and gagged him with a tea towel.

“We tried being nice, but the truth is it’s too hard. We’re both completely wicked at heart,” said Anya. “And there’s nothing better than snipping the balls off a boy with a small penis.”

He didn’t understand what they were talking about until they got busy doing it. Then the reality of the situation dawned on him. They were going to cut off his balls!

Daphne’s bonds were too tight to escape, so he could do little more than watch as they injected him with an anaesthetic. Anya did the cutting, while Daphne giggled in his ear.

“Do you know what happens when a wicked girl trims your balls?” she said. “No more erections, no more orgasms. All you get is a tiny, limp dick.”

“We should have snipped him ages ago,” said Anya, as she worked his balls out of his sac.

“Give them a good stretch and make him feel how humiliating it is to have the two girls he adores most in the world, clipping his nuts,” said Daphne.

Anya obliged, taking both of his balls at once and pulling on them hard. The dull, tight ache spread from his groin to his stomach, worse than any beating they’d given him in the past. It was so overpowering he clenched his teeth and prayed for it to stop. A beating would have been a mercy compared to this torture.

“I think he likes it,” said Daphne. “Let me have a go.”

They swapped positions and Daphne went to work on his balls, stretching and elongating the cords. She enjoyed the tormented look in his eyes as she made him aware he was about to lose his manhood forever.

“One each?” said Daphne to Anya.

“You go ahead, babe,” said Anya. “I snipped the last sissy.”

Daphne smiled as she picked up the scissors and looked him in the eye. “Bye bye balls,” she said, as she snipped the cords.

What happened after was like a dream. His body and mind were so overwhelmed he could barely comprehend what had happened to him. They’d sewn him up, untied him and put him in a taxi to send him home, minus his balls.

A week later, the soreness between Perry’s legs was now just a dull ache, an enduring reminder of what was now missing from his sac. Anya and Daphne had been right about the effects of having his balls clipped. His poor little cock couldn’t get hard anymore. There had been no lovely sessions where he’d jerked himself off thinking about their perfect, tight pussies. He couldn’t get hard anymore or cum. It was like he had a limp noodle instead of a penis.

As he stood at the edge of the park, he knew he should walk a different way home. But he couldn’t help himself.

“How did you enjoy getting your little pee-pee broken?” said Anya, as she laid into his stomach with her fist.

“It’s just a shame we can only snip you once,” said Daphne, as she took her turn to knock the wind from his body. “I’d love to take you home and do it again.”

He couldn’t help himself from walking this way home, even if they had done the one thing to him that should make him hate them more than anything in the world. He knew the reason, but he didn’t want to get over it. He loved being addicted to bad girls, and they were the baddest girls he had ever met.


A Fairy Tale

Nolan’s tooth was aching, and it was keeping him awake. He tossed and turned for a while. Finally, he accepted the fact he’d have to take some painkillers to have any chance of getting some sleep. If the dentist wasn’t so damned busy, he’d be able to get it taken out rather than having to put up with the nagging ache night after night.

He went to the bathroom, swallowed some pills and took himself back to bed. The last time he’d endured this problem, he’d been six years old. Back then, once the aching tooth had come out, he’d believed that if he put it under his pillow, a magical fairy would visit him in the night. The fairy would leave him a coin in exchange for the obsolete tooth.

He laughed to himself. Fancy believing in the Tooth Fairy. Although, he had to admit, he’d never caught his parents pretending to be the mysterious fairy who collected unwanted ivory. He’d always gone to sleep without being disturbed and woken up the next morning to find a shiny coin under his pillow.

The fond memories of childhood were enough to help him go to sleep. He started having a very grown-up and pleasant dream about his ex-girlfriend. She was a pretty redhead with the most amazing pussy. They were about to play some naughty games in the bedroom. It was just getting to an interesting part where they were taking off their clothes, when he felt a gentle tug on his duvet.

His eyes flicked open, but he couldn’t see anything in the dark. He was sure there was somebody else in the room with him, and if he wasn’t mistaken, they were trying to get into his bed from the bottom. He reached over and flicked on the bedside light.

A woman emerged from the covers. She gasped.

He also gasped. Not only was it a shock to see a woman in his room, she was the strangest looking woman he’d ever seen, although she was also incredibly beautiful. She had pale skin which had a pearl-like lustre, long straight golden-blond hair and mysterious, sparkling blue eyes. Her dress looked like it had been made out of translucent butterfly wings. It was very tight, off the shoulder, and barely covered her large, round breasts. Dangling on her arm was a small sparkling handbag, looking like its maker had encrusted it with starlight. Even more peculiar, she looked like she had large, translucent butterfly wings of her own.

“Why are you awake?” she said. She had a breathy, ethereal voice that was otherworldly, but very seductive.

“What are you doing in my room?” he replied, hugging the duvet to his chest.

“I asked first,” she said.

“I’m awake because you’re in my room and trying to climb into my bed!” he said.

She sighed. “I know that. But you’re not supposed to wake up. It’s against the rules.”

“Rules? What rules?”

She planted her hands on her curvaceous hips, and he saw her dress was quite short. It finished just below her pussy. She had lovely legs too.

“It’s too complicated to explain,” she said. “And nobody has ever woken up before.”

“Well, I have a toothache, so I’ve been sleeping lightly.”

She sighed heavily this time. “I know you have a toothache. A colleague told me about it.”

He was starting to get annoyed with her impatient tone. “Well, you can blame my dentist if you don’t like it. He probably isn’t aware of these ‘rules’ of yours either.”

She folded her arms, looked away and tapped her foot.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Waiting for you to go back to sleep,” she said.

“I can’t do that with you standing at the end of my bed!” he complained.

The truth of the matter was he was enjoying watching her get flustered. It was making her chest heave, and he was wondering if her lovely, large breasts might pop out of her dress. They certainly looked like they were about to at any moment.

“Oh, this is most irregular,” she huffed.

“Are you from the dentist?” he asked.

She did a neat pirouette to allow him to see her from all angles and then laughed at him. “Do I look like a dental hygienist?”

He wanted to tell her she looked gorgeous and that he was fast getting a very nice boner, but it was probably a bit early for that. After all, they’d only just met. And what’s more, they’d met in unusual circumstances, so he was better to play it slow.

“I was asking because you said a colleague told you I had a toothache,” he said.

“Ah, I see! Yes, the Tooth Fairy told me your bottom right lateral incisor needs to be removed.”

It was Nolan’s turn to give her a mocking laugh, even if she had named the problem tooth in his mouth. “The Tooth Fairy? Everybody knows the Tooth Fairy isn’t real.”

“You try telling her that,” the mysterious woman replied. “But I wouldn’t recommend it. It’s a bad idea to make her mad. She packs a solid right uppercut that’ll knock out all your front teeth.”

“Wow! Really?”

“Of course! She’s obsessed with collecting teeth, for crying out loud,” the woman replied, rolling her large, blue eyes at him. Damn, she was beautiful, even when she was losing her temper.

Nolan started to piece the clues together. “So… if she’s your colleague… then you’re a fairy too?”

The fairy gave him a small curtsy. “Well done, Nolan. Go to the top of the class.”

“So what kind of fairy are you?”

The fairy huffed. “I’m the Balls Fairy. Yes, yes, yes, I’m quite aware it doesn’t have the same ring to it as the Tooth Fairy. I know it doesn’t have the same je ne sais quoi, the allure or the mystery, but it’s an important job nonetheless.”

“The Balls Fairy?” he said, frowning. What the hell was a Balls Fairy? He asked her as much, but in a much more polite fashion.

“If you have an aching tooth, the tooth comes out and the Tooth Fairy visits you in the night to take it away. Like I said, she collects teeth. I deal with aching balls. If you have aching balls, I give them a lovely trim and take them away. Like her, I have a collection too.”

Nolan felt totally confused. What kind of balls? Tennis balls? Basketballs? And how was one to know if they ached? And why would she trim them first? She really was a most peculiar fairy.

“Human balls,” she said, answering the question that was painted on his face. “Specifically male human balls.”

He looked at her wide-eyed and swallowed. “B—but my balls don’t ache,” he said. Right now they felt very tight, like they were trying to hide.

“Yes, they do. You’re not aware of it because you have a toothache and you’ve been taking medication. So I’m here to snip them off and take them away. Nixie will be along later in the week for your tooth.”

“Who’s Nixie?”

The fairy let out a long sigh. “The Tooth Fairy, you numbskull! Look, can we just get on with it? I have a schedule to keep. If you’d done your part and stayed asleep, I’d have your nuts safely tucked in my purse and be well on my way to my next appointment.”

“What if I don’t want to have them… snipped?” he said.

“It’s the rules,” she said. “Aching balls have to be snipped. Yours have been aching for months now, ever since you broke up with that foxy redhead, Clarice, the one with the lovely, tight pussy.”

Damn, she was right about that too. Clarice had been his last girlfriend. Sex with her had been great. He hadn’t been able to get a girlfriend since and his balls had been aching to experience another pussy even half as good as hers had been.

“Any chance you can make an exception? Y’know, there’s nothing wrong with them other than the fact I haven’t had sex in ages. Cutting them off seems a little extreme.”

She planted her hands on her hips again and looked devastatingly sexy. Now he could feel the ache she’d been talking about. Since Clarice had left him, his balls had been aching to have a decent cum, but no amount of jerking off could satisfy his need as much as her pussy.

“I know what you were dreaming about when you were asleep. You were dreaming about her, weren’t you? That’s why your balls ache. Well, I’m here to fix it.” She pulled the covers off the bed. “C’mon, I haven’t got all night.”

He clamped his hands over his groin, partly to hide the fact he had an erection and partly to protect his balls. She sat down next to him and pulled his hands away, one by one. Then she put her hand on his cock and began to stroke it.

“Poor little penis. You know that was the reason she left you. She met another man who had a normal sized cock.”

“Really? She told me she was moving across the country to another city for a new job.”

The fairy shook her head. “No, she’s still at the same address. Girls and penises are a funny business. We all like something different. Lucky for you, I like them tiny. The smaller the better. How’s your little guy feeling now? Better?”

He shook his head. It actually felt wonderful to have a woman stroking his cock again after so much time, but he really wanted to keep his balls.

She cupped his balls with her other hand, and they immediately started to ache. The longer she held them, the more the ache intensified, until it was like he’d just had an unwanted knee to the groin. All the while, she stroked his cock. The combination of pleasure and pain completely addled his wits.

“Oh yes, it’s quite bad. These should have come off long ago,” she said.

She opened her handbag and took out a bottle of cream. Applying a generous amount to his groin, she massaged it in while she stroked his cock with her other hand.

“What will happen to me after you take them?” he squeaked.

“The ache will go away,” she replied.

The cream was very soothing, and he felt his entire groin go numb, dulling the dreadful ache. It was some kind of magical anaesthetic, but it also dissolved all the hair around his cock and balls, leaving him perfectly smooth.

Next she retrieved a small pair of scissors from her handbag.

He looked at the small, sharp blades glistening in the light. “Isn’t there another way?”

She shook her head as she positioned them on one side of his sac. “If we’d figured that out, you wouldn’t need to go to the dentist to have your teeth out. And… well… if I’m honest about it, I do enjoy snipping a pair of balls.”

“Y—you enjoy it? How can you possibly enjoy it?” he whimpered.

“Well, I wouldn’t be much of a Balls Fairy if I didn’t enjoy it,” she replied, squeezing his first ball out of its sac.

He noticed the change on her face. She was now glowing, as if she had some kind of magical aura. Her breasts were swelling with pleasure as she elongated his cord and snipped his ball free.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” he said, watching her drop his severed testicle into a small bottle with a sparkling lid.

“Until fifteen minutes ago, you didn’t believe in the Tooth Fairy either,” she replied. “Now stop being a sissy about it. I’m having a wonderful time snipping them off and you’re ruining the moment for me.”

He tried not to look as she went to work on the other side, but it was too hard. How could he look away when a gorgeous woman was castrating him? It was his dream come true and his worst nightmare happening at the same time.

She let out a long sigh of satisfaction as she used her scissors to remove the last of his manhood. Then she plucked a golden hair from her head and threaded a needle with it. She used this to neatly stitch up his cuts. Then her needle, scissors, and the bottle containing his balls disappeared into her handbag.

“Thank you, Nolan, that was quite splendid,” she said, standing up, preparing to leave. “No more aching balls for you. Two splendid balls for me.”

“Just one question,” he said. “If everyone knows about the Tooth Fairy, why haven’t I heard of you before?”

She smiled. “Because men don’t like mentioning the fact that a fairy visited them in the night to snip off their balls. Now your pee-pee is going to shrink to a tiny button. And it’s always going to be little and limp. That’s quite humiliating, wouldn’t you agree? It’s not really a topic you’d chat to the lads about over a few beers.”

He stroked his empty sac, feeling only two short rows of stitches where moments ago, there had been two heavy, cum-filled balls. It was worse than humiliating.

“It all seems so unnecessary,” he said.

She giggled. “Oh, it was completely unnecessary. You just needed to get laid, not get your balls snipped.”

He gasped. “Then… why?”

“Because some fairies are good… and some are very wicked. I’ll let you figure out which group I belong to. Nighty-night!”

She wiggled her fingers in a cute wave and vanished, along with his balls.


Coming Clean

Lacey looked at Wesley. The frown lines that wrinkled his cute face showed he was nervous about what he needed to say. It was their fourth date, and they’d agreed to get to know one another better before they had sex. There had been some very enjoyable kissing and cuddling, and now she was ready for more. As she’d told him this, he’d started to fidget and rub his hands with worry.

With the look on his face not going away, she wondered if she should have waited to say she was ready to have sex. It might have been better to make the announcement when they got back to her place. He was probably nervous because she’d raised the subject in a crowded bar. The deep creases lining his lovely face were making her nervous.

“Hey, are you okay?” she said, reaching out to touch his hand.

He lowered his gaze and stuffed a finger in his mouth to chew his nail.

“It’s okay. You can tell me,” she said. “I hope you haven’t suddenly realised you’re gay.”

This got a smile and a small chuckle out of him.

He looked up again. “Even if I was, I think I’d go hetero just to be with you,” he said. “You are the most beautiful girl I’ve ever met.”

“You’re just saying that because I have big tits,” she said.

His eyes went to her chest and he let out another laugh. She did have very large, upright, round breasts, and teasing him playfully about them was helping to make him relax.

“If you play your cards right, I might let you see them later on. But first, why don’t you tell me what’s bothering you,” she said.

He ran his fingers through his dark hair and cleared his throat. “Before we have sex, I should come clean with you…”

His pregnant pause told her he was finding it really hard to part with this information. Hell, what could it be? Her mind rattled through the possibilities and quickly arrived at the most common sexual insecurity for men.

“I don’t care if you have a small penis,” she said.

He swallowed hard. “It’s not that. Well, I dunno, I haven’t actually measured it.”

She took his hand again, hoping he’d find it in himself to trust her. “I have my measuring tape in my handbag, so we can find out while you look at my naked breasts.”

He took a deep breath and his shoulders dropped as he relaxed. “Okay. I’ll just come out with it… I have a castration fetish.”

She felt her eyes widen as she processed what he’d just said. She’d heard some men had this rare fetish, but she never expected she would date one.

“I knew it,” he said, his face sinking in despair. “Now you think I’m weird. Well, it was nice knowing you, Lacey. Really. I meant every word I said about you being the kindest, most beautiful woman I’ve ever met.”

He dropped his head.

She squeezed his hand. “Um… okay. That’s not something I hear every day, but I’m not going to flick you off because you have an unusual fetish.” She thought about it for a minute. “Does that mean you haven’t got any balls? Because I can understand how that would be a problem if we wanted to have sex.”

He shook his head. “No, I’m intact. It’s just a fantasy, all in my head. Somewhere along the way, my ability to get sexually aroused got wired to my fear response. And what’s scarier for a man than losing his balls?”

She took a large sip of her wine, which ended up being a gulp, and raised her finger to the waiter to order another.

“So what happens if we want to have sex?” she said. “Do I have to dress up as the boogeyman for you to get hard?”

He laughed wholeheartedly now. “No, you look perfect just the way you are. But a little castration play will help me along. Otherwise, I have a lot of trouble getting it up.”

He looked at her as if he expected to see her bolt out the door as soon as she could.

She tapped her fingers on the table and wished the waiter would hurry up with her wine. This was quite an unexpected turn of events. She told herself to keep an open mind. Everyone had different needs for sexual gratification.

“So tell me what’s involved. I can’t say I’m all that excited if I have to do something like knee you in the nuts.”

He raised his hands in a peace offering. “No, nothing like that. I don’t get off on pain. Applying a little pressure to my balls does it. If a woman grabs them and squeezes them hard, that’ll get me going. But if we want to go all the way, getting banded keeps me hard for ages.”

She slid around the booth to sit beside him. “Now you’ve got me curious,” she said, putting her hand on his thigh. She watched his face as she fixed him with an icy gaze, while she slowly inched her fingers towards his balls.

It was amazing. He looked scared and was getting aroused at the same time. She grasped his balls through his pants and gave them a hard squeeze. They were lovely balls, big, heavy and hard, just the way she liked them.

The effect was immediate. She could feel the fabric of his pants pull against her hand as his cock swelled to a full, hard erection in moments.

“Okay,” she said, feeling a delightful tingling between her own legs. “I’m beginning to think I might like this too. What does the band do? Can it stop you from cumming? Does that mean I get to ride your cock until my pussy can’t take anymore?”

His voice was shuddering while she gripped him tight. “If I wear a real castration band, yes.”

“And what happens when I take it off?”

“I cum like a geyser.”

She gave his balls one final potent squeeze. “Then what are we waiting for?”

Not worrying about the wine, which finally arrived at the table, she let him compose himself before they walked out of the wine bar to hail a cab.

After his reaction in the bar, now she was sitting beside him in the back of the cab, she wanted to grab his balls again and stare into his eyes as she squeezed them hard. This was quite a discovery. Squeezing balls was a real turn-on.

“Are you sure you’re okay about this?” he said.

“No. I’m way better than okay about it. You should see how wet my panties got when I gave you a squeeze. I think I’m going to enjoy this just as much as you do.”

He let out a quick sigh of relief. “Wow, you really are incredible.”

When they got back to his place, he was shaking in anticipation. She always liked to take charge in the bedroom. Now, he was not only willing to let her dominate him, but he needed it to get aroused.

She decided not to take it slow. Why go for a slow burn when her pussy was already red hot?

She pulled off his belt and unzipped his pants, leaving him naked from the waist down. Then she pushed him onto the couch, climbed on top of him and grabbed his balls.

Damn, they were lovely and hard, full of cum. She wondered how long it had been since he’d last been able to relieve the pressure. No doubt most of the other girls he’d dated hadn’t been willing to give him this. It was their loss.

Squeezing them hard, she kissed him, forcing him to open his mouth so she could probe it with her tongue. He tasted delicious, and she enjoyed every moment he quivered under her touch. But he was rock hard now too, enjoying the danger, feeling how vulnerable his balls were in her iron grip.

She ground herself on his lap while she worked his mouth with her tongue and his balls with her fist. She pulled them, stretched them and squeezed them one by one as if readying him for real castration.

The more she did it, the more helpless he became. He was like a rag doll beneath her, powerless to resist her mouth and hand. This was the most fun she’d had with a guy for a while. It gave her an idea. She came up for air, even though she didn’t let go of his balls.

“Hey, why don’t we try something different?” she said.

“Like… what?” he replied, so breathless he could barely speak.

Damn, his cock was hard. It was twitching and dripping pre-cum. He was enjoying what she was doing, so why not indulge his fetish further?

She leaned into his ear. “Instead of putting a band on you, why don’t we pretend I’m castrating you for real? I’m sure you have all the right tools for the job.”

He nodded. “I—I tried collecting stamps, but it wasn’t as much fun.”

She bit his lip and dragged it through her teeth. “You’re going to have to talk me through it, tell me everything that’s going through your head. I want to feel everything you’re feeling too.”

He was wide-eyed. “You’d do this? For me?”

She squeezed his balls again. “Well, I’m hoping I get a kick out of it too. But sure. If we can make you cum like a geyser, maybe you’ll give my pussy a good licking to say thanks.”

She got off him and the strength slowly returned to his body. Pulling himself out of the couch, he led her to his spare room. Instead of having a bed, drawers and a wardrobe like a normal bedroom, it was like walking into a hospital operating theatre. He’d collected everything imaginable, from a medical bed, to plastic curtains, stainless steel benches and a vast range of surgical tools.

“When I need to jerk off, I come in here,” he said. “But it’s never quite the same if there isn’t a woman involved.”

She picked up an elastrator, which was already fitted with a small green band. It was tiny. If she were to put it on his balls, it would strangle his spermatic tubes. No wonder he wasn’t able to cum while wearing one.

“How many girls have done this for you?” she said.

“Three, and none of them liked it. They pretended they did, but they all dumped me afterwards. That’s why I thought you’d run a mile too.”

“Their loss, my gain,” she said, looking at the other tools.

There was a syringe loaded with anaesthetic, scalpels, small surgical scissors and sutures. She could imagine his fear and the adrenaline that would be pumping through his system as he lay on the bed, looking at all those tools, with a tight castration band strangling his balls.

“I want to be the first girl who does this for you and enjoys it,” she said. “Why don’t you get up on the bed?”

He did so. She put his legs in the stirrups and covered them with a sheet, so he couldn’t see between his legs. Next she gathered the velcro straps and secured his arms to the side of the bed. She wrapped another one over his chest to secure him in place.

“You don’t need to use them,” he said.

“It’ll make it feel more real,” she replied. “This is about being aroused by fear and feeling powerless. And I’m getting really turned on too. Let’s try to make it feel as real as possible. I’ll describe what I’m doing and you tell me how it makes you feel. Okay?”

“Hell, I’m ready to cum now,” he said.

“First, you’ll need a lovely smooth shave,” she said, finding the shaving equipment next to the sink.

She lathered him up and slowly started to scrape away his hair, starting with his balls, so he could feel each stroke of the razor. It made his cock twitch with anticipation.

“There, you see? I’ve got a sharp blade in my hand, running it over your balls to remove the hair. Soon I’ll be using a sharp blade to cut them open, so I can take out your balls and snip them off.”

Once his balls were smooth and bare, she gripped them tight while she shaved the rest of his groin. They felt lovely and hard, and she found his spermatic tubes with her fingertips and gave them a pinch for good measure.

He began to moan, gasp and grunt. It was an unusual sound, deriving arousal from fear, pleasure from pain. She was really enjoying how it allowed her to dominate him. It was a pity to finish shaving him. She moistened a towel with hot water and cleaned him off, giving him a soothing reprieve from having his balls squeezed.

“Mm… what other toys do you have?” she said, eyeing the surgical tools lined up on a tray.

She picked up the syringe filled with anaesthetic. “We can use this for real,” she said. “Ready for a tiny prick?” She giggled at her unintentional joke.

“O—okay…” he gasped.

It didn’t feel right to do the next part with her blouse on, so she unbuttoned it to allow her large breasts to swing free. His eyes widened further, the arousal and fear becoming a euphoric blend.

She primed the syringe so he could see her working the plunger, shooting a few drops of the fluid, allowing the needle to glisten in the white light. She carefully injected it into his sac, right in the middle, between his balls.

His cock was going crazy now, twitching like he was about to ejaculate. She hoped the anaesthetic would numb him enough to make him last the distance. It would be a shame if he blew his load right as they were getting to the good part.

She picked up a scalpel. It looked sharp. “Now I’m cutting into your sac,” she said. “I’m making a small incision on either side about a centimetre long.”

She didn’t need him to describe how he was feeling as he clenched his teeth, wincing at the idea of having his ball sac cut open.

She put the scalpel down. “Now I’m squeezing them out, one by one.” She gasped as if she’d found a precious jewel. “Look, they’re so pretty… and so very vulnerable. There’s only a thin tube anchoring them in place.” She licked her lips. “I can’t wait to cut them off.”

She picked up the small surgical scissors and tested the blades, opening and closing them in plain sight. He was white with fear, but his whole body was stiff as if he was close to cumming.

“I’m going to cut one off now,” she said, making sure she looked him in the eye. “I’m pulling it free, getting enough of the cord out to give it a snip.” She made sure the snipping of the scissors was loud enough for him to hear.

He groaned and moaned, beyond words.

“Mm… that was so much fun. Who knew that snipping off balls could be such a treat? I’m sure it’s not fun for you though, so I’ll just have to snip off the other one and leave you with an empty sac.”

He was breathing hard and his cock was weeping pre-cum. He wasn’t far from cumming at all.

“Time to give the other one a special trim,” she said, making sure the second snip was even louder than the first.

He gasped and his body went taut. It was the loss of control a man had when he orgasmed, where every muscle was clenched in anticipation for that one sublime moment of pleasure. Once he’d calmed down, she got completely naked and climbed onto the medical bed to sit on his face.

“My turn,” she said, lowering her pussy onto his mouth to feel the delicious pleasure of his tongue working her entrance.

While he was still shaking from his experience, he soon lost himself in the joy of drinking her sweet juices. She was so aroused by the whole experience, it didn’t take long for her to have the most sublime, squirting orgasm.

She got off him and started to get dressed. “That was heavenly,” she said. “What a splendid evening. It’s such a pity I have to go.”

“I—I didn’t cum,” he said. “I really wanted to cum so hard, but I just couldn’t quite get there. Why didn’t I cum?”

“Oh, that?” She held up a small bottle containing two white plum-shaped organs. “Well, some girls enjoy snipping men’s balls for real. I happen to be one of them. What a treat to meet a man who actually has a castration fetish. I feel like such a lucky girl. And I guess you can feel lucky too, because I’ve finally fulfilled your fantasy.”


Doctor For The Day

Once a month, Doctor McLain had to work at the public hospital to see patients who couldn’t afford private medical care. Pixie, his secretary and nurse, was supposed to use this day to catch up on administrative tasks. She made sure she was so well-organised, there were no administrative tasks to do at all. To her, it seemed a pity to cancel any appointments when there was such a long waiting list for the services of a urologist. So, she kept them regardless and looked after the patients herself.

“I didn’t realise you were a woman, Dr McLain,” said her first patient of the day. He was booked in for his prostate exam. She liked being called ‘doctor’ too. It was a refreshing change from Nurse Pixie, and it sounded so important.

She arched an eyebrow, letting him know he was treading on dangerous ground, suggesting there was anything wrong with being treated by a woman.

“I mean… I don’t mind that you’re a woman,” he stuttered. “It’s just that you’re a very beautiful woman and… y’know, the guy downstairs has a mind of his own.”

She gave him a little smile, first to put him at ease, but also because she loved it when men told her she was beautiful. She knew she was stunning, but it was nice to hear it all the same.

“Don’t be concerned if something comes up,” she replied. “It’s perfectly natural. And what’s more, it’ll give me a chance to check your sexual function. I’m sure you’d like to know if you’re staying on track.”

He nodded, still looking like he might wet his pants.

“Now, if you could take off your pants and hop up onto the examination table, we’ll find out if your prostate is healthy.”

She lowered her eyes as he removed his pants and briefs, as if she was giving him some dignity, but all the while she was checking out his cock and balls. She allowed herself a small smile. He was already semi-hard, and she hadn’t even started yet.

“Lie on your back and spread your legs,” she said. Normally, an exam was performed with a man lying on his side, tucked up in a ball, but she wanted him to be able to see her as she fingered him.

She pulled on a latex glove and got a generous amount of lube on her finger. Applying more to his forbidden entrance, she loosened his sphincter, preparing him for penetration. He looked uncomfortable and more than a little nervous. She really had the best job in the world. The work was so satisfying, if Doctor McLain didn’t pay her, she’d do it for free.

She found the small, round dome inside his ass and gently massaged it with her finger. It was soft and healthy. She told him as much, and he breathed a sigh of relief. Then he frowned when she didn’t remove her finger from his ass.

“I’m very thorough,” she said, answering his unspoken question. “I’m giving you a prostate massage. It helps to release fluid, reducing swelling and pressure.” She gave him a little wink. “Some men say it helps them to ejaculate better too.”

She worked his prostate for several minutes, expertly draining all its precious fluids into his balls. By the time he had a full-blown erection, she knew she’d drained it for all it was worth.

Removing her finger, she peeled off the glove and threw it in the waste bin. He started to get up, eager to hide his excited cock.

“You stay there, Mr Brown, I’m not finished yet.” She gripped his cock. “Yes, that seems nice and hard. Is this a normal erection or do you get the odd softy?”

“Well, I don’t often have a pretty doctor holding it, so I’m not sure,” he said.

“Hmm, well I’d better check your balls then. As they say, better safe than sorry.” She lifted them on her fingers as if weighing them. “They do feel heavier than normal.” After the prostate massage they wouldn’t just feel heavy, they would be hard and tender, needing to release all the cum she’d worked into them from his prostate.

She gathered one, priming her long fingernails on either side. His eyes watered and he grunted as she gave him a sharp pinch.

She looked at him with an even expression. “Do you feel any tenderness at all?”

He gasped, unable to speak.

“Oh dear, this isn’t good. How about the other one?” She gave the other one a sharp pinch.

He squealed.

“Hmm, this is a classic case of ablatisque testiculis,” she said, giving him her best concerned look.

“Is that bad?” he asked, trying to catch his breath.

She nodded. “They’re going to have to come off. The sooner the better.”

His jaw dropped. “M—my balls! Isn’t there another way?”

She shook her head. “It’s the only reliable treatment.”

There was nothing wrong with his balls, other than that she’d overfilled them with cum. And Mr Brown didn’t speak any Latin, so he didn’t know she’d simply used the archaic term for a man’s balls.

It made snipping them off all the more enjoyable. He didn’t enjoy it for a second, but that was the idea. What man actually wanted to have his balls snipped? And even better, it was being done by a beautiful woman, who only minutes ago, he’d been fantasising about taking to bed while she massaged his prostate.

It was quite a challenge not to look like she was enjoying herself too much, as she slowly snipped off each of his nuts. The look on a man’s face when the second one came off was priceless. It was always the same wide-eyed disbelief that he’d just lost his testicles.

Normally, she was supposed to offer a patient their body parts after removal, but in these cases she made an exception. She wanted to add his pair to her collection. She loved her trophy cupboard. It was getting quite full now.

As she sewed him up, she wondered if she could somehow work a good spanking into these prostate exams. There was nothing better than spanking a man after she’d whipped off his nuts. She figured if they were going to be sore between the legs, she might as well do it properly. She hadn’t been joking about being thorough.

Sadly, there was no time to finish herself off afterwards. She had to get ready for the next patient of the day. It was frustrating because she was quite hot and bothered between the legs. She desperately wanted to finger her clit and feel her cream running down her thighs.

Her next patient was booked in for a vasectomy. She prepped him as normal, giving him a full shave, even though he only needed the hair removed from his balls. Men looked much sexier with a full shave, especially when their balls had been snipped too. Was there anything prettier than a tight, flat sac?

She made small talk with the man while she injected his balls with anaesthetic. They never wanted to talk about what was happening through the procedure. The real Doctor McLain was very good at avoiding the subject altogether, talking to his patients as if they were having a casual chat over a coffee. Sometimes it was good to have a change of pace.

“There we go! That’s the first one out,” she said, holding up his snipped ball so he could see it. From a prone position, he had absolutely no idea what she’d been doing down there, but he sure did now.

“Hey, wait a minute! I—I thought you just tied off my tubes,” he said, trying to get up.

She pushed him back down onto the bed. “There’s no need to worry, Mr James. Tying off tubes is highly unreliable. They often rejoin and heal. Ball removal is the only reliable method, so now we take them out altogether. It’s guaranteed to sterilise you. We’re very thorough in this clinic and proud of our success rate.”

He really didn’t look at all happy that she was taking out his balls, but he was lost for words, struck dumb by the shock of it. So she made sure he didn’t get the chance to think it through and set about getting the second one out. It really was most satisfying to watch the confusion on his face turn to desperate yearning as she lifted his testicle into view. She gave him a sweet smile as she snipped the cord.

“There, that wasn’t so bad,” she said. “You might be a bit sore for a week or two, and you’ll probably have some shrinkage, but that’s perfectly normal.”

“Shrinkage?” he squeaked.

“Oh yes, your penis will shrink. Sometimes they get quite small after a vasectomy.”

She wondered if she should tell him he’d also lose his ability to get a hard-on. She decided against it. It was better to let her patients have a few surprises of their own after receiving her treatments.

She bottled his balls and added it to the first set. Collecting two trophies was a good reward for a hard day at work. Damn, she needed a long, hot tongue in her pussy right now. She didn’t imagine Mr James would be very keen to give her a good licking. He was looking longingly at the glass jar containing his balls.

She stitched him up and sent him on his way. Then it was merely a matter of tidying up for the day. Doctor McLain liked everything in place, so she had to make sure it was tidy when he returned in the morning.

Just as she was finishing, she heard a man at the door, grunting in pain. It was Doctor McLain. He had his hand over his crotch, protecting his balls.

“Oh, Doctor! Are you all right?” she said, rushing to assist him.

She lay him down on the medical bed.

“I was on my way home when some kid kneed me in the balls and made off with my wallet,” he said, through gritted teeth. “I was lucky it happened just around the corner.”

“Let me get you something for the pain,” she said, finding a fresh syringe of local anaesthetic. “Then we can inspect the damage.”

“Thank you, Nurse Pixie. What would I do without you?”

She helped him out of his pants and briefs. He winced as she injected his balls, but the drugs worked fast, and he soon relaxed.

“How bad is it, Nurse? I have absolute faith in your diagnosis. Tell me what we need to do.”

She tried hard to suppress her smile as she delivered her assessment.

He gave her an accepting nod, although he didn’t look very happy about it. After all, no man enjoyed getting his balls snipped, but that was part of the fun of doing it. She prepared herself for a third delicious snipping for the day.

Aside from a little bruising, there was actually nothing wrong with his balls. But Doctor McLain didn’t need to know that. She let out a satisfied sigh as she set about getting them out to cut them off. Some days at work were better than others. This one had been truly exquisite.


Going Nuts For A Girl

Emery knew this had to be it. Surely this was the moment when he and Lucy would finally have sex. She was sitting on his knee and they had been kissing for ten minutes. She was such a good kisser. She’d introduced him to many types of kissing, but the one he liked the most was when she put her tongue in his mouth.

The reason he was sure they were going to have sex at last was because she’d let him touch her breasts for the first time. It had to be a signal she wanted to take things further. Damn, she had lovely breasts too. They were pert and round and looked adorable in her tight cashmere top. He imagined they would be just as soft as the fine wool currently stretched over them.

He couldn’t wait to see her naked. He’d never seen a girl naked, well, not a real girl at least. He’d seen plenty when he’d been jerking off to porn, but that wasn’t the same. Plus, Lucy was much prettier than the girls on the internet. She smelled wonderful, she was soft and warm and she liked kissing him. A computer screen couldn’t beat that.

Right now he also had his hand on one of her legs, slowly inching closer to her pussy. Her short skirt had ridden up and he could see her white cotton panties. Could he bring himself to pull them aside and touch it?

He didn’t know. That was the problem with being a virgin. He didn’t understand girls yet or know how to read their signals. He hoped she would take the lead. He really wanted to lose his virginity. All his friends had done it with a girl already and they regularly bragged about how good they were in bed. It was becoming increasingly hard for him to keep it a secret that he was still a virgin.

Lucy paused from tonguing his mouth for a moment. She looked at him with her large green eyes and fluttered her long lashes.

“Why don’t we take this to another level?” she said.

His cock ached as she said it. He hoped she was finally going to tell him to touch her lovely, tight pussy, or perhaps her bare breasts rather than through her top. Maybe they were going to go all the way and have sex at last.

“There’s something I’ve always wanted to try, and I think I want to try it with you,” she whispered, pressing her nose against his. Her lovely lips smelled and tasted like raspberries. Damn, she was so adorably cute!

He swallowed hard. Yes, this was it. It had to be it. His dreams had come true. He was about to lose his virginity with an absolute dream girl. He hoped he wouldn’t cum too fast.

She kissed him again and looked deep into his eyes. “I want to snip off your balls,” she whispered.

He pulled away to look at her askance, wondering if he’d heard her right. “Um… what?”

“Snip off your balls,” she said again. “It’s quite easy. It only takes two little cuts. Then we can pop them out and snip them off. All the girls are doing it these days. We should try it too.”

He thought she must be joking, but he didn’t want to mock her by laughing at her suggestion. They needed to move towards the sex part, not away from it.

“But they’re my balls,” he said, at a loss for a suitable response.

“I know,” she said. “That’s why it’ll be fun!”

He grimaced, realising she was absolutely serious. Why hadn’t he heard about this before? And since when had girls start snipping off their boyfriend’s balls?

“I don’t know. I’m not sure I really want you to do that.”

She widened her legs so he could see further up her thighs. “Do you want to see my panties?”

He nodded. This was more like it.

She nuzzled into him with her large breasts pressed against his chest. His poor cock was aching so hard he was dangerously close to cumming in his pants.

“Do it for me,” she said. “If you let me snip them off, it will make me so happy. And afterwards, we could… you know…”

She reached into her panties, slipping a finger between her legs, dipping it into her pussy. He glimpsed bare flesh and his heart raced with excitement.

Then she put her finger to his lips. He tasted the heavenly juices of her sex for the first time. It was incredible, like the sweetest, most juicy orange. Just one taste made his head spin with desire. His balls tightened and his cock ached with the need to cum. All he could think about was how much he wanted to taste her again.

“I’ve got a kit in my handbag. We could do it right now,” she said, letting him suck her finger.

“But I like my balls,” he said with difficulty. It was quite hard to speak with her finger in his mouth.

“I like them too. Which is why I really want to give them a naughty snip.”

She reached between her legs again and gave him another taste of her pussy. He greedily accepted it and felt his head spin with desire again. Who knew girls tasted so good? Imagine if she let him lick her pussy. He’d go straight to heaven.

“All my girlfriends have snipped their boyfriends. They all say it feels amazing.” She gave him a sad pout that made him desperate with desire. “Are you going to make me miss out?”

“No…” He was stalling for time. How could he change her mind about this and still have sex with her? “I just don’t know why you’d want to snip my balls. And why do boys let girls do it to them anyway?”

She looked at him wide-eyed, as if the answer was obvious. “Oh, every girl knows that boys aren’t very good at sex when they start doing it. How many times have you cum in your pants when we’ve been kissing?”

He felt his cheeks flush. He’d hoped she hadn’t known about that.

“So girls have started snipping their boyfriend’s balls to stop them from cumming too fast. If you can’t make it out of your pants without cumming, imagine how hard it’ll be for you to last for more than a few seconds with a hot, tight pussy clenching your cock. If you let me snip your balls, you’ll get a much harder erection and last for ages. Then neither of us will be disappointed when we finally get to do it.”

Even listening to her talk about her pussy was pushing him closer to having an orgasm. If this was true, surely men would be talking about it and getting their balls whipped off as soon as possible. Perhaps this was the reason all his friends sat around bragging about their sexual prowess and how long they could last in bed.

“But why hasn’t anyone told me this before?” he said.

“Because you haven’t had sex yet,” she replied. “Do you want your first time to be over in a few seconds? Or do you want to pump my tiny, tight pussy for hours?”

The way she lowered her voice pushed him right to the edge of cumming in his pants. He had to bite his tongue to hold it back. Regardless of her desire to cut off his balls, she was right about the fact he wouldn’t last long. In fact, he didn’t know if he’d even make it to her pussy without shooting his load. This was the first time he’d made it through kissing without cumming in his pants.

“How about we play a little game of doctors and nurses? It’ll help to get you in the right mood to get them snipped,” she said, getting off his knee to fetch her handbag. “You know, you show me yours and I’ll show you mine.”

She was going to show him her pussy! His head was racing now, consumed with lust, wiping out all rational thought. He nodded excitedly with his eyes fixed on her miniskirt, waiting for her to lift it up and show him her pussy at last.

Instead, she knelt down and undid his pants. “It’s doctors and nurses,” she said, “which means you have to go first.”

He squeezed his eyes shut and tried to think about anything else. If she touched his cock he was sure he would cum right now. She worked his pants down his legs and then pulled off his briefs.

“You really need your balls snipped,” she said. “There’s a huge patch of sticky pre-cum all over your briefs.”

He opened his eyes a crack. Lucy had a jar of Lidocaine and was preparing to put it on his twitching cock. He bit his tongue to suppress the orgasm that desperately wanted release.

The Lidocaine acted fast, numbing his cock and balls before the touch of her hand could set him off. He sighed in relief and enjoyed the sensation of her stroking him.

“Mm… what a nice cock. It’ll look even better once we’ve taken out your balls. You’ll have a lovely flat sac. It’ll look so cute.”

She smeared a generous amount of Lidocaine all over his crotch. His cock was so numb now, he lost his erection. This seemed to please Lucy as she fiddled with it while she felt around his balls, finding his tubes through the thin layer of skin.

Then she raised her scissors and started snipping, making small cuts on either side of his sac.

“See? It’s just two tiny cuts. There isn’t even any mess. It’s like they designed balls this way so girls can easily trim them.”

With a gentle squeeze, she popped one out of this sac, gave him a mischievous look and cut the cord. She put his severed ball into a small jar.

Standing up, she pulled up her skirt and slipped a thumb into the waistband of her panties.

“Now I’ll show you mine.”

This was it. At last. She pulled down her panties, and he gazed at the smooth, clean-shaven mound of her glorious sex. She approached him, coming close to his face so he could see her close up.

“Snipping one ball made me really wet,” she said, dipping her free hand into her perfect, tiny entrance to give him another taste of her juices. “I think cutting off the other one might make me cum.”

He didn’t care if she had an orgasm now. His head was wild with anticipation for the moment they would finally have sex. He couldn’t wait to get his cock into her divine pussy.

She knelt down again and popped out his other ball. She started moaning as she pulled the cord to make it long enough to cut. As she snipped it free, she let out a slow sigh of satisfaction.

“Oh, that was so good,” she said, threading a suture to stitch up his cuts. “It’s only a pity they don’t grow back. Then I could snip them off again.”

Once she’d finished, she sat down beside him with the jar containing his balls in her hand. She waved it in front of his face and giggled. He hoped that meant she was excited they were now about to have sex. Girls were such a mystery.

“I might have told you a few fibs about snipping your balls,” she said, looking dangerously sexy in the heat of arousal.

Emery wished his cock was working again after getting his balls snipped. Maybe it was the anaesthetic making him stay limp. He couldn’t wait for his new, more powerful libido to kick in. It was going to be heaven to pump her little pussy for hours. Then he registered what she’d said.

“Might have?”

She fluttered her eyelashes. Damn, she was beautiful. He had no idea a woman could look so radiant when she was turned-on.

“Okay, I did tell you some fibs,” she said.

The mood suddenly changed. She’d told him fibs about cutting off his balls? He asked her which part had been a fib.

“Everything apart from the bit about me enjoying doing it,” she said. “It doesn’t turn you into a sex stud at all. It gives you a tiny, limp pee-pee that doesn’t work at all.”

He opened his mouth, but didn’t know what to say.

Lucy gave him the sweetest smile. “The next time your friends get together to brag about how good they are in bed, you’ll know what’s really happened between each of their legs. I had such a good time doing them too. And now… you can also brag about it.”


The Clinic

Peter was pleased to get a new job with much better pay. His new office was in the heart of the city, in a tall building above a shopping mall. The mall had many interesting shops and places to eat, so he never had to stray far when he was on his break.

There was one business that fascinated him more than the others, because he didn’t know what they did. The glass-fronted premises were a mystery. There was frosting on the glass up to eye level, so he had to get on tiptoes to peek inside.

It was on the third floor of the mall, with various specialty stores including travel agents, financial advisers and the like. However, the name on the window simply read: S.E.C.

He didn’t want to look foolish trying to peek, so he got little more than a glimpse inside. Recently, he’d seen a woman with golden hair in a white figure-hugging uniform. As far as he could tell, she was a blond bombshell, which only added to his curiosity.

He tried looking for S.E.C. online in various business directories and on social media sites, but drew a blank. It was like the business didn’t exist. It was driving his curiosity wild. And, he admitted to himself, he was rather taken with the blond. Would a girl like her ever show an interest in an average guy like him?

Too nervous to go inside to find out what they did, he often sat at one of the benches outside. While sipping a cup of coffee, he could see who went in and out of the mysterious shop.

It didn’t take him long to figure out it was something for men, as he never saw a single woman enter or leave the establishment. Finally, with his curiosity at breaking point, he plucked up the courage to go inside.

Opening the door, he saw a tidy, clean waiting room, which had the aroma of a beauty salon, like hot wax, perfume and shampoo. But the decor had the austere look of a doctor’s surgery, with pale-green walls, vinyl chairs and a coffee table loaded with magazines.

The blond was nowhere to be seen, so he took a quick look around, found a business card and stuffed it into his pocket. His heart was racing like he’d committed a crime, so he hurried out the door to escape. Once he was outside again, he let out a soft laugh. He’d only taken a piece of cardboard that was meant to be given away. Why was he so nervous and worked up?

Examining his plunder, he saw a plain white card made from high-quality stock, with plain black writing and a phone number that read:

S.E.C.

Sexual Enhancement Clinic

Exclusively for men

By appointment only

His mind did somersaults, wondering what kind of sexual enhancements they did in such a small space. Given the unusual, but not unpleasant odour and the distinctly medical feel of the decor, his curiosity was now bordering on an obsession.

The internet was no help here either. With over 30 million search results, sexual enhancement included everything from penis enlargement to porn stars offering online tutorials about how to perform better in bed. The only way he was going to find out what happened beyond the frosted glass would be to check himself in for an appointment.

He fidgeted with a button while he waited for the call to the clinic to be answered. Just when he was about to hang up, he heard a woman’s voice. It was soft and sweet, and he immediately got a lump in his throat.

“S.E.C. How may I help you today?”

He swallowed hard. “Um… I’d like to book an appointment please,” he said.

She didn’t ask him what he wanted to come in for, only when he was available. He made the arrangement and it was done, without him being any the wiser.

Despite being new to his job, he took the day off work for his appointment, not knowing how long it would take or what was going to be done. If it was all magic pills and snake oil, he’d simply thank the blond and leave.

He dressed in a casual shirt and comfortable pants, and made sure he styled his hair. He looked at himself in the mirror.

“Of course you want to impress the blond. You’d do anything to please a woman like that. And you can do it.”

The positive self-talk made him feel a little better, but he was still as nervous as hell.

He arrived at the clinic early, hoping to glean any information he could before his appointment. There was another man in the waiting room, sitting on one of the vinyl chairs, reading a magazine. He looked up and gave Peter a brief smile.

“Oh, hey,” Peter replied, taking a seat two chairs away from the man.

He linked his fingers on his lap and twiddled his thumbs, wondering if he should make polite conversation. If he could get to the subject of why he was here, maybe he could find out what treatments were performed at this clinic.

“Nice day,” he said.

“Yeah,” the man replied, returning to his magazine.

Peter decided he’d just come out with it and ask the man point blank what he was getting done. Just as he opened his mouth to speak, the blond emerged from the corridor.

She was even more stunning close up. She had big blue eyes the colour of deep ice, a perfect pink pout and a heavenly figure. Her uniform, if it could be described as that, was a close-fitting white cotton one-piece dress. The skirt was so short, it wasn’t long enough to conceal her white lace-top, thigh-high stockings. Peter’s cock immediately went firm. She had amazing long, shapely legs. He supposed it was normal that she should wear such a revealing dress given the nature of the clinic.

She looked at the other man, and instead of saying his name, she simply wiggled her finger at him, announcing it was his turn to join her in the rooms out the back

The man smiled at her. He was as captivated by her beauty as Peter was at this moment. It was like she’d cast a spell, charming them into immediate submission. The man got up, dropping his magazine on the floor as if he’d forgotten he was holding it, and followed her like a stray puppy.

Peter’s curiosity now felt like a madness. He was incredibly aroused by the blond, but nervous as hell about the unknown treatment. He chewed a fingernail with one hand and tried to sooth his aching cock with the other.

After a few minutes, he couldn’t take it anymore. Nursing his erection with his palm, he got up and crept down the corridor, hearing sounds coming from one of the rooms ahead. There were several rooms, but only one door was open. This was where the sounds were coming from. The man was grunting, and the nurse was giggling softly. If he didn’t know better, it sounded like they were having sex. This only compounded his current state of curiosity and arousal.

Peeking around the door, he saw a room that looked like a small operating theatre. There were bright, white lights and large flat screen monitors suspended from the ceiling, but everything else was concealed behind green plastic curtains. He could see the silhouettes of the blond and the man beyond. He was lying on a raised medical bed and she was standing over him. If they were having sex, it was something very unusual and kinky.

He slipped off his shoes so he could walk silently across the vinyl floor, making sure he never had a light behind him to reveal his own image on the curtains. Like the monitors, the lights were all angled towards the centre of the room, so got to the perimeter of the cubicle without being detected. The blond and the man were much too busy with what they were doing to be wary about being disturbed.

Peeking through a small gap in the curtains, Peter couldn’t believe his eyes at first. She had him on a raised medical bed with his legs spread wide. He blinked several times, thinking his eyes were deceiving him.

As his brain caught up with the vision before him, he couldn’t deny what he was seeing.

The man had his wrists in manacles at his sides. He was naked from the waist down. She’d shaved him bare and fitted a thick silicone ring to the base of his cock to prevent the blood from escaping his erection. It was so hard it looked like it was about to burst.

What he couldn’t believe though, was that she was holding his balls in one hand and a pair of scissors in the other. There was no doubt about it. She was cutting open his sac, so she could get his balls out. The man’s cock suggested he was enjoying the experience, but his face said otherwise. He was wide-eyed and gasping with fear. She was definitely enjoying herself though. She was giggling softly and her breasts were swelling with excitement.

“No… please…” gasped the man.

She just giggled louder in response.

Once she’d squeezed his balls out of the cuts, she gripped one between her fingers so she could pull it hard. Peter watched her stretch the slender cord. It was inches long by the time it had reached its limit.

Peter’s heart was pounding. He was terrified by what he was witnessing, but unusually excited by it at the same time. His cock had become stiff and needed to be freed from his pants. As silently as he could manage, he slipped off his pants and briefs so he could stroke himself.

The man looked between her and the monitors with his mouth agape. She went to work on his second ball, removing it from his sac to stretch and elongate the cord. What kind of enhancement was she performing?

“They’re ready now,” she said.

She picked up a pair of scissors and one by one, cut off his balls. The man was grunting and gasping as if he was ejaculating, but there was no cum shooting out of his cock. He sounded desperate for air.

She put his balls in a small glass jar and held them up to give him a better view. All the while she just giggled like a schoolgirl teasing another kid in the playground.

It was having the most insane effect on Peter, making him scared as hell and desperate to cum, as if it would be the last time he ever did. His cock was throbbing in his hand, but the pit of fear in his stomach was making ejaculation unachievable.

The woman put down the jar and calmly sewed up the man’s balls. He continued to gasp as his cock twitched, still looking like he was on the edge of release. She let him out of his restraints, but didn’t remove the ring strapped to the base of his cock, and helped him to another room.

Peter could hear the man continue to gasp and groan as if he were on the verge of an orgasm until the woman closed the door.

Peter pressed himself against the wall, hoping she wouldn’t see him. He felt so vulnerable, shocked to his core, but he was too afraid to move. Plus, he was naked from the waist down, with a throbbing cock in his fist. What was he going to do? Run out of the clinic into a crowded mall? He ground his teeth, trying to figure out what he was going to do now.

As if she’d known he had been there all along, the woman in white swept the curtain aside. She calmly looked him up and down.

“Well, you already have your pants off, so we might as well take out those balls right now,” she said.

“No… please…” he said, echoing the first man’s desperate appeal.

“Get up on the bed,” she said.

He obeyed, like he had no authority over his body anymore. Her expression was one of cold determination as she clipped his wrists in the manacles.

“I’m going to give you the most delicious ache between the legs,” she said, priming a syringe.

She injected it into his balls. As the drugs took effect, he understood why the man was so hard. Along with an anaesthetic, it contained some kind of drug like Viagra, to boost blood flow to the penis.

With a cool expression on her face, she lathered him up and shaved his entire groin until he was perfectly smooth. As she fitted a thick silicone ring to the base of his cock, he felt his already engorged erection swell further. It felt impossibly tight with blood.

“Are you ready?” she said.

“No,” he whimpered.

“Good, then let’s begin.”

She switched on the monitors and he now understood why the man had become dumbstruck with fear. The cameras were all focused on his groin, showing a close-up view of his overfilled cock and heavy balls dangling beneath.

As her scissors came into view, they looked huge on the monitors, over two feet long. She took no pity on him, feeling around for his spermatic tubes, making a fold in the skin and then making the cut. She did the same on the other side.

Peter heard the strangest sound, a desperate sucking noise, and realised it was coming from him. He was so terrified by what she was doing, he was struggling to breathe. His poor cock was now so full of blood it hurt.

Then she worked his testicles out of their sac as she’d done to the other man before. As she pulled on his cords, stretching and elongating them, he felt a powerful tightness through his groin. The more she worked them, the further it spread, extending to his stomach and chest and down his thighs. She started giggling as she did it, all the while staring deep into his eyes, taking pleasure from his fear and desperation. The more she worked his cords, the more intense it became until the feeling of tightness became a continuous ache.

The combination of a sore, swollen cock and the terrible ache was making him lose control of his mind. He felt like he was descending into madness and wished she would bring it to an end.

“Poor little balls, getting a wicked stretch,” she said, still giggling like a young girl. “I think they’re ready to be snipped now, don’t you?”

He was beyond words, simply fighting for air, unable to comprehend the extreme ache filling his body. Because, while it was the worst torture he’d ever experienced, it also felt sublimely pleasurable. He felt locked in the moment before orgasm, straining to find a release that would never arrive. His brain simply couldn’t make sense of the conflict.

He watched while she snipped off his balls and put them in a jar.

“Mm… that was a perfect enhancement,” she said. “This is the most intense pleasure a man can feel, being trapped in the moment before orgasm, being forced to endure it over and over again. Such sweet denial. Look at you, trying so hard to cum, desperate to feel that delicious release, needing it more than anything else in the world. Enjoy the sublime ache I’ve given you.”

She waved the jar containing his balls under his nose and used the last drop of pre-cum he would ever release to lubricate the head of his cock. She then gave him a long, slow massage, rubbing his cock to make his divine torture last for as long as he could endure it.


Wallflower

Brad wasn’t a particularly beautiful name as far as Erika was concerned, but he was a beautiful man. It wasn’t just because he was the quarterback of the college football team, although that did help. All the gym work and physical training had given him a mouthwatering body to go with his beautiful face.

She loved his sandy-blond hair, his blue eyes and his finely chiselled features, but it was his smile that made her heart flutter the most. As soon as he flashed it at a girl, it made her wet between the legs and desperate to have his attention. This was why he never had a shortage of hot girls to choose from when he wanted to take one home.

Brad didn’t know Erika was in love with him. He probably didn’t even know she existed. Wallflowers were rarely noticed, even if they were blessed with divine feminine features.

That was her problem. She had the kind of beauty other girls would kill to have, but she was so shy, she could never bring herself to use them on a man.

She knew what a girl was meant to do. A man could be lured with as little as a look. But bringing herself to give a man those signals, to make him look her way for the first time, was enough to make her want to run away and hide.

But she had to have Brad. She had to capture his love. For a shy young woman, that meant resorting to different methods. First, she had to get to know him in the only way she could. Girls normally did that by talking to a boy, hoping he might ask her out on a date and so forth. Girls with confidence might even do the asking, but she wasn’t like that. If she tried to talk to him, her cheeks would go red and she would stutter so badly he would think she was mentally impaired.

Her way of getting to know boys was much more comfortable and didn’t involve any of that awkward stuff.

During the football game, she paid the attendant, who provided Brad’s team with half-time drinks, a hundred dollars to deliver them in her place. The girl happily pocketed the cash and handed her the tray of sports hydration drinks.

That gave Erika a free pass to enter the changing rooms during the game, to go through his pockets and find his keys. With a pencil, a strip of sticky tape and an old credit card, she made an impression of the key. She coated it with graphite, stuck it to the tape and transferred the impression to the card. It only took moments.

When she got home, all she had to do was carefully cut the impression from the card and whittle out the teeth with a sharp knife. While he was still playing football, she quietly let herself into his house.

Being the quarterback, he was already receiving sponsorship and endorsements. He was probably one of the wealthiest students at college, even though he was still supposed to be an amateur.

He had all the best furnishings and gadgets. His taste was very masculine though, favouring comfort and clean lines to more ornate styling. She started in his kitchen, looking through his fridge to see what he ate. As expected, he was on a strict diet to stay in shape, but she found beer at the back of the fridge and bottles of vodka in the freezer. That meant he liked to party.

It was amazing what she could learn about a man without even exchanging a word with him. She soon worked out that he was quite materialistic, but she supposed that came with the success of being a sports star of the future. He also liked action movies, video games and male beauty products. That explained his glowing complexion.

He also waxed, which made her blush. She knew football players shaved their legs as it made them harder to tackle, but he owned wax strips designed for his groin. It made her pussy stir to think he had a lovely, smooth cock and balls. She wondered how big it was and how heavy they were.

Going through his wardrobe, she discovered he did have a liking for fine things. He owned many designer clothes and shoes that would make him look even more handsome.

As she looked at herself in the mirror, she wished she had the nerve to ask him out. She knew she was beautiful with her long dark hair and piercing green eyes. She knew he would adore her body with her large breasts and feminine curves. But while she’d been built to be physically lovely, she’d also been built chronically shy. It was such a terrible curse.

Her next discovery made her gasp. He had a cupboard in his bedroom dedicated to sex toys. They weren’t normal sex toys either. He had a vast array of bondage gear, whips, clamps and other devices, many of which made her wonder how they were used.

As if she needed those questions answered, she heard him open the front door. It was hard to miss because he was laughing and talking to a girl. Erika recognised her voice. It was Delia, one of the cheer girls for his team.

She checked her watch and realised she’d been going through his house for much too long. The only way out was through the bedroom window and onto the fire escape. She did this as quietly as possible, leaving a gap in the curtains as she made her exit to provide a peephole.

Brad brought Delia straight to the bedroom. By the sound of their conversation, they’d consumed a few drinks and were a bit loose. Delia was perfect cheerleader material, blond, athletic and very pretty.

Brad didn’t waste any time getting her naked. She wanted to kiss him, but he was much too interested in seeing her without her clothes. With his strong arms, she had little power to resist as he methodically removed every item of clothing from her body. He wasn’t gentle about it either. He was like a savage animal, hungry to devour his prey.

Her nakedness was clearly making her feel vulnerable. She unconsciously put her hands over her nipples as if she were trying to protect her virtue. He smiled, enjoying every moment she stared at him with growing fear in her eyes. A girl always knew when she was in danger.

He wasted no time tying her up with her hands behind her back. This evidently wasn’t what she was expecting, as she started to cry and plead with him to let her go.

He responded by starting to laugh. It was a cruel laugh, the laugh of a man who had no mercy. He showed her none as he pushed her face down on the bed, forced his cock into her ass and gave her a rough pounding while he pulled her lovely, long blond hair.

Erika was quite impressed by his staying power. He screwed Delia this way for over twenty minutes. The poor girl wasn’t going to be able to sit down for a week after the punishment he gave her poor bottom. She cried, she screamed, she pleaded with him to let her go. He just laughed and pushed his cock into her harder until he finally came.

Erika shook her head, not in sympathy for the girl, but because she was too ignorant to know how to deal with a man like Brad. She had no idea how to capture his love. Once Erika was ready, she would be able to capture it. Perhaps, if Delia would listen, she would tell her what she had done wrong.

Erika spent as much of her free time living in Brad’s house as possible. She started by hanging out there while he was at college or football training. The more time she spent there, the better she got to know him. He really was an adorable man at heart.

She took naps in his bed to scent his sheets with her perfume. It was fun watching him come home at night, when he was tired after training, as he climbed into bed. He wanted to sleep, but the subtle scent on his sheets kept him awake. He knew it wasn’t his smell. It was a woman’s perfume, like fresh air after a thunderstorm, but floral and sweet. This was the beginning of letting him get to know her too, the first step toward capturing his love.

Sometimes, when he was in a deep sleep, she would sit on the side of his bed and listen to him snore. He always slept naked, so it gave her a chance to get to know his body better too. She was sure that deep down in his subconscious, he was aware she was beside him. It would strengthen their bond to one another, sharing these precious hours together.

When she felt he was ready to get to know her more intimately, she spent the day masturbating on his bed. She fingered her clitoris through her panties to get them lovely and wet with her cum. Being on his bed and thinking about him made it easy for her to cum several times. When she was satisfied, her panties were soaked through with her delicious juices. Then all she needed to do was to leave them under his pillow.

As he crawled into bed that night, he found them in seconds. She had a lump in her throat as he looked at them, not knowing where they had come from. This was the moment of truth. This was the moment she would know if he reciprocated her love.

As he raised them to his nose to inhale the scent of her sex, she knew she was winning him over. When he got an erection from sniffing her panties, she knew it was only a matter of time before she alone would capture his love. Although he wasn’t one for jerking off often, he started now, with her panties pressed to his nose.

It was such a beautiful moment, knowing they were so compatible as lovers, that she started to finger her pussy too. As they both came at the same time, she felt it was destiny that had brought them together. He was her perfect man and now she knew how he felt about her too. Who needed to go on all those awkward dates?

Their first intimate time together had a curious effect on Brad. He was pent up with frustrated sexual tension for days. By the time the weekend came around, he needed to let it out. He brought a girl home, a busty brunette with a pretty face.

Her cute smile didn’t last long when he tied her up, threw her onto the bed and ripped open her blouse. Erika shook her head. Poor girl, it was much too late for her now. His love was hers now and no other girl could hope to capture it. He would use her for raw animal pleasure and cast her off when he was done.

He did too, removing one of her lovely lace-top stockings and wrapping it around each of his knuckles to form a garotte. Lying her on her back, he wrapped it around her neck twice and pulled it tight. Then he thrust his big cock into her mouth and told her to suck him dry like her life depended on it.

Erika really admired this quality about him. He didn’t mince his words or try to hide his true character. The poor girl was going to have a sore throat in the morning though. Not only was she going to have a raw, red line around her neck, he was thrusting his big cock right down her throat till his balls were slapping her on the nose.

Erika watched him throat her. She enjoyed looking at his tight ass, flexing and contouring with each thrust until he shot his load, forcing her to swallow it. She didn’t mind that he was still using other girls for his pleasure. They hadn’t formalised their relationship yet. That would have to come soon though, as she really couldn’t tolerate him sleeping around on her.

The following night, she brought everything she would need to make their relationship official. It was Brad’s night off training, so he would be home earlier. This was good. It would be better if they declared their love for each other when he had more stamina. She took a lot to please, and even though he was fit and strong from playing football, he was a man. Once he’d cum, it would be all over.

He made himself dinner, watched television for a while and then let out a long yawn. He was tired, so he wasn’t even aware she was following him around the house. Right on cue, as he always did before bed, he took his vitamins and supplements.

She enjoyed watching him strip naked through the crack in his bedroom door. Soon, he was in bed and fast asleep. She straightened her silk babydoll nightdress and checked herself in the mirror. Yes, she looked ready for an evening of pleasure. She hoped he would like the way it barely clung to her large breasts. Leaving a little flesh hidden held more allure, much the same way as their relationship had blossomed by her remaining hidden from his view.

She pulled the sheets from his body and admired his solid, muscular frame, the chiselled outlines of his muscles and his beautiful, waxed groin. He had such a lovely cock and two large, heavy balls.

He stirred as she climbed on top of him, straddling him above his thighs. She took his cock in her hand and began to stroke him to hardness.

“Wha… who’s there?” he said groggily. The Rohypnol would have worked its way right through his system by now. She would have to remember to swap his vitamins back before she left for the evening. But that could wait for later. She had a cock to ride.

“Shh…” she said, gently coaxing him to hardness.

He smiled in a sleepy way as he looked at her with glazed eyes. Soon he was hard enough to have sex though, so she brought his cock to the entrance of her pussy. It felt sublime as she worked him into her pussy, feeling the stretch, feeling it fill her up inside.

Even though she had no need to restrain him, she liked to pin a man by the wrists as she rode him, to let him know that she was in control of everything that happened between them. He just gazed at her with a dumb grin on his face.

She rode him until she felt his cock throbbing with the imminent onset of his orgasm. It was just what she needed to set off her own orgasm. They came together, completely in tune with one another in their lovemaking. It was blissful, filling her body with an overwhelming sense of love.

Sliding off him, she gently squeezed his balls. They were lovely and soft now they’d been emptied. His big cock lay to one side, now limp, as he drifted back to sleep.

Knowing he wouldn’t feel any pain, she picked up her scissors and began to trim his balls. She wanted to make a good, tidy job of it. Such a perfect cock deserved a pretty flat sac. She made the smallest cuts required to extract his softened balls. Giving each of them the sweetest snip was like an exchange of rings, formalising the strength of their bond to one another.

Once she’d put two tidy stitches into each cut, it barely looked like she’d been there at all, aside from the fact she now had his balls. She lay down beside him and snuggled in close, clutching the jar with his balls to her breasts. She had captured his love. It was hers forever. When she got home, she would put it with all the other jars containing the love she’d captured from other men.

She let out a long, satisfied sigh. She might be shy, but she was incredibly blessed to be loved by so many men.


Saving The Planet

Blackwood Forest was a spooky place at the best of times, but since Rayne Johnson had heard about an alleged UFO sighting, it was on his must visit list. The witness had spoken to him in confidence. Apparently, he’d often seen a bright, white light in the sky the previous Saturday night. He’d been out collecting the wild mint to make his tea. This, he claimed, gave him a pleasant buzz.

The light had descended and an alien figure had emerged. The witness said he had been overcome with fear and passed out, only to wake up aboard an alien spaceship. The aliens were probing him with strange objects and forcing him to undergo strange and cruel medical experiments.

As an amateur paranormal investigator, Rayne Johnson wanted to find out if there was any substance to the man’s claims. The witness didn’t want the FBI involved, so that left it up to him to solve the case. The only aspect to the witness’s story that bothered him was he wasn’t prepared to provide any proof of the alleged experiments. He had furnished him with some of the tea though, which had a pleasant, mildly intoxicating effect.

Rayne shouldered his pack and started the short hike to the clearing where the witness had made his alleged sighting. Once there, he marvelled at the symmetry of it. It was perfectly round, like one of the infamous crop circles made in fields, but this time in a forest. It looked like the perfect landing site for a UFO.

He set up his tent, taking his time with everything he did. Time was all he had while he waited. Once he’d done that, he explored the surrounding forest looking for clues. There was nothing of paranormal interest. He did find large bushes of the wild mint. It smelled good, so he figured he could make some tea if nothing of interest happened.

Idling away the hours, he heated some beans on his camp stove for a rudimentary meal. As the evening grew late, he made some tea from the mint. After a few mugs, he became very drowsy and couldn’t keep his eyes open. So he hopped into his sleeping bag and promptly fell sound asleep.

He woke up with a start in the middle of the night. There was a strange metallic noise and a bright light outside. His head still felt woozy and he wondered if he was dreaming, but his pounding heart assured him what was happening was real. The light shifted back and forth and he saw a strange, humanoid shape emerge as a silhouette on the side of his pop-up tent.

The cold pit of fear in his stomach made him feel ill. He suddenly felt paranoid, like he was being watched by an unknown presence. The cocktail of emotions made his vision unreliable, like he was high on drugs. Perhaps drinking more than a few cups of wild mint tea hadn’t been the smartest idea. He tried to focus, to regain control of the situation. This had to be some kind of hallucination.

When the silhouetted figure grew close and he heard its footsteps shuffling through the grass outside, he knew it wasn’t his mind playing tricks on his senses. The fear consumed him, becoming so unbearably awful, there was no way he could stop himself from passing out.

When Rayne awoke, he thought he must have died. All he could see was severe white light. He had no sense of his body. Surely this was the white light people spoke of as they passed over to whatever lay on the other side.

As his mind cleared, he heard the humming of machines, but none that he was familiar with at all. Squinting against the light, he saw he wasn’t dead at all. He’d been restrained on some kind of bed, spread eagle.

And there was something in his ass!

There was no doubt about that at all. It was vibrating and gently moving in and out of his forbidden entrance. Oddly, even though he’d never had his ass penetrated before, it wasn’t unpleasant. If anything, it felt quite nice, even though it was filling and stretching him in ways he’d never experienced before.

It was then he became aware of another presence in the room, or wherever he was at the moment. It was the same humanoid shape he’d seen on the fabric of his tent, a dark, curvy shape that rippled with the intense white light behind it. It had to be true. Aliens existed and they were visiting Earth to abduct people for strange experiments. The only explanation was he was now aboard their spaceship.

The alien spoke with a high pitched metallic voice that sounded surprisingly feminine.

“What is your name, Earthling?”

“R—Rayne,” he said, overcome with fear once more. “W—who are you?”

“My name cannot be pronounced by a human mouth, so you may call me Kylie,” it said.

“What’s up my ass?” he said, growing in confidence, as Kylie didn’t seem hostile.

“You are being prepared. You must help me save my planet,” said Kylie, moving closer.

“Your planet? Where are you from?”

“You wouldn’t understand with your small brain,” said Kylie, looking like a dark apparition shifting in the light.

“Why can’t I see you?” he said.

“I’ll take on a form that is more familiar to you,” said Kylie.

The lights lowered and Rayne found he didn’t have to squint anymore. He blinked several times to clear his vision. As it settled back to normal, he gasped.

Kylie was gorgeous. She might have been an alien, but she was the hottest girl he’d ever seen. She had long caramel coloured hair that had cute ringlets at the ends, big blue eyes and an adorable pink, glossy pout. She was also wearing a tight-fitting silver dress that left little to the imagination. It was cut so short, it barely covered her silver space panties. And it wasn’t sealed well at the front, with a V shaped opening from her shoulders to her navel, which gave him a spectacular view of her large, gravity defying breasts.

It didn’t matter that she was an alien. She was so damned sexy, he got an incredible hard-on in seconds.

“Does this please you?” she said, sounding human now, with a very cute, high-pitched voice. “Do I look like a normal human woman?”

He bobbed his head, barely able to speak.

“Oh, you don’t seem so sure,” she said, slipping her fingers into her dress below her breasts.

He gasped as she pulled the fabric aside to bare them entirely. Rayne’s mouth went bone dry. She had tiny pink nipples high on her breasts that pointed to heaven. Well, it explained a lot. She had come from the stars above after all. She jiggled up and down so he could watch them bounce.

“Is that better?” she said.

“Uh-huh,” Rayne replied, with a throbbing cock.

“Oh dear, you still don’t sound convinced,” she said, coming close to him now.

She lifted her skirt and pulled her panties aside. He saw she had a clean-shaven pussy that was so perfect, it would make a man weep. She stood over him, straddling the headrest so her sex was directly above his face. Damn, she smelled amazing too, like butterscotch and hot sex.

She lowered herself onto his mouth. “Here, have a little taste and tell me if you think I could pass for a human girl.”

Who was he to refuse? This was the best first contact ever! And her pussy tasted delicious, like rich, floral honey. He lapped at her greedily, enjoying every second she gave him. Sadly, there were too few of them as she pulled herself away.

“Better?” she said.

“I’m not sure,” he replied, hoping she would let him lick her some more. His cock was going nuts for her pussy.

“Oh, I’d like to let you do that all day,” she said. “I understand it’s how humans show they love one another, but I have a planet to save. Will you help me?”

He nodded as best he could in his restraints. “What happened? Was it a disaster?”

She nodded. “Yes, it was a terrible disaster. The women of my world developed a liking for snipping off men’s balls. It became so popular we accidentally sterilised the entire planet.”

Rayne really didn’t understand what she was talking about. “Snipping off balls?”

“Yes, girls enjoyed popping the balls out of a man’s sac and cutting them off. It really was a lot of fun.”

As he registered what she was talking about, he wanted to cross his legs, but couldn’t as his ankles were in restraints too. He blinked rapidly, taking in what she’d said. “Wow, every single man on the planet?”

“Yes, it was a bit of an oversight really.”

“Because you couldn’t breed anymore?”

“Well, there was that too, but we were more disappointed about running out of balls to snip. Still, it was fun while it lasted.”

“So how can I help?” he asked.

Kylie busied herself doing something out of his sight. “We need human men to help repopulate our species. Humans are the most compatible creatures we’ve found to our own DNA.”

“Well, you can count me in,” said Rayne. He could see it now, an entire planet of gorgeous women like Kylie, all needing him to fill their tight, little pussies with his cum. He was going to have sex three times a day for the rest of his life, each time with a different beauty. He was single-handedly going to save their planet.

“How long will it take us to get there?” he asked, feeling like all his dreams had come true at once.

“Oh, you wouldn’t survive the rigours of space travel, so I’ll just be taking your balls. That’s why I’ve been milking your prostate to get them really full of cum.”

“M—my balls?”

She came back into view, with a silver syringe in one hand and a small pair of scissors in the other. “Yes, it’s the best of both worlds. You save our planet and I get to snip your balls.”

His heart rate accelerated. “Isn’t there another way?”

She pouted at him and his cock started to twitch again. “Sadly not. Balls are the best vessels for cum, so I’d better get them out and give them a lovely trim.”

He felt the brief stab of the syringe, which quickly passed as his balls went numb.

Kylie looked so beautiful as she started to cut him. Her breasts swelled with excitement as she opened him up, eased his balls from their sac and snipped the cords. This must have been why his informant hadn’t wanted to give him any evidence of his abduction. What man would want people to know an alien girl had snipped off his nuts? It was bad enough living with the humiliation of having an empty sac without anyone else knowing about it.

Kylie let out a very satisfied sigh as she snipped his final testicle. All he could think as she removed his manhood, was how strange it was that an entire species of alien women enjoyed such a taboo practice. What bothered him though, was how she performed it in such a technologically primitive way.

He watched as she trimmed the excess cords to make two perfect spheres and dropped them into a small bottle filled with clear fluid. For such an advanced alien race, their medical practices were positively archaic.

His mind started to race, playing back all the events that had led up to this moment. The witness had approached him directly, telling him about the sightings, introducing him to drinking the tea. There was no evidence he was aboard a spaceship. With bright lights in his eyes, he could be in the back of a truck for all he knew. And Kylie... she was much too human to be from another world… he’d been set up.

“Your planet isn’t in any kind of trouble at all, is it?”

She giggled.

“Because you’re not an alien at all, are you?”

She showed him the bottle with two white plum-like spheres. “UFOs… unidentified floating objects,” she said, with another giggle. “Only you and I know what they are… they’re your balls. It can be our little secret. I did have a lovely time snipping them off.”

She waved them in front of his face. “Oh, I know what you’re thinking. Why would a girl go to all this trouble setting up such an elaborate hoax? Why would she pretend to be from another world? Well, you know, it’s lovely and quiet in the forest. It’s a great place to park up on a Saturday night and convince a man he should let me snip off his balls. Some pleasures are worth making an effort for, don’t you think?”

Rayne wasn’t thinking any of those thoughts at all. He was looking longingly at the bottle, wishing his two beloved nuts were back where they belonged.

Kylie pressed his nose like a button. “If you don’t want people to know you’ve been snipped, you’d better join my little UFO conspiracy. Send me a man next Saturday night. Tell him to try the wild mint in his tea. It’s called Salvia. If you’re under the influence, all it takes is a little scare to make you pass out. That gives me time to get him nicely prepared for a special trim between the legs.”

Rayne nodded. The existence of aliens was still a matter of doubt, but from this moment onwards, that was going to be a problem for another man to solve, starting next Saturday night.


Relationship Therapy

How Logan had wound up at relationship counselling was an absolute mystery to him. He adored Callie, his gorgeous girlfriend. The fact they’d ended up in counselling was beyond belief. As far as he was concerned, their life was perfect. This was because she was perfect. She was a trophy wife, and he fully intended to get down on one knee and propose as soon as possible.

Naturally, he was surprised when she’d made the demand for them to go to relationship counselling. It had come quite out of the blue. He didn’t know how their whirlwind romance had become unstuck. Everything seemed to be going marvellously between them.

So, when she’d said they needed to go to counselling, he agreed without question. He didn’t want to lose her and would do anything to make things right again. They’d gone two whole weeks without any sex and his cock was desperate to feel the clench of her tight pussy again.

They sat on either side of the counsellor’s room like boxers preparing for a bout. The counsellor, whose name was Ashley, looked at each of them in turn. She was very attractive too, so Logan was feeling uncomfortably aroused in current company.

With two balls bursting with cum and desperate for release, he started to imagine them having sex together. Callie was the definition of a sultry brunette, with dark brown, bedroom eyes that oozed sex appeal. Ashley was also a brunette, but she was a classic beauty with porcelain skin, clear blue eyes and the most sexy heart-shaped lips. He could imagine them taking turns to lick the other’s pussy as the perfect warm-up for him to come in and screw them both senseless. He loved brunettes. That scenario would be the definition of dying and going to brunette heaven.

“Let’s take turns to air our concerns,” said Ashley. “Then we can move onto how we can resolve them. Okay?”

Callie gave her a curt nod. Logan snapped out of his fantasy and also agreed.

“Logan, why don’t you go first,” said Ashley, with what was intended to be a reassuring smile. All it did was give him a hard-on.

“Well, aside from the fact we’re not having sex, I’m pretty happy with the way things are right now,” he said, crossing his legs in case anyone noticed the bulge in his pants. “Callie is the best thing that has ever happened to me.”

“Okay, thank you for sharing, Logan,” said Ashley. “Callie, I guess it’s over to you.”

Callie’s adorable barbie lips formed into a pout and Logan’s cock started to twitch in his pants. He decided this wasn’t relationship counselling, it was more like cock torture.

“He’s more focused on his own needs than mine,” she said.

Ashley nodded. “Can you be specific?”

“Well, when we have sex, he’s always in a hurry to get his cock inside me as fast as possible.”

Logan had to admit that was true. But Callie had a pussy that was so tight, it felt amazing, so why wait around? It wasn’t like he needed foreplay to get into the mood. That would only make him cum sooner, and it was already difficult enough to last more than a few minutes inside her.

“A girl likes to be licked every now and again,” she continued. “He hasn’t even licked me once at all.”

“Every now and again?” said Ashley. “I would’ve thought as often as possible.”

Callie nodded. “Well, yes, but I’m trying to be reasonable, to come half way. Isn’t that the idea?”

Ashley gave her an understanding smile. “It is indeed. And I hope you can both do that during this session.” She gave Logan a long stare.

“Of course!” he said, realising he’d been fantasising about having sex again and needed to give her an answer.

“The way he behaves, it’s like he doesn’t want to lick me down there,” said Callie. “And that hurts my feelings, especially given I’ve had so much work done.”

Logan didn’t know she was really into oral sex. She’d never mentioned it until now. He supposed he could make the effort to lick her. It would be hard though, waiting for her to get her thrills while his cock ached and throbbed. Oh, how he adored being inside her pussy. It was heaven!

“You say you’ve had work done and he doesn’t appreciate it,” said Ashley. “What kind of work?”

“Just a few feminine touch-ups,” said Callie. “It’s a girl’s prerogative these days.”

“I’m not judging,” said Ashley. “I’ve had a few touch-ups too. We’re allowed to look great. It helps us feel great about ourselves. I can’t say you look like you’ve had work. What have you had done?”

“Lips,” she said.

“Oh, yes. They’re lovely. Very kissable. How often do you kiss her, Logan?”

Logan shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He wasn’t aware of any of this. “Um… a bit.”

Callie huffed. “I get a few kisses while he’s desperately trying to get into my panties. No tongue ever. A girl likes to have a tongue in her mouth sometimes.”

Ashley let out a small laugh. “Sometimes? If I don’t get a good session with a tongue, you can forget about sex altogether. Anything else?”

Callie thrust out her magnificent chest. “I had a breast job too.”

“I see,” said Ashley. “They look very nice. Do you mind if I take a more intimate look?”

Logan sat up and peered at her. This didn’t seem normal for relationship counselling, but then again, he’d never been to a session like this before. It might well be a standard part of the process.

Callie shot him a dark look, then looked back at Ashley.

Ashley reached over and touched Callie lightly on the hand. “I understand. You’re feeling shy about your body while you’re on a break from sex. That’s perfectly natural. We can go behind the private screens if you’d prefer?”

Callie nodded. Logan’s jaw dropped. This was entirely unfair, especially as he hadn’t seen her naked for two weeks. And she did have superb breasts too.

The two women went behind the private screens dividing the room in two. He wondered what else was back there, but he couldn’t see anything at all, except for their silhouettes on the pale pink plastic.

Callie was clearly taking off her top, and he saw the outline of one breast in profile, thrusting out so seductively from her chest. His cock began to ache so hard, he felt like he might need to double over as the feeling spread through his abdomen and down his legs.

“Oh, they’re quite beautiful,” said Ashley, reaching out to touch Callie’s breasts. “So full and round.” He heard Callie gasp. “And such sensitive nipples too.”

“That’s just it,” said Callie, with a longing in her voice to be touched like that again. “A girl likes to have her lovely, sensitive nipples teased during sex, but he never does. He’s always too busy working on getting his end away.”

Logan ground his teeth. Didn’t she know men were hopeless at multitasking? It was enough for him to try to last a full five minutes while he was inside her, let alone playing with her nipples. He squeezed one of his own through his shirt and wondered why it was such a big deal. It didn’t feel very exciting to him at all.

“Well, men and women are built in different ways. I understand. He needs to pay more attention to your needs.”

Ashley returned and sat down while Callie put her blouse back on. “Women have sensitive nipples, Logan.” She winked. “If you learn how to treat them right, you wouldn’t believe how much you’ll please her. And a happy girlfriend will return that pleasure, if you take my meaning.”

He shrugged. He didn’t want his nipples teased. So what was the benefit of that?

Ashley poked her tongue in one cheek to make a bulge and mimed having a cock in her mouth.

“Ah…” he said, as the penny reached the bottom of the enormously long well.

Callie returned and sat down. He noticed her cheeks were flushed with arousal. All from having her nipples touched? He’d better learn how to do that and fast.

“Anything else?” said Ashley.

Callie’s cheeks went from pink to bright red. “Um… I’ve had my pussy done too,” she said in a small voice.

“Really? Logan is a lucky man. What have you had done?”

“Laser hair removal…”

“Oh, yes, me too,” said Ashley. “So sexy and no annoying shaving rash.”

“And vaginoplasty. I always had a nice little pussy, but I wanted it so tight that I felt like a virgin every time I had sex. I can’t tell you how amazing it feels.”

Ashley fanned her face with her fingers. “Um… we should probably go and have a look at it too.”

As before, they went behind the screen, and he saw Callie's silhouette hop up onto a bed and spread her legs. Ashley stood over her. Logan was trying to keep his cock in his pants. Surely he had time to whip it out, grab a tissue from the box and ease the pressure. He thought better of it. If either of them came out and caught him jerking off, his relationship was toast.

Ashley sucked in a deep breath. “Honey, you have the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. That’s a work of art. Do you mind if I test the flavour? You mentioned that Logan doesn’t lick you.”

“Sure,” said Callie. Her voice was shaking with excitement.

Ashley bent over, and Logan heard the most sensuous lapping noises from behind the screen. When the hell had this become part of relationship counselling? And way more importantly, why wasn’t he allowed to watch? The tissues were positioned in the middle of the coffee table, begging to be used. He leaned over to pull the box closer, so they were easier to reach.

“Oh my, you’re utterly delicious,” said Ashley, standing up to arrange her hair. “He doesn’t know what he’s been missing.”

Right now, Logan was fully aware of what he was missing. He was missing the opportunity to have a heavenly release in Callie’s perfect pussy. He could have jerked off to relieve himself, but it wouldn’t be the same.

They both emerged from behind the screens, looking flushed and light-headed. They composed themselves before continuing.

“So kissing, nipple play and licking… lots more licking… a hell of a lot of licking,” said Ashley. Her voice went quite husky as she continued. “Is that what’s needed as a compromise, Callie?”

Callie took a deep breath. “Well, there is one more little thing. I think if I’ve had a trim down there, that he should too,” she said.

“Hair? Foreskin?” said Ashley, wanting her to elaborate.

“Balls,” said Callie.

Ashley nodded and considered her remark. Logan tried to work out what the hell they were talking about. He couldn’t think straight with all the powerful pheromones in the room.

“Yes, that would most certainly address all the issues,” said Ashley. “Men who have been snipped are much more attentive lovers. And they do become very devoted pussy lickers.”

“Er… what do you mean by ‘snipped’?” said Logan. He really didn’t understand what was going on, but his balls suddenly felt very vulnerable.

“Oh, standard ball removal,” said Ashley. “We pop them out and cut them off.”

Logan grabbed a cushion and pressed it over his crotch. “That doesn’t sound safe,” he said.

Ashley gave him a reassuring smile. “Oh, it’s quite a common procedure. Lots of women are getting their boyfriends done these days. We do it here all the time. You wouldn’t believe how many relationships we’ve saved by snipping off a pair of pesky balls.”

They both looked at him.

“So, are you willing to come half way for Callie?” said Ashley. “Two small snips to save your relationship is a very small compromise to have to make.”

He tried to think of an appropriate response. The only sound that emerged from his mouth was a small squeak.

“Good, we’ll do it right away,” said Ashley.

Both women stood up, took him by each of his arms and led him behind the screens, where there was a medical bed and a stainless steel bench. In moments, as if they’d done this many times before, he was naked from the waist down and getting a hypodermic needle inserted into his ball sac.

“Look how hard he is,” said Callie. “I think he’s turned-on by the idea of getting his balls trimmed.”

“Of course he is,” replied Ashley. “What other reason could there be?”

Callie had a wicked smile on her face as she watched Ashley calmly pick up a small pair of scissors to start cutting into his sac. He closed his eyes and prayed it would be over soon. He told himself he was doing this for Callie. It would save their relationship. Once it was over, they could go back to having sex again.

If he wasn’t mistaken, Ashley seemed to be really enjoying what she was doing. She looked quite flushed and her breasts were swelling in her tight shirt. She started to make low moaning sounds as she eased his balls out of their protective purse.

Callie was having a similar reaction, but she kept looking at him, biting her lip as if she were trying to suppress a smile.

As Ashley snipped his first cord, he began to think it would be okay to have them cut off. After all, he didn’t like wearing condoms, and wasn’t this what happened when a man had a vasectomy?

The tight ache he felt through his groin seemed to be at odds with that line of reasoning though. What’s more, his happy erection was fading by the moment, becoming softer, despite the vision of the two gorgeous women standing over him. With it went the delicious pleasure that came with arousal and the anticipation of an orgasm.

“One more and he’ll be nicely trimmed,” said Ashley, as she squeezed his second testicle from the small cut on the side of his sac. She looked at him while she elongated the cord for cutting. While she wasn’t showing any emotion, she licked her lips.

By now, his erection had fully subsided and his poor deprived penis was limp and numb, dangling to the left as it did when he wasn’t hard.

Both women shuddered and made appreciative sighs as Ashley snipped his cord. She put his balls into a jar and proceeded to sew up the cuts. Callie picked up the jar and held it up to her face, so he could see his balls and her wicked smile.

“Okay, Callie, next time I’ll be the girlfriend and you be the counsellor,” said Ashley. “I’ve got a lovely man already lined up. He’s got two large, heavy balls full of cum and he hasn’t had sex for two weeks.”

They looked at Logan. He looked back at them. None of this made sense. And why was his cock limp when it should have been throbbing with the need to cum as before?

“He never was very bright,” said Callie. “I don’t think he’s worked it out yet. We’d better show him.”

She grabbed Ashley and pulled her close to plant a deep kiss on her mouth. Logan watched as their tongues danced in the familiar, passionate kiss of lovers. His groin ached as their hands touched one another in their most intimate parts, moving from a kiss to what could only be the onset of foreplay. It was the most erotic moment he’d witnessed between two women and if he still had his balls, he would have shot his load.

As Callie came up for air, she looked deep into Ashley’s eyes. “I love you, Ashley. Snipping men’s balls is the best relationship therapy we could possibly do together.”


Two For The Road

Brady loved payday. His job in the gold mines was tough work, with long hours spent in the company of a lot of sweaty men in a confined space. But the rewards for the work were worth it, especially if they made a good score. That meant a bonus in his pay packet.

This week they’d made a huge score, and his pockets were full of cash. So, once a month, on his long weekend off, he got to blow a lot in town. That meant a trip to the local strip club to get blind drunk and watch girls take their clothes off.

Tonight, he was going alone. As time had gone by, fewer men from the mines seemed to want to go to the club. He supposed it was because the girls weren’t that pretty. But after spending so much time without a single girl in sight, as far as he was concerned, any girl would do.

There wasn’t a big crowd in The Golden Gentlemen’s Club tonight. None of them were gentlemen either. The men sipping beers and neat whiskey were working men looking to blow off some steam and with it, a lot of cash.

The music was turned down low enough for the men to talk. The lights were also dimmed, adding mysterious shadows to the woman currently working the pole. It was an old trick to make a plain girl look a lot more alluring. Like lingerie, it was the suggestion of what remained hidden that held more allure than what was visible.

Brady found a free stool at the bar and ordered a beer with a bourbon chaser. He watched the girl dance and let his imagination take him to the places he’d like to go with a girl if he had half a chance. How long had it been since he’d been with a girl? It felt like a lifetime ago.

As the evening wore on he got nicely drunk and the girls started to look prettier. He was sure the drinks were helping, but that didn’t stop him from slipping twenty dollar bills into the waistbands of their panties or the garters they wore on their thighs.

Just when he was thinking about calling it a night, the lights were turned up a few notches, so there were fewer shadows for the girls to hide. A soulful saxophone tune started playing as the last dancer for the evening took to the stage.

Brady started to wonder just how many drinks he’d consumed. She wasn’t a plain Jane at all. He rubbed his eyes to make sure he wasn’t mistaken. As he opened them again, his mouth went bone dry. He swallowed a mouthful of beer, but that didn’t quench his thirst. Only the vision before him could do that.

Why hadn’t he seen or heard about her before? And more to the point, if the club had dancers like this, why weren’t the other men from the mines joining him?

She had long, silky blond hair and smoky brown eyes which she’d darkened further with mascara and eyeliner. The effect was captivating, making the whites of her eyes bright and her irises mysterious.

She had a body that made his plump cock finally become a full-blown boner. She was slender, with an athletic build which accentuated the size of her amazing upright breasts. Although they were still packaged in a tiny white bra, he could see they were full and firm. And her legs went on for days. She wore a white top hat with a black band, which she took off and twirled through her fingers as the song finished its introductory phrases. She placed it at the front of the stage.

She slowly began her dance, as if she were having foreplay with the pole. She took her time stroking and caressing it, doing slow spirals with her fingertips as she circled it with fluid grace. As the saxophone started to build, so did her dance and she moved her body in ways that made Brady forget he was sitting in a bar with a bunch of horny men. The sounds of their hoots and wolf whistles faded. He only had eyes for her. He only had ears for the saxophone as together, they turned dance and music into red-hot, passionate sex.

She danced three numbers without taking off her bra, panties or lace-top stockings. When she was finished, she had more money in her top hat than all the girls who had danced this evening combined.

Brady felt a deep yearning grip his entire body as she returned to the curtains, holding them over her body as she wiggled her fingers to wave goodnight.

The applause was deafening, despite the small number of men remaining at the bar. Brady couldn’t clap. The need to see her again paralysed his body, but she was gone. The show was over. This was as much as he would be getting tonight.

With the dancing for the evening ending, the vast majority of the patrons took their cue to finish their drinks and leave. Brady stayed at the bar, sipping his beer and ignoring his bourbon. His cock was still throbbing with desire for the mysterious dancer. She was a dream girl and he didn’t want the fantasy to come to an end.

As he consoled himself with beer, he noticed someone sitting down on the stool beside him. He glanced over and gasped. It was her, although now she was wearing a white silk robe, cut short to reveal her lovely, long legs. She was once again wearing her white top hat, tilted to one side, like a Victorian lady dressed for a night out on the town.

“How’d you like the show?” she said.

Brady wasn’t good at talking to girls at the best of times, but making words come out of his mouth now seemed impossible.

“F—fine,” he said, managing to force the word past his lips.

“Just fine?” she said, giving him a disapproving pout that made his entire groin ache.

“Incredible,” he said.

Her gaze softened, and he lost himself in the dark pools of her eyes. “I’m Trinity. What’s your name?”

“B—Brady,” he said, gulping down the remains of his beer. He needed the Dutch courage to make a speech. As a man of few words, making a speech was always a challenge, but this one was necessary in the company of such a desirable woman. And she deserved the best speech he could muster.

“You’re beautiful,” he said, relieved to have made his speech without stuttering.

She fluttered her long eyelashes and gave him a tiny smile. “How about one for the road?” she said.

“I think I’ve had enough to drink,” he replied, although his mouth was still drier than the desert where he mined for gold.

She leaned across the bar and put her hand on his crotch, feeling his throbbing cock. If he wasn’t so loaded with beer, he would’ve cum in his pants. Then she moved down to his balls and tickled them with her fingertips the same way she had started her pole dance.

“Then how about two for the road?”

Brady swallowed hard. He realised she was inviting him to go out the back for a lap dance. All girls had their own unique way of asking a man if he was interested. They weren’t allowed to ask a man directly, as that constituted soliciting.

He still had a pocketful of cash and he hadn’t tipped her a cent for her dance. He had been too captivated to think straight, much as he was now.

She led him onto the stage, through the curtains and out to the dressing rooms. There was a long bench with mirrors surrounded by lights where the women did their make-up. The clothes racks were full of exotic costumes. This wasn’t their destination though.

She took him through another door to a small room which had a wide, comfortable black chair. He noticed there were manacles on the sides of the chair behind the armrests.

“So, what kind of dance do you want?” she said, taking off her top hat and holding it out to him. It was the polite way of asking him indirectly how much money he was willing to pay.

He reached into his pocket, pulled out his wad of cash and dropped every note into her hat. She arched an eyebrow as she took an estimate of its value. He knew there was the better part of a thousand dollars there, but she was worth it.

“Lucky boy,” she said. “I’ll give you a dance you’ll remember for the rest of your life.”

“What are those for?” he said, pointing at the manacles.

“The rules of the dance are simple. You can look and enjoy whatever I do, but you’re not allowed to touch. Naughty boys who break the rules get put in those restraints. Now, why don’t you take off your pants and make yourself comfortable.”

He dropped them like they were on fire and left them in a pile on the floor. The black leather chair was cold on his bare ass, but it soon warmed up, much like the mood in the room. Trinity started up a small sound system, and he heard the opening bars of a slow, soulful number played on a saxophone.

As she began her dance, she slowly untied the belt of her silk robe. In traditional style, she made him wait for what felt like an eternity to see her body. She turned her back, slowly opened it and let it slip from her shoulders. She was wearing a white silk strapless bra underneath, with matching panties and a lace garter belt.

Although his cock hadn’t softened since he’d first laid eyes on her, he went rock hard now. The sight of her breasts, swelling in the bra like they were about to spill out, made him feel drunk with desire. As she swayed like the flame of a candle in a gentle breeze, he felt like a moth being lured to it.

She kept swaying as she climbed on top of him, parting her beautiful legs to straddle his thighs. She ran her fingers through her hair and moaned like she was enjoying the first moments of sex. He stared, transfixed by her goddess-like body, fighting to keep his hands firmly planted to the armrests.

As she lowered herself onto him, he felt the smooth silk of her panties along the length of his cock as she continued to roll her hips. The music hit a faster tempo, and she reached behind her back to unclip her bra. Still rolling her hips in time to the beat, she tortured him as she slowly removed it without showing him a hint of a nipple.

As he felt the wetness of her pussy through her panties, she gave it to him all at once. She removed her hands from her breasts to thrust them close to his face as she ground herself harder onto his cock. With one hand planted next to his head, she reached behind her back with her other hand to find his balls. Taking them in a firm grip, she squeezed them as she continued to work her dripping panties up and down his shaft.

It was too much to take, driving him wild with desire. Her breasts were so lovely, gently swaying back and forth with the music, her nipples two hardened points, erect with pleasure. He reached out and took them in his hands, feeling their exquisitely firm fullness.

Before he knew what was happening, Trinity had him by the wrists, pulling his hands from her breasts to the manacles on the side of the chair. In a heartbeat, he felt the metal restraints snap into place.

“Naughty, naughty,” she whispered in his ear.

She sat up and looked him in the eye. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll still give you a dance to remember for the rest of your life. We’ll just have to make it a dance of a different kind… more like ballroom dancing.”

She eased herself from his lap. “And just when I was getting excited too,” she said, hooking her thumbs into the waistbands of her panties.

As the music soared to the saxophone solo, she teased him as she slowly slid her panties off, showing him the bare, smooth mound of her pussy, but hiding her lips. Then she turned about as she slipped them over her hips and down her legs. Looking back over her shoulder at him in such a seductive way, she raised her panties to her nose and inhaled deeply.

“Mm… delicious,” she sighed.

She put them to his nose and the sweet vanilla and honey scent of her sex overwhelmed his senses.

“Taste…” she said, putting them into his mouth and poking them inside with her index finger.

Brady felt totally intoxicated as he savoured the sweet, creamy juices on her panties. He was barely aware of anything else until he felt her place a strip of duct tape over his mouth, sealing her panties inside.

As the opening riff of You Can Keep Your Hat On played on the sound system, Trinity retrieved her top hat, placed it back on her head and began to dance again. She was a divine spectacle, wearing only the top hat, a garter on her left thigh and white high heels. His cock twitched and throbbed, developing an aching need to cum as he watched her dance with the flavour of her pussy filling his mouth.

While her hips swayed to the music, she took a hypodermic needle from the bench. Without missing a beat, she jiggled her breasts and wiggled her delectable round bottom at him as she worked the tip of the needle into his ball sac and pressed the plunger.

Brady realised he was in for some kind of punishment for breaking the rules, but it was the most exquisitely pleasurable punishment imaginable. Dancing back to the bench, she picked up a small pair of scissors. She incorporated them into her dance, licking the tip with the point of her tongue, slowly dragging them through the deep valley between her breasts, and holding them against her perfect pussy until she was climbing on top of him again.

This time she sat on him in the reverse cowgirl position as she ground her hot, wet pussy along the length of his cock. She never allowed him to penetrate her as she rolled her hips back and forth. He marvelled at how beautiful she was from all angles. The way her top hat sat on her lovely blond head was so cute. The mouthwatering curves of her figure, tapering to a narrow waist, and the two perfect peaches of her bottom, sliding back and forth as she danced on his cock, filled him with lust.

Every time Joe Cocker hit the chorus, she turned to look at him, mouthing, “You can keep your hat on!” in time to the music. There was such a naughty sparkle in her smoky eyes, and the curl of her lips made it quite clear she was being mischievous with her scissors.

As the song soared, the heat and delicious wet friction of her pussy on his cock drew him closer and closer to orgasm. He ground his teeth as the need set in to push with all his pelvic muscles to reach his release. But it eluded him. He pushed harder, straining to achieve orgasm. It was so close, yet seemed impossible to reach. Even the intense hot flood of Trinity’s juices running over his groin and down his thighs wasn’t enough to set him off.

As the song ended, so did the dance, and she eased herself off of him. She still had her scissors in one hand, but now she had a small jar in the other. Inside were two white plum-shaped objects floating in clear liquid.

Tiffany giggled as he looked down between his legs. His cock was still thick and hard, twitching and throbbing with the need to cum, but what she’d done to him meant that was never going to happen again.

There were two cuts on either side of his ball sac. Dangling from each cut was a thin white cord which had been snipped with her scissors. Until moments ago, each cord had once anchored his balls to his body.

“Ballroom dancing,” she said, holding the glass jar up to his face for a better view. “Don’t feel bad, Brady. Every man I’ve ever danced for hasn’t been able to resist touching my perfect body. Just as I haven’t been able to resist snipping off their balls.”

Brady looked at his balls, feeling the longing to have them back made ever more desperate as his need to cum evaporated. He couldn’t even ask her for his money back. She’d given him exactly what she’d promised. This was one lap dance he’d remember for the rest of his life.


Unballed Melody

Carlos enjoyed exploring the coastline of the Mediterranean. He liked the wild areas, not the tourist hotspots where the beaches were crowded with oiled bodies and barely a free patch of sand. He liked to get away from the cities and explore the rugged coastline. The barren brown cliffs, dotted with wild bushes, where the land met the crystal clear waters of the Mediterranean Sea, were so exotic.

He’d been exploring the island of Capri, hiking along the top of a hill with a sheer chalk-white cliff face that plummeted straight down into the water. In the distance, he could see the hill descended to a small beach with white sand surrounded on three sides by the towering cliffs. The sea was sapphire blue and sparkling with the sunlight reflecting off the water. It was a perfect piece of paradise, hidden away from the rest of the world.

As he descended the hill, he swore he could hear music being carried on the wind, specifically the sound of a woman singing. As there was no one in sight, he guessed he must have imagined it, but the closer he got to the sheltered beach, the stronger it became.

The woman had a hauntingly beautiful voice and, although he couldn’t understand what she was singing about, he was captivated by every note. He immediately thought of the Sirens in Greek mythology, beautiful women who lured men to their ruin with the power of their enchanting voices.

Reaching sea level, he made his way through the bushes towards the beach. Then he saw the owner of the beautiful voice. Although her back was to him, he could see she was a young woman with a body as beautiful as her melody, curvaceous with long, black hair to her waist.

He crept to a better position so he could see what she was doing while she sang. Once he’d found a good spot, he raised his binoculars to his eyes and suppressed a gasp. Her beauty was captivating. She had bronze skin like a Greek woman, but instead of having large brown eyes, hers were the blue-green colour of the sea.

She was completely naked and sitting in the sand at the edge of the water, so each wave lapped at her legs and between her thighs. Her large, round breasts swelled with each breath and he couldn’t help becoming highly aroused. It appeared as if she was shaving her pussy with a small knife, like the ones used to shuck shellfish.

Although he knew he shouldn’t peep like this at a naked woman, her song and her beauty held him prisoner. It wasn’t until she stopped singing that he plucked up the courage to approach her.

Holding his knapsack over his groin to hide his erection, he emerged from behind the bushes where he’d been hiding. Mustering his courage, he strolled down the beach toward her.

“That was a lovely song,” he said, as he drew near.

She turned to face him and smiled as if she’d known he’d been there all along. She also seemed completely unperturbed about being completely naked in front of a stranger.

“If you enjoyed it so much, why don’t you join me,” she said. “We can sit naked together and enjoy the water. Then you won’t have to hide your erection.”

While her immediate familiarity struck him as being quite odd, it also seemed like the most appealing idea. He put down his bag, stripped naked and sat down beside her in the water. The sea was cool and refreshing in the heat of the sun, but his senses were focused entirely on her.

She had indeed been shaving herself with her knife and her sex looked exceptionally inviting now it was fully exposed. He could see she had a thin rope belt with a sheath for her knife tied to her waist. His cock twitched as he looked at her from head to toe.

“What’s your name?” he said.

“Serena,” she replied.

“I’m Carlos,” he said, when she didn’t ask for his name. “Are you from around these parts?”

“My people have always lived here,” she said, looking out to the sea. “We’ve enjoyed this paradise for more generations than we can remember. Isn’t it beautiful?”

He’d completely lost interest in the scenery. She was more beautiful than any landscape, and he only wanted to gaze upon her face and body for as long as this moment lasted.

“Where did you learn to sing like that? You have the most beautiful voice,” he said, thinking she had an equally beautiful body and face too.

Where had this mysterious woman been all his life? She was so enchanting in every way he felt like he was falling head over heels in love. Didn’t people say it was possible to fall in love at first sight? Or perhaps, in this case, he’d fallen in love at first song.

She shuffled closer to him and lifted herself onto his lap as if he’d just invited her to do so. Settling in by wiggling her lovely round bottom between his thighs until she was sitting sideways, she hooked one arm over his shoulder. Her breasts were right in front of his face and he didn’t know quite where to look. They were superb, very large, round and full, glistening with a sheen of sea water in the sunlight. He wanted to take one of her hardened nipples in his mouth, to find out if it tasted as delectable as it looked.

“I’ve always been able to sing,” she replied, answering his question. Her intimate presence made it feel like he’d asked it a lifetime ago.

“Would you like me to sing to you some more?”

He nodded.

“The songs of my people are quite specific and must be accompanied by their purpose,” she said, already sounding so musical to his ear. “This one is about kissing.”

She started to sing what sounded like a lullaby. It started softly, with a crooning tone to her voice. As she reached the end of each phrase, she kissed him softly on the lips. Each kiss was in time to the music, and as the song went on, he became quite delirious. He knew when each kiss was coming, but each one was different as the song changed in mood. Sometimes it was a cute peck of the lips, sometimes she licked him with the tip of her tongue, other times she caught his lower lip between her teeth and gave it a sharp, playful bite.

As the song reached its peak, its power washed over his body like a warm, soothing wave. His feelings were no longer in question. He was utterly in love with this gorgeous creature, and the more she sang to him and kissed him, the more his love for her deepened.

“That… was… amazing,” he said, feeling quite overwhelmed.

“Another?” she said, with one last kiss.

“Another,” he agreed, without question.

“Then lie back on the sand and make yourself comfortable,” she said, retrieving her knife from its sheath.

Her next song was a playful tune. Again, he had no comprehension of the words. He didn’t even know what language it was, but he understood its meaning by the tone of the music and the nuances of her voice. This song was about sexual desire and foreplay.

Taking his pulsing cock in one hand, she used her small knife to shave his groin. It must have been razor sharp to scrape away the hair so cleanly. While she shaved him, she gently stroked his cock, making him feel more and more aroused, as if she was now in control of his libido.

Every stroke of her hand, every stroke of the knife, and the sea lapping between his legs to wash away the hair felt incredible. As her song came to a close, she shaved his balls smooth and held them in her hand. He’d only known her for a short time, but he felt like he’d loved her for years.

She smiled at him as she squeezed his balls, enjoying the effect it was having on his cock, making it twitch and throb with the growing need to cum.

“After singing you that song, it’s the custom of my people to finish all the music between a man and a woman,” she said.

“Please… continue,” he said. He could listen to her sing for the rest of his life as far as he was concerned.

She crawled up the sand, over his chest, until she reached his face. Pinning his arms under her shins, she lowered her sex onto his mouth and started to sing again. He eagerly gave her his tongue, licking at her lovely lips and probing as deep as he could to taste her juices. She was buttery, sweet as the freshest scallops, delicately carrying the flavour of the sea.

Her song was like a sound a woman made as she was being slowly pleasured towards an orgasm, but set to music. There were longing moans of desire, crisp notes of joy and a keening wail that spoke nothing of grief and everything of pleasure.

The more she sang, the more he licked, keeping in time to the rhythm with his tongue. He looked up, seeing her glorious body above him, her breasts thrusting from her chest and her wild black hair blowing in the breeze. It was a blessing to give her pleasure and be rewarded with her sweet juices and the beauty of her song.

As the song reached its peak, so did she and her voice echoed over the roar of the sea as her juices flooded into his mouth. He drank every drop, while licking her to sustain her orgasm for as long as possible. She was breathless as her song ended, but she was radiant, having been thoroughly pleasured.

She climbed off him and returned to the sea, sitting between his legs. He lay still, absorbing the amazing experience, savouring her flavour on his lips and the joy that her music brought him.

“Surely by now, you know what I am,” she said.

He didn’t understand her remark. It seemed so unexpected after what had just happened between them.

“I am a woman of the sea, who seduces, subdues and leads a man to ruin.”

While his head was still swimming with joy and drowning in being in love, a small voice at the back of his mind reminded him of the thought that had occurred to him when he first heard her song from the hills above the bay. Was she implying she was a Siren? It couldn’t be possible. Sirens were creatures of myth.

“There are five songs we sing to lead a man to ruin,” she said. “So far, you’ve heard four. The first is to lure a man. The second is to seduce him. The third is to prepare him for ruin. The fourth is to subdue his spirit and dominate his will. Now… it’s time for the last.”

She smiled at him so sweetly, it seemed impossible to consider she had any malicious intent toward him at all. He gasped as he saw her knife flash in her hand.

“Oh, don’t worry, Carlos. I don’t intend to kill you. It’s much more pleasurable to ruin a man by taking the one thing that defines him, the one thing he cherishes the most.”

With a flick of her wrist, the tip of the knife made a clean cut in the centre of his ball sac. There was no pain, only the shock of her sea change from being sweet and loving, to frighteningly dangerous.

Before he could react, she began her final song. It was a deeply joyous song, like one somebody would sing if they were deliriously happy and needing to express it to the world. The sound of her voice imprisoned his body. He could do nothing but watch as she worked between his legs, taking his balls out of his sac. One by one, she sliced the cords and cut them free.

Her song wasn’t as long as the others, but as he watched her take his manhood, it carried a much greater weight.

“There were never any shipwrecks when we sang our final song,” she said, coming to the end. “There were only the wrecks of men, desperate to feel the pleasure of drinking from our sex once more, only to have to live on, enduring endless impotent denial.”

He watched her grasp his stolen balls as she allowed herself to be swept away, returning to the sea. As beautiful body disappeared into the waves, he didn’t know what he missed more. She may have just stolen his manhood, but she’d also stolen his heart.


Size Does Matter

“How was the holiday?” said Claire, topping up the three empty wine glasses on the coffee table.

Monique gave her a wry smile as she picked up her wine. She’d been married the longest of the three women and had never been a fan of spending time with her husband being cooped up in their campervan.

“Quite lovely, actually,” she replied, sipping her wine.

“Who was he?” said Claire. She knew when either of her friends had got themselves laid. Monique liked to gloat about it. Marie, on the other hand, tended to blush and not part with the details readily.

Monique crossed her lovely, long legs and reclined on one side of the settee. “I can still feel the stretch,” she said.

“C’mon, details,” said Marie.

“Well, we had the camper parked at the beach and Dave had gone diving. That meant he’d be gone for a few hours at least. Then this handsome young man on a motorcycle pulled up beside the van. He had a pop-up tent and a tiny stove to heat his meals. So I took off my blouse and asked him if he wanted a cold drink.”

“What were you wearing underneath?” said Claire.

“My bikini. The little white one. As you can imagine, he went red as a tomato trying not to look at my breasts. I had him wrapped around my little finger in minutes. I don’t think he even touched his cold drink. What came up in his pants was a delicious sight though. There was no way he could hide it in his beach shorts.”

“Big?” asked Marie.

“Big was an understatement,” Monique replied. “We talked a bit and I coaxed his shyness out of him soon enough. He was a virgin, you see. It didn’t take much to bring him around to the idea of parting with his virginity with an experienced older woman. I might be married, but I’ve still got it you know,” she said, sweeping a lock of blond hair over her shoulder.

“You’re only twenty-eight,” said Claire. “You’re hardly past your best by date.”

“Well, marriage can do that to a woman,” Monique replied, “especially when Mr Five Inches has become somewhat routine in bed. Would you believe what this young virgin was packing? Once I’d worked my naughty fingers past his fly, I had a nine inch cock in my hand.”

“How did you know it was nine inches?” said Claire.

“Well, I measured him, of course! Doesn’t every girl carry a measuring tape in her purse in case she needs to measure a cock?”

Marie pressed her bright red lips together and nodded. Claire grudgingly admitted she had one too.

“After that, he was all mine,” continued Monique. “The poor young thing looked utterly terrified as I climbed on top of him to go for a ride on his magnificent cock. He just sat there and stared at me with big wide eyes as I took his virginity.”

Claire snorted a laugh. “If you tell me he gave you a wild ride, I’d say you’re making this up. Show me a virgin that lasts longer than thirty seconds and I’ll show you a moon made from green cheese.”

“Oh, he lasted a minute or two,” said Monique. She opened her purse, took out her phone and swiped through her photo collection. She found what she was looking for and handed it to Claire.

Claire looked at the photo of a good-looking young man with a measuring tape pressed to the base of his huge, thick cock. Monique wasn’t fibbing at all. He was nine inches and some to spare.

Monique gave her a smile of victory as she took back her phone. “Just the feeling of it filling and stretching my pussy was enough for me to finish myself off later on with a little fingering. I’m telling you, ladies, size does matter.”

“Not so much for me,” said Marie. She was a petite redhead and she had a sparkle in her pale blue eyes. “I have a rather tight pussy, so I can’t handle anything much bigger than average. Six inches is about my limit. I agree that size does matter, but it’s what a man does with it too.”

“Sounds like you have a story to tell us too,” said Claire. She recalled that Marie had complained on several occasions that her husband lacked any flamboyance in the bedroom beyond missionary position.

“Someone has been unfaithful,” said Monique, raising her glass to toast her friend. “Well done, darling. Do we know the gentleman in question?”

“You do,” said Marie, “but he’s no gentleman. I’ve been having a thing with Brandon for a few months now.”

Claire gasped. “Brandon? You mean you’re screwing your husband’s best friend?”

“Why not? He has a nice six inch cock and he’s incredibly kinky when it comes to sex.”

“Details. Now,” said Monique.

“Well, his favourite thing to do is to tie me up and force me over a bench, or a table, whatever we have available at the time. Then he gives me a good hard pounding from behind. Sometimes he pulls my hair. Sometimes he spanks my ass. It feels so naughty!”

Marie’s cheeks flushed the same colour as her hair and lipstick as she revealed more details.

“So I’m telling you, average is fine when a man knows how to handle you properly,” she concluded.

Monique looked at Claire. “Okay, the blond says bigger is better. The redhead puts her vote in for average. It looks like the brunette has the casting vote. What wins? Big or average, Claire?”

Claire sipped her wine. “Neither. Small is best. In fact, the smaller the better. And lovely and limp.”

She watched as her friends laughed.

She looked at Monique. “So you tell me big is best. You had to do all the work, just so you can ride him for two minutes, only to have to finish yourself off after the fact?”

The wide-eyed look on Monique’s face was priceless. This was long overdue. She looked at Marie, who already looked afraid of what she was about to hear. She needed to hear it. They both did.

“And you let yourself be screwed like a bitch, just to get a little variety in your otherwise pedestrian sex life?”

There was a long pause while both women searched for a response.

“Small wins,” said Claire, “and here’s why.”

She called out for her husband, Jerry, who was preparing hors d’oeuvres in the kitchen. He really was such a wonderful cook. Jerry scuttled into the room. His cheeks reddened when he realised he was still wearing a tiny frilly apron and a little maid’s dress in front of Monique and Marie.

She wondered why he felt so embarrassed. There was no need. He looked incredibly pretty with his long hair, false eyelashes and the candy-apple lipstick she’d bought him for his birthday.

“Pull down your panties and show them,” she said.

He looked at her with desperation in his eyes. “Do I have to?”

“Do I have to spank you in front of our guests?” she replied.

He squeezed his eyes shut, lifted his skirt, and pulled his tiny silk panties aside.

Monique was first to take a closer look. “It’s tiny!” she said. “And he looks like he doesn’t have any balls!”

“That’s because he doesn’t,” said Claire. “I snipped him the night of the wedding. It was the start of the best honeymoon ever. Not necessarily for him, but I had a wild time.”

Marie pushed Monique aside to have a look for herself. She gasped. “It’s like a tiny button. I never realised such a small pee-pee could look so cute! I love that he shaves himself too. It’s very sexy.”

Monique looked at Claire askance. “So, what about sex? How is that supposed to pleasure your pussy?”

“He does it with his tongue,” replied Claire. “There’s no need to worry about him only lasting two minutes. I sit on his face for as long as I want to be pleasured.”

Marie grimaced. “Cutting off his balls does seem a little extreme. What about his pleasure?”

“Oh, he gets pleasured too, and we both get to enjoy it. Sometimes I give him a good spanking. Sometimes I give him a good, hard pegging. Sometimes he gets both. He loves it. And now that he has no balls, he cums like a girl. It’s adorable.”

Monique shrugged. “You can’t tell me a tongue is better than a nice hard cock.”

Claire ordered Jerry to lie on the floor. He did so without question. “Go on! Find out for yourself,” she said.

Monique looked at Jerry, then back at Claire. “Are you sure?”

“Sharing is caring, but only between friends,” she replied. “He has a very talented tongue, so I wouldn’t offer it to just anyone.”

Monique reached up under her skirt and wriggled out of her panties. “Damn, I’ve been needing a good cum for ages. Dave is three minutes of average sex, and so many years of married disappointment. If Jerry delivers, I could be a convert.”

She lowered herself onto Jerry’s expectant mouth and immediately let out a soft moan. Claire smiled and nudged Marie in the arm as Monique began to quiver with pleasure.

“Now who’s going to last no longer than two minutes,” she whispered.

Marie giggled. Monique heard none of their banter. She was entirely transfixed by the pleasure she was getting from Jerry’s tongue. If Claire had a stopwatch, she was certain Monique squirted all over Jerry’s face right on the two minute mark.

It took her just as long to remove herself from his face as she recovered from the orgasm that had ripped through her body like a thunderbolt. She self-consciously smoothed her skirt as she got up.

Claire looked at Marie, whose baby blue eyes were wide with excitement. She could tell her friend was desperate to be invited to taste this same undiscovered pleasure.

“Go on, Marie,” she said. “I can go twenty minutes before I squirt. That gives you eighteen minutes to find out if Jerry can do better than an average-sized cock in your tight little pussy.”

Marie had her panties off so fast, it was like they were on fire. She managed three minutes of pleasuring from Jerry’s tongue before she screamed out her orgasm.

As decorum was restored between the three women, Monique and Marie were particularly quiet as they sipped their wine. Jerry refilled their glasses and brought a fresh plate of the most delectable snacks to delight their palates as they continued their conversation.

Claire drew a breath to speak, but was silenced by two outstretched palms making the customary stop sign.

“You win,” said Monique. “Smaller is better. And lovely and limp.”

Marie was still breathless from the tonguing Jerry had given her. “So… all that… from…”

“Snipping off his balls,” finished Monique. “How on earth did you… discover that was a thing?”

Claire reclined and crossed her legs, enjoying the moment of seeing her two closest friends reduced to quivering messes after having the best orgasms they’d experienced in years, or more likely, in the entire time they’d been having sex.

“Oh, I’ve been snipping balls since I first saw a pair dangling between a man’s legs. I just knew they had to come off. Jerry was a keeper, so he’s the last man I’ve trimmed. I have to tell you, ladies, once you get a taste for it, there’s no going back. I’ve had an itch between the legs to get snipping again. Any thoughts?”

As if destiny also enjoyed snipping off a man’s balls, Monique and Marie’s husbands stumbled into the lounge, linked shoulder to shoulder and quite drunk.

“Ugh,” Monique hissed under her breath, so only they could hear. “Drunk sex is the worst! Thirty seconds of fumbling to find the pussy. Then he cums and rolls over to sleep it off.”

Marie rolled her eyes, but she didn’t disagree.

Claire sat up straight and looked at each of them in turn. “Well, you know what you can do about it. The guest rooms are made up… and I always keep a pair of sharp scissors handy.”

It rounded out a perfect evening for all three women. They’d drunk a few bottles of good wine, enjoyed one another’s company and got their pussies licked. Saving the last for best, Claire got the chance to teach her two best friends how to snip off their husband’s balls.


The Ex-Girlfriend

Reed was finding his class reunion a rather tiresome affair right up to the moment when Alina arrived. As far as he was aware, she wasn’t supposed to be attending the reunion. He thought she was still overseas at some fancy finishing school in Europe.

As she walked into the ballroom and collected a glass of champagne, he got a lump in his throat like he’d tried to swallow a chunk of apple. She’d changed. If he was right, she’d received more finishing work than just learning social graces so she could attract a husband.

She’s always been a pretty girl, with straight brown hair, large inky-brown eyes and fine chiselled features, but now she was a knockout. If he didn’t know better, her nose had been tweaked to be pert and perfect and the addition of some lip fillers had made her already kissable pout more pronounced. And unless she was a late developer who had increased more than a few bra sizes, she now had a magnificent pair of breasts that were large and upright. As a connoisseur of fine feminine features, he could tell by the way they jiggled that she hadn’t stuffed her bra with tissues.

Packaged in a tight-fitting black ball gown with a slash up one side to show off her legs, she was soon the centre of attention with men and women alike. The men liked what they saw. The women were jealous.

But it wasn’t just her appearance that had changed. Her attitude was different now too. She was no longer a shy, somewhat prudish girl. She was confident, walking with her head held high, well aware of the seductive power of her sexuality.

Seeing her again made Reed regret that they’d ever broken up. But back at college, the sex hadn’t been great. She’d never been willing to try anything new, like sucking his cock. Looking at her incredible pout now, his cock ached to have those lovely lips wrapped around it. Merely looking at her made his loins stir in ways she’d never been able to coax out of him before. Now he had a reason to stick around, rather than thinking of an excuse to escape the party early. He had to find out how much she’d changed, especially in her feelings about him.

He made a beeline for the bar to collect a fresh flute of champagne, then he waited until she’d finished talking to another girl before making his move. He wanted her all to himself.

She regarded him with a mischievous twinkle in her eye as he approached. He held up his glass in a toast.

“Alina, welcome home. I didn’t expect you’d be here tonight.”

She raised her glass and they met with a crisp clink. It reminded him of the way she used to kiss, with short, cute pecks on the mouth like a little girl.

“Didn’t expect… or hoped not to see?” she replied.

“I’d never say that,” he said, feeling defensive. He swallowed some champagne to calm his nerves. “I must say, you look very beautiful. You’ve blossomed these past years.”

“In more ways than one,” she said, giving him a hint of a smile. “You’re not looking too bad yourself. Is life treating you well?”

“Can’t complain,” he said. It was a lie. Right now he did have a complaint. It was the big pang of regret that was swelling inside his chest. Why had they broken up over something as trivial as sex? Seeing her now, in full bloom, he wanted her back more than anything else in the world.

“Hey, I dunno about you, but I’m not all that interested in swapping nostalgia stories with this crowd. I’d much rather catch up with you instead. What do you say we split the party and get a drink? There’s a great little wine bar a block from here.”

She regarded him coolly for a moment. “Sure,” she said, although he couldn’t tell from the tone of her voice if she was pleased with the idea, or merely willing to indulge his company to pass the time.

It was getting dark as they left the hotel. There was a cool bite in the air. When they had been together, he would’ve offered her his jacket, but he didn’t want to assume they could simply pick up where they’d left off.

She had a chiffon shawl in her purse and wrapped it over her shoulders and neck. It couldn’t have offered much warmth, but it made her look even more mysterious and seductive.

The wine bar had an open fire and gentle music playing. He found a table and ordered a bottle of good chardonnay.

“Shall we continue the idle chit-chat, or can we stop pretending we don’t already know one another well?” she said, as he poured two glasses of wine. “Perhaps ‘intimately’ would be a more appropriate word.”

“Look, I was young. My libido did more of the thinking than my brain. I’m sorry for the way things ended between us,” he said. It felt good to come clean.

“In many ways, I’m grateful,” she replied, sipping her wine. “I was a shy girl. I needed a little prod in the right direction to come out of my shell.”

“You mean going to finishing school?” he said, feeling quite mesmerised by her sultry gaze. Damn, he wanted to kiss her right now.

“Yes, it was an enlightening experience. I discovered a lot about myself, aspects of my personality I never knew existed. It turns out they were merely asleep.”

“I thought finishing school was all about learning social graces and how to be a good wife. I don’t mean to sound rude, but it sounds rather old-fashioned.”

He let out a small laugh, like a soft tinkling bell. “It wasn’t that kind of finishing school. It’s a very liberated establishment, dedicated to empowering women. It turns out, I discovered my calling.”

He presented his palm. “And that is?”

She locked him in her captivating gaze. “Female domination of men.”

He blew out a small breath. It was a surprise to learn she was into bondage stuff. That would have put a genuine spark in their relationship back at college.

“Turns out I’m not just good at it, I excel at it,” she continued. “I’m the first student to be granted the title of ‘Mistress’ before finishing the training.”

Reed didn’t know if that was any good or not. It was the first he’d heard about there being a qualification in female domination, let alone a school that actually taught it. But all that aside, he understood why she had become so confident and so incredibly alluring. It made him want her back so much it hurt. Hell, he’d lost her once already. He had nothing to lose by trying to get her back now.

“So what’s the chance a guy like me and a mistress like you could see if we still have chemistry together?” he said.

She sipped her wine and regarded him for a moment. “What about the fact that I’m ‘bad in bed’?” she said, with a gentle mocking tone.

“I can’t apologise enough for saying that,” he replied. “And I imagine you’ve learned things that I can only dream about. If it makes you feel any better, I’d say we’ve switched places.”

“Oh, I don’t need my ego stroked,” she said. “Even though you’d be right about us switching places after what I’ve learned about the forbidden arts of the bedroom. We studied the techniques for pleasuring men in many different ways. We also learned how to punish a man and make him endure all manner of pain. Sometimes, I enjoy doing both at the same time. We were well-schooled in all the taboo arts. Do you really think you can handle a woman like me?”

The way she spoke had him entranced. Could he handle her? He really didn’t know, but he was willing to find out.

“Sure,” he said, making sure he kept an even tone.

“Then why don’t we find out? I don’t know about you, but I’m much more in the mood to be naughty, rather than drinking wine and talking about old times. Why don’t we go back to my place and see what happens if we rekindle the old flame?”

In what felt like a whirlwind, he was in her apartment, locked in her embrace as they kissed. She’d certainly become a very skilled kisser. Her mouth was everywhere, exploring his mouth with her tongue, nibbling his ears, skating across his neck. It left him feeling light-headed and weak.

In the back of his mind, he understood she was slowly subduing him in the most pleasurable way, making him putty in her hands, wearing him down so she had him at her mercy. He knew he could try to resist, but win or lose, it was incredible to be making love to her once again. He was happy to see how it played out.

As she kissed him, she slowly walked him backwards to the couch. As his calves hit the padding, he collapsed onto it. She came right with him with feline balance and grace, straddling him between her thighs, pinning his wrists to his sides, with their mouths still locked together.

“Mm… do you feel your power slipping away? How does it feel to be subdued with nothing more than a kiss?”

He couldn’t answer. He just wanted her sweet cinnamon lips pressed to his again.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” she whispered in his ear. “This is your last chance to escape. If you stay, I’ll have my wicked way with you… and I’m feeling in a particularly wicked mood tonight.”

As if she knew his answer without him needing to say it, she reached between his legs to feel his throbbing cock.

“You know what they say about sex with the ex… that it’s never a good idea,” she said with a giggle. “It can only lead to ruin.”

Then she unzipped his fly and reached through his briefs to handle him fully. His cock pulsed in her grip as she simply stared deep into his eyes as she squeezed.

“It’s a lovely cock… long, thick and hard… just as I remember it. But do you know what I want to do with it tonight?”

He did his best to shake his head, but he was lost in the inky pools of her eyes as if she had stripped away his free will, one sensuous kiss at a time.

“I want to break it,” she said. “I’m in the mood for the taboo. I want to see you rendered impotent.”

She got off him with a mischievous smile that was chilling and alluring at the same time. He knew it was his invitation to stay or go. He only wanted to stay, to gaze upon her beauty and experience her newfound power, for better or worse.

She took great pleasure in striping him naked and tying him up. She only removed her shawl, so he had a better view of her large, round breasts as she worked. It was remarkable how pleasurable she made the experience, working with her soft ropes to tease his skin before tightening the knots.

She bound his hands behind his back first, then tied a noose around his neck. She lopped it over the back of the couch and back through, knotting the tail to his ankle. She repeated this exercise to bind his other ankle. It left him semi-asphyxiated and fully immobilised. While he could breathe, the restriction around his throat made drawing air a labour and his sense of being light-headed and weak grew by the minute. Clearly this was what she meant by making him impotent, because the need for air was making his cock so soft.

She simply stared at him, regarding him coolly until he was completely limp.

“Yes, that’s the way I want you,” she said, kneeling down to play with his penis like a cat slowly wearing down a mouse. “But I want to make it stay like this forever.”

His eyes widened and a cold pit of fear formed in his stomach, but his need for air was making it too hard to talk or protest. He couldn’t afford to waste valuable oxygen on speech.

As if she knew he was struggling to get enough air, she tightened the nooses a fraction more, to keep him focused on taking one strained breath after another.

The bright pain of a needle entering his ball sac brought him back to the present. As his balls and groin went numb, he realised she’d injected him with anaesthetic. He started to regret having regrets about wanting to win her back. This was going too far, but it was too late to make her stop, even if he had a choice.

His breath caught in his throat as she produced a metal device of cruel design. It resembled a two-pronged fork, but instead of having points at the end of each tine, there were two small pincer-like blades.

“This is a device of my own design,” she said. “This is the reason I earned the title of Mistress before finishing the course. Using it is a lot of fun… well, for me anyway.”

Carefully feeling around through the skin of his ball sac, she found the cords that connected his balls to his body. She fitted each of the pincers to them and clamped them in place.

“Are you ready?” she said, with such an innocent smile, he was at a loss to know her anymore. He’d been right. Alina had changed in ways he couldn’t imagine.

She squeezed the lever of her device. The small blades neatly severed his cords with only the smallest cut to his sac. She set the device on the coffee table as if it were no less ordinary than a wine glass. Then she sat down beside him on the couch as if she were snuggling in close for a cuddle.

“Oh, this is the good part,” she said, looking flushed, like she was wet between the legs. She might have changed, but he still knew her well enough to know that she was very aroused.

She slipped her fingers under his ball sac, gently lifting them from the leather couch. Then she rolled them through her fingers, but instead of moving up and down, he could feel them moving about, loose and free, like two plums in a small bag.

“Ah, I love to see a man clipped. It’s gorgeous, feeling them cut loose and free to roll around. Who needs a fidget toy when you have a man who has had his balls clipped?”

Although he was fighting for air, there was a different war going on between his legs. The more she played with his balls, the more he became aware of them being detached while they were still inside him. She squeezed them, pulled them and rolled them around for what felt like an eternity. He could only watch as she enjoyed herself, Alina, his ex-girlfriend, who wouldn’t even give him a blow job five years ago.

“When I invented my cord clipper, I imagined using it on you. But it’s even more fun than I thought it would be.”

She took his cock in her other hand and stroked it, but there was no way he could become erect now.

“Look, I’ve broken your cock. It doesn’t work anymore. Now, tell me… am I still bad in bed?”

He gasped, unable to answer. All he could do was pray she wouldn’t torture him for too long. He couldn’t wait for it to come to an end, regardless of what she decided to do to end his torment.

She giggled at him as she watched his mind race with the possibilities. “Don’t worry, darling. When I’ve had my fun, I’ll pop them out and sew you up. But only when I’ve had my fun… and that takes a long time.”

He gazed at her. Alina, his first love, was now his dark princess. When she’d been a shy girl, she’d been bad in bed. Now she’d come out of her shell, she was terrible in bed… in the genuine sense of the word… utterly terrifying.


Cops And Ball Robbers

Working the streets was a hell of a way to make a living. The hours were bad, the pay was unreliable and the uniform was torture if the wind was cold. Dressing in fishnet stockings, a miniskirt and a small, tight top gave a girl no protection from the elements. But when you had to pick up a trick to get paid, you had to give the guy a good look at the wares.

The only difference for Charlie was that he wasn’t a girl. He wasn’t a ‘lady of the night’ either. He was an undercover cop, trying to track down an infamous ‘sex worker,’ as he was now required to call them in this politically correct age. This particular sex worker had a penchant for removing men’s balls.

Naturally, her tricks weren’t as keen on this most taboo of sexual practices as the practitioner. He snorted a soft laugh. Imagine paying a girl for sex and then getting desexed instead.

If indeed, that was how the event played out for each unlucky guy. Up to this point, he didn’t know. That was why he was trying to track her down, but in the busy red-light district of the city, any of the girls working the streets could be his perp.

None of the girls would snitch on another either. They were sisters in arms, so he had to be very careful in his line of questioning so he didn’t blow his cover. That meant grinding night after night to unmask his quarry.

It wasn’t all bad though. If he was honest with himself, he rather enjoyed dressing up as a girl. Girls had so many pretty clothes to wear. He adored the soft caress of silk against his skin, the allure of lace, showing a hint of nakedness, or the way nylon stockings made long legs look so beautiful.

He looked good dressed as a girl too, much more attractive than he did as a man. He had the right figure for it, slim, with long legs. With a prosthetic bust, lots of make-up and fake eyelashes, even his friends couldn’t recognise him. Becoming a pretty girl also meant he was forced to pull his badge more times than he liked, when men wouldn’t take no for an answer.

It made him laugh. He could probably make more money as a ‘sex worker’ than he did as a cop with the cash he got offered.

Tonight he was feeling lucky. An informant had provided him with a good tip about the identity of the castratrix in question. He’d been told to look out for a raven-haired beauty who went by the name of Dahlia. Apparently she was rarely seen, but could occasionally be found on the waterfront, in one of the more prestigious hangouts for the women of the night.

Charlie walked the street like he was looking to pick up a trick. Instead, he was eyeing the various women who were also working the beat. There were many glamorous women in this part of town, who were clearly after the class of clientele who could pay top dollar for a night of forbidden pleasure.

One woman stood out. She stood out because she was hanging back, the opposite mode of operation for a woman of the night. Normally, a girl walked back and forth, like a peacock strutting its tail feathers. Normally, they would approach slow-moving vehicles, tap on windows and talk to the men inside.

This woman sat alone on a bench. She was occupied with her nails, slowly and meticulously shaping them with an emery board. Charlie was grateful he was wearing super tight boyleg briefs and that he’d taped down his cock. She took his breath away.

She was dressed entirely in black, with a tight top, short skirt and thigh-high stockings. As he approached, he saw they had grey silk bands at the top, which drew the eye to her lovely, curvaceous hips and the hidden mystery of what lay between her legs.

As well as having a figure to die for, with large breasts and curves to drive a man wild with desire, she was strikingly beautiful, with long black hair and the palest blue eyes.

He approached casually, as if he were merely passing the time.

“Slow night,” he said, leaning against a lamppost.

She glanced at him. “No more than most,” she replied.

“Honey, it’s not like we’re paid by the hour,” he said, trying to sound a little stand-offish. “Time is money. We get paid for the result, not how long it takes to get there.”

“Depends what you’re selling,” she said, with the street lights twinkling in her eyes. “I’m Dahlia.”

“Charlie,” he replied, extending his hand.

She took it in the delicate embrace of fingers women used to shake hands.

“So, what’s your secret for getting them off?” he said, as if he were merely making conversation to pass the time.

“Understanding how a man ticks. Understanding his needs, then fulfilling those needs,” she replied.

He nodded, trying to look disinterested by her response. It wasn’t like she was going to confess to a complete stranger that she removed men’s balls. Getting that confession was going to take a bit of work. He’d have to get to know her, gain her trust, make her feel comfortable enough to reveal her dark secret.

“Well, seeing as we’re both out of work tonight, there’s no point sitting out in the cold,” she said. “Why don’t you come back to my place? Do you fancy a glass of wine?”

He looked up and down the street as if he were checking for a last minute opportunity.

“I live just around the corner,” she said. “I have a nice bottle of chardonnay in the fridge.”

“Sure… why not,” he replied.

Two minutes later, they walked into her apartment. He was immediately struck by the floral scent in the air and the unusual decor. The open-plan space had a kitchen and lounge at one end, with floor to ceiling windows that overlooked the harbour with all its twinkling lights. At the other end was a super-king bed, made up with lavender sheets and luxurious blankets. As he looked at it, he identified the scent in the air was lavender too, which had a calming effect on the nerves. It was putting him at ease too, which was dangerous when he needed to remain sharp and alert.

Yet beside the bed, there was a stainless steel bench with a sink and cupboards, and trays with various pieces of equipment lined up in orderly rows.

“Quite a place you got here,” he said. “If you don’t mind me saying so, it looks like a pimped-out doctor’s surgery.”

She smiled as she put two glasses on the kitchen counter and opened the bottle of wine. “That’s because it is, in a manner of speaking.”

He took a seat on a stool opposite and raised his glass in a casual toast. The chardonnay was very good. She clearly had plenty of money to afford all the finer things in life. He wondered again if he’d chosen the wrong career in life. If he could make more money as a prostitute than being a cop, then what she was earning was a step up again. Who knew that a castratrix could earn such a good living?

“I never knew there was good money in kinks,” he said. “I guess a guy will pay top dollar for something he can’t get at home.”

She leaned across the bar and fixed him with her azure gaze in a way that made his heart skip a beat. “The art is to give a man something he didn’t know he secretly desired,” she said.

She put down her wine, crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. She patted the spot beside her, indicating she wanted him to join her. As he sat down, it felt odd to be so close to her, as she stirred unfamiliar feelings inside him that were both scary and exciting.

She put her hand on his thigh. “Shall we stop playing this game, or would you like to continue?”

“I—I dunno what you’re talking about,” he said, feeling suddenly exposed and very vulnerable as her eyes drank him in.

“You make a very pretty girl. Your disguise was good enough to fool me until a few minutes ago. A man can only pull that off if he actually enjoys being a girl. But I think you’re different. I think you have a yearning to embrace your inner woman.”

He laughed as if she’d said the most ridiculous thing he’d ever heard. It caught in his throat as her hand slipped between his legs to grasp his balls.

“Why don’t we get these off, so you can take the next step to becoming a girl for real?”

He held his breath. This was it. All he needed was for her to take one more step, and he’d have a confession. His heart pounded with excitement and it shocked him to realise he was more aroused by being subdued by a castratrix than he was about making an arrest.

She pushed him onto the bed, so he was lying flat on his back. Then it was a simple matter for her to lift his skirt and remove his tight boyleg briefs.

“Mm… there they are,” she said, peeling off the tape that strapped down his cock. “In a few minutes, you’ll be one step closer to realising your secret desires.”

He let out a shuddering breath as she retrieved a hypodermic needle from the bench and primed it. He practised the words over and over in his head, waiting for the right moment to say them. You’re under arrest. You have the right to remain silent...

The bright pain of the needle in his sac addled his wits for a moment. It wasn’t until he saw she had a small pair of scissors in her hand that he was able to gather them again.

“You’re under arrest,” he said, the statement coming out not much louder than a whisper.

She let out a schoolgirl giggle. It was a stark contrast to the vision of the strong, powerful and mysterious woman in black standing before him.

“You’re a cop… that’s even better,” she said. “How long has it taken you to track me down?”

“Two months,” he replied. There was no point in continuing the masquerade any more.

“Two months? I’m not that hard to find.” She smiled. “So... I suppose you want a confession?”

He nodded.

“Here it is then. You’ve spent two months dressing as a girl because you love being a girl. It’s what you’ve wanted more than anything else in life. Otherwise, you would have done your duty and found me in days. But you’ve deliberately avoided finding me because that would mean you’d have to stop being a girl, and that scares you. You see, men are drawn to me when they’re ready to have their balls snipped, even if they don’t consciously realise it yet.”

This was the moment he should pull out his badge, ready a pair of handcuffs and make his arrest. Instead, he lay flat on his back and watched her go to work, shuddering helplessly as she cut into his balls, readying them for removal. She did it in such a sensuous manner, both captivating and terrifying. His breath caught in his throat as he saw her prise the first one loose and snip the cord.

“You’ll become an even prettier girl without any testosterone,” she said. “You’ll develop lovely breasts and your pee-pee will shrink to a tiny, limp button, like a clitoris. Mm… it’s making me horny just thinking about it. Maybe I should keep you all for myself when we’re done.”

The seconds slipped away, sounding like heavy drum beats. His heart thumped in his chest and his mind tried to rationalise why he was unable to act. As she withdrew his second testicle for cutting, the answer came to him. She was right. He loved being a girl. The only confession he had been seeking was his own.

The next day, he reported to work and told his case detective that still hadn’t made any progress. That night, he took his time dressing, fully enjoying the transformation from a man to a pretty girl. Only he wasn’t completely a man anymore, not without his balls.

They still ached from being snipped, but it reminded him of the gift Dahlia had given him, even though he hadn’t known he’d wanted it until last night.

As he walked the streets, getting appreciative looks from shy men, wolf whistles from bolder men, and jealous glances from women, he allowed himself a small smile. On this particular night, he’d also left his badge and cuffs at home. Now that Dahlia had helped him to take the first step, he was seriously considering quitting his day job. The journey to becoming a true woman of the night felt wonderful.
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