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As the final school bell rang, Ken slowly made his way towards biology class with Miss White to serve his detention. Trepidatiously, he opened the door leaving the relative safety of the teaming hallway behind him and entering the sanctum of her power. He didn’t see her, but a rectangle of light cut across the floor in front of the open supply closