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About The Author

Described by her readers as ‘the mistress of fear fetish erotica,’ 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.




Since I wrote Shelled Nuts and Candy Sticks (a collection of futanari femdom stories), I’ve had a crossover percolating at the back of my mind. If you’ve read Sperm Donors Wanted from Shelled Nuts Ride Again, you’ll know futanari girls have already made an appearance in these stories.

So here’s fair warning about the content in this book. It contains castration and futanari girls. I don’t treat castration in a realistic manner, rather imagining it as a taboo sexual practice performed by dominant women. This is also my take on futanari girls, who possess addictive sexual allure. If these subjects aren’t to your liking, please don’t buy or read the book.




Otherwise, 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, futanari girls (chicks with dicks), BDSM, orgasm control and denial, sexual addiction, 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.


– ONE –

BREAKING AND ENTERING

Tiffany Ryder owned an exclusive beauty salon in the heart of the city. It provided her with an excellent income and she could indulge in regular beauty treatments for free. Any woman who wanted to look her very best could spend a small fortune on her hair, nails, tanning, skin care, waxing and other treatments.

But the chief benefit of owning a salon was for her as a domme, as it was the ideal place to size up gorgeous women. As her clients had accounts with the salon, Tiffany could look up phone numbers, addresses and other personal information. Of course, these women never knew she owned the salon, otherwise she would have queues of women at her office door begging for a second date.

Tiffany never dated the same girl more than once. She wanted sex, not relationships. And she wanted it on her terms, which required an element of surprise, as she enjoyed using girls as living sex dolls, entirely for her own selfish pleasure.

Dating the same girl a second time was never fun, as by then, they knew what she had between her thighs. With her unique gifts, Tiffany could have any girl she wanted, so she was never short of choice.

However, as Tiffany looked at the girls in the salon through the security cameras, she knew her ‘one date’ rule was about to get an exception. The sight of a brunette girl getting dolled up for the evening sent a wave of sexual heat flooding through her body, exciting her to her core.

As she owned a beauty salon, Tiffany felt she was an authority on the subject. Superficial beauty was a candy wrapper if a girl was gorgeous on the outside and utterly disappointing in bed.

With one look, Tiffany knew the brunette was special, not just beautiful, as she radiated potent feminine sexuality that had nothing to do with her looks. She was confident in her sexuality. She embraced it and let it empower her, giving her an irresistible allure. It said, ‘take me to bed, right now!’ But more than that, it held the promise of wicked and wonderful delights between the sheets.

People called the feeling insta-lust. Right now, Tiffany was experiencing it without even being in the same room as the girl, so the feeling was more than spontaneous sexual desire. It hit her as an overwhelming need to explore the mystery of her sexual hunger for the girl and why it differed from other girls.

She pulled up the brunette’s file on her computer. Her name was Abigail Hart. She had listed her profession as a nurse for a private practice. Judging by her home address, which was in one of the better suburbs of the city, she got paid well for her work.

Tiffany scanned through Abigail’s schedule for the afternoon. She was going to town with her beauty treatments. Abigail’s beauty therapist had arranged her glossy chocolate locks into a French plait, and was now fitting long lashes to her blue-grey eyes.

Tiffany adored Abigail’s make-up selection. Her skin was a gorgeous pale gold, but she wanted her face painted with paler foundation rather than the right shade of tan for her skin. With the long eyelashes and her duck-pout lips, it gave her a doll-like appearance. She clearly wanted to look like an innocent beauty with irresistible sexual allure.

The contrast piqued Tiffany’s curiosity further, making her feel equally disappointed that Abigail hadn’t ordered a tanning session or any hair removal. She would have enjoyed a sneak peek at her body as an appetiser for their inevitable wicked tryst. She turned on the camera’s microphone to eavesdrop on Abigail’s conversation with her therapist, a lovely blonde named Shyla.

“So, what’s the occasion?” said Shyla.

Abigail licked her lips. “First date.”

She had a soft, sweet voice, but Tiffany noted her assured tone. Everything about her spoke of a sexually liberated and confident woman.

“Oh, how exciting!” said Shyla. “Although, I always find the first date so awkward. You know, all the ‘get to know you’ small talk.”

“I love the first date the most,” said Abigail. She looked at herself in the mirror with a mischievous look in her eyes. “Men are such pushovers when they’re trying to make a good impression.”

So, Abigail was straight or possibly bisexual. It didn’t matter. When Tiffany wanted a girl, it didn’t matter if she was straight, lesbian, bisexual or from another planet. The girl’s sexual preferences weren’t part of the equation. She would surrender her body for Tiffany’s use regardless.

“And you can have so much fun with men while they’re tripping over their shoelaces to please you,” continued Abigail. “It’s important to let them know from the start who’s in charge.”

“You’re much braver than me,” said Shyla, as she finished applying Abigail’s foundation.

Tiffany bit her lower lip. Abigail was a domme. She felt sure of it. But what kind of domme? And was her first date a willing submissive or unaware of his fate for the evening? One fact was certain. When someone dated a domme, they immediately found out what she demanded for her pleasure.

Still, Abigail’s sexual preferences and her desire to dominate weren’t an obstacle for Tiffany. It would only make breaking her more enjoyable. She watched Shyla paint Abigail’s perfect pout watermelon pink and knew what Abigail had in mind for this man. It was having the same effect on her now. She adjusted her skirt to allow her girlcock to swell unrestricted.

She never called it a cock, as she wasn’t a hermaphrodite born with both sexes. She was a futanari, a unique sex by itself. Her cock and balls weren’t wired the same as a man and she didn’t have the same reproductive system. In appearance, her cock and balls differed from a man too. They were smooth, not veiny, and distinctly feminine, with shapely curves reminiscent of a girl’s nubile figure.

Abigail’s date would have no other thought on his mind than the desperate desire to put his cock in her mouth, just as Tiffany wanted to do now. She had to have this girl. And once wouldn’t be enough.

As Shyla finished Abigail’s make-up, Tiffany adjusted herself so she could walk to the carpark without having a prominent lump in her skirt. If Abigail was going out on a date, it was the perfect time for a little breaking and entering.

Tiffany followed Abigail’s taxi to her house and waited in her car as Abigail went inside. Abigail owned a two-storey villa painted sky blue with white trim and surrounded by a tall wooden fence. Tiffany saw the lights go on in an upstairs room. No doubt, Abigail was slipping into something much sexier than the pink summer dress she had been wearing at the salon. Tiffany wondered what else she was doing in her final preparations. For a domme, preparations included much more than getting made up and dressed.

The thrill of finding out set Tiffany’s heart racing. She enjoyed breaking and entering in every way possible. First, breaking into and entering a girl’s home allowed her to find out everything she needed to know to seduce her later on. She was always careful to leave no trace of her passing, even if there were delicious dirty panties in the washing basket. They got one sniff and went right back. After all, Tiffany always got to enjoy a girl’s pussy later. She only wanted information. It gave her power. And the more she knew about a girl before they ‘conveniently’ met, the better.

Second, she loved breaking and entering the girl herself. There were many ways to break a girl and Tiffany enjoyed them all. She gave every girl a gift of jewellery, two bracelets for each of her wrists, and then enjoyed spanking or whipping her, or some other such pleasure. Abigail would need different handling though. As a domme, she wouldn’t have the same fear of pain. She probably enjoyed it.

And last, breaking and entering was an absolute treat if the girl was still a virgin. She’d lost count of how many times she had pushed her long, thick girlcock through a girl’s hymen to enjoy her tight little pussy. They never enjoyed it, but Tiffany only cared for her own pleasure. Every girl she desired became her living sex doll, to use as she wanted, for as long as she wanted.

Abigail would soon discover this too, even though Tiffany doubted she was a virgin with a tight hymen to break. As a domme, Abigail was sexually self-confident and likely got pleasured by her pets whenever she wanted it.

As if Abigail knew of Tiffany’s lustful intent, she appeared at her gate looking ravishing in a black cocktail dress. It had a plunging neckline which showed off her divine cleavage. Her breasts were large, not huge, but perky, sitting upright without the need of a bra. And hanging between her breasts on a long gold chain was a jade egg.

Tiffany smiled, knowing how girls used that item of jewellery. Abigail’s date would struggle to keep his eyes on her face with her showing that much cleavage. But Tiffany doubted he would see the jade egg as anything but a pendant.

The black cocktail dress also showed off Abigail’s tiny waist, wide hips and long, slender legs. Tiffany’s gaze lingered on the rounded curves of Abigail’s hips as she fantasised about the tiny treasure between them.

“Perfect breeding hips,” she said, hearing the desire in her own voice. “And with that jade egg…”

The thought made Tiffany’s girlcock swell again. She couldn’t wait to spread Abigail’s legs, plunder her pussy and make her squeal. But as Abigail was also a domme, she couldn’t assume it would be easy. Tiffany needed to prepare a trap to snare this brunette beauty.

Moments later, a taxi pulled into the curb. As Abigail climbed into the back seat to head into the city for her date, Tiffany got out of her car to let herself into Abigail’s house. She went to the back door, where any nosy neighbours couldn’t see what she was doing. After a minute with her lockpick, she opened the door and stepped inside.

The first thing Tiffany noticed was how orderly Abigail kept her house. Everything was tidy and had a proper place. To Tiffany’s disappointment, there wasn’t any dirty laundry in the basket either. She would have to settle for a sneaky peek through Abigail’s lingerie drawers to imagine how she dolled up her beautiful body.

This need for order was also the mark of a domme, although most people wouldn’t know it. A domme asserted order over everything she touched, whether she did it with a mop or a cat-o’-nine-tails.

It also took a domme to recognise another domme before they met in person. Most people had to wait for that intimate encounter, where the domme revealed her insatiable taste for control. And by then, it was too late to escape her clutches. But Tiffany felt certain that Abigail, irrespective of her fetish or status as a domme, hadn’t met anyone like her before. And she would enjoy showing her how a futanari domme took control in the bedroom.

She continued to search the house, moving room by room to glean any detail that would give her greater insight into Abigail’s character. There wasn’t a dungeon of any kind, so she likely indulged her fetish in the bedroom.

She found Abigail’s office and saw the computer was in standby mode. As she tapped the mouse to wake it up, she was pleasantly surprised to see there was no lock screen. Abigail had logged into a popular dating website to chat with a man who was her date for the evening.

His name was Tate Jackson and his headshot made him look like a dark, handsome film star with a smouldering gaze. Tiffany made herself comfortable and browsed through their chat messages. Judging by the flirtatious tone of the messages, Abigail already had him on a leash. Foreplay could be just as effective in a chat room as the bedroom.

Tiffany moved on to browse through Abigail’s dating history. She had dated many men over the years, but only ever once. Tiffany bit her lip, intrigued they had that trait in common. Most dommes kept their pets for many years to enjoy the pleasure of repeated sessions of pain, humiliation or degradation.

But after every date, there was no effort to continue communication from either party, and Abigail moved on to another man. It was always the same. She got him on the hook, worked him up and made a date to meet for a drink. They all ended there. Tiffany lost herself in the mystery. She read through Abigail’s chat sessions, seeing how she had made each man sick with lust, and how it had stopped cold afterwards.

“And looking like red-hot sex in a black cocktail dress, why has no man ever tried to pursue her again?” said Tiffany.

Tiffany browsed to Abigail’s account settings and noted her username and password. Having access to Abigail’s account was bound to be useful later.

It was time to visit the master bedroom. Tiffany returned to the page with Tate Jackson and his smouldering gaze so Abigail wouldn’t know anyone had been through her dating history. Then she made her way upstairs.

Like the rest of the house, Abigail’s bedroom was a picture of good taste and order. She was also a girly-girl, as she had decorated the room in shades of pink and cream. Tiffany giggled under her breath as she saw pretty dolls on the dresser, pink love hearts on the linen, and fluffy cushions on the bed and armchair.

The armchair was the only item out of place to her eye. Abigail had positioned it to face the full-length mirror beside the wardrobe, an odd place to put a chair. Perhaps this was the clue she sought to unmask her mysterious domme.

She opened the wardrobe, hoping to find a secret bondage chamber, or a whip or two, but there were only dresses. Abigail’s taste in clothes was also very feminine. There wasn’t a leather corset or latex bodysuit in sight.

“You are a mystery, gorgeous,” said Tiffany.

She knew Abigail was a domme, but only had two clues about her fetish: the jade egg and the fact that Abigail only ever dated a man once. She wondered what Abigail had planned for Tate Jackson and his smouldering gaze. For now, based on what she knew, she could only guess that if Abigail brought him home, he was about to meet a cock crusher.


– TWO –

THE JADE EGG

Since Abigail had joined Tate Jackson at the wine bar, he hadn’t once met her eyes with a smouldering gaze. He was so nervous, he looked like he was about to wet his pants. It wasn’t unexpected. She had that effect on men, and women too, if she wanted to take a girl home for a night of decadent pleasure. Women were wonderful lovers. For her, the appeal of men was purely about what they kept in their pants.

She posted less flattering photos of herself on dating websites to get this reaction. It made meeting in person more impactful, as she dazzled men or women with her beauty and sexual allure. It made them compliant and easier to control.

“I know it’s not the done thing anymore, but can I buy you a drink?” he said.

Abigail suppressed a giggle. The poor man was so nervous he was tripping over his words.

“Chardonnay,” she replied. “French.”

It was the most expensive wine on the menu. Tate ordered a bottle and two glasses from the waiter. Abigail considered herself a liberated woman, more so than those who insisted on buying their own drinks on a first date, but she was happy for Tate to pay. There was give and take in every relationship. He wanted to give and she wanted to take. They each got what they wanted.

“So… you’re a nurse,” he said. “What kind?”

Abigail enjoyed watching him try to impress her, but it was time to drive the conversation, or she would never get him back to her house for sex. And she wanted sex soon.

“A very good one,” she said. “But let’s not talk about work. Let’s talk about the real reason we’re enjoying a fine chardonnay together. You’re looking for a relationship. Yes?”

He nodded and sipped his wine.

“Then you should know I’m not interested in commitment.”

She watched his face sink. It was a genuine delight to mess with a man’s head. When dominating a man, it was best to start at the top and progress downwards.

“I’m only interested in sex,” she continued. “Can you handle those terms?”

He sat up. “Uh… sure.”

He was clearly trying not to look excited, but Abigail felt certain his cock was twitching in his pants. Perhaps he already had a boner. She smiled sweetly. Tate crossed his legs. Yes, he had a boner.

“So, how do you feel about sex on the first date?”

The question always threw men off guard. He stared at her for a moment. She could see the wheels turning in his mind. He was trying to work out the ‘right’ answer to her question. She gave him a blank stare as she waited for his response. Inside, she was laughing her head off.

Men always took this question like a test. His thought process was likely following this thread: is this a trick question? If I say it’s okay, she might drop me cold. Or she might want sex on the first date, in which case, I’m getting lucky.

At that point, his response was a toss of a coin. Submissive men usually said they didn’t agree with sex on the first date and that people should get to know one another first. More confident men would say it was okay if both people wanted it. A very confident man would say it was fine, backing himself to get laid. The answer didn’t matter to Abigail. She took them all to bed anyway.

Tate cleared his throat. “Ah… I suppose it’s okay, y’know, if both people are into it.”

He was somewhere in the middle. She waited for the usual follow up, the question to see if he’d passed the test.

“How about you?” he said with a sheepish grin.

Abigail gave him a moment to sweat. His cock would be straining in his pants, desperate to know if it would get some action or if it was going home for a date with his right hand and a chaser of regret.

“I have a voracious sexual appetite,” she said. “I don’t wait for second or third dates.”

He took a large mouthful of wine. “I see.”

She loved making men nervous as they realised what she meant. She watched his mind tick over again. Now he would be going through his checklist. Did he groom himself well enough? Too much cologne or not enough? Did he have a condom in his wallet? Would he be able to perform? If he didn’t perform, would she give him a second chance?

It was pointless telling him she only ever dated a man once. He would find out why soon enough. As for his ability to perform, she already had that point covered.

She placed a small blue pill at the centre of the table. “I see you’re admiring my necklace,” she said, before he could ask about the pill.

Now she had introduced him to the idea they were about to have sex, she wanted him looking at her tits to get him really excited. A boner wasn’t enough. She wanted him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

She watched his eyes travel down her neckline. Men were very predictable. To him, the semi-precious pendant hanging between her breasts was inconsequential. He didn’t give it a second glance now he had permission to ogle her without shame. She unhooked the egg from its clasp and held it up between her thumb and forefinger.

“Ah, yes. It’s very nice,” he said.

“This is a jade egg,” she said, “also known as a Yoni Egg. A girl uses it to train and strengthen her pelvic muscles. It makes her pussy firmer and tighter. If a girl uses it often enough, it also increases her sexual desire and gives her longer, harder orgasms. I’ve used it for many years. Would you like to know what it does for her sexual partner?”

He nodded, drained his glass and poured another, having lost all his inhibitions.

She leaned across the table to speak in a conspiratorial whisper. “Tighter than a sixteen-year-old virgin. Much, much tighter.”

“Wow,” he said and mopped his brow on the back of his sleeve.

“From the moment I lost my virginity, I knew I wanted to train my pussy to be an instrument of incredible pleasure. I use this egg every day. Would you like to know what I do with it?”

He crossed his legs back and forth. He definitely had a raging boner now. It would be entertaining when they got up to leave. The wine bar had many patrons and they would all see his cock pitching a tent in his pants.

“I have a full-length mirror beside my wardrobe, with my favourite armchair in front of it. When I’m ready for my egg, I undress and spread my legs, hooking them over the armrests. I like to see my pussy as I do my exercises. It’s very pretty. Such a tiny hole with the smallest lips.”

His hands twitched like he was ready to jerk himself off. This was all part of the plan. She wanted him worked up into a whirlwind of lust, where he only had thoughts for his orgasm and nothing else.

“I push the egg inside myself as deep as I can until it’s beyond the reach of my middle finger. It feels so good, teasing me on the inside, making me clench. I play with my nipples until I’m hot and bothered and ready to cum. Then I rub my tiny love button with a fingertip, oh so slowly, making myself ache for an orgasm.”

Tate finished another glass of wine as she spoke. The poor man was beside himself already, and they hadn’t even got to the serious foreplay yet. Damn, she loved date night!

“Then they start, small at first, lovely hot flushes deep in my womb. That’s when I have to speed up and rub myself harder. It brings on stronger orgasms, like electric shocks through my love canal. It makes me clench the egg harder. As I do, it feels bigger inside me, like a hard, thick cock wedged between my hips. And that gives me an explosive orgasm, making me clench the egg so hard, it pops out.”

He looked lost for words. It didn’t matter. She would do most of the talking for the rest of the evening anyway. And she didn’t want him for conversation, only for his cock.

“And I also use it to begin foreplay with a man. There’s only one rule. Once it goes in, it stays in until I’m ready for something else to fill my pussy. Interested?”

He nodded breathlessly. She reached under the table and through the slash in her dress, holding his gaze as she pushed the egg as far as she could into her pussy. She felt herself clench in excitement and anticipation. This act marked the start of the best part of the evening.

“So juicy in there,” she said, raising her glistening finger to his nose.

He couldn’t help himself and drew a deep breath to inhale her sweet scent. She put her finger to his lips and painted them with her juices. He licked them clean like a man desperate for more.

“Take your pill like a good boy,” she said. “I want you hard all night long.”

He swept the pill from the table, put it into his mouth and swallowed it with his remaining wine.

She smiled. He’d swallowed it with no questions asked. He was ready to become her sex doll for the evening.

“Let’s go back to my place,” she said.


– THREE –

COCK-JACKED

Tiffany enjoyed going through Abigail’s lingerie drawers, even if she didn’t turn up any further clues. Abigail wore the prettiest bra and panty sets. They were lacy, silky and flimsy items, all for show, with nothing practical or designed for support. But she didn’t need it with those firm, perky tits. Tiffany raised a pair of satin panties to her nose and inhaled deeply. They only held a hint of lavender, not the delicious perfume of Abigail’s sex.

At that moment, Tiffany heard voices at the front door. It was Abigail and a man, probably Tate. She realised she had enjoyed her tour of Abigail’s lingerie drawers for too long and had lost track of time. No girl had ever made Tiffany lose her composure before. But Abigail’s allure was irresistible. She wondered if she could remain calm when they eventually met face to face.

She returned the panties to the drawer and closed it quietly. It was time to make a discreet exit. Abigail couldn’t know about Tiffany’s penchant for breaking and entering. At least, not until she had her in handcuffs for a rough introduction to her girlcock.

As she was now familiar with the layout of the house, she knew she couldn’t go downstairs without Abigail seeing her. Sweeping the curtains aside, she saw the bedroom didn’t have a balcony or a fire escape, only a straight fall to the yard below. The drop was too far to land silently or without twisting an ankle.

Tiffany had to act fast, as Abigail was clearly intent on bringing the man upstairs to her bedroom straight away. She could hear Abigail humming to herself as she led the man upstairs. Tiffany dashed to the wardrobe and shut herself inside, nestling between Abigail’s dresses. She peeped through the slats in the louvre doors.

Abigail led the man into her bedroom with his tie. It was Tate Jackson, minus the smouldering gaze. He looked more like a puppy trying to keep up with his mistress on the leash. Abigail parked him beside the bed and looked him up and down. Tiffany wasn’t interested in checking him out. She admired the curve of Abigail’s back instead, like a beautiful bow leading to the rounded cheeks of her butt. It was a butt that would need regular spanking sessions to leave it blushing red.

Tate leaned into Abigail to kiss her. She planted a hand on his chest to hold him at bay.

“I never kiss anyone on a first date. Kissing is for couples. I only want sex.”

He looked lost and confused. She unknotted his tie, pulled it free and tossed it aside. He reached for her shoulders to slip her dress over her arms. She stopped him again.

“And no touching either. I do the touching.”

Tiffany admired how well Abigail had trained him so soon. It confirmed she was a domme and a very good one too. He obeyed her without question. She undressed him, one item of clothing at a time, tossing it aside to various corners of the bedroom. It looked random, but Tiffany knew Abigail was doing it on purpose. She was letting him know his clothes meant nothing to her by tossing them aside like litter. If he wanted to get dressed again, he would have to scramble around like a beggar to collect his crumpled clothes from the floor.

Soon, she had him naked and helpless, without removing a single item of clothing herself. Tiffany corrected her assessment as she looked Abigail up and down through the slats. The jade egg no longer hung between her perky breasts. Tiffany wondered if she had put it away for safekeeping or if she had it lodged between her thighs.

Abigail ran her hands over Tate’s body. He had a good body for a man. He was lean, fit and athletic, with sharply defined muscles. No doubt, he spent many hours at the gym to keep himself in good shape. But what kind of shape would he be in after Abigail had finished with him? If she enjoyed crushing cocks, he would be sore for days.

Abigail finished her tactile tour of his body at his cock and balls. He was hard and had a decent cock, a little larger than average for a man, but nothing like Tiffany’s eight inch girlcock. And right now, her girlcock was feeling plump and excited, despite her nerves.

Abigail took his balls and rolled them through her fingers. “Oh, these are lovely. So large, heavy and pumped full of cum! You must feel ready to burst.”

He nodded sheepishly.

Abigail held his balls and looked into his eyes, not letting him escape her smoky, sapphire gaze. “Tell me, Tate. Have you ever been cock-jacked?”

Tiffany bit her lip. What was Abigail doing to this man? Cock-jacking was the practice of working a man into a frenzy with the need to cum. She assumed Abigail must have already given Tate a Viagra or a similar drug. The purpose of the pill wasn’t to help him get hard. The idea of jacking a man’s cock was to use every item available to make him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

Next, she would shave him, harness him and put him in a cock ring. The shave would increase his sensitivity, and the ring would trap the blood in his cock, making him more engorged with every heartbeat. The harness would give him the same tight sensation in his balls, the same as when a man is ready to cum. When she took him inside her, he wouldn’t last a minute. Then it would be over.

So what did she get out of it? Did she enjoy humiliating men by forcing them to ejaculate prematurely? If so, how did the jade egg enter this ritual? Gorgeous Abigail was becoming more mysterious by the moment.

“Er… no. What’s cock-jacking?” he said.

Abigail gasped. “You mean no girl has ever cock-jacked you! You poor man! I always cock-jack a man before sex. It makes a man so hard he grows an extra inch.” She gave him a very mischievous smile. “Are you ready to try it?”

Tiffany watched as Abigail put her hand through the slash in her dress. She withdrew her finger and put it to his lips, painting them with glistening juices. He greedily licked the offering from her finger and nodded. Tiffany bit her lip. He was in deep, way over his head.

“Then you’ll have to be a good boy and do everything I say.”

He nodded again, as if expecting another treat. She didn’t give him one. Abigail’s authority over the man was impressive. She got a man hooked and then denied him his reward. They had this in common when they subdued a sexual partner. Although, once Tiffany got a girl hooked, she reinforced it, so the girl developed an addiction. It was the futanari way to spoil a girl for any other man, to leave her forever craving sex that no man could equal.

She watched as Abigail toyed with her new pet by leading him to the bed by his balls.

Abigail’s voice softened as she gave him another order. A domme with real authority didn’t need to raise her voice. “Lie on the bed and put your hands through the bars of the headboard,” she said.

He obeyed and didn’t question her when she fastened handcuffs to his wrists, binding him to the bars.

“Clever girl,” mouthed Tiffany, as she watched Abigail work.

She’d missed the obvious. Abigail used the bed as her bondage frame. The metal bars of the headboard were ideal for securing a man right where she wanted him.

“I like that you’ve trimmed yourself, but I want you clean-shaven,” said Abigail.

She went to her en suite and returned with a tray. Clearly, she’d prepared it earlier. Tiffany hadn’t looked in the en suite yet. She’d been too busy fantasising about Abigail in her lingerie. Abigail rested the tray on the bed and reached for the shaving foam. She lathered him up, ensuring she gave his cock a few strokes to keep him excited.

“I love shaving men,” said Abigail, as she rinsed the razor in a bowl of water. “At work, I have to shave men all the time, so I’m very good at it. They don’t need a full shave, but I give them one anyway.”

Tiffany watched her work with bated breath. She was telling the truth. She shaved Tate’s crotch with the practised ease of an expert, removing the hairs with sensual strokes, leaving him smooth and without a single nick.

“Years ago, I adored shaving myself too,” continued Abigail. “It was my ritual before I used the egg. I would spend ages shaving every hair from my pussy because I loved the feeling of the blade sweeping across my skin.”

She showed him what she meant, parting his legs to get the hairs below his balls.

“And after, there was the joy of massaging in the moisturising cream. But no one likes stubble or razor rash, so I’ve since had laser treatment. Now it’s sensitive and smooth all the time.”

At least that explained why Abigail hadn’t booked waxing to go with her treatments earlier at the salon. Tiffany would have had laser treatment too if she was all girl, but she didn’t need it. A futanari didn’t grow a single hair below the neck, not even peach fuzz on the arms.

Tiffany watched as Abigail finally got to Tate’s balls, as if she was saving the best part for last. She took her time shaving him, making sure she didn’t miss a single hair. Once she had finished, she cleaned him off with a towel.

“There… how does that feel? Sensitive?” she said, running her fingertips around his bare crotch.

He shuddered and agreed, while his cock twitched in anticipation for what would come next. She opened her bedside drawer and showed him. Tiffany nodded. It was a bright pink cock ring, just as she had suspected. Abigail stretched it open and fitted it to the base of his cock.

“That traps the blood, making your cock engorged,” she said. “And now, a harness.”

Tiffany bit her lip as she watched Abigail take a pink silk ribbon from her drawer. At first it seemed a curious choice for a cock harness, but she realised it was very deliberate. Abigail was impregnating his mind with an idea. From her lipstick to the ribbon, she wanted him fixated on thinking about the pink perfection of her pussy, and how good it would feel as it slid down his cock.

She centred the ribbon under his balls, wrapping it tightly over his cock with two loops before making a knot. Then she used the tails to make another loop around his balls, tying them into a neat package. Tiffany shook her head in disbelief as Abigail secured the harness with a little bow. For a domme, she was such a girly-girl.

The look on Tate’s face spoke volumes. He clearly felt the cock ring working, trapping his blood and keeping him engorged. The purpose of the harness was to put his manhood into bondage the same way she had cuffed him to the headboard. He would feel the constraint pulling at his cock and balls, and know they were now at her mercy. His eyes desperately searched her face, exposing his vulnerability.

She reinforced it by taking a pink scarf and coiling it through her fingers to make a cleave gag. Tiffany watched her fit it into his mouth and knot it tight. Again, it was a curious choice. Cloth gags between the teeth didn’t stop the wearer from speaking or making noise. They only restricted the tongue.

“And now… teasing,” said Abigail, as she slid from the bed with feline grace. “Lots and lots of teasing.”

Abigail faced away from him, which put a lump in Tiffany’s throat as she was now facing the wardrobe. It was the classic pose to start a striptease. She looked over her shoulder at him as she slid the straps of her dress over her shoulders. Tate would see her bare back, but Tiffany enjoyed the sight of her bare breasts. She felt her girlcock stiffen. Damn, they were round, perky and perfect! They didn’t even have a crease underneath as if they weren’t bound by gravity. Tiffany thought there was no more deserving woman on the planet for the title of ‘sugar tits.’ The sight was too much. She had to free her girlcock from her panties and edge herself to the gorgeous sight.

Abigail let her dress fall to the floor. Underneath, she only wore a tiny black G-string, a lace garter around her left thigh and matching heels. She bent over to slide her panties down her legs and step out of them. Tate would see the round peaches of her butt cheeks, but Tiffany caught sight of the treasure between Abigail’s legs as she stood up again. She had a tight, tucked in pussy, what the beauticians at the salon described as the Barbie Doll.

Still looking over her shoulder at Tate, Abigail raised her panties to her nose and inhaled. “Mmm… so sweet,” she said, and dropped them.

Then she turned around and gave Tate a full view of her naked body as she returned to the bed to climb onto him and straddle his face. She positioned her pussy just beyond the reach of his lips. His eyes locked onto it like he couldn’t look away. Tiffany understood. She would do the same in his position. And at that moment, she felt the pull of Abigail’s allure like a drug, demanding she change places with Tate. He wasn’t worthy of such a perfect pussy.

Abigail giggled softly as she rolled her hips, tormenting him with the perfume of her sex. “Yes, breathe it in. Feel your balls tighten as your orgasm swells.”

His cock twitched with maddening desire, and Tiffany could see his pre-cum flowing. It wept out in glistening drops, painting his shaft like rain on a window.

Abigail released her hair and shook it free. Then she ran her hands through it as she swivelled her hips, as if she were already riding his cock. His hungry mouth quivered with desire, but she never lowered her pussy to give him the most intimate of kisses.

Tiffany edged herself carefully, mindful she couldn’t bring herself to orgasm, or there would be a terrible mess. Even though she had a cock, balls and prostate, they were fuelled by oestrogen, not testosterone. It gave every futanari an overpowered sex drive, and it was common to cum more than a cup at a time. There was no way Abigail wouldn’t notice that many cum stains on her pretty dresses.

When Tiffany wondered if Tate could take any more teasing without losing his load, Abigail let out a long moan. Her butt tightened and dimpled as her pelvic muscles clenched in an orgasm. As the jade egg dropped onto Tate’s lips, Tiffany knew where Abigail had put it at last.

Abigail looked at Tate. “Do you remember what I said?”

He nodded as he fought to get his tongue past the gag to taste the sweet juices covering the egg.

“When the egg comes out, I’m ready for something else to go in.”

Tiffany bit her lip, fighting back a giggle of her own. There was no way Tate would last a minute, even if she smothered his cock in numbing gel.

Abigail shuffled down the bed and looked closely at his throbbing cock. “Look at you… so desperate to cum. I bet you’ve never been more desperate!”

He gasped and nodded.

“As soon as you feel the clench of my pussy, you’ll explode.”

Abigail’s mouth was so close to his cock, he would feel her hot breath on the head. It was a wonder he hadn’t exploded already.

“But this is about my pleasure, not yours. I want to ride your cock for hours and that won’t happen if you cum, will it?”

Tate chose not to respond, confirming everyone’s suspicions. Tiffany stopped edging herself for a moment. What was Abigail playing at now? Her eyes widened as Abigail gave her the answer, even though she didn’t know Tiffany was there.

“So, it’s time to give your balls a little trim.”

She reached into the bedside drawer and removed a small case. As she opened it, both Tate and Tiffany saw its contents: a hypodermic needle, surgical scissors and white suture tape for sealing minor cuts. She also placed a jar on the bedside table and removed the lid.

“Let’s open up this pretty package and see what’s inside.”

She pulled the bow, releasing the pink ribbon harness. Tate’s eyes widened as he realised she wasn’t fooling around. He had clearly heard about this most taboo of sexual practices, and didn’t like the idea he was about to be on the receiving end. He pleaded with her not to do it.

“Oh, men always complain when they’re about to get their balls snipped. But I know you’ll enjoy it,” said Abigail.

He shook his head furiously.

“Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll enjoy doing it. And that’s what’s important.”

She primed the needle, pricked his ball sac and pressed the plunger.

“Just enough to numb those balls, but not enough to dull your cock,” she said. “I want you desperate to cum all night.”

Tiffany bit her knuckle as Abigail took her scissors and made a neat incision into the left side of his sac. She was a castratrix! This changed everything. But Tiffany couldn’t avert her gaze or take her hand from her girlcock. It was hot and throbbed as she edged it again. Hell, she had to be careful not to cum!

In moments, Abigail had Tate’s ball out to stretch the cord, ready for cutting. His cock oozed more pre-cum, as if it knew what was about to happen.

“Oh, yes! I knew you’d enjoy getting snipped,” said Abigail.

She pulled his cord tight and rested it between the blades of her scissors. Judging by the strain on Tate’s face, he felt the pull.

“That sweet tightness,” said Abigail. “Just like the moment before you cum. But we can’t let you do that. I want my ride on your cock.”

She closed the blades and dropped his severed ball into the jar. In moments, she had him sealed up. She retrieved her scissors, ready to start the next side.

“See… I am a very good nurse, just like I said.”

She opened up his other side to get his remaining ball.

“But I’m also a very bad girl… who loves snipping balls. Taking the second one is always the best part. Look at your face! You know you can still cum with one… but…”

She stretched the cord, just like the first one, so he felt it through his stomach and down his inner thighs. His cock was weeping pre-cum like a leaky tap. Tiffany could see how much he needed his release. As Abigail cut the cord, Tiffany knew she would never let him have it.

She felt her own balls tighten as Abigail finished her work. Yes, this changed everything. Abigail would not be as easy to dominate as she had expected. Of any domme to give her an insatiable lust, a castratrix was the most dangerous. Tiffany couldn’t underestimate her for a moment. Now, one question plagued her thoughts. Was Abigail her equal, or was the castratrix completely out of her league?


– FOUR –

MAGIC IN THE AIR

From the moment Abigail had led Tate into her bedroom, she’d felt more aroused than usual. She always felt excited when she got to treat a man to two special snips, but tonight there was a magical quality in the air that made her pussy burn with lust. It was an effort to hold on to the jade egg, even though she could usually hold it inside her pussy for much longer.

She finished sealing Tate’s cuts with wide strips of suture tape. Stitches left scars. She wanted every man to have a perfect empty sac with no trace of where his balls had gone missing.

Tate’s cock looked so inviting with his balls taken out, jacked to incredible hardness and straining for a release he could never have again. He was ready to ride. She knew she wouldn’t need any lube tonight, as she was wet like she’d already had a gushing orgasm.

“A living sex doll,” she said, hearing the husky desire in her voice.

She straddled him, positioning his cock at the entrance to her sex. All her training with the jade egg wasn’t for him. It was entirely for her pleasure. She worked his hot, throbbing shaft inside her. He wasn’t much bigger than average, but his cock felt enormous, and she had to roll her hips to get it inside her. This was the point of the training: she was so tight, every time felt like the first time.

She moaned as she felt the head of his cock push against her cervix. No silicone sex doll could match the feeling. After discovering how disappointing men were in bed, she had bought herself one. She wanted to enjoy riding a cock for many hours, so she could cum many times. Once a man had shot his load, the fun was over. And as she was so tight, men never lasted long, which necessitated a toy. She soon discovered that her silicone sex doll was also disappointing, despite having a permanent erection. There was no passion or intensity when she rode it. It was nothing more than a silicone dildo attached to a male bust.

The feeling of a rock hard cock twitching and straining inside her was infinitely better, especially in the moments before a man orgasmed. That was when her pleasure peaked in intensity. As his balls tightened in readiness to cum, his cock became hotter and harder. It twitched and throbbed inside her, fuelling her excitement and pleasure with each thrust.

After the first time, she took an immediate liking to ‘no balls’ sex. Now there was no alternative. It was the perfect foreplay, contraception and way to guarantee a man didn’t cum too soon rolled into one. There was no need for a condom, which made a man’s cock feel like her silicone doll, or any chance he would disappoint her. With his balls out, she trapped him at that perfect moment before his release, so she could enjoy his throbbing, aching cock for as long as she wanted.

With her heightened arousal, there was no time for a slow grind to her first orgasm. She needed it now, so she clamped Tate’s cock between her thighs and rode him hard. With the strength of her pelvic muscles, she could give a man a good cock-crushing if she was in the mood. Too few girls knew the power of their pussy. She could give a man incredible pleasure if she wanted, or squeeze him hard and leave him sore for days. She preferred the latter. Tate would have an aching cock to go with his sore, empty sac in the morning. A castratrix never shared pleasure with a man. It was his role to give her pleasure, and her role to take it.

The moment she had felt the desire to become a castratrix had changed her life forever. She had always had a fascination with balls, but had never known why. It wasn’t until she qualified as a urology nurse and started work that she discovered the thrill of cutting a man’s cords. After jacking his cock to make it as hard as possible, she could keep him hard for hours and completely unable to cum. And all it took was two little snips.

She whimpered as she felt the heat building inside her, swelling to a sweet release as juices flooded her inner thighs. She planted her hands on Tate’s chest so she could drive his cock in and out of her harder, enjoying feeling how much he needed to cum too. It amplified her pleasure, making her pussy burn with pure joy. Her orgasms came hard and fast, surging through her pelvis in waves. Then a big one hit her hard. This was the only time she enjoyed losing control. Her body betrayed her with pleasure, making her shudder and buck against her will until she was out of breath.

As she slipped into the warm, soothing afterglow, she felt Tate still straining to cum. His cock was pulsing inside her, trying to shoot a load of cum that was no longer there. She eased herself off him, content with her session of pleasure for the evening, and fetched his balls. She rested the jar on his chest as she lay beside him.

“Oh, my! That was the strongest orgasm I’ve had in ages! Normally, I ride a man for many hours, but it seems I just needed a quickie tonight. Do you feel like there’s magic in the air?”

Tate looked at her wide-eyed. Most men did that when they realised there was no way their balls could go back in.

“You must feel it. It’s like sexual energy, driving my hormones wild with the need to breed.” She tapped the lid of the jar, drawing his attention to its contents. “It’s good that we remembered to use contraception, isn’t it?”

Tate continued to stare.

“Oh, right. You’re still gagged. Silly me.” Abigail removed the gag from his mouth and smiled sweetly.

“Can you please let me go?” he said in a small voice.

She sighed. Men always wanted to leave quickly after sex. They never had time to snuggle up for a while and have a chat. She let him out of his handcuffs. He climbed off the bed as if it were swarming with fire ants and rescued his pants from the floor.

“My… my balls!” he said, as he pulled his pants on, not caring that they were the wrong way around.

“I know,” she said, putting the jar beside the bed again. “You loved every minute of getting them snipped. I bet if you had them back, you’d open your legs and beg me to do it again.”

At least he now knew why she always had sex on the first date. There was never a second date, because once the Viagra wore off, he wouldn’t be able to get it up. Still, losing his balls was a small price to pay for her to have such a strong and satisfying orgasm.

“My balls…” he whimpered again, as he pulled on his shirt and shoes.

She rolled her eyes. “If you say ‘my balls’ again, I’ll put you over my knee for a good spanking and give you a genuine reason to complain.”

He pulled on his shirt. “But… they’re my balls!”

“No. They’re my balls now.”

Tate headed for the door.

“Why not stay, Tate? I’m not tired yet and I’d love to give you a good spanking.”

Abigail listened to him race down the stairs and out the door. The evening’s entertainment had been briefer than usual, but it had been most satisfying. She drew a contented breath. Her inner thighs were completely wet with pussy cream, much more than usual. Tate would have it all over him too, her memento of their evening together.

“Lucky boy,” she sighed, as she thought about how much she enjoyed licking up her sweet juices after sex. Especially from a man’s throbbing cock and flat, empty sac.

She went to the en suite and had a shower to relax before bed. As she returned to the bedroom, she noticed the wardrobe door was ajar. She felt certain she had closed it, but perhaps Tate had knocked it in his hurry to avoid any postcoital snuggling. It really was best to leave men tied up when she wanted a cuddle after sex.

She fetched the jar containing his balls and a marker pen from her drawer to label it with his name. Returning to the wardrobe, she caught the mysterious scent in the air again and felt the heat build deep in her pussy. She drew a deep breath. It had no identifiable smell, but there was definitely magic in the air.

As she opened both doors, the elusive scent made her sense of arousal swell. The reaction was too strong to be her imagination. It was delicious, speaking to her desires as a woman to open her legs and surrender her sex. But she was a castratrix. She didn’t surrender herself to anyone.

She swept her dresses aside to access the secret compartment at the back of the wardrobe. Sliding the door open, a white light flickered on, illuminating the cupboard only she knew was there. It was her trophy room, filled with small jars, each labelled with the name of the man who had once owned the balls contained within. There were so many perfectly preserved white plums, plucked from so many men. She added Tate’s balls to her collection.

This was the joy of being a castratrix: every man she took to bed got a night he would never forget. And she got two special keepsakes to remember every delicious orgasm.


– FIVE –

DENIAL

Tiffany realised she had been daydreaming when she heard the blonde girl crying. Returning from her reverie, she realised she had been spanking the girl hard. Her bubble butt was beetroot red, with clear imprints of Tiffany’s hand marking her skin. Tiffany realised she was so distracted she couldn’t even remember the blonde’s name. The girl didn’t need such a hard spanking to make her submit, but Tiffany had been imagining she was spanking Abigail instead. Would a severe spanking be enough to break a castratrix? Tiffany thought it was unlikely.

Ever since Saturday night, Tiffany couldn’t get Abigail out of her thoughts. The way she’d cock-jacked Tate, then removed his balls so she could use his throbbing cock for her pleasure was haunting. It made Tiffany’s girlcock stiffen and her balls tighten every time she thought about it. She couldn’t shake the image of Abigail easing herself onto his cock and rolling her hips to stretch herself open to get him inside. And remembering her moans of pleasure was enough to make Tiffany want to cum.

Right now, she needed to cum. Since that night, she couldn’t reach her peak, no matter how hard she tried. With her futanari sex drive, her balls were feeling hard and full. Rolling the blonde off her knee and onto the bed, she knew the best way to stop her crying was to jam her mouth full of girlcock.

There was nothing prettier than a naked girl, tied up and on her back. The handcuffs were never necessary, but Tiffany liked her sex dolls bound anyway. At the very least, it stopped a girl from using her hands when Tiffany put her girlcock in their mouth. She drove the action, and that meant driving it down their throat as hard as she wanted.

More than ever, the tension in her balls brought out her primal urges as she chased an explosive release. She enjoyed being rough with girls, but her inability to cum now gave her a savage hunger to take, use and consume this girl. She wanted to punish her, to make every moment hurt. The girl would still cum. They always did, even when their bodies told them it was wrong to feel pleasure from pain.

As she filled the blonde’s mouth with her girlcock, she immediately felt disappointed. The blonde was no stranger to having a cock in her throat. She probably got on her knees when her boyfriend came home, unzipped his pants and milked the cum from his balls with her mouth, as she didn’t gag or choke at all.

Abigail would gag and choke on a cock. She had refused to even kiss Tate, so Tiffany doubted she had ever had a cock in her mouth either. Why would she give a man such pleasure when she was intent on having it all for herself?

Tiffany drove her girlcock right to the back of the blonde’s throat, but it didn’t help. She just wasn’t getting any thrill from the girl at all. Her hot little mouth felt good, but it could never be as good as giving Abigail a throating.

Tiffany realised she had developed an obsession. She had never felt this kind of infatuation for a girl. Now she knew Abigail existed, no other girl could replace her. She tried to put the fact that Abigail was a castratrix out of her mind, but that only made matters worse.

“Maybe I need some pussy,” she said.

She pulled her girlcock free and reached for a cloth gag, coiling it through her fingers before tying it in place. The girl could cry again when Tiffany gave her a free ride to pound town, so it was best to keep her muffled.

She spread the blonde’s legs and admired her smooth pussy as she pushed a pillow under her reddened butt. The pillow wasn’t for comfort. She put it there to keep a girl’s hips raised above the rest of her body. Tucking her thighs under the girl’s legs, she was ready to penetrate her hard.

Missionary in a sitting position was how she enjoyed sex the best. It meant she could look at the girl as she pounded her pussy with her girlcock. She wanted to see her breasts heaving in anguish as she took more cock than she could handle. She wanted to see the look on the girl’s face as she punished her relentlessly, hammering her cervix like a battering ram until it hurt.

Plus, when she pumped a girl full of cum, she wanted to keep it there for as long as possible, hence the need for a pillow. Futanari physiology wasn’t the same as a man. Her sexual organs were different and she couldn’t get a girl pregnant, but her cum could induce pseudocyesis, or false pregnancy. The longer her cum did its work, the longer the pseudocyesis lasted. If she sealed her cum inside a girl’s pussy overnight, the effect could last for years.

Like Abigail, she also left her sex dolls with a parting reminder of their night together. The girl wouldn’t need contraception, and she would get big, milky tits for as long as the pseudocyesis lasted. Tiffany thought it was fair compensation for the fact she had taken the girl from her boyfriend or husband for the night, often in front of his face. But the girls couldn’t help themselves and went willingly, as they had no power to resist her futanari pheromones.

“No more condoms for you, blondie,” she said, as she positioned her girlcock for penetration. “Only big tits, loaded with cream, aching for a milking each night.”

Even though they dominated their sexual partners in different ways, Tiffany realised she and Abigail were very much alike. Her mind drifted again. She couldn’t escape her desire to dominate the domme, to break her will and use her body for selfish pleasure. And the more Abigail resisted the better, as long as Tiffany could keep her under control. Tiffany couldn’t escape her desire to transform her into her perfect sex doll and enjoy her night after night. She was the ultimate conquest.

As she entered the blonde, she knew she wouldn’t cum tonight. Her pussy surrendered to her thick girlcock too easily. She was warm, wet and already clenching from a swelling orgasm, but every thrust was a reminder that she wasn’t Abigail.

Tiffany took a shuddering breath as she recalled the iron grip of Abigail’s pussy, squeezing and stretching Tate’s cock with each thrust of her hips. Even from the wardrobe, she could see the strength of her hold on him. She used her pelvic grip to drive him wild with the need to orgasm while she pulled at his emptied sac. Every thrust would have made him feel the tightness through his crotch from having had his cords cut. And Abigail enjoyed every moment of it, while Tate strained to achieve an impossible orgasm.

Tiffany pulled her cock from the blonde. Like Tate, she couldn’t cum, at least, not in her current mood. The girl was too easy. There was no thrill. She knew she wouldn’t cum until she had Abigail handcuffed and at her mercy, with her legs spread and a pillow under her delicious round butt.

The blonde looked at her piteously. She wanted more. Even after a good spanking, she wanted Tiffany to pound her pussy and fill it with cum. It wasn’t uncommon after a girl had swallowed Tiffany’s cock. Her pre-cum and pheromones made women horny as hell. Most women got addicted to it immediately, becoming cock-drunk with lust. She wondered what it would take to get Abigail into the same state.

“It’s your unlucky night,” she said, pulling the gag from the blonde’s mouth.

“Please don’t stop,” she whimpered.

Tiffany rolled her over and removed the handcuffs. “Get your clothes and get out before I spank your pretty peaches again.”

The idea of another spanking was enough to motivate the blonde to get dressed in a hurry and leave. Tiffany nursed her aching girlcock. Abigail was a castratrix, a woman who indulged in one of the most taboo sexual practices on the planet. And Tiffany had balls, which left her vulnerable. But Abigail was the only cure for her need to cum.

Tiffany needed a plan to seduce her, to get her into bed with her guard down so she could break her spirit. She couldn’t just walk into Abigail’s house and take control as she usually did. That meant planning a careful seduction to subdue the domme before she realised it was too late.

And even though Abigail was the most dangerous conquest Tiffany could consider, she was also a creature of habit. That gave Tiffany the upper hand. She fetched her laptop, lay on the bed and logged onto Abigail’s favourite dating website. She saw the castratrix had booked a date with a new man on Saturday night, her next pet, who was unaware his balls were the price of the date. His name was Robert Brown and he was also logged on. Tiffany typed him a message on behalf of Abigail.

Abigail: Hey, sugar. Can you meet me an hour earlier tomorrow night?

Robert: Sure! Been looking forward to it all week, beautiful.

He plastered lots of love sick emojis to his message. Hell, Abigail was good. He was already putty in her hands and they hadn’t met in person yet. When he got to see her in the flesh, he would become mad with lust. Then she would take her time working him into a frenzy of desire and finish their taboo tryst by taking his balls.

Except, tomorrow night, Robert was going on a very different date. Tiffany deleted the extra messages in case Abigail ever checked her chat history and logged off the website.

Her balls felt heavy as she considered coming face to face with Abigail at last. The brunette beauty was irresistible, but Tiffany had a surprise in her panties that Abigail would never suspect. However, she didn’t know if it gave her an advantage, or if it would betray her with the same hopeless desire as the men Abigail castrated.


– SIX –

ONLY ONE?

Abigail simply adored her job. She didn’t know another person who got so excited about going to work on Monday morning, but it made her wet. Monday morning marked five days of foreplay before the main event on Saturday night.

She didn’t know how she could even call it work. She got paid to enjoy herself, and her employer, Dr Rogers, paid her very well for it too. There were many pleasurable tasks. She got to shave men before surgery, conduct prostate exams and suture balls, even though they were still inside the sac. It was important to keep male genitals in optimal condition. If a girl had the desire to snip some balls, it was no fun if they weren’t healthy and fully functional.

Sometimes, if Abigail smiled sweetly during a vasectomy, Dr Rogers would let her cut the spermatic cords. He was aware of her surgical training and seemed eager to encourage her to develop her skills. Given how many balls she had removed over the years, she didn’t need the practice. But helping Dr Rogers got her excited about date night, when she would perform the procedure more thoroughly, not that he knew how she entertained herself after hours.

Now it was Friday, she was on the cusp of her next date. But Dr Rogers had cancelled all their procedures so he could give Abigail her performance appraisal. It was a big bump in the road on her journey to orgasm heaven tomorrow night.

She finished her duties and went to his office at the agreed time. Dr Rogers was sitting at his desk looking at his computer screen. She always thought he was a good-looking man, with greying hair and a weathered face that gave him rugged sex appeal. Little did he know, but he was the only man on the planet whose balls were safe, at least from her. She couldn’t speak for any other castratrix on that matter.

She sat opposite him and crossed her legs. He looked up and gave her a sheepish smile. It had taken him some time to master his nerves in her company. Her authority as a domme was second nature and she couldn’t just switch it off like a light.

“So, Nurse Hart, how’s life treating you?”

“Good,” she replied, feeling impatient to get on with the appraisal.

“Everything okay at home?”

“Yes.”

He flashed a smile. “Ah, good. Best to ask. I never hear you talking about a special someone in your life and I’m surprised no one has tried to tie you down. You can’t be short of suitors.”

Abigail wouldn’t let anyone tie her down. No one had ever put her in bondage, and she didn’t intend to ever become a submissive, but Dr Rogers didn’t need to know about her nocturnal activities.

“I haven’t found the right one yet,” she said.

“Well, you’re very popular with all our patients. They all praise your care.”

Abigail sat up straight. “I take my duties seriously.”

Dr Rogers nodded thoughtfully. “I’ve noticed. You know, it isn’t necessary to give each man a full shave before surgery.”

“They never complain, and we don’t know what might come up,” she said.

Without exception, a certain appendage came up every time she shaved a man. They always apologised from embarrassment, but Abigail loved getting that reaction to go with the erection. And, of course, it fuelled her excitement for Saturday night.

“No, we’ve never had a single complaint. Only praise. And I must also praise you for taking over the responsibility for certain duties,” continued Dr Rogers. “It has given us the capacity to see more patients, even if you’re spending more time with each man than you need.”

He was referring to her taking charge of prostate exams. She enjoyed manipulating men’s bodies against their will. She always opened a few top buttons of her uniform before giving a man a very thorough examination. With a careful massage, she could make a man’s cock go limp, milk his prostate and make him cum like a girl. She thought it was an important skill to have as a nurse, and an essential tool for domination as a castratrix.

“I like to be thorough,” she said.

“Of course! I’m not criticising you, Nurse Hart. Since you’ve taken over prostate exams, the number of men we’ve seen has tripled. We even have some patients coming in monthly for a check.”

Abigail nodded. She knew her regulars. They were all weak, submissive men who happily paid the hefty medical fee for fifteen minutes of female domination. They wanted her to control them, and she enjoyed doing it. And it was fitting for a domme to have pets to play with when she needed amusement. Everybody got what they needed.

She drew a calming breath. The performance appraisal wasn’t so bad after all. Talking about the milking sessions, shaving men for surgery and helping with vasectomies was giving her damp panties.

“We need to make money like any other business,” she said.

“Indeed, Nurse hart! And we have become more profitable since you’ve joined the practice. I’ve been a urologist for many years, and without exception, you are the best nurse I’ve ever had.”

Abigail felt her cheeks flush. “Thank you, Doctor.”

“So you can see why I’m concerned about your happiness at work and at home. I wouldn’t want to lose you for any reason.”

Abigail smiled, realising he couldn’t do without her anymore. She owned him too. Although there was nothing sexual between them, he was one of her pets as much as the men she milked once a month.

“We should discuss you becoming a shareholder in the business. I’m aware of your surgical qualifications, Nurse Hart. If you wanted to complete your training, you could even consider taking over the practice when I retire.”

“I have no desire to become a doctor,” she said. “I enjoy nursing too much.”

She couldn’t tell him it would be too much of a good thing. Plus, how would they remain profitable if she couldn’t stop herself from treating every patient by snipping off his balls? Once the urge took hold, nothing could stop it. Those pleasures were for Saturday night, and always before ‘no balls’ sex, when she could enjoy his jacked cock while he strained to cum.

Dr Rogers spread his hands on the desk and looked her in the eye. “I would rather sacrifice my left testicle than lose you, Nurse Hart.”

He pressed his lips together to suppress a laugh, then let one loose. When she didn’t laugh along, he stopped and looked concerned. The reason she wasn’t laughing was because her panties were now soaked through. She felt the jade egg sitting between her breasts and wished she’d put it in her pussy before the appraisal.

“That’s just a little urology humour,” he said, clearly feeling the need to explain his joke in case he’d caused offence.

She kept a straight face. “Only the left one?”

He looked at her askance for a long moment, then laughed. “Oh, very good, Nurse Hart! Very good, indeed.”

Abigail felt the heat rise between her legs. Was it appropriate to tell him she wasn’t making a joke? She would gladly part him from his balls if that was the sacrifice he would make to keep her around.

As much as she loved her job, after this performance appraisal, her date tomorrow night with Robert Brown couldn’t come soon enough. Once she had his balls out, she would ride him like a cowgirl until dawn.

