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“I can’t believe you still want to be with me, after… well… you know.” I stammered out.

Leah flashed me a warm smile and giggled. Her eyes twinkled just as beautifully as the day we had first met as her lithe hands, with fingers just as elegantly slender as they were the day that they withdrew both my testicles out of my body, wrapped around a long-stemmed wine glass.

“Well, I do need to check on my patient from time to time.” She replied, coyly.

“And you normally check on your patients over dinner?” I asked with a chuckle.

Behind us the cool-blue lights on the walls faintly illuminated the room with sensual mood lighting while a large, wood-fire oven sat along one wall used by the staff to churn out old-world styled pizzas. A mustached accordion player in the corner squeezed out soft, folksy-sounding Italian song that I suspected was ‘Tarantella,’ but the cord progression sounded a bit different. Leah wore a navy-blue sweetheart dress while I had donned a dark suit and tie for the occasion.

Lean chuckled and rolled her eyes saying sarcastically, “sure, Jason. I take the gang bangers who show up in the ER with gun-shot wounds out for dinner all the time.” She sighed and looked across at me patting her purse lightly saying, “how about we say that I only check on the patients that I have very special souvenirs from out to dinner.”

“You kept them.” I said raising my eyebrows in surprise. It’s strange how much this meant to me. A part of my life, diseased and broken as it was, I had left with her as a souvenir. The thought that she might casually toss them into the trash or flush them down the toilet the moment she passed from my sight had become a forgone conclusion within my mind. She had every right to hate those organs of mine after I had cheated on her during our dating so many years ago. She glanced around briefly before surreptitiously sliding out a small glass jar containing two of my former organs floating in alcohol before quickly pushing it back down into her purse again before the waiter accused us of bringing in outside food only to find it was technically medical waste.

“I’m impressed.” I replied.

“You sounded serious about me having them. I wasn’t going to renege on my promise. Now, you didn’t answer my question. How are you doing? I’ve honestly been living in dread this past month or so of getting a text from you about infection or hematoma.”

“Well, I think I’m fully healed, honestly. Just the incision scars are all that’s left.”

“And overall health? How have you been doing? Physically and emotionally, that is. I haven’t heard from you at all this week it made me nervous.”

I cocked my head in surprise at her.

Did she literally not remember what I had done to her?

“Wow.” I muttered “after everything I put you through. You… care?”

“Stop that.” She said firmly.

I looked up at her and a smile spread across her face as she continued softly “I’ve forgiven you. It’s time you forgave yourself.” My heart melted at those words. In a perfect world, I could have hung onto that beautiful moment bathed in her forgiveness for my former cheating forever. In the real world, an overzealous waitress burst in with our entrées plunking down a deliciously garlic-roasted Bolognese in front of me and shrimp alfredo in front of Leah.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” The waitress asked in a breathy voice as she bent over the table and blocked my view of Leah. I snorted lightly and rolled my eyes in annoyance telling her “no.” She squinted at me oddly and then righted herself, with some slight hesitation. A frown rested on her face as she stepped away.

“Smells delicious.” I said to Leah, grabbing up a fork.

“Holy shit.” She replied.

“What?”

“Did you not even notice?”

“Notice what?”

“Did you not see the waitress dumping her pair of D-cup sized tits in your face hoping to up her tip?”

I glanced back at the waitress as she made her way back to the kitchen. She turned to look back across the restaurant and I noticed the deep plunging V of her blouse neckline. Pale, fleshy mounds of deliciously smooth flesh pressed up from the matte black blouse cutting a dramatic landscape featuring a promising gulley of sensual darkness between them. I had not even considered the incredible view that I must have given up on by telling her to leave us alone. The waitress shot me a confused look back and I quickly returned my attention to Leah. “Oh. I guess she was, wasn’t she?”

“There is no way the old you would have missed that.”

I took this in thoughtfully and replied quietly, “the old me was a horrible person.”

Leah had lifted a fork with sauce covered shrimp to her lips but didn’t bite into it. She simply looked at me quietly waiting for me to understand what she was about to say.

I sighed and continued “Yes, I hear you. I should forgive myself. I guess I do have an update. It’s good news too.”

“Really?”

“I convinced Sarah to drop her sexual harassment lawsuit against me.”

Leah said “that is good news. How did you manage that?” before taking a bite of her shrimp.

“I told her that I had been castrated.”

Leah’s eyes went wide with terror so I clarified “I didn’t tell her ‘how’ I was cut.” I continued watching the terror drain from Leah’s face. She swallowed hard saying in a tense and formal tone, “I appreciate your discretion. Even with your consent, our… uhh… surgery session could be professionally and maybe even legally problematic for me.”

“Leah, I would never do anything to hurt you after everything you did for me.”

Her face still looked tight and pensive, so I continued, “Sarah didn’t even ask about how I was cut. She did make one demand though.”

“Which was?”

“She wanted to see it.”

Leah’s eyes shot up, but I shrugged continuing, “would you have believed the old me if I told you some tale about being castrated?”

Leah licked her lips and said, “I barely believed you when you asked me to come do the surgery. I thought it was a ruse to win me back or do something nefarious.”

“Exactly. Sarah was pressing a fifty-thousand-dollar lawsuit against me. Plenty of incentive to lie.”

“So, did she come over to your place or….”

“Oh, god no. She wouldn’t trust being alone with me ever. No. I explained to her that I had received castration to prevent me from ever being a threat to a woman again over the phone and she demanded that I come to the law offices of Schnitt & Tranche to prove that I had been castrated. Imagine her shock when I agreed. So, this past Tuesday, I went to the office and met with Sarah and her lawyer Miss Hassen. Sarah glared at me angrily as Miss Hassen tried her best to sound professional as she said to me ‘Sarah has informed me that you have mitigating evidence for your sexual harassment.’ I told her that I did, and she demanded to see it. I looked to Sarah who smiled sinisterly at me, and I cringed telling Miss Hassen ‘are you sure?’ She went off on some long-winded rant about wasting her office’s time and how I would be the one paying legal fees once they won. Sarah launched in as well saying ‘I knew you were bullshitting me about the castration. God, you’re such a fucking predictable-ass liar.’ I shut them both up saying ‘fine, I’ll show you both, but I want this clear that you specifically requested to see my crotch. Is that understood?’ The two women looked at each other and Sarah crossed her arms as Miss Hassen snorted saying ‘understood. Proceed.’ We were in a private conference room, so I unzipped my pants and slid them down lying back across the table. I felt weirdly frightened that the two women would, of all things, hurt my balls as I lay there holding my limp cock back so they could see that I had nothing underneath. They slowly stepped in close standing over me. I’ll never forget the shocked look on their faces as they stared at my empty scrotum and back at one another. Finally, Sarah asked ‘why?’ I answered ‘I realized that I wasn’t responsible enough to have them anymore. I couldn’t control my desire. It controlled me and caused me to do horrible things. Like what I did to you. I’m so sorry, Sarah, you never deserved to be treated that way.’ Her face softened a bit as I continued ‘if you chose to continue the lawsuit, that’s your decision. I just want you to know that I’ll never be a threat to you or any other woman ever again.’ I remember Miss Hassen muttering ‘Jesus fucking Christ’ under her breath. Sarah then asked, ‘can I touch it?’ I was not expecting that, but I nodded quietly. I felt her fingers prod along my scrotum as she muttered ‘holy shit. They really are gone.’”

“She touched you?”

I looked at Leah and shrugged. She cocked her head at an inquisitive angle continuing “and the lawyer forced you to strip in front of two women?”

“Well, yeah. I mean, I had to prove I was empty.”

“Jason. That’s got to be criminal sexual assault and the lawyer just let it happen in her office.”

“Well, it’s not really sexual assault because…”

“They could have sent you in for a medical consult or gotten a doctor’s assertion or…”

I cut her off saying “Leah, it’s not sexual assault because I’m a man.”

I sighed and continued “well… I was a man.”

Her face fell as she quietly poked at her fettuccini saying, “that shouldn’t matter.”

“That’s what Miss Hassen said. She seethed ‘this changes nothing’ but Sarah cut her off saying ‘I’m dropping the lawsuit.’ God to have seen the look on her face.”

“Which one?”