She paused. The nagging ache between her legs was more than pillow talk with her employer. She’d felt it since her date last week. It was the magical, yet undetectable, scent in the air, driving her sexual urges wild. She couldn’t explain it. The feeling excited every part of her sex, from her clitoris, to the inner zone of her G-spot, to her need to feel a hot, thick cock filling her up inside.

This time, the lingering urge demanded much more than a quickie. She sat up, surprised by the feelings surging through her body, realising what it meant. This desire was dangerous, demanding she surrender her sex to feel such pleasure, and a domme never submitted to anyone.


– SEVEN –

DATE NIGHT

As Tiffany waited for Robert Brown, she appreciated why Abigail preferred to meet men at this particular wine bar. As well as a relaxed vibe, it had many private booths providing intimate spaces for flirting and conversation. She waited in a shadowy corner with a clear view of the entrance, sipping her wine slowly to keep a clear head.

Robert arrived fifteen minutes early. Again, the man didn’t match the photo he had posted of himself on the dating website. He looked more like a lost puppy than a rugged, sandy-haired stud. She watched him look around the bar to see if Abigail had also arrived.

Naturally, Abigail hadn’t yet, as she thought she was meeting him in a little over an hour. She would still be at home, applying watermelon pink lip gloss to her perfect pout. Tiffany’s girlcock twitched at the thought of having that mouth all to herself. But first, she had to deal with Robert.

He ordered a vodka and soda at the bar and sat at a table close to the entrance. Tiffany watched him swallow half the drink to calm his nerves. Abigail had him well and truly wound up already. He fidgeted with his glass, turning it through his fingers as he stared at the entrance like a man possessed. Damn, she was good! Although it was impressive to watch, it was also a stern reminder of the risk involved with meeting a castratrix.

Tiffany rose from her hiding spot and headed for his table. It didn’t take her long to get his attention. She wore her red cocktail dress, the one that showed plenty of leg and cleavage. She preferred dresses with loose skirts to hide the bulge, but there was a time and a place to show off her figure. This was that time, providing her girlcock behaved itself. At this moment, it was flat as a girl’s pubic mound, as she had forced it into a tight pair of panties. She hoped the short-term discomfort would yield a fine reward later in the evening, when she had Abigail all to herself.

Robert’s eyes widened as she slid into the chair opposite him. She could see the reflection of her dress and red-gold hair in his irises. If he didn’t blink soon, they would dry out.

“Hello, Robert,” she said. “I’ve got good news and bad news. Which do you want first?”

He finally blinked. “Who are you?”

“I’m Tiffany, Abigail’s friend. She’s changed her mind about you.”

The poor man’s face sank, and for a moment, Tiffany thought he might burst into tears.

“W–why?” he said, with a quivering lip.

“Who knows?” said Tiffany. “Women are fickle creatures, and she’s very particular about men.” It wasn’t entirely untrue. Abigail liked her men desexed. She reached under the table and put her hand on his inner thigh. “But the good news is I’m here to find out if she has made a poor decision. I don’t reject a man until I’ve seen him with his pants off.”

Robert’s expression brightened, and she saw a glint of lust in his eyes. Her futanari pheromones had some effect on men too, albeit a fraction of the power they exerted over women. But this time, she would have to rely on her feminine charms to get her way.

“Trust me, Robert. I’m not the consolation prize. If I like what I see, you’re going to get very lucky.”

“But we’ve only just met,” he said, looking nervous again.

Tiffany didn’t think he was a particularly good liar. A man’s goal was always to get a girl into bed, whether it took one date or many. It was a calculated comment, in case she rejected him for wanting sex on the first date.

“We both know why we’re here,” she said. “Why waste time pretending we’re interested in what we do for work, our hobbies or if we have pets? We both want sex.”

He swallowed hard, clearly unable to believe his luck. “Wow, you’re straight to the point. Uh… okay. Your place or mine?”

Tiffany was enjoying herself much more than she expected. Perhaps it was time for her to get some male pets for her amusement. Messing with this man’s head was fun. If she didn’t desire sex with girls so much, she could take a liking to playing with men.

“Why wait? I was thinking the women’s restroom would be fine. The stalls are roomy and it’s just down that corridor,” she said.

Robert tossed back the rest of his drink, including the ice, and stood up. Tiffany led the way. When they got to the women’s restroom, she checked to see if it was busy. Seeing no one inside, she ushered Robert into a stall and locked the door behind them.

“Wow, I’ve never done this before,” he said. “What position is good?”

“Take off your pants and use the seat provided. We’ll see what comes up,” she said.

Robert couldn’t take off his pants fast enough. He had a decent cock and it was already hard. She eased him onto the toilet. Now the action was happening, he grew in confidence and reached for her slender waist, aiming to make his way upward toward her breasts. She took him by the wrists and pulled them away as she sank to her knees between his legs.

“Not so fast, lover boy. I said I want to check out your gear before I decide if you’re getting lucky.”

She licked her ruby lips and watched him melt with desire. With his attention on her feminine assets, he was too distracted to notice her clamping handcuffs to his wrists. He didn’t protest until he heard the metallic rasp and felt the cold metal against his skin. By then, it was too late. In handcuffs, and with his pants around his ankles, he couldn’t go anywhere.

“They say diamonds are a girl’s best friend, but I prefer handcuffs,” said Tiffany, feeling pleased with herself. “They’re so useful.”

Robert shouted for help. Tiffany acted on instinct and grabbed him by the balls. It silenced him immediately. They were hard and full. He’d clearly saved himself up for tonight, thinking if he had no luck with Abigail, he could still go home and have a serious wank as he fantasised about her stunning body.

“You’re in no position to complain,” she said. “I told you I wanted to check out your gear first.”

She gave his balls a hard squeeze to remind him they were at her mercy. She suddenly understood the appeal for Abigail. If a girl had control of a man’s balls, she had control of the man. She could pleasure him or punish him as she wanted. Of course, Abigail had mastered the taboo technique of doing both at once.

As she enjoyed squeezing his balls and making them sore, she thought about how they differed from her own. A man’s balls hung heavy in his dimpled sac. Her balls were very feminine, rounded and tight, like two pale pink plums.

Robert gasped and tried to speak. She realised he was trying to beg her to stop, but she was enjoying herself too much. It would be an evening of many firsts. She felt the adrenaline surge through her system as she contemplated what would come later. But right now, she wanted to enjoy discovering more about cock and ball torture. She had the better part of an hour to kill before Abigail arrived and Robert was proving to be entertaining.

She tried squeezing one ball and then the other. It was amazing how Robert remained hard through the experience. So, she tried both together. Robert gasped like a fish out of water. The sensation was clearly so intense he couldn’t get enough air, so she paused for a moment to let him breathe.

“Can I tell you a secret?” she said.

Robert was beyond a response, so she told him anyway.

“Abigail didn’t drop you. I broke into her dating account and arranged to meet you here early. You see, I want her all for myself. But she’s a domme. And the only way to catch a domme is to make her lose her self-control. Now I’ve got you tied up, you won’t show, and that will mess with her pretty head, because no man has ever stood her up.”

Tiffany considered telling him about the other secret hiding in her panties. She decided against it. Robert looked like he was struggling to process anything with the pain in his balls.

“Control is important for a domme,” she continued. “She’s currently getting ready to control you. She’ll be hanging a jade egg around her neck, so it sits between her gorgeous tits. I can vouch for those tits too. They’re quite splendid.”

Robert recovered his breath. He tested the handcuffs. “Let me go, you crazy–”

Tiffany renewed her grip on his balls to stop him mid sentence. “Don’t interrupt, darling, I haven’t finished yet. Anyway, she would have wanted you to look at her egg while she softened you up. And once she thought you were ready, she would have asked you if you knew what she used it for. Can you guess?”

Robert didn’t answer. Tiffany realised she should let go of his balls if she wanted him to speak. Who knew that tormenting a man’s balls was so much fun? She asked him again once he’d caught his breath. He shook his head.

“Well, I’ll leave you with that thought. It might help you jerk off later. Although, after all this delicious squeezing, I think it’ll hurt when you cum, so perhaps you’d better wait for a few days.”

She squeezed his balls for a while longer, then finally let them go. It was getting her aroused and she couldn’t afford to have a bulge in her dress when she met Abigail. But the experience had opened up a world of new possibilities to her as a domme. She definitely wanted to try it again, perhaps with a man over her knee so she could spank him too. She fanned her face as her cheeks flushed at the thought.

“I told you it was your lucky night,” she said, as she stood up.

Robert gasped for air. “Lucky? You’re kidding, right?”

“Oh, you just got luckier than you can possibly imagine. You’ll have sore nuts for a few days, but at least you’ll still have them. If I allowed you to meet Abigail, you’d wake up tomorrow morning with an empty sac.” She mimed opening and closing scissors with her forefingers before dotting a kiss on his cheek. “Night, darling. You can keep the handcuffs. That was fun.”


– EIGHT –

INSTA-LUST

Abigail arrived at the wine bar right on time, which was exactly twenty-five minutes late. Timing was everything with a man. Up to fifteen minutes late was completely excusable, even if she didn’t offer an explanation. He would put it down to the weather, traffic or some other reason.

A man got nervous if she still hadn’t shown up after fifteen minutes. He started asking himself if she was coming at all. Then he would worry that she wasn’t interested in him anymore. He would want to know what had changed. He would wonder if she’d found someone else. But he would wait, because after all the teasing throughout the week on the dating website, he wanted the goodies.

Thirty minutes was too long. At that point, he would leave, thinking the only action he would get would be with his left or right hand. So, twenty-five minutes was the perfect amount of time to ensure he was horny as hell and a nervous wreck.

As Abigail looked around the bar, she couldn’t see Robert Brown anywhere. No man had ever left before the twenty-five minute mark before. They were too attached to the idea they were going to have an orgasm later in the evening to give up that soon. She felt the fire of fury well in her belly.

She ordered a bottle of chardonnay and sat at her favourite booth, as she needed a few glasses of wine to calm down. After ten minutes, she was ready to take him home, snip his balls and give him a hard spanking to teach him a lesson. How could he do this to her? He was late, or had stood her up, which for a man was rude, disrespectful and completely inexcusable. Whatever the reason, both scenarios were firsts, and she didn’t like either of them one bit.

But at that moment, she completely forgot about Robert Brown as a woman slid into the chair opposite. Her beauty stole Abigail’s breath. She’d never seen a woman like her. She had hair like spun copper and gold, large cat-like amber eyes and full ruby lips.

The woman smiled and poured herself a glass of wine from Abigail’s bottle. Abigail didn’t object. She was too busy admiring the woman’s figure and enjoying the warm arousal welling between her thighs.

She enjoyed having sex with girls as a change from men. Girls were wonderful for the times she needed oral satisfaction. They had soft faces, warm lips and glorious tongues that knew where to find all the spots that made her cum. She wanted to have sex with girls more often, but she enjoyed cocks too much… after snipping a pair of balls, of course. But no woman had ever made her head buzz with lust like the beauty in the red cocktail dress sitting opposite her now.

“He’s not coming. Not tonight anyway,” said the woman. She pressed her lips together as if she’d just made a joke. “And you’ve gone to so much trouble to look that good, it would be a pity to let it go to waste.”

As another first for the evening, Abigail was speechless. This woman was confident, sexy as hell, and making her wet against her will. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful. She had an otherworldly quality about her, which Abigail couldn’t place. How could this woman affect her this way?

“I’m Abigail,” she said. Her mouth had a will of its own, as if it wanted to taste the mysterious woman in red as quickly as it could.

She smiled again, as if she already knew Abigail’s name. “Tiffany,” she replied. “It’s a pleasure to meet you…”

Abigail couldn’t make sense of what was happening. Tiffany had left her sentence hanging as if she’d stopped herself from adding ‘at last’ or something similar. And the light in her eyes shone with familiarity, as if Tiffany already knew all about her. There was no chance they had met before. Abigail would never forget a woman with such exotic looks and beauty.

“The pleasure is all mine,” said Abigail.

Hell, why was her mouth operating before her brain? She knew the husky tone in her voice had also betrayed the fact that she had damp panties. Actually, they were now wet. It was like this woman had some magical power to crank her libido into overdrive. Somewhere, at the back of her mind, she knew this was important, but in the passion-fuelled heat of the moment, she couldn’t think why.

“Have we met before?” she said.

Tiffany sipped her wine with the elegance of a princess. “Ah, the first law of sexual attraction: familiarity. Lovers call it the meeting of souls… the sense that they’ve already met at another place or time. It’s a delightful feeling, isn’t it?”

Abigail felt thoroughly frustrated. Tiffany’s presence amplified the heat swelling between her thighs, and she’d let it slip that she found Tiffany desirable. She had never lost control in a sexual situation before, and now she felt vulnerable.

At the same time, she wouldn’t go home unsatisfied after all the buildup throughout the week. She could imagine Tiffany’s red lips and pink tongue probing her pussy, eager to kiss and lick the jade egg from her love canal. Absent-mindedly, she reached for it, feeling the smooth stone warmed by her body heat.

The jade egg was more than a pelvic training tool and a sex toy. It was her symbol of sexual confidence and control in the bedroom. She could master these strange feelings Tiffany stirred in her. To date, she had never met a man or woman she couldn’t dominate. Tiffany would be no different when the time came to use her mouth to pleasure her pussy.

As if Tiffany could read her thoughts, she slid around the booth beside her. Abigail shuddered as their thighs touched. Tiffany’s sweet musk was intoxicating, doubling her loss of control and making her feel giddy with desire. Her poor pussy was aching to have Tiffany pleasure it. She held up the egg, fighting to regain her wits.

“You were admiring my necklace,” she said in a ragged voice.

Tiffany fixed Abigail with her amber eyes. “No, gorgeous. I was looking at your tits. I can’t wait to get them out of that dress. But yes, I know exactly how a girl uses a Yoni Egg. And I can think of many interesting ways to use it with you tonight.”

Abigail swallowed. Men and women hit on her all the time, but she could always turn the tables and take charge of the situation. Tiffany was hitting on her so hard, she felt powerless to resist her advances, not that she wanted to resist. She just wanted to conduct their liaison on her terms.

She felt Tiffany’s hand at her waist, sliding up her back to the nape of her neck.

“I don’t hear you saying ‘stop’,” said Tiffany.

Abigail realised Tiffany was drawing her in for a kiss, with no inhibitions about a public display of affection. Abigail tried to speak. It was difficult with Tiffany’s perfume scrambling her wits.

“I–”

Tiffany drew her closer, so their lips were almost touching. “Yes?”

Abigail breathed in Tiffany’s scent and her pussy burned with desire. “Kissing is for couples. I never kiss on a first–”

Tiffany brought their lips together. Abigail surrendered her mouth without a fight. Tiffany tasted as wonderful as she smelled, like strawberry candy. Tiffany didn’t ease herself into the kiss. She took full advantage of Abigail’s mouth, pushing her tongue inside to taste her everywhere.

Abigail went limp in her arms. No one had ever kissed her like this before. Tiffany’s face and lips were soft, but she was urgent in her desire to plunder Abigail’s mouth. It was hard to kiss her back. Her tongue travelled over her teeth, parting them to allow her to get to Abigail’s tongue to begin an erotic dance. As their tongues touched, Abigail shuddered with the sudden thrilling sensation. It was like a series of mild electric shocks, making her heart race and the blood pound in her ears.

And with every twirl of Tiffany’s tongue, Abigail felt herself sink deeper into the quicksand of lust from which there was no escape. The more she fought it, the more it took hold, imprisoning her body with pleasure and making her desperate between the legs. She needed Tiffany to give her the release of an orgasm before the ache became unbearable.

Yet Tiffany wouldn’t relinquish her hold or give her that sweet release. Abigail felt herself drift deeper into the kiss as it drowned out her awareness of anything else. There was only Tiffany’s lips and tongue pleasuring her mouth. She had lost control and was now losing her sense of self, dissolving into the kiss as the fire between her thighs raged like a furnace.

As if she could feel Abigail’s desperation for an orgasm, Tiffany broke the kiss. The mysterious woman with the lips and tongue of an artist looked deep into her eyes.

“You were saying?”

Again, Abigail’s mouth spoke with a will of its own, channelling the needs of her pussy, as she struggled to breathe. “Take me back to my place,” she said.


– NINE –

COCK DRUNK

Tiffany had Abigail right where she wanted her, delirious from her pheromones and kisses. All she had to do was keep her under the spell of the kiss until she got her into the bedroom. She reinforced her hold during the cab ride back to Abigail’s house, kissing her again and mercilessly teasing her with playful caresses. She needed to keep the castratrix excited, but not give her the release of an orgasm.

Kissing Abigail was delicious. The gorgeous brunette tasted like raspberries and smelled like a field of flowers after the rain. And there was no hiding the butterscotch musk of her arousal. It was intoxicating, making Tiffany feel an urgent need to taste the treasure between Abigail’s legs.

She recalled how Abigail had taunted Tate Jackson with her scent, and the way it had made his cock twitch as if he needed to explode. Tiffany had to keep a firm grip on her wits. She wasn’t the only one with potent perfume, and could easily lose control if she allowed herself to indulge in Abigail’s addictive scent.

Once they arrived at Abigail’s house, Tiffany didn’t delay getting Abigail upstairs to the bedroom. The castratrix was drunk with lust and didn’t question how Tiffany knew the way. Tiffany laid her on the bed, still with their lips locked, and pressed her advantage by pushing her tongue into Abigail’s mouth again.

Abigail would have to get used to Tiffany penetrating her, as Tiffany intended to penetrate her everywhere. But for tonight, she had to focus on pumping her pussy full of cum to induce pseudocyesis. When Abigail’s body chemistry changed, she would become a submissive sex doll. She would willingly surrender her body for Tiffany’s pleasure whenever she desired it.

Abigail pulled away for a breath. Although her blue-grey eyes looked glazed, Tiffany could see the spark of the fight inside her, trying to regain control.

“Why do I love kissing you so much?” said Abigail.

Futanari pheromones were potent, but they could only stun a girl for a short time. The question alerted Tiffany to the fact that Abigail was regaining her wits.

“Kiss me between the legs. I want you to taste me,” said Abigail.

Her tone was hypnotising, an irresistible offer that only a fool would ignore. Tiffany’s pulse raced as she imagined sinking her tongue into Abigail’s tiny love hole. She wanted to lap the ambrosia of her sex until she received the reward of her sweet, creamy cum. For a moment, she felt caught in the spell. She had to act fast before Abigail discovered her secret.

“Taste me first,” she said, reaching under her skirt and into her panties to swipe a bead of pre-cum from her swollen girlcock.

She put her finger to Abigail’s lips and painted them with the glistening fluid. Abigail licked her lips clean without thinking. Her futanari pre-cum was more intoxicating than her pheromones, and she saw the glaze return to Abigail’s eyes as the lust overwhelmed her senses.

Tiffany seized the moment and rolled Abigail onto her side so she could get her into handcuffs. As Tiffany clamped them to her wrists, she felt Abigail tense up. She was strong-willed and difficult to break. Any other girl would already be at Tiffany’s mercy by now, but not her sweet Abigail. The castratrix would resist with all her will, which only made Tiffany want her more.

Tiffany slipped off her dress and panties. Her girlcock was hard and had already escaped anyway. Then she sat Abigail up against the headboard. Abigail’s eyes focused and widened at the sight of Tiffany’s unexpected secret. She slurred her words, still under the influence of the powerful dopamine hit from Tiffany’s pre-cum.

Tiffany released Abigail’s hair from the French plait and pulled it through the bars of the headboard. She pulled it tight, arching Abigail’s head backwards to open her throat. Then she climbed onto the bed, standing over Abigail with her legs spread.

“Big, isn’t it?” said Tiffany, holding her girlcock close to Abigail’s face. “But size doesn’t matter. It’s what you do with it that’s important.”

She stroked herself, urging another drop of pre-cum from the tip of her shaft. It fell into Abigail’s open mouth and she swallowed it. Her eyes lost focus again. Inside her mind, she was no doubt fighting for control. Tiffany had to take away all hope of her regaining it. She urged more of the glistening fluid from her girlcock.

“Yes, sweet, isn’t it? Not salty like a man. And addictive. So very addictive.”

Abigail couldn’t resist because Tiffany was using her body to betray her mind and willpower. Her own body chemistry would make her an addict to the taste of Tiffany’s girlcock and the sweet fluid dripping from the tip. She edged herself harder, enjoying the moment of taming the gorgeous castratrix and slowly enslaving her against her will.

A few drops would get a girl hooked for a short time. The addiction was subtle, like a craving for a certain type of food. In the silences between the chattering of her mind, she would think about it and how much she wanted to taste it again. And if she were lucky enough to get on her knees to suck a futanari’s candy stick again, she would do it willingly, even if she got her mouth punished.

However, a few drops wouldn’t be enough for Abigail. Tiffany fed her dozens, drop after sweet drop, while she watched her sink deeper into addiction.

“Yes, it won’t pass for you… ever. You’ll dream about it. Crave it. Do anything to taste me whenever you can.”

Once she felt sure Abigail was completely under the influence, she could use her body as she desired. And first, she was going to let Abigail know what it meant to be her plaything.

Tiffany caressed her cheek. “I’m going to give you beautiful burning cheeks, panda eyes and an aching jaw. And you’re going to love every minute of it.”

It was the moment Tiffany had been craving all week. She forced the head of her cock into Abigail’s mouth. It was deliciously warm and wet. She felt the gentle scrape of Abigail’s teeth as she pushed it deeper, then the soft rasping of her tongue and the ridges along the roof of her mouth.

“No man has ever filled your mouth with cock, has he?” she said, shuddering with excitement and joy. She didn’t expect Abigail to reply as she plundered Abigail’s virgin mouth and throat. While Abigail didn’t have a hymen to tear open, this was just as good.

She enjoyed Abigail’s discomfort for a moment, before going to work on her first cheek. Jamming a big girlcock repeatedly into her cheek would make it burn like a harsh slap across the face. Tiffany enjoyed doing it now and seeing the bulge in Abigail’s cheek with each thrust of her hips. She reddened it until she could see the burn was bringing tears to Abigail’s eyes. But the castratrix had no will to resist anymore. Tiffany had addicted her to her pre-cum and she would endure anything to taste more.

Tiffany switched to her other cheek. It was appropriate to redden them both, as Abigail would look lovely with rosy blow job cheeks. She pounded it for a few minutes until it was blushing. Then she spread her legs wider for leverage and guided her girlcock to the back of Abigail’s mouth and into her throat.

Abigail coughed and choked, and tried to pull away, but Tiffany held her hair tight to keep her head in place. She definitely had never had a mouth full of cock before. Damn, her throat was tight! Pushing her girlcock into it felt sublime. She felt her orgasm mount from the wet heat and pressure on all sides.

“I know it’s hard to breathe, gorgeous, and that makes it more fun,” said Tiffany.

She didn’t let Abigail escape for a moment. Watching her gag and struggle to get enough air while Tiffany pleasured herself was heaven. The brunette domme would be aware, somewhere at the back of her mind, that Tiffany was using her the same way she used men. But the lack of air was making her beautifully cock-drunk.

When she looked like she was about to pass out, Tiffany gave her a moment to catch her breath. And while Abigail gasped, she slapped her cheeks with her girlcock to refresh the burning blush.

“No passing out for you, gorgeous. I want you awake, so you remember every minute of the fun we’re having together.”

Abigail slurred something, a threat perhaps, or a plea for more pre-cum. Either way, Tiffany went back to work on her throat, pushing her girlcock deep so her balls slapped Abigail on the chin. In the morning, she wouldn’t be able to say a word without getting a reminder of how Tiffany had punished her mouth. Her jaw would be sore for days, just the way Tiffany liked her girls. Their mouths were for pleasuring her girlcock, not conversation.

She pumped Abigail’s throat, punishing it harder than any girl before, driving her to the point of passing out many times. Abigail needed a lot of punishment to break her spirit. Even delirious from lack of air and her new addiction, there was a spark beyond her irises that showed her fighting spirit.

As Tiffany’s balls tightened and she felt the need to push, she knew she would have to get down to business soon or lose her load in Abigail’s throat. There would be many opportunities to enjoy that pleasure later on. For now, she needed all that cum pumped deep into Abigail’s womb, making her completely addicted to Tiffany forever.

Tiffany didn’t need Abigail in handcuffs anymore. She was cock-drunk to perfection, but she left them on. Every girl deserved a new pair of bracelets when Tiffany wanted sex.

Abigail watched her silently as she laid her in the middle of the bed, pulled open her dress and raised the skirt. Tiffany’s girlcock throbbed at the sight of Abigail’s bare breasts. She could spend hours punishing such beautiful breasts, twisting and pinching her nipples or putting them in clamps. She settled for a quick, hard grope to feel their firmness.

“So many good times ahead,” she said, opening the drawer where Abigail kept her toys.

It seemed fitting to gag her with the pink cloth she used on her men. Tiffany wasn’t expecting Abigail to say much, but she would make noise. The pounding she was about to get would hurt. For all that Abigail had trained her pussy to become an instrument for her own pleasure, she was about to experience it getting used against her.

Tiffany pushed a pillow under Abigail’s round bottom and forced her legs apart. Once again, the sweet scent of Abigail’s sex stunned her senses. Her head felt light as the perfume muddled her wits. Her pussy was so beautiful, she felt the desperate need to taste it. Now she could see it up close, she admired the barbie doll tightness. With her legs spread, her tiny lips parted to reveal the watermelon pink entrance to her love canal.

Tiffany swallowed hard and resisted the desire to dip her tongue into Abigail’s juicy, mouth watering hole. She positioned herself under Abigail’s thighs and readied her throbbing girlcock at the entrance to Abigail’s perfect pussy.

Although Abigail’s pussy was slippery with love juices, Tiffany had to push hard to get her girlcock inside. She took the lube from Abigail’s drawer, spread a generous amount over her girlcock and then squirted more into Abigail’s pussy. Then she pushed again. The resistance felt like breaking in a virgin. All the training with the jade egg had made Abigail so tight, Tiffany wondered if she was too big to get it in at all.

Tiffany gradually worked it inside, feeling the hot, wet grip along the length of her girlcock, squeezing her hard. She couldn’t tell if Abigail was trying to push her out, or if her pussy had a mind of its own and didn’t want to let go. Either way, Tiffany knew she wouldn’t last as long as normal. The pleasure of Abigail’s grip was incredible.

She made it to the back of Abigail’s pussy with over an inch to spare. Now she was inside, she could pound Abigail’s cervix hard. Leaning forward for more leverage, she slammed her girlcock in and out of Abigail’s pussy, tenderising it in preparation for a hot load of futanari cum.

Abigail wasn’t the only girl who had trained her body to give herself incredible pleasure during sex. Tiffany exercised her stomach, butt and thighs daily to maintain the force of her thrusts without tiring or losing momentum. It was also the reason she had such a slender waist, a firm butt and great legs.

“How does it feel to be my sex doll, Abigail? I’m loving using your body for my pleasure.”

Abigail winced as each thrust slammed into her cervix. She had coped with the pain in her cheeks, but this was altogether different. Tiffany knew her girlcock was too big for such a tight pussy unless she was gentle. She didn’t know how to be gentle. She liked to thrust hard and fast, to feel the head slamming into a girl’s cervix. This would hurt Abigail as much as it gave Tiffany pleasure. Her big blue eyes looked desperate for the torment to stop.

“I think you’re enjoying it,” said Tiffany. “Your pussy is clenching. Now I’m going to hurt it until you cum.”

Tiffany enjoyed watching a girl cry as she forced her to orgasm against her will. She wanted to hammer Abigail inside with her thick girlcock until she couldn’t take another thrust. Abigail resisted parting with any tears, but Tiffany felt the hot, creamy rush of her forced orgasm. She pummelled her insides with relentless intensity, building toward her own release.

They were the same in so many ways. Abigail enjoyed the ultimate form of orgasm denial, keeping a man on the brink of an impossible orgasm while she pleasured herself on his cock. Tiffany enjoyed seeing a girl cross the fine line between pleasure and pain, to hurt her and steal the pleasure of her orgasm to add to her own.

She pounded Abigail until she orgasmed again, whimpering through the gag from the brutal hammering. It set Tiffany’s orgasm off like a match to a powder keg. Her balls tightened and she erupted, the hot jets from each powerful convulsion making her head swim with divine pleasure. She had to brace herself as her hips bucked beyond her control, but she held herself deep in Abigail’s pussy to pump all her cum into her womb.

As her orgasm morphed into a sublime afterglow, she carefully withdrew her girlcock. Her orgasm had been so strong, she still had cum weeping from the head. It didn’t matter. Abigail had more than enough inside her. Abigail had passed out from the pounding and lay like a rag doll at the centre of the bed.

“And now you know what it feels like to get screwed senseless,” she said with a giggle.

Tiffany enjoyed the moment of victory. She had made a formidable domme submit to her girlcock. Unclipping the jade egg from between Abigail’s perky breasts, she inserted it into her pussy, using it as a plug to keep all her cum inside. She sealed it in place with a strip of suture tape from Abigail’s drawer. Tiffany thought using the tape had poetic symmetry. Abigail used it to seal a man’s emptied sac. Tiffany now used it to seal her pussy, pumped full of futanari cum.

She didn’t want a single drop to escape until Abigail regained consciousness in the morning. And by then, it would be too late. Her body and mind would have transformed from a domme to become Tiffany’s sex doll.


– TEN –

SUBMISSION

Abigail awoke feeling lightheaded. She was desperate to pee, so she slid out of bed and hurried to the en suite. As she sat down, she saw a strip of suture tape sealing her pussy. She peeled it off, but still couldn’t pee. She contracted her pelvic muscles and her jade egg popped out of her pussy, followed by a stream of thick, creamy cum. There was so much, it kept flowing from her pussy like cream. She couldn’t resist dipping her finger and having a taste. As the sweet, addictive flavour of futanari cum filled her mouth, she knew it wasn’t her own.

The details of the previous evening were a blur. Tiffany had some intoxicating effect on her, making her lose control and become submissive. She rubbed her jaw. It was sore from the brutal throating, and her pussy felt the same. As she listened to the tinkle of her pee hitting the bowl, she wondered how the evening had turned out so differently than she had planned.

Tiffany had played her for a fool and then used her as a pounding toy for her cock. Her cock! As a urology nurse, Abigail knew all about futanari girls and their unique genitalia, but she had never expected to meet one, let alone end up in bed with one.

The way Tiffany had turned the tables and used her as a sex doll was humiliating to her as a domme, but there had been a primal pleasure about it too. Tiffany had enjoyed being rough and hurting her, but the pleasure and pain had morphed into one sensation and made her cum. No man had mastered her in the bedroom, or given her such a rough pounding that she couldn’t stop her orgasms despite the pain.

The futanari had tamed her and claimed her. Abigail knew if Tiffany put her sweet cock to her lips again, she couldn’t resist it. Her mouth watered at the thought of tasting her pre-cum again. It was sweet as nectar and made her pussy burn with pleasure.

She realised the experience had changed her already. Despite everything, she wanted Tiffany again, for much more than a night of sex. The desire to submit her body to the futanari domme was overwhelming, much stronger than her initial burst of lust. But it was a much deeper desire than the chemical rush induced by tasting her pre-cum. Tiffany was confident, beautiful and enchanting. She was everything Abigail wanted in a lover, combining the best of both men and women.

Although she wouldn’t have tolerated the idea if they had discussed it first, there was joy in submission. It had a reckless abandon as she surrendered her body to the punishment of Tiffany’s cock.

She wiped her egg clean and clipped it to the chain around her neck. Then she put her hands to her breasts. They felt tight. Even though Tiffany had enjoyed groping her, that wasn’t the cause of the sensation. They were changing. People said a woman knows when her body is changing. Her breasts were beginning to make milk. Soon they would swell, becoming a cup size larger and need regular milking for relief.

She was pregnant! She stood up and looked at herself in the mirror. How was that possible? Futanari girls were sterile. They had male genitals, even though they looked very feminine, but they didn’t work in the same way as a man’s reproductive system. She recalled her studies at medical school. Hormonal changes could induce false pregnancy. The question was: how long would it last?

There was nothing in the bathroom cabinet that could help her either. She never worried about contraception or the morning-after pill, as removing a man’s balls was a very effective method for having safe sex.

Honestly, she didn’t know why more girls weren’t doing it. Condoms were unpleasant things for both men and women. Nothing replaced the delicious friction of skin on skin, and snipping balls was such good fun.

But as she realised her condition was probably irreversible, she also felt blissfully happy. She wanted big milky breasts, especially if Tiffany would milk her during sex. The idea of having Tiffany’s cock jammed in her pussy while she rubbed the cream from her nipples made her pussy clench with excitement. This change held so many possibilities for new and exciting ways to have wonderful orgasms.

She crept back to the bedroom. Tiffany was still sleeping off their nocturnal exertions. She lay on her side with her back to Abigail. The breath caught in Abigail’s throat as she admired the curve of her hips and her long, slender legs under the sheet.

She wanted her again, even though her body ached from the rough sex. Tiffany had claimed her as a trophy and it was too late to go back. She wouldn’t be the same again. But despite these changes, she was still a domme and wouldn’t spend the rest of her life submitting to another woman, even a woman as desirable as Tiffany. She still desired pleasure on her terms and the aching need to feed her fetish.

She went to her wardrobe and swept the dresses aside to open her secret cabinet where she kept her trophies. The light flickered on and she saw the stacks of small jars, each containing a pair of preserved, white male plums. She took trophies and wasn’t willing to become one.

Returning to the bed, she carefully peeled back the sheet to bare Tiffany’s naked body. Her mouth watered at the sight of her cock. Even soft, she felt the desire hit her like a drug to suck the pre-cum from its tip.

But below Tiffany’s cock was more exciting. Her futanari balls weren’t like a man’s pair. They were the same golden hue as her skin, not reddish brown like a man. The breath caught in her throat. Even after sex, she could see they were full of cum again, as they were round, tight and plump.

Abigail wasn’t just any domme or a girl after a quick thrill. She was a castratrix, and no amount of futanari cum could change that part of her.

She reached into her drawer and gathered her handcuffs. Tiffany woke up immediately as Abigail clamped them to her wrists. Tiffany looked at her with a mixture of lust and fear in her eyes. Then she tried to roll off the bed. Abigail grabbed her leg, reached for the foot of the bed and gathered an ankle cuff.

She’d dealt with this situation many times. Some men tried to get away when she told them she was about to give them the most beautiful trim. She expected it. They didn’t know what was good for them. So, it was necessary to have ankle cuffs fixed to the legs of the bed to make sure a man’s balls came out of their sac and into her preserving jar as planned.

Once she had Tiffany clamped to the centre of the bed, she climbed over her and reached for her cloth gag.

“Don’t do it,” said Tiffany. Her voice was thin and husky.

Abigail tied the cleave gag between her lips and knotted it in place.

“You know what I am, don’t you?” she said, looking into Tiffany’s wide, amber eyes. “You’ve known all along.”

Tiffany didn’t respond. She only looked back at her with a mixture of fear and excitement.

“And you’ve changed me,” said Abigail. “I’m hopelessly addicted to your cock. My body craves it inside me, to let you use me as your sex doll.”

She reached for Tiffany’s lovely plump appendage. It swelled in her hand, growing to full hardness. Abigail admired how pretty it looked. The skin was smooth, the shaft arched like a smile and it smelled so sweet, just like a girl’s pussy dripping with love juices. She felt the desperate craving to taste it again, to get the reward of those droplets of pre-cum, like nectar of the gods, but so much better.

“But you can never change my needs as a castratrix,” she said. She felt the power of her other addiction overwhelming her desire for Tiffany’s sweet treats. “You can never change how much I love snipping balls. And when I get the urge to cut some cords, nothing can stop it. So, let’s get your gorgeous cock jacked, and give your balls the trim they deserve.”


– ELEVEN –

SEX DOLL

Tiffany knew it was pointless to plead for her balls. She could see the wild desire in Abigail’s hypnotic gaze. Her only hope was for Abigail to put her girlcock in her mouth again and succumb to the influence of her new addiction. She could see Abigail’s desire to have both as she ran her fingers down Tiffany’s shaft to cup her balls. But which addiction was stronger?

“It’s so pretty without hair,” she said, sounding distant. “And a pity. I would have enjoyed shaving you. It’s part of the ritual.”

Abigail reached for the cock ring, stretched it open and fitted it to the base of Tiffany’s cock. She was about to get jacked. What was worse, she knew she would enjoy every second of it.

Abigail let the cock ring snap into place, and Tiffany felt her shaft stiffen immediately. With every heartbeat, more blood got trapped in her girlcock, making it harder, thicker and longer than ever before. It increased the intensity of her pleasure, making her girlcock sensitive to every touch, increasing her need to cum. Abigail had only started, but Tiffany already felt her orgasm mount deep in her pelvis. It came as a tight, pleasurable ache, making her eager for more, even when she knew how Abigail intended to bring her to a climax.

Abigail’s lips lingered over the tip of Tiffany’s girlcock. She bit the gag and hoped the castratrix would lower her mouth another inch. Once she was cock-drunk again, she could get out of the restraints and make sure Abigail never tried this again.

But Abigail moved aside to fetch her pink ribbon. Tiffany watched her fit the harness, reinforcing the sense of tightness through her pelvis. Abigail tied tight knots around the base of her girlcock and gathered each ball into a separate package. As with her male pets, she finished the harness with a small bow, making her straining girlcock look like a gift.

Abigail moaned softly as she took her jade egg from the chain around her neck. She positioned it at the entrance to her pussy and winced as she pushed it inside herself.

“It feels like I’ve had a freight train in there,” she said. “But I like it. You made me enjoy the pain and now I want more.”

She lay between Tiffany’s legs, propped on her elbows. Her big blue eyes shone with delight as she lowered her mouth to the tip of Tiffany’s girlcock. Tiffany shivered as she felt Abigail’s hot breath caress the head and shaft. She wanted to feel her mouth again and the tight passage at the back of her throat. But as much as she tried, she couldn’t arch her hips to thrust with the ankle cuffs holding her legs straight.

Abigail let out a breathy giggle as she brought the point of her tongue to the tip of Tiffany’s shaft. She swiped it with a kitten lick, so Tiffany felt one brief spasm of pleasure from the gentle, wet rasp. Tiffany bucked and moaned. Her girlcock was hypersensitive from the ring and harness. She felt the pull at her balls, the reminder they were vulnerable with only two slender cords to hold them to her body if Abigail opened her purse.

As if Abigail could read Tiffany’s mind, she cupped her balls, holding them like sacred objects. Her thumb and forefinger closed around the package and she pulled. Tiffany groaned. The strain on her cords was terrifying and exciting. How could such a taboo sexual act feel so good with what she stood to lose?

Abigail licked her again, making her mind spin out of control from the rush of pleasure through her shaft. Then she circled the head with her tongue, finding the small slit at the tip. Tiffany’s body stiffened as Abigail forced the tip of her tongue into Tiffany’s urethra. The sensation was paralysing. And as Abigail penetrated her cock, even if ever so slightly, she felt how vulnerable she was to the castratrix.

“Mm…” Abigail moaned.

Tiffany saw the glistening pre-cum as Abigail paused to lick her lips. Then she returned to her girlcock, probing with the tongue for more sweet treats. Tiffany threw her head back into the pillows, beside herself with the pleasure mounting through her body. Her girlcock was hot and throbbing. It felt so hard she could feel the strain through her inner thighs.

Abigail was relentless in her desire to have her fix on her terms. The head hadn’t even passed between Abigail’s teeth. She held Tiffany’s girlcock in her pout, using her tongue as a tool to dig for treasure.

The more pre-cum she urged from Tiffany, the more eager she became for more. Tiffany knew this was her addiction, the dopamine hit she got from every glistening drop. But Abigail wasn’t becoming cock-drunk. Without filling Abigail’s mouth, or hammering the back of her throat to make it difficult for her to breathe, she was in control.

Tiffany’s stomach tightened as she felt her need to cum swell. But the pull of Abigail’s hand on her balls, stretching the cords, stopped her orgasm from finding release.

She realised Abigail had more planned for her, as the fingers of her free hand stroked deep between Tiffany’s legs. Her soft, brown hair tickled Tiffany’s inner thighs as she rocked her head back and forth, seeking more pre-cum. Abigail was exciting her closer to an orgasm, getting her girlcock jacked so hard, she felt an unbearable tension in her balls.

Then she felt Abigail’s long, slender finger probing her ass, breaking the seal to find entrance. The rosette parted, and Abigail pushed deep to find Tiffany’s prostate. She felt an exciting tingle as the pad of Abigail’s finger found it. Abigail moaned in appreciation. Tiffany’s prostate was larger than a man’s. It was the engine of a futanari’s sex drive, pumping her balls full of cum. Abigail tickled it, stimulating it to ease more fluid into her balls, juicing them so they were full and tight and desperate to cum.

Tiffany felt both the male and female parts of her sexuality get excited as Abigail teased the tip of her girlcock while she massaged her inside. A delicious, tingling ache swelled inside her like a second, separate orgasm. It was a strange, but heavenly sensation to feel both at once.

Abigail seemed to absorb Tiffany’s pleasure as she greedily milked her for pre-cum. Her sharp fingernails raked Tiffany’s balls as she tugged at them, constantly reminding her of her intent to cut the cords. Her tongue probed harder, and her finger relentlessly forced more cum from Tiffany’s prostate into her hard, aching balls.

She moaned and whimpered, needing not one orgasm, but two. She needed to feel her cock pumping the cum from her balls and the burning pleasure inside her explode with sweet release.

Abigail withdrew her finger as she licked one last glistening bead from the tip of Tiffany’s girlcock. “Oh, yes! You want to cum. You need to cum! You’re desperate for it!” She gripped Tiffany’s balls. “So, now these are ready to come off.”

Tiffany was beside herself and unable to object. Abigail readied the needle. Tiffany barely felt it pierce her skin. Even though she knew she wouldn’t feel any pain as Abigail opened up her sac with her tiny scissors, the tightness through her pelvis didn’t diminish.

She’d been aware of the danger of ending up in the clutches of a castratrix from the start, but she’d never known how it would feel. Now she did. It was intense, terrifying and wonderful all at once. Her heart pounded in her chest like a prisoner trying to break out of a cell. Her body tingled with fear and excitement, and her girlcock was so hard it felt like it could rupture.

She had to watch Abigail do it. It was thrilling, despite the consequences. She could see Abigail had the same sense of excitement as she used her scissors to open up one side. Tiffany felt the pull on the cord as Abigail eased one ball free from her purse. She gasped as the air caught in her throat. It was too much. She needed to cum before it was too late.

Abigail teased her, pulling the cord to stretch it, ready for cutting. Tiffany shuddered, whimpered and moaned as Abigail put her scissors to the slender thread. It sent her over the edge into a state of intense pleasure like she’d never known before. Her orgasm swelled, but instead of an explosive release, it hit her as a slow burn. Thick, creamy cum wept from the tip of her girlcock like she was having an orgasm in slow motion. It dripped down the length of her shaft like a taper of wax on a candle.

“So much cum!” said Abigail.

Abigail sat with her scissors poised to cut the cord while the cum seeped from Tiffany’s cock. She couldn’t think straight or feel anything other than the aching joy flowing through her body. The cum continued to trickle out, flowing down her inner thighs to puddle between her legs. Abigail watched in wonder, licking her lips with desire. Even though her urges as a castratrix were stronger than her addiction to Tiffany’s cum, she could see she wanted to taste it.

When the cum stopped flowing, Abigail closed the blades and held up her trophy to admire it. She trimmed off the excess cord and dropped it in a preserving jar. Then she sealed the cut with a strip of suture tape.

“You’ll look so beautiful with your balls out,” she said with a sigh of longing. “The skin is so tight, it’ll look like you never had any at all. And I’ll make sure you don’t have any scars to spoil your perfect trim. Let’s do the other one!”

Tiffany groaned as Abigail opened her up again to ease her other ball out. As before, Abigail stretched the cord and cum wept from the tip of her cock. But Abigail was ready this time. She puckered her lips and kissed the tip so she could lick up the morsels of Tiffany’s slow, weeping orgasm.

The breath caught in Tiffany’s throat as she felt Abigail’s tongue swiping through the ridges of her head, circling around and penetrating the slit. She couldn’t breathe. The power of her drawn out orgasm was paralysing.

Abigail let out whimpering moans as she sucked down every drop like a greedy girl with a sweet milkshake. She looked up at Tiffany and their eyes met, each sharing the other’s euphoria. What Abigail was doing to her was taboo, so why did it feel so damned amazing?

As Abigail licked her lips, she looked at Tiffany again with mischief in her eyes. “It’s time to snip it.”

As the tension between her legs released, Tiffany knew Abigail had taken both her balls. The castratrix giggled softly as she closed her up with another strip of tape. She set the jar on the bedside table where Tiffany could see her impressive plums floating in the formaldehyde. It was the most sensational orgasm of her life, but was the price worth it?

“My turn,” said Abigail, as she straddled Tiffany above her shoulders.

Tiffany drowned in the orange blossom scent of her sex. Her pussy was irresistible. Up close, Tiffany saw she had no labia, only a tight slit glistening with arousal, demanding her tongue and lips. But Abigail held it an inch from Tiffany’s mouth, letting her drown in her desire to taste it.

“You’re not the only one with addictive love juices,” said Abigail.

Tiffany tried to push her tongue past the cloth gag in her mouth without success. Abigail circled her hips, teasing her mercilessly with its sweet scent. Then she lowered herself to Tiffany’s mouth, using her lips and the friction of the cloth to tease her clitoris. Tiffany could smell her and feel the tender kiss, but still couldn’t taste her. It drove her wild, as if she were dying of thirst.

Abigail rocked back and forth, teasing herself on Tiffany’s mouth, making her orgasm swell. She gripped Tiffany’s hair and looked down at her as she panted and whimpered. Tiffany understood what it was like to become a living sex doll. Abigail was taking all the pleasure and denying Tiffany the reward of her juices. She could see the look of satisfaction in Abigail’s eyes as she drew closer to an orgasm.

Then Abigail gasped and pulled away as if she had a cramp in her pelvis. “I can’t take it,” she said. “I need your tongue.”

She slipped a finger through the cleave gag and pulled it from Tiffany’s mouth, then lowered herself back into position. Tiffany’s mouth filled with the creamy nectar of Abigail’s pussy, sweet and delicious as heavenly butterscotch.

She eagerly lapped it up while teasing Abigail’s clitoris with her teeth and lips. Probing inside, she found Abigail’s G-spot and swirled her tongue. Abigail grabbed the headboard for balance as her body convulsed with pleasure. Her sweet moans were as delightful as the juices flowing from her hot pussy. And now Tiffany had tasted them, she knew she would happily let Abigail sit on her face again and again.

Abigail let out a long moan and bucked her hips as her orgasm pushed the jade egg from her love canal. Tiffany caught it in her teeth, savouring the last morsels of her sweet cum. Abigail climbed off Tiffany like a woman possessed and plucked the egg from her mouth. She kissed Tiffany eagerly, licking and sucking her lips to taste her own cum. Their tongues danced as partners, without one taking the lead over the other as they lay in bliss, enjoying each other’s mouths.

“I adore you, Tiffany Ryder,” she said, with a ragged voice. Her hand ran over Tiffany’s breasts, and down her stomach to her girlcock. “I’ve never felt this way about anyone before. You make me regret–”

Abigail’s eyes widened and she gasped. She held Tiffany’s girlcock and looked at her for a long moment in disbelief. “You’re still hard!”

Tiffany was drunk on ecstasy and beyond response. Despite being two balls lighter, she was still almost entirely a woman and understood how her body worked. And as a woman, removing her futanari balls wouldn’t slow her sex drive. It had only made the female part of her sexuality stronger, and now it craved satisfaction too.

Abigail straddled her hips like she believed this revelation was too good to be true. She was desperate to get Tiffany’s magnificent appendage inside her before it softened. Tiffany felt the hot, wet grip of Abigail’s pussy as she forced it inside.

Abigail groaned with joy. “I’m so sore, but it feels so good!”

The pleasure of being inside Abigail was familiar, but it also felt different this time. Tiffany couldn’t feel the orgasm mount in her balls, ready to find release with explosive jets of cum. Now it manifested as a delightful burn, running through her girlcock deep into her pelvis.

As Abigail rode her, she felt the heat and tension build. With each heavenly thrust, she felt her pleasure like sinking into a pool of hot water, passing through every part of her body to her fingertips and toes.

Abigail folded onto her, seeming to only have the energy to roll her hips. Their bodies become one, breathing and moaning in unison as they enjoyed the delicious, slow burn of their orgasms. Abigail’s release came as a series of hot clenches gushing with cream as she gripped Tiffany’s girlcock like she never wanted to let go.

Tiffany felt her first orgasm with her now dominant feminine sexuality. They came one after the other, small at first, then building in intensity until they overwhelmed her with blissful release. She could feel herself ejaculating, not as a pulsing, pumping rush, but as a gradual, weeping release. As she slid into the sublime afterglow, she couldn’t wait to cum as a girl again.

She opened her eyes and saw Abigail looking at her with concern. Her big blue eyes searched Tiffany’s, hoping to find answers beyond her irises.

“Tiffany? Say something!”

Tiffany smiled. “Morning, gorgeous. I’m fine. No regrets.”

Abigail sighed, collected the jar with Tiffany’s balls and lay beside her with her head propped on one arm.

“So, girlfriend… how was that for wake-up sex?”


– TWELVE –

CONFESSIONS

It was Saturday night, and Abigail was looking forward to a glass of chardonnay to celebrate date night. Only, this date night wasn’t the first date, but the eighth. Tiffany raised her glass for a toast. Abigail met it. The soft chime was like a playful kiss, loaded with promises of mysterious delights in the hours ahead.

One week ago, they had changed each other forever. Abigail was now a slave to Tiffany’s cock. She adored it and didn’t care if Tiffany forced her to submit to a thorough pounding to have it inside her. Although, without her balls, Tiffany wasn’t as rough as before, but Abigail still felt the ache in her jaw and pussy the morning after.

Tiffany had lost none of her sex drive. It had only changed. She had longer, better orgasms like a girl, not a quick, explosive release like a man. And she was a girl with a cock, everything Abigail ever wanted in a lover. They had become each other’s perfect sex dolls.

“I brought you a gift,” said Tiffany, sliding a small box across the table.

Abigail looked up and got a potent reminder about the effect of futanari pheromones. Tiffany looked so gorgeous, she couldn’t wait to get her into bed. But as she looked at her with her understanding of how they both had changed, she thought Tiffany had a much stronger feminine radiance. It was strange not to be the centre of attention for single men who were hoping to get lucky. She picked up the gift box. Small gift boxes could only contain one item.

“You bought me jewellery?”

“Of course!” said Tiffany. “I thought you needed something to go with the bracelets I gave you last week.”

“Bracelets? Don’t you mean handcuffs?”

Tiffany shrugged. Abigail bit her lip and pulled the ribbon from the box. Inside was a pair of pearl earrings set in gold. They looked expensive.

“Put them on,” said Tiffany. “Every time I have my girlcock in your throat, I want a reminder of what you took from me.” She sipped her wine with a twinkle in her eye. “It was a hell of an orgasm. It’s only a pity you can’t do it again.”

Abigail fastened the earrings to each ear. “Yes, as a fetish, it’s not conducive to lasting relationships. What are we celebrating anyway?”

“Lasting relationships,” said Tiffany. “I’ve never been with a girl for more than one night before. We’ve now been an item for an entire week.”

Abigail sighed. “A week of pure joy. And to think it would never have happened if that douchebag Robert Brown hadn’t stood me up.”

She watched as Tiffany looked away for a moment, as if she felt uncomfortable. Then Tiffany met her gaze once more.

“I have a… confession,” she said.

Abigail rested her glass on the table. Tiffany’s expression looked serious. She hoped this wasn’t bad news. They had discovered so much happiness together.

“It wasn’t an accident,” continued Tiffany. “I got rid of him, so it looked like we met by accident. I needed you sexually frustrated and with your guard down. The rest is history.”

Abigail blinked. “You got rid of him? How?”

Tiffany took a deep breath, like she’d been carrying a heavy burden. “Well, I met him here earlier and lulled him into the idea I would give him a blow job. Then I handcuffed him to a toilet in the women’s restroom.”

“Wow!”

“Yes, it was more fun than I expected, especially as I had time to kill. So, I tortured his balls while I was waiting.” She demonstrated by closing her fist.

Abigail felt a hot flush of excitement. Tiffany was full of surprises tonight. “I didn’t think you were into ballbusting,” she said.

Tiffany sipped her wine. “Oh, I wasn’t… until I saw you snip the nuts off Tate Jackson. Everything changed after that.”

Abigail’s jaw dropped. “You saw? How?”

Tiffany glowered. “I was hiding in your wardrobe. Stop interrupting. This is a confession and all these interjections are making me lose my train of thought.” She filled their glasses again. “Anyway… seeing you do that to Tate Jackson gave me a new perspective on balls. And I’ll admit I got a real kick out of it.”

“You were hiding in my wardrobe?!”

Tiffany rolled her amber eyes. “Stop complaining, Abigail. I also broke into your house and went through your dating history on your computer. If I hadn’t, we wouldn’t be here tonight.”

The revelation stunned Abigail. She swallowed a mouthful of wine to calm her nerves. She couldn’t feel angry with Tiffany. Destiny worked in the most mysterious ways, and everything had worked out well in the end.

As she processed this thought, she realised she had a confession to make too. A castratrix didn’t have lasting relationships. And no matter how much they had changed each other, she still had an overwhelming desire to snip balls. She struggled to find the words to make her confession. Would Tiffany still want to be with her if she told her about this desire?

Tiffany was looking across the bar with a mischievous smile at the corner of her full, red lips. “Look at Mr Tall, Dark and Handsome over there,” she said. “He fancies his chances with one or both of us tonight.”

Abigail followed Tiffany’s gaze. A ruggedly handsome man in a black suit was giving them both suggestive looks.

“He’ll get over it,” she said, hearing the note of regret in her voice. He was her type, a man that fancied himself as a lady’s man. They were always fun, even if she hadn’t primed him throughout the week like her other pets. The looks of regret on their faces as she snipped the second cord were priceless.

“I think we should indulge him,” said Tiffany. “We’re both discovering new sexual delights. Why don’t we take him home and cuckold him?”

“Really?” This time, Abigail could hear the disappointment in her voice.

Tiffany was bright-eyed and excited. Abigail had become attuned to the rush of pheromones Tiffany gave off whenever she wanted to have sex. As a consequence, she’d never had so many pairs of damp panties in the washing basket.

Tiffany nodded. “Yes, cuckolding. We have sex and he gets to watch.”

Abigail sighed. “I know what cuckolding is, Tiffany. Everyone is doing it these days. But I’m no hotwife, and it’s too traditional for me. I enjoy being a bad girl too much.”

Tiffany shook her head. “Weren’t you paying attention to what I said about my new enthusiasm for balls? I’m talking about taking him home, jacking his cock, shelling his nuts and then letting him watch,” she said. “You aren’t the only bad girl around here, Abigail Hart.”

Abigail felt the rush of heat and moisture between her legs. “You… you’d do that for me?”

“I’d do that for us,” said Tiffany. She looked back at the man and crooked her finger, beckoning him to join them at the table.

“Wait!” said Abigail. “Who gets to be on top?”

Tiffany arched one perfectly groomed eyebrow. “Whoever gets the handcuffs on the other one first.”

Abigail shook her head and suppressed a smile. “You are a very bad girl, Tiffany Ryder, and I adore every wicked inch of you.”
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