“Both. Miss Hassen looked like someone had just taken a dump in her chardonnay, but Sarah stared at me quietly and said ‘it was never about the money. It was about teaching you a lesson.’ She swallowed hard and looked at me closely before continuing ‘I never meant for you to get hurt this badly. Yeah, I was angry at you but not…’ she trailed off and frowned before continuing ‘you’ll never have kids… because of me.’”

“What did you say to that?”

“Well, I zipped up my pants then I told her I had many reasons to do what I did. I left as Miss Hassen was desperately trying to convince Sarah to change her mind and sue me anyhow, but Sarah shut her down. Shockingly, she left with me. Talk about an awkward elevator ride. She kept staring at me the entire time and she even went so far as to say she spent so much time hating me that she never got to know me as a person. She asked what I was doing tonight.”

Leah blinked in shock at this and gasped out “she didn’t!”

“I know. That’s literally what she said. God, it’s like the moment a woman knows you have no balls that’s when she wants you. It’s ridiculous, really. It doesn’t make any sense.”

“But what did you say to her?”

“I said to her ’thank you for dropping the lawsuit that would have destroyed my life and crippled me financially for the remainder of my existence.’ I let that sink in for a few seconds before I continued ‘this is the last you will ever hear from me. Once we leave this elevator, I will never contact you again. I expect the same consideration from you.’ She just kind of looked down at the ground and we waited quietly until the elevator dinged. I said, ‘have a nice life’ as I left without looking back.”

Leah blinked in surprise at my words “ice cold.”

“What do you expect? She’s an enemy. This is the same a woman who wanted to make me suffer. See, when I had balls, I would have just looked at her and saw a woman who I could get sex from but now, without them, I can look at women and see them for who they really without getting clouded up by the sex thing. A woman can’t have sadistic glee in your eye while playing the victim and then expect me to go out on a date with her. I don’t hang out with sociopaths.”

I pictured Sarah in my mind and shuddered.

God, what the fuck was wrong with me?

Oh, yeah, over-active sex-drive, that’s right.

Leah reached a hand across the table and grabbed mine with it. I looked into her wide, empathetic eyes and she said, “She can’t hurt you now.” I smiled at her sadly. I still had an inkling nervousness that Sarah will change her mind and I should expect to receive a process serving at any moment.

Leah squeezed my hand reassuringly and said, “Jason, I’m sorry I…”

“You did what I asked you to do.” I said to her.

“No. Not that. I’m sorry that I’m part of the reason you wanted them cut off.” Leah swallowed hard and let go of my hand continuing, “a part of me wonders if I had been a better girlfriend if things could have been different between us.” I shook my head, “no more than the parent of a crack addict could have a better relationship with their child if they had been a better parent. I don’t know what it’s like for other men, but every second of every day of my life since I was ten years old, I’ve been craving sex. I lied. I cheated. I stole. I hurt the people that I love to get it. And…”

The realization of what we… well I… and Leah, I suppose… were doing smacked me in the face. I continued, “you shouldn’t be with me.”

“What?” Leah asked aghast.

I gestured towards her saying, “Listen to me blabbering about how much of a sociopath Sarah is and here I am shamelessly wasting your time. You are a healthy, young woman. You shouldn’t be dating a eunuch. You should be with a man who can have sex with you.”

An idea occurred to me, and, in my typical idiot fashion, I voiced it saying “I’ll help you find one. Think of me as like your gay best friend or whatever and I can…”

“No, no…Jason…” Leah cut me off cringing lightly. She blew out a sigh and took a long sip of wine before saying “I’m not sure how to say this. I’ve been thinking about us.”

“If you’re breaking up with me, I’m way ahead of you. In fact, there’s this single guy at the new office I’m at that-” I started.

“No, No… I’ve never felt closer to you than I do now. I’m…” She sighed and continued “I’m falling even more in love with you than ever before. It’s just…”

“Just what?”

“I want to take you home with me tonight.” She blurted out before taking another drink of wine.

I blinked in surprise “Home? With… you? Why?”

She sighed and said, “should I talk about Netflix and Chill or just admit that I want to have sex with you?”

Internally, I groaned.

I pointed down between my legs saying, “I can’t.”

She snorted and replied, “I know that.” She continued her voice slightly quaking in a flustered tone as she continued, “I know this is pure selfishness on my part, but ever since your castration you’ve become this wonderful, loving guy and I just feel my heart exploding with love for you and I want to do more than just texts and dinners. I want to share the experience of sex with you. It’s so… backwards…” Leah trailed off pursing her lips before continuing, “normally I always feel like sex is something I give up to a guy, almost like payment I suppose, in exchange for the relationship with him. This is the first time that I’ve actually felt enough love for a person that I wanted to have sex with them just from that experience of love.” She looked off to the side and muttered “God, I sound so stupid.”

I could tell her confidence was draining fast. Just as she opened her mouth to say, “forget it.” I reached across the table and took her hand in my own saying “yes.”

“Yes?” She asked in surprise.

“Of course. If it’s something that would make you happy, I would be glad to do it. I mean…” I ran my middle two fingers suggestively along the palm of her hand letting the implication of ‘how’ I could still have sex with her be communicated clearly and yet silently enough to not attract the attention of our imperious waitress before continuing, “in the ways that I still can.”

Her chest heaved slightly as she breathed a sigh of relief saying, “Oh, thank you, Jason.” She chuckled slightly saying “God, I never realized how hard it is to ask someone for sex.” She squinted and continued “I feel dirty, like I owe you something now.” She looked up at me and cringed before saying, “Holy shit. Is this what it’s like to be a man? Always asking people for sex and feeling bad about it afterwards?”

I chuckled and said, “I suppose yes. Don’t worry. You don’t owe me anything, all right. First off, you saved my life. Second off, it means I get to spend time with you. And finally, maybe sex can still be fun. I can still enjoy the feeling of skin-on-skin contact. I look forward to falling asleep wrapped up in your arms, like we used to. That always was a pleasant, warm, comforting sensation and I can still enjoy that.”

Leah’s eyes twinkled as she said “then it’s a deal. I get sex with you, and you get to cuddle with me afterwards.” She reached over and stroked my cheek lovingly as she continued, “I suppose you’re starting to understand what it feels like to be the girl.”

Barely half an hour had passed since I had asked the buxom waitress for a check and watched her face grow sullen as I tipped her a standard fifteen percent before the back of my head hit the wall opposite Leah’s apartment as she pinned me against it with a deep and passionate kiss. My eyes glanced down the mercifully empty hallway praying that it stayed empty as Leah began unbuttoning my shirt causing me to break the kiss and whispering “at least get me in your apartment before you fuck me.”

I have never seen a woman sort her keys out faster in my life. In a jangling flash and with trembling hands she quickly produced her apartment key and furiously unlocked the door to her abode. My heart pounded loudly in my chest as a nagging fear pricked at the back of my mind. She seemed nervous, oddly nervous, about having sex. We truly did seem to have switched roles as waves of reluctance tortured my mind with endless ‘what if’ scenarios. What if I wasn’t as healed as I thought I was, and my incisions reopened? What if she got angry that I couldn’t get an erection? Would she…

…hurt me?

I shook my head and pondered what the hell was happening to me. I took a deep breath and enjoyed the sanitizer-fresh scent of her significantly newer apartment block. In hindsight, for sake of sterility I should have come here for my castration rather than asking her to come to my crappy old place. Of course, had I shown up on her doorstep in those days she would have shoved me out and called the police filing a restraining order.

The difference a month or so can make…

The difference a castration can make…

Now, the woman I had cheated on and left heart-broken during our dating years grabbed my hand and practically dragged me into her apartment for sex. Or… was it for sex? I scanned her beautiful face and wide eyes trying to find any hint of malice betrayed within. Instead, I only saw determination and intensity wrapped up within frenetic desire as she shoved me up against the wall now inside her apartment entry way and kissed me hard as she pressed her warm, soft body against me.

God, the old me would have loved every second of this.

The new me worried, though. I tried to quell my fear reminding myself that, as a medical professional, surely, she wouldn’t do anything that could re-open my castration scars. Also, had she really wanted to get revenge on me for what I had done to her during our relationship, she had plenty of opportunity before now. True, revenge is a dish best served ice cold, but this would be serving it up years after the party had ended. Besides, she had me now and still her lips and tongue played along with my own. Part of me wanted to run my hands along her crotch to start pleasuring her while the other part of me waited to feel the paper-thin yet razor-sharp sting of a number ten scalpel blade as she expertly slid it through my jugular veins with surgical precision. I played the scene in my mind, imagining her taking a step back and smiling at me in maniacal rage, maybe talking about getting what I deserved as I gagged and bled to death in her apartment entryway. Some romantic notion that her beautiful face would be the last thing that I would see in my life mixed with my final act of dying to restore justice to the person I had hurt on the planet almost made me wish to feel the excruciating ecstasy of death the same way standing on top of a tall tower makes one want to feel the wind on their face as they plummet over the edge. Some twisted, self-hating part of me made firm the decision that if Leah chose to murder me, I would let her.

My mind was already fantasizing about how she would go through the process of hiding my body and also the logistical nightmare that would be her trying to get away with my murder as she broke the kiss gasping for breath and saying, “I don’t know why I feel this way.”

“Do you want to kill me?” I replied half dazed from my own fantasies.

“What?” She hissed back in shock and confusion.

I shook my head and said “sorry, stupid words coming from a stupid mouth.”

She patted her smooth lithe hand, which was quite devoid of deadly surgical equipment, against my chest and said “every time I’m near a man, fear enters my heart. It’s instinctual, It’s primal for us women. It tells me to keep my head low, my words demure, my desire in check. I know he has the power to penetrate me. He has the power to hurt or impregnate me and define the rest of my life according to his will.” Her fingers curled around my shirt collar, and she pulled me in close with strength borne out of long brutal nights manhandling her way through the bowels of the modern-medical hell that is the hospital emergency department.

“But I don’t feel any of that fear of you, Jason. Not anymore. You’re a man but not really a man. I feel safe with you in ways I’ve never experienced with a man before.” She gestured towards her apartment saying “I mean, look at us. Acting the way that I have been here, the old you would have already ripped my very expensive dress to shreds and have me bent over on my back whimpering as you shoved your cock into me whether I was ready for it or not. I wouldn’t know until I felt you penetrate me if I was wet enough to feel the pleasure or so dry that I suffer in agony as you grunt in pleasure.” She leaned in and kissed me sweetly before continuing “But… I’m safe. My clothes are fine. My pussy is in no danger. That feeling of safety gives me desires I’ve never experienced before. It’s been over a month since we had sex at your castration. That, honestly, was the best sex I ever had in my life. The fact that it was your last and knowing that I would be there for your final day as a man made it even more powerful and intimate. Now that you’re no longer a man, I look forward to having sex with you in ways not possible between a man and a woman. I look forward to sharing a connection with you which transcends mere physical pleasure and rigid gender roles.”

I smiled at her and felt a strange yearning to explore this new world she proposed.

“Is it okay if I say something to you?” I asked meekly.

A confused look crossed her face as she nodded.

“can you guide me? I’ve only ever had sex as a man and I’m not sure how…” I stopped and pursed my lips before continuing “I guess I know ‘how’ but I’m hoping you will…”

She shushed me and asked quietly, “do you want me to take charge tonight? To direct the pacing and motions?”

“Yes.”

She leaned in close, and I felt her hot breath on my face as I quivered slightly in fear and anticipation as she continued with a breathy, deep voice, “would it be okay if I dominated you tonight?”

I trembled and weakly replied “yes.”

She swallowed hard and seemed deep in thought before she continued, “I don’t know why I feel this way towards you now.” She bit her lip and said with deep weight to her voice, “I never felt it back when we were boyfriend and girlfriend, and you were a full man but…well…now… I want to force you to submit to me. I’m afraid that you’ll think it’s me punishing you for cheating on me all those years ago.” She leaned in close. I felt her warm, soft body press against me as she stared intimately into my eyes saying “I’m only going to do what I do to you if you understand that it doesn’t come from a place of anger, I mean…yes…I was hurt badly and…” She stopped and I could see conflict building in her face for a moment before she continued “I did hate you for a while.”

“I deserved your hatred.”

“No. You didn’t.” She said. She reached down and cupped my crotch. My cock, still limp despite standing face to face with a woman who had just invited me into her apartment for sex, found its place between her grasping fingers. More important than the presence of my cock was the absence of my testicles and she continued “what you used to have drove you mad with desire but even in that madness you had the strength, the intelligence, and the willpower to recognize what needed done to restore peace and balance to your life.” She looked off sadly for a moment before continuing “sometimes I wonder if I would have the willpower to get my ovaries cut out of me if I found myself in such an oversexed state.” She sighed and said, “maybe between the two of us, you are stronger after all.”

“You don’t need to get cut. You’ve been perfectly responsible with your sexual organs. I mean, other than dating me perhaps, but I was a good liar back in those days and you weren’t the only woman tricked and hurt by me.”

She pursed her lips and continued “well this conversation got really unsexy really fast.” I chuckled and she released my crotch saying, “dominating you is a fantasy that’s been growing in my mind ever since I castrated you. May I do it?”

“Yes.”

Her eyes gained that dangerously powerful twinkle as a smile spread across her face as she continued, “then let’s play.”

I want you to picture in your mind what happened next.

You’re wrong.

If life was a movie (perhaps a porno), Leah would have ripped my clothes off of me revealing that I already had handcuffs on, and she wore a leather corset underneath. She would have sneered at me while snapping a bullwhip.

But real life isn’t produced by Pornhub.

We chatted as we perused through Leah’s apartment together gathering the supplies we would need to tie me down and torture me. Every once in a while, I would feel her eyes staring at me hungrily. She would grab me and pull me in for a kiss. I felt like a piece of forbidden food, something vulnerable and weak, made to be consumed, in her presence.

“Can I use these on you?” She asked breathily as she pulled up a pair of clothes-pins. I nodded solemnly. “Do you think you’ll scream?” She asked with a coy sneer spreading across her face. “I don’t think so.” I replied quietly. She stared at me through one of the clothes pins and a sweet smile spread across her face before she continued “I still can’t believe you’re letting me do this. Castrating you was so fucking sexy, that rush of dominant power over you as you held perfectly still as I slit out your testicles. I never imagined I would find that experience so thrilling.”

“Me neither.” I replied. She pulled me in close and brushed her hand across my cheek as she said “are you really ready for me to have complete control over you, your movement, your senses, your will?” My heart pounded loud in my chest as I breathily replied “yes.”

The pile of odds and ends on her quilt-topped Queen-sized bed looked more akin to a craft project gone awry than a night of forbidden pleasure. Truth be told, Leah did not have any actual BDSM equipment because why would she. We had gathered a cloth belt, a long silk sash, a folded mauve shawl, a few clothes pins, a wooden ruler, a leather belt and most terrifying of them all…

…a hairbrush.

“I still can’t believe you’re letting me do this.” Leah marveled as we collected the supplies.

“Should I take off my clothes?” I asked tugging at my suit which I still wore from our date. If anything, the diorama appeared painfully absurd as the light-purple walls of her apartment bedroom lay adorned with nature scenes and floral paintings. We both still wore our fancy date clothes, and here we were playing at bondage.

“Oh, god no!” Leah replied as she pulled me in close wrapping her arms around me in a broad hug “Men are so fucking sexy when they are dressed up in their big, sexy suits.” She kissed me and I mused to her “So, you’re saying that men are sexy when they wear more while women are sexy when they wear less.”

“I don’t make the rules.” She said with a flirtatious smile as she shoved against my chest.

I offered no resistance as she playfully pushed me down causing me to sprawl across her bed. She put her hands on her hips and bit her lower lip lightly as she towered over me saying “get used to this view of me. You’re going to be looking up at me from below for the rest of the night.” She shuddered and her shoulders shot up as she gasped out to herself “oh, I can’t wait!”

I looked down to see her delicious, warm cleavage peeking out from her dress neckline as her smooth, firm hands pulled my shoes off me. I tried thinking about her breasts sexually, but couldn’t quite muster the thought getting distracted by the truly artistic appearance of her dark navy dress silhouette cut against the wall behind her within which her pale, smooth flesh bore up a cascade of her gorgeous blonde curls.  

I cocked my head slightly and marveled at her as she busied herself with typing my legs together using the belt that we had picked out for just such a usage. She licked her lips and bit them lightly as she trailed her hand up my legs stepping over to the side of the bed.

“Hands out.” She said firmly. I put my hands out with my wrists together and she looped the long scarf around my wrists. I cannot describe the utterly surreal feeling one experiences while voluntarily allowing another person to tie their body up. A million thoughts rushed through my mind in that moment of submissive surrender as I felt her warm hands pull the sensuous silk braids together about my wrists trapping them shut. My arms stretched upward as she tied my wrists to the bedframe over my head.

A strange look crossed her face as she reviewed my trussed body and she whispered, “not revenge” almost as if saying it to herself.

“Huh?” I asked. The same fears trickled through my mind once more quelled only by the realization that if anyone deserved to take my life, it would be her. Of all the women that I had hurt, she had been hurt the worst and accepting me back into her life felt so brutally undeserved that even I couldn’t make sense of it. An argument could be made that the price of admission had been my testicles, though the strange yearning to let her have revenge tickled my mind. It had been fully present on the day of my castration and now I looked up at her She shook her head and said nothing as she reached behind her back, and I heard a zipper sing out it’s promising song of requited love as she sweetly opened the back of her dress.

“Do you feel anything anymore… seeing this?” She asked as she slipped her dress from her shoulders revealing smooth, pale flesh beneath and dark red lingerie. A lacey bra adorned her supple breasts while a see-through red pair of panties encased her womanhood. I cocked my head to the side letting my eyes wander along the intricate lacing which ran up the front of the panties terminating in a cute little bow of ribbon. I had never seen panties that laced up before and I wondered if the lacing actually worked, in the sense of being able to tie and untie, or if it was just sewn on permanently for aesthetic reasons. For the record, back when I had balls, I wouldn’t have noticed such features at all having already ripped her panties off her body with my teeth. Now, however, I could see things I had never seen before.

“Oh, my god. You wore lingerie for our date? Why?” I asked in surprise cocking a skeptical eyebrow at her.

She rolled her eyes in annoyance as she stepped out from her dress. She came alongside me where I lay tied up on her bed and asked, “what do you feel when you see me dressed like this?”

I sighed and gulped before replying “I’m so sorry, Leah.”

“I’m not asking for an apology.” She continued firmly. She crawled up onto the bed and straddled my midsection resting her ripe, beautifully rounded buttocks atop my flaccid cock. She placed her warm, powerful hands onto my chest and arched her back slightly letting me have a view to die for of her gorgeous body encased in the frilliest of sexual underwear.

“What I’m asking is, what do you feel seeing me dressed this way? Be honest.”

I let my eyes trail along the curves of her body and back up to her face. She was doing that cute little thing girls do where they have their lips parted ever so slightly in the faintest beginning of a pucker with their pearly teeth peeking through a gap between their upper and lower lips. It’s not quite a smile, but rather a resting sort of face which is hard to read and ready to transition in any way she wants.

“Regret.” I said.

Her eyes widened and her head snapped back in surprise at my answer. Her face grew sad, and she asked, “because I cut you and you can no longer enjoy this?”

I shook my head and said “Not that. I see what I used to have. I had you, body and soul. You gave me your heart and I threw it in the trash like an idiot.” I looked along her waist down to her thigh and said, “what the hell more could I have wanted?” I looked up into her eyes and continued, “why did I hurt such an incredible and beautiful woman?” Painful memories flooded my soul as I continued, “God, I imagine you on those dark nights now after we broke up. Did you believe that you weren’t pretty enough to keep a man? Did I hurt you so badly that you actually believed you weren’t worthy of me?”

She shushed me and gave me a kiss.

“I think I know why I want to hurt you.” She said softly. I felt her warm skin pressed against my incongruous suit and her hot breath on my face as she continued “not revenge. But… just like you needed to be castrated, you need to be hurt.”

Out there, in a sane universe, a normal man would have leapt up, called her a psycho bitch, and ran away or something. I suppose by now you’ve gathered that I am no normal man. Additionally, you may have noticed the universe we all occupy is far from sane. For these reasons… I nodded quietly.

She leaned up and I swallowed hard before continuing, “just don’t damage the suit, please. It’s…really expensive.”

She flashed a broad smile and said “I won’t. God you’re so sexy in it, but I’ll eventually need to take it off you. I need to think about the best way to do this…” She said as she frowned thoughtfully at our collection of haphazard BDSM items.

She reached down wordlessly and began unbuttoning my shirt.

“What are you going to do to me?” I asked.

“Inflict pain.” She replied quietly.

Her eyes flashed up at me and she continued “which is better, tormenting you with knowledge of what is going to happen or letting you drink deep the curious fear of not knowing what I will do?”

I grimaced and she placed a warm hand on my chest saying “it’s a real question, Jason. I don’t actually know how to do BDSM.”

“Curiosity. Don’t tell me what you are going to do. Actually…”

“What?”

“Can you blindfold me?”

She gestured across her body saying, “But, you won’t get to see my new lingerie.”

“Just… for a little bit while you’re hurting me that is.”

She pursed her lips and shrugged saying, “Okay.”

She brought up the blindfold, which was in truth her mauve shawl just folded over a few times and held it over my head. She looked intimately into my face and said softly “no matter what you experience, know that I love you. I’ve forgiven you for what you did to me.” The world went mauve red then dark as I felt the cloth press warmly over my upper face. I tipped my head forward, feeling her lithe hands loop the shawl around the back of my head and bring the ends back around in front of my face where she tied a broad, firm knot over my face holding the band on. Already, a sensation of peace and relaxation began to spread through my body as vision left my senses. I heard Leah’s sweet, breathy voice as she softly said to me “I’m going to hurt you until you’re able to find forgiveness for yourself.”

“Thank you.” I whispered with a sigh.

My body belonged to her now.

I lay there bound and tied and now unable to see. Save for speech, I had nothing left in terms of actions and that paralysis felt incredibly freeing. I felt warm probing fingertips continue unbuttoning my shirt as Leah spoke “You’re right, having you blindfolded does make this a little easier.”

I felt her fingers run softly over my chest and pinch lightly at my small, masculine nipple. She said, “what you did to me, it did hurt.” I felt hard wooden tips press across my left nipple followed by a wave of cold, hollow pain as she clamped a clothes pin on my surprisingly sensitive flesh. I had never really paid any attention to my nipples, same as most men barely care that such useless body parts exist, but I felt infinitely aware of my left one now as it screamed painfully at me. I gasped and grimaced for a second before taking several deep breaths to bring my pain back in check. The clothes pin felt unrelenting as it painfully squeezed at me. Leah continued speaking as she said “Many late nights, long days, questioning myself, grieving the loss of what I had…pain is a good word for it. I’m going to take you on a journey of pain. I will give you physical pain to represent my emotional pain.”
 

I felt her hand begin massaging up my right nipple preparing it to receive its own clothes pin. I felt Leah lean against my chest on her forearm pushing the air out of me as she continued “the first thing I wondered was why you chose her instead of me. I pondered if she had larger breasts than my own. Silly, perhaps, but that’s where my insecure mind went. So did… what was her name again?”

My mind literally went blank.

Fuck.

“Uhh…umm…”
 

“Oh my god, Jason.” I could hear tension building in Leah’s voice as she continued “for fuck’s sake don’t tell me you forgot the damn name of the bitch who stole everything from me.”

“Brittany.” I spat out.

“Brittany, yes, throughout the entire war we waged from afar, I never did lay eyes on my enemy. Tell me, Jason…”
 

I felt a clothes pin clamp shut on my right nipple which drove a wincing whimper from my mouth.

“Did Brittany have larger breasts than mine? Younger, perkier nipples?”

I shook my head.

“Tell the truth. This isn’t about keeping me or boosting my confidence, Jason. I’m taking you on this journey for both our sakes. You may discover forgiveness, but I want to discover something along this journey as well. Something you’re going to give me. An answer to a single worded question which has haunted my mind for years.”

I felt her hot breath as she leaned in and tugged brutally at my left nipple clamp sending tiny rivulets of pain running across my skin as she continued with heavy weight in her voice saying.

“Why?”

“I…uh…I can’t…”

“Shh… it’s a big question. We’ll take it one painful piece at a time. Let’s start with the first part. Did she have nicer tits than me?”

“No.”

“Bigger, smaller…”

“Uh… a little smaller.”

I felt Leah’s face press warmly against my cheek as her soft body rested against me. She shifted herself up and down pressing her soft, warm breasts against my chest. However instead of pleasure each motion brought pain as she tilted and twisted the clothes pins on my nipples up and down with every movement. “I remember long nights staring in the mirror wondering if it was because of my flat chest that you cheated on me. Maybe I simply wasn’t woman enough to keep a man. Are you sure they were smaller?”

“Yes.”  I whimpered back.

I felt cool breeze across my skin followed by agonizing pain as she jerked both clothes pins straight from my nipples bringing a scream to my lips for the briefest of seconds before I bit it back down. As the pain coursed through me something followed immediately within its wake. An icy, chilling, healthy feeling. Like I had jumped into a crystalline lake and magically lost ten pounds of fat. I felt lighter, calmer as I drank in that sensation. The only words I can conjure to describe it are that it tasted like forgiveness.

I felt warm, wet, dampness touch across one nipple as soft lips caressed the abused skin while Leah kissed and licked it before blowing on it with her warm breath brining cooling reprieve to the angry tissue before she moved onto the other for a few moments before saying “thank you for telling me it wasn’t because I lacked breasts enough to keep you.”

I felt a warm hand placed on my sternum as she continued “how do you feel?”

I gasped as the simultaneous sensation of pain and overwhelming emotions spiraled within my mind.

“It’s hard to explain.” I replied gasping as I shivered.

“Just try your best.” Leah said quietly. “there is no wrong answer. Just tell me honestly how you feel.”

“It’s like…it hurts but at the same time. There’s a refreshing chill to it. It feels like a part of my guilt, my anger, my fear has been just cut it off me like it was…uh…”

“A set of balls.”

“I was going to say more like a layer off an onion or a piece of fruit, but I guess a set of balls works.”

She shifted and I felt her lean in close to me. Soft lips pressed against my own and I cocked my head to the side as we shared an intimate kiss.

“Anything else? How do you feel about me? Do you hate me for hurting you?”

“No. I don’t hate you. I’ve never felt closer to you than I do now. It feels like you’re destroying the fear which has been holding me back ever since we got back together.” I panted and continued “behind it is love.”

I felt Leah shudder from her position atop me as she collapsed fully against my chest wrapping her hands around my ribs as best, she could with me tied down as I was. She shivered lightly and I could not tell if she was laughing or crying before I felt a small wetness trickle down onto my shoulder.

“Leah, it’s okay. I said I don’t hate you.” I said.

“It’s not that. Just…” she sighed and sat up continuing “God, Jason, did we have the capacity to experience true love within us this entire time? What if we had just skipped the whole damn thing, the cheating, the castration? Damn it. I could still be a man’s girlfriend.”

I detected sadness in her voice.

“I don’t think I could feel love back then. Maybe some immature pantomime of it but… well… not like this. You fixed a great deal of what was wrong with me when you cut my balls off. I was a terrible man, but you made me a better person.”

Leah sighed and said “I suppose you’re right. I’m surprised you’re not feeling me soaking through these panties all over your thighs here. This is making me so fucking horny. Do you feel strong enough to continue?”

“Yes.”

I felt her shift and suddenly her weight lifted from me. I felt firm, warm hands peel back my shirt even more exposing my belly to the cool air of her apartment. I would like to write a lie here and talk about my six-pack of abs but, to be realistic, I bore no such impressive musculature. I felt a touch across my belly as Leah trailed what felt like a piece of leather along tracing its way across my exposed abdomen one side to the next tracing a little circle around my belly button. I felt the leather lift away from me and Leah shifted and whispered into my ear asking, “was she skinnier than me?”

Snap

I yelped in pain as Leah whipped down hard with the leather belt across my belly. In fairness, she wasn’t using the buckle-end, at least, which would have caused real damage. Still the cathartic terror of sensing pain across your midsection and not even having the freedom of movement to follow your instinct and curve-inwards made what would have been an annoying slap into an infinitely more terrifying strike. Before I could even find my words or bring my mind back onto stable footing the belt snapped down across me again trailing pain in the wake of the thin, hard, leather strap.

I gasped and whimpered as she struck me once more and I heard a disturbing giggle come from her mouth as she whispered, “god you’re so cute when you’re helpless.” She paused and trailed the whip suggestively across my sore belly promising more pain would be coming shortly as she whispered intimately “well, was she? Did you cheat because I was the fat cow to her the ballerina?”

“No.”
 

“Do you mean ‘no’ you didn’t cheat because of that or ‘no’ she wasn’t skinnier than me?”

“Both, sort of… er… She was slightly smaller than you...”

Another blow wracked my body with pain causing my next word to squeak out “…proportionally.”

“Proportionally?”

“Yes, just, smaller all over. Shorter, thinner, smaller… but that wasn’t why I cheated with her.”

“Then why?”
 

I trembled, unable to speak.

I felt the wooden ruler slide in along my cheek and I felt Leah’s hot breath on my face as she asked “did she have a prettier face than me?” Before I could reply, the ruler thwacked against my cheek sharply. I could tell Leah had controlled the blow pretty well, clearly designed to do more snap than actual harm Leaving me looking like a domestic abuse case would serve neither of us well. She slapped me with it one more time before I coughed out “no, she wasn’t.”

“We’ll continue.” Leah said quietly. I felt her hands grab onto my shoulder and right thigh for a moment before she heaved hard pushing with all her strength.

“What are you doing?”

“Flipping you over.”

“Oh.”

I wriggled as best I could to help her. I felt the straps at my wrist and ankles draw tight as they twisted about in place. I felt the cloth of her bedspread warm my sore belly and felt a surreal sensation of peace. I felt something oblong and hard press against my buttocks through the cloth of my pants and slowly begin to circle ominously in a circle. I felt her breasts press firmly against my upper back and her hot breath against my cheek.

“You ready for the next question?”

“Yes” I mumbled back weakly.

Leah planted a sweet, wet kiss against my cheek and said, “only two more questions, my sweet Jason, and then I don’t know if I’ll be able to control my urges to fuck you any longer.”

I felt cool air brush against my cheek and warm pressure of her left hand pressed against my middle back. My breath came in spasms as fear began to fill my mind. I had not been spanked since I was a child. I barely remembered what it felt like and Leah seemed to be taking it seriously, bracing me in place and maximizing her leverage.

“Did she have a better ass than me?”

My brain didn’t even process the blow. It felt as if my entire body filled with electric charge of instantaneous pain. I planted my face into the covers of her bed to muffle my screams only in time to feel her next blow. Tears streamed from my eyes soaking into the blindfold as I finally gained enough brainpower to process the sound of the meaty swack which filled the quiet apartment air when she struck my ass with her hairbrush for a third time.

Somehow in the howling vortex of agony which filled my body my mind began to enter into a state of peace the likes of which it had not felt before. I knew I deserved to be punished for what I had done and of all the people I had hurt, Leah was the one most deserving of revenge. I lay their silently sobbing at the excruciating pain which wrenched through my body, but my soul found release and closure the likes of which I had not experienced for years or maybe even decades.

I was finally getting what I deserved.

God, I hoped Leah was enjoying this.

I hoped she was compressing every sleepless night, every gained insecurity, every wretched sense of betrayal, every moment she spent questioning herself into the blows she placed upon the sensitive parts of my body. I dared not speak because I dared not force her to stop. She deserved to beat me for as long and hard as she liked just the same as I deserved to be beaten, specifically by her, until somewhere under the pain and hatred we could discover the retribution she so richly deserved and the forgiveness that I so desperately yearned for.

I’m not sure if the time that passed was thirty seconds or thirty years. I lost count of the number of times she beat me but felt her slow and shift as her arm grew tired. In the background, I heard a strange, muffled sound that was not my own.

I felt the hairbrush fall on me but not the same, horrifically painful strikes she had hit me with before rather this was a loose, weak fall as if she had dropped it. Suddenly she clutched onto my back, and I felt her body shake as she struggled to flip me back over.

I gasped in silence for a second before I felt lace touch my lips briefly before small but powerful fingers pried my mouth open and shoved the gagging piece of cloth deep into my throat. The scent of Leah felt strong on the lacey piece of cloth in my mouth and my pain-addled mind took a moment to register that she had crammed her panties into my mouth. Drips of tears which were not my own fell upon my cheeks as Leah hissed angrily in my ear with her voice quaking on the edge of breaking as she growled out, “Did she fuck better than me?!”

I felt her hand slide down to my pants. In an act that would have been desired under any other circumstance, I felt her fingers grab my zipper and pull it down as her warm, shivering body filled with righteous hatred and thirst for revenge slid terrifyingly down my body. I felt her warm, naked crotch resting on top of my cloth trousers just below my knees. She had clearly lined herself up to focus some attention upon my genitals and my only solace lay in the fact that I had no balls for her to torture down there. I felt cold air caress my loosed, naked cock briefly as her fingers pried my vulnerable member out from my pants. Memories flooded my mind of all the times that I enjoyed getting my dick out around a naked girl but now fear filled my mind. I panted through my nose and tried to murmur something through the panties gag that even I can’t remember now before wetness and warmth enveloped my cock making my head snap back and bringing a whimper to my mouth. For a moment, that was all, a caressing, warm, gentle warmth and wetness as she suckled my cock. I could even feel her tongue lapping against the bottom of my manhood and my heart rate began to decrease. Against all odds, my cock actually started to get a little bit hard with a weak, half-erection. My breath decreased.

I pondered if perhaps she hated me less than I feared.

Then I felt them.

Sharp, hard, pearly whites warmly encased within the wetness of her mouth. She clamped down with the brutal initial act of digestion as her teeth pinched hard against my cock bringing a scream to my mouth which muffled itself against her panties. Whatever erection had started within me died in that horrible moment as I felt her turn her head slightly to the side and slide her mouth across my aching cock. This was no act of mercy, however, as she lined up my cock along the broad side of her teeth and set to work on chewing on my vulnerable and sensitive glans with her back molars while her canines cut brutally into my shaft. Tears leaked from my eyes as I whimpered and moaned into her panties pulling hard against my restraints. I desperately wanted to fold in half, curl up and protect my manhood from the horrific assault it was enduring. I had no choice in the matter as the bands held me tight and the gag kept me silent. Pain racked through my body with her every bite, and I felt wetness spreading across my crotch which I could not discern whether it came from her tears or my blood as she delivered years of agony and pain into my cock. With nothing to do other than endure I writhed at the pain and howled into her panties while I forced my terrified and traumatized mind to reach beyond my own self and realize…

If she wanted to bite my cock off…

…I should let her.

Like my balls I have never been responsible with the damnable organ which I had spent the bulk of my adult life in a desperate bid to satisfy the never-ending hunger of lust. Perhaps it would be better for it to be cut off my body, though I would give anything for her to use the same lidocaine and scalpel approach she had used on my testicles rather than grinding teeth that she employed on me now. Maybe it was appropriate after all. The very body part that I had disrespected women with so much would now meet the most ignoble end imaginable. No sweet little surgery and riding around in Leah’s purse like my balls. Instead, it felt like she would bite it right off and swallow my cock right down her gullet. It would feed a woman one last ‘protein-rich’ meal and be no more.

Suddenly cold air flushed against my battered and tortured cock giving me brief reprieve as she quit with the brutal biting. I sobbed in pain as she crawled up my body and growled, her voice dripping with unfettered lust and wrath, “lick me good or I’ll give you another blowjob just like that last one!” I felt the warmth of her thighs encase my head and the weight of her body on my chest pressing the breath out of me.

In that moment I felt her hand grab my mouth and pluck the panties out from my teeth while another rip the blindfold from my eyes. Before I could scream or protest, I felt warm, dripping wet crotch shoved against my face forcing my mouth open. I limply stuck my tongue out and began licking at her clit, now willing to do anything to keep her brutal teeth away from my traumatized and tortured cock. Mercifully, I felt her clit right away as she shoved the hot and swollen bit of sensitive flesh in my face. She had not lied about being horny, even with all the revenge and pain of the night, her womanhood felt like a swollen grape on my tongue due to her cute, little, girly hard-on. I licked ardently with my tongue ignoring any illusion of technique or style. Rather, I simply mashed my tongue against her womanhood grateful that she tortured me no further. The world seemed to be a fleshy, tremulous place that shook and shivered with every lick I managed of the clitoris. I felt my body sprawled out across the bed behind her knowing that a universe existed out there in the space beyond her thighs but in that moment all I could do was look up across her abdomen at the bottom of her lacy-bra encased breasts or back down at the wet, pulsating hole that I licked at. I wished my hands were free so that I could wrap them around her thighs and position her where I wanted or proffer up a poke within her vagina to heighten the experience. I felt her fingers lace into my hair which took my attention away from her pussy as I peered up to see her staring down at me through the gap between her breasts. Her eyes were wide and wild as hot tears streamed down her cheeks. Her lips curled back in a snarl as she hissed out “fuck me with your tongue.”

She shifted her weight forward and began panting in ecstasy. Her cute little abdomen jammed against my nose as her pussy plugged my mouth and I whimpered and thrashed unable to breath. I continued licking, praying that she would climax soon and let me breath again. My lungs burned and the world grew dark around the edges as I sucked in at the all-encompassing ocean of womanly flesh which encased me.

My struggle grew weak.

My thoughts… slowed…

My oxygen-deprived mind gasped for any solid footing as the world beyond my suffocated face felt millions of miles away. I distantly heard Leah screaming in orgasm. The sound felt like it was perhaps happening in Antarctica…or maybe France. I couldn’t be sure. Fear told me that I would die soon, and I quietly contemplated this fact.

I faced the wet, pink, slippery grim reaper face first and accepted my fate giving it one final joke to laugh at before my soul slipped from my body. That joke being that I was brought into this world by a pussy and now I would be taken out of it by one. My final thoughts were those of pity for Leah. I wouldn’t be around to help her clean up my body or explain how she killed me during sex to the cops.

God

Poor Leah

I wish I could help her.

Darkness…

I felt lips press against my own. I recognized them as Leah’s. Had she died too? Or did heaven manifest a facsimile of her for me? That couldn’t be right. Seriously, I hadn’t done anything that good in life and God wouldn’t be that nice to me. This thought made sense as her kiss sucked. Seriously, who blows into someone else’s mouth? That’s high-school ‘oh-maw-gawd-I-kissed-a-boy-on-prom-night’ level technique.

She did it again.

Again with the blowing into my mouth…

Damn it. She never kissed this bad before.

What the hell is wrong with her?

Did she revert to kissing like some awkward teenager?

Once more her lips pressed against my own and I decided right then and there that I would tell her that she is a horrible kisser.

It’s a good thing I made that decision as she had both hands folded over my sternum to begin chest compressions just as I opened my eyes.

I suppose ‘surreal’ doesn’t even begin to describe the image. Her jaw hung open and agape like a fish with a flicker of drool hanging from her lips. Glaring lights burned down from above indicating that she had, sometime while I was dead, turned on the room lights. Knowing damn well that seconds count in CPR, she still wore the same lace bra and nothing else with her eyes wide in panicked dread. Sweat slicked down her skin as she trembled in terror.

“Oh god no, Jason. I’m so sorry. I did too much. I did too much.”

“I’m…I’ll be…okay.” I panted out through tears which soaked the inside of my blindfold.

“No. No. God, I almost killed you.”

“But you saved me.”

She seemed struck by this as she slid off from her position of straddling me and sat quietly on the bed next to me.

“It wasn’t supposed to be revenge.”

“Yes… it was.” I whimpered back.

Her face contorted in confusion.

“I wanted to give you revenge.” I replied quietly.

She shivered as she sat beside where I lay tied up on the bed. She crossed her arms around herself in a self-hug as she sadly replied “I didn’t want to take it. God, I just wanted to play a little bondage game with you, but I let it get out of hand. You must hate me so much now.”

“I don’t.”

She looked intimately into my face. We sat like that for a while as she caught her breath, and I slowly came back to full consciousness. Every part of my body hurt, but that wasn’t important right now. What mattered was Leah.

I said, “she did not have a better ass than you and she was not a better fuck.”

“THEN WHY!?” screamed Leah before she clamped her hands over her mouth in shock at what she had said herself.

“She said ‘yes.’”

Leah blinked at me in surprise.

“That’s… all?”

“You always had a headache or were never in the mood. You said ‘no’ so many times I stopped asking.”

Leah’s eyes narrowed, “I was pulling double-shifts at the hospital back in those days trying to save up enough for us.”

“I know.” I replied.

“And you threw us away for some girl because… what? She flounced a little cleavage and seduced you?”

“Not really. I was at a bar alone with my thoughts. She sat down beside me, and we got to talking. I don’t even remember now what we talked about. She was in college, or some bullshit and I wowed her with my knowledge of pop culture trash. We fucked, and I thought it would be a one-night stand but, sometime during my drunken stupor, I had given her my phone number. She started texting me and I ignored her at first, but then night would come. You would be gone or snoring away and…”

I sighed and continued enjoying the comforting sensation of aching pain throughout my body “…she said ‘yes.’ Addiction, I suppose, pussy anytime I wanted it. We didn’t even pretend to be dating or anything like that anymore. I shoot her a text and she would be wearing lingerie with two chilled wine coolers in her hands by the time I got there.”

“Wine coolers?” Leah asked, with a cringe.

“College girl. No money, no taste. I just drank whatever she was drinking.”

Leah looked down sadly.

I stopped and gritted my teeth saying “I hope hurting me helped you. I’m not being sarcastic or anything, I honestly hope it’s helping you feel better.”

“I don’t want to think of myself as the kind of person who enjoys revenge.” Leah said quietly.

“You aren’t.”

She looked at me closely as I continued, “I was addicted, Leah. Like crack-addict robbing their own mother to support their habit. I took the best thing to happen to me in my life and threw her down the drain for some sophomore sorority wannabe. But then I called you…”

I closed my eyes remembering that day as I continued “…and you came back. You were so careful, so loving, so powerful, so gentle. You took the sick and broken parts of me and removed them from my body and soul. Not a shred of malice lay in you for that surgery. That’s why I’m glad to give you tonight the revenge you so richly deserved but refused to take.”

“But I don’t want revenge!” Leah said vehemently.

I held my silence.

“I shouldn’t want revenge. God damn it. What’s wrong with me? I thought I had forgiven you. This is the best our relationship has ever been and here I go turning what was supposed to be some kinky little game into actual torture and damn near killed you.” Her eyes glistened as she continued, “you ruined us the first time with your lust. I ruined us this second time with my wrath.”

“Please untie me.”

She quickly began undoing the knot at my wrists as she continued near sobs. “of course, of course… after all of this you want to leave. Oh, god, I tied up and tortured my ex. I’m a fucking criminal. I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry…”

The moment my hands pulled free I sat up and wrapped my arms around her chest. She stiffened fearfully but I just held her there. I ignored the pain in my body to focus on healing the pain in her heart. Slowly, I felt her warm hands slide in under my suit jacket as she silently returned the hug.

“We’re not ruined.” I said quietly.

I released the hug slightly to hold her back. The gorgeous woman in lace lingerie who had just inflicted excruciating pain on my body whimpered lightly at me and wiped away a tear before I pulled her in for a kiss.

I drank deep the pheromonal scent of her as I felt her hot tears trickle along both her cheek and some fall on my own. I ran my hands along her bare, sweet arms hoping they were not too sore from beating me. After some time, she broke the kiss and shuddered as she whispered, “thank you, Jason.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“I tasted forgiveness in your kiss.”

I smiled sadly and replied, “I felt forgiveness in your blows.”

She hung her head, but I grabbed her chin and pulled it up to look at me as I said, “I’m serious. Stop worrying about what you should or should not be feeling.” I placed my hands on her shoulders and said, “just let the experience be what it was. I came back with you. I let you tie me up. I let you hurt me. If you felt revenge, it’s because I gave it to you.”

“I feel like a bad person” She said quietly.

“You’re not.”

I reached around behind her head and grabbed her neck gently as I said “you’re a beautiful, smart, powerful, and loving woman. I’m grateful that you gave me the chance to pay you back for how I hurt you. I’m thrilled to have you back in my life again. It’s a second chance that I don’t deserve but am getting anyhow.”

A smile slowly spread across her face. We shared no words rather only a kiss as I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her in close. Slowly, I let my fingers begin to explore along the smooth curves and exotic turns of her delicious body. In a past life, I would have plunged myself balls deep but now I took my time focusing on the experience that she would have from my touch. I ran my hands across her thighs, back and belly slowly as we kissed. She broke the kiss and gasped for air before rising to her feet. I sat there, my ankles still tied to her bed, and watched as she walked around to the foot of the bed quietly announcing, “I’m done hurting you, Jason.” She untied my ankles and seemed to swallow down some terrifying emotions as she continued “I don’t plan to ever hurt you again. I hope you understand.”

“I do. Even if you feel guilty for having taken it, I feel better. Try to imagine it, Leah, picture yourself with the person you regret hurting most off all and then giving them the chance to have the revenge they deserve.”

Leah’s fingers slid along my socked feet as she said “I think I understand where you’re coming from, strange and backwards as it is. I’ve had my fill of… revenge.” She spat the last word out distastefully before I saw her glistening wide eyes size me up intimately as she continued “I don’t want anymore… of that… from you.”

“Then what do you want from me?” I asked.

“No, no more doing what I want. I can’t be trusted. What you need is medical care.” She said with the most serious face I’ve ever seen her wear. “Would you trust me to administer medical care to you?”

I nodded.

She pursed her lips and said bitterly, “good. That makes one of us.”

A chill filled my buttocks from the ice packs tucked underneath my butt as I lay naked and sprawled out across her bed. I lay still as Leah applied antibiotic ointment across my belly occasionally placing a small bandage across one of the deeper wounds. It felt strange to be a grown-ass adult getting my boo-boos fixed by my girlfriend, but I knew she would be furious if I tried to stop her. Her eyes descended from my belly down to my cock and she pursed her lips frowning deeply.

“Is my cock… destroyed?” I asked. Her eyes flashed up at me and she swallowed hard as I felt her gently hold my manhood in her hand. She reviewed it carefully saying, “not destroyed… but I did break the skin. Damn it, I bit your cock with my dirty ass mouth. I should know better than that.” She gritted her teeth and hissed out “Why did I do this to you?”

She shook her head and looked back at me sadly saying, “I almost bit your body part off like some kind of fucking feral animal.” She pulled out a roll of gauze and I smelled the acrid, medical scent of it as she rubbed antibiotic lotion along its surface before I felt the coarse fabric stretch around my cock as she continued, “I’ve seen enough drunks rolling in at three-am with fight-bite wounds on their fucking knuckles and elbows after their bar brawling to know that human bites are guaranteed sepsis. Then I still cut my infectious-ass teeth into the cock of the man that I love. I have a few co-amoxiclav pills in my kit here. Let me get you some with some water. You’ll need to sit up to swallow these. Think you can do that?”

“Yes, yes…” I said grunting my way up to a half-seated position as she quickly over to the bathroom to fill up a cup from the sink. I watched her soft, beautiful, bare ass slide back and forth as she walked. Surprisingly, even after everything that had happened and without my balls, I still enjoyed staring at her ass. She quickly returned with the water completely ignoring the fact that she wore nothing but the lace bra as she tucked a hand into her medical bag and pulled out a bottle of pills shaking one out to give me. I swallowed it as she sat gingerly on the side of the bed watching me intently. She waited until I had finished the water before she spoke.

“I think you should break up with me.”

“Huh?”

“I’m bad, Jason. I’m… dangerous to you. I don’t know why I did what I did to you but…”

“Leah, no. It’s fine. I’ll be okay, really.” I protested.

She looked off thoughtfully, “It’s not fine. What I did to you was not fine. Why was I so angry about you cheating? That was so many years ago. I wasn’t even angry about it back when you asked me to castrate you. I thought I had moved on. But tonight… well…”

She sighed and looked at me. A strange, bewildered and fearful expression trembled across her face.

“I wanted you to have tonight.” I said quietly.

“I guess, for the first time since you cheated on me, you gave me permission to be angry at you. You let me open the hateful wound you left in my heart and pour out the wrath that lay stored up inside for you out.” She looked down at the bottle of antibiotics in her hand and said “I thought I had forgiven and moved on. I told you as such at dinner. I had no idea how anger had been festering inside of me all these years. Like an infection growing from an old wound, one I forgot that I even had. God, if only I could take one of these pills and get rid of that infection in my soul.”

“Maybe tonight was the first step to getting rid of it. Letting you open it up and purge it out.”

“But that angry infection damn near killed you, Jason. I damn near killed you. And for what? A spite-fuck over some ditz-ass wine-cooler drinking sophomore you banged for a few weeks all those years ago?”

Leah put the pills back in the bag and continued, “I want to say that I appreciate you letting me open up the old wound to clean it out, but I can’t. I can’t because I saw something that terrified me tonight, Jason. I saw something deep within myself that frightened me. I don’t deserve to be your girlfriend. A psychopath like me probably deserves to be behind bars. I should be in a cage far, far away where I can’t hurt anyone.”

“Whoa! Whoa! Leah…” I said trying to quell her rising sense of self-loathing.

Her eyes glistened on the edge of tears as I continued, “you don’t need to be so hard on yourself.”

She wrapped her arms around herself as her lower lip trembled. I continued, “yes, it hurt. I won’t lie. What you did to me caused a great deal of physical pain but… it helped. It helped me feel better for the pain that I had caused you. For me, the physical pain felt like mental healing. Nothing you did tonight changes the fact that I love you.”

Leah gasped and replied “I don’t deserve revenge, but you offered it and I took it. I don’t deserve your love…” She sighed and continued “…but it’s yours to give as you choose, so I’ll accept it. Just know that I think you’re making a horrible mistake in loving my infected heart.”

“No. I’m pretty sure I’m making the right decision.” I replied with an encouraging smile.

Leah swallowed hard and asked, “is there anything… anything at all that I can possibly do to make up to you for the hell I put you through tonight?”

“I would like that cuddle that you promised me earlier. Falling asleep in your arms would be a nice way to end the evening.”

Leah scoffed “you would still want that from me?”

“yes.”

Her voice quaked in fear as she continued, “but… what if I… wake up and hurt you during the night?”

I rolled my eyes and said, “you won’t.”

She looked at me unconvinced, so I continued, “I won’t let you.”

She nodded sadly and said “I’m going to hold you to that. Struggle, scream, punch me in the face… I don’t care. Just don’t let me hurt you again.”

“I promise.”

Leah smiled sadly at this then reached behind her back and unsnapped the bra letting her breasts fall loose and free. She stretched with a sigh and looked over at her dresser then back to me asking “pajamas or naked?”

“naked.”

“even without your desire?”

“Skin-to-skin is still nice.”

She tucked away her medical gear and turned off her lamp before sliding into bed beside me. I turned towards her slowly feeling the ice-packs peel away from my buttocks and continue to chill and dampen the bed behind me as I rolled towards her. I felt her soft breasts compress against my face as I tucked my head in against her chest. Our legs partially entangled but not fully as neither of us dared risking further injury to my buttocks or cock. She simply wrapped her smooth, strong arms around me and held me close, neither of us speaking for a while.

“I can’t believe you still want to be with me, after… well… you know.” Leah muttered weakly.

“Believe it.” I replied.

Sleep overtook me and I passed out inside the warm, enveloping flesh of the woman who had just tortured me. It still felt better, even the whole aggregate experience, than sleeping alone in my cold, unfeeling bed. Occasionally one or the other of us would rouse, but, for the most part, we rested comfortably. Eventually I faced a dreadful three-AM trip to the bathroom and part of me expected to see the urine soaking through the dressing she had put around my wounded cock from the holes she had chewed into me same as if one pokes holes in a garden hose it soon becomes a sprinkler. No such drama came. Other than limping slightly from my sore buttocks and wincing as the piss passed through my battered piece, the whole even passed without incident.

Trickling Saturday morning daylight illuminated our faces and I roused slowly to see Leah looking at me closely. A coy smile parted her lips, and she pulled me in close to her breasts. My mouth found her perky little nipple and I sucked it in toying with the nibbly bit across my tongue. I ignored any sensual aspect of this for myself and enjoyed the small chorus of appreciative moans which escaped Leah’s lips for a second before I felt her shift such that she whispered into my ear.

“Bite it.”

“mmmhm?” I didn’t speak rather mumbled against her breast.

“I want you to bite it hard. Bite it until I can’t hold back my screams and then keep biting my nipple until I bleed.”

I shook my head making her ‘feel’ my answer in the back-and-forth motion of her breast rather than any spoken word.

“You should make me feel what you felt, Jason. It’s only fair after what I did to you last night.”

I pressed my head deeper against her and suckled more of her breast into my mouth.

“Oh, god, you’re getting a bigger bite. That’s good. I deserve the pain. Go ahead. I’m ready when you are.”

I felt her body tense and sensed she was preparing herself for intense pain. I continued suckling along for a moment feeling her relax as I continued.

“You’re…not going to bite me. Are you?”

I let her feel the back-and-forth shaking of her breast again as my answer.

“You’re a more merciful person than I am. I’m lucky to have you as my boyfriend. God, I want to have sex with you so bad. Can we do that? No pain this time, no torture, just pleasure.”

I responded by running my right hand upward along her inner thigh bringing a gasp to her mouth. With expert ease, I slid my middle finger right between her labial lips and slipped it along the upper layer of her pussy, not inside her pussy but just along the flesh a little north of the entrance. I felt triangular folds of skin, a slight mound, and a flat warm slope of flesh descending down towards her hole. I caressed the mound lightly and felt her leg shake against my thigh as I did this and she whimpered “oh, I’m too sensitive to go that fast now. Back up a little bit and work your way up to my clit.”

I pushed my finger in closer to her vagina. Although closer to the entrance the reduced nerve endings made this spot pleasurable but not instantaneously orgasmic like the clit itself. I massaged this region only occasionally slipping my finger north to caress the clit in passing before returning to the part closer to the opening. To be honest, when it comes to pleasuring women, this is the best way to do it. No matter how fast you can thrust your cock, you can waggle your finger faster and the degree of control you have over her pleasure is down-right fascinating. I remember nights with a girl that I would practice strumming her clit in rhythm to see if I could make her leg shake to the tune of whatever song I had stuck in my head at the time. Leah wasn’t quite as easily played as other girls but that also served as the fascinating aspect of her sex in that her desire seemed more nuanced than the typical sorority sluts or one-night stands. Perhaps this is because she truly loves me and wants to have an experience with me rather than just some orgasm with a boy she can brag to her friends about later.

I drew my head back away from her now swollen and sensitive nipple and wrapped an arm underneath her neck pulling her body in close to mine as she submissively spread her legs open giving my hand more access to her womanhood. I lay there comfortably letting my finger do all the work of bringing her pleasure as Leah’s chest began pumping up and down with her gasping pants and moans filled the air as I smiled at her happily. I love giving Leah orgasms. I think about all those lives she saves at work, only to get spat on by Karen’s, lied to by criminals, and harassed by upper management. She deserves to take a break, spread her legs, close her eyes, and have a nice, big, sweaty, writhing, screaming orgasm. I love manipulating the hungry little nerve endings to deliver her mind, body, and soul into a private little paradise just for her mind to float in a sensual pool of pleasure while her body explodes out from her own control.

She deserves pleasure.

I love giving it to her.

My mind wandered as her orgasm seemed to be coming along swimmingly even without my full attention. In a few more strokes she devolved into animalistic screams of paradise before suddenly flipping over on top of me. She straddled my midsection with her eyes locked wide as she shrieked.

“I need cock!”

She reached down for me, but I grabbed up her hands. She struggled back but I said, “No! I’m too injured.” A hurt expression crossed her eyes as she whimpered, “god damn me. I should have never castrated you. I should have never bitten you. I could have had you whole and fucking my body deep inside right now if I hadn’t been a stupid, hateful, little girl.”

“Would you like me to finish you? I could use my tongue if you prefer.”

She smiled sadly at me and said “god, Jason. You would. Even now if I asked. No. I’ll be fine.” She rolled off to the side and lay along next to me. She rested a hand across my bandaged cock, and I winced, but she said “I’m not going to hurt you. I’m just dreaming about what would have been possible if I had kept you whole. I’m picturing my small, weak body skewered deliciously on a powerful manhood deeply penetrating into the secret parts of me that even I don’t know I have. God, I miss cock.”

“Well, you can still get cock. I mean, not mine but…” She rolled her head and looked at me closely with a frown. “After everything that happened between us, you think I’m going to go out and cheat on you. That would be the most evil and horrible thing I could ever do.”

“No, no… I mean… what if we go out to find you cock together… as a couple.”

She chuckled lightly at this saying “and you’re just casually going to let another man fuck me?”
 

“Yes.” I replied.

She pursed her lips and continued “why?”

“I like seeing you happy. I want to let you experience all the pleasure you deserve. I can picture it now. We go pick up Jason Momoa...”

She began laughing but I continued “or, some strong, good-looking dude and you get a chance to enjoy his cock. Casual like, you know, one-night stand to have a bit of fun. Just thinking of your screams as you ride his cock makes my heart flutter with love.”

She sighed and replied “okay.”

“Okay?”

“Okay, but only if you are coming with me and only if you are fine with it every step of the way.”

“Sounds like we have a date then. You, me and the cock makes three.”
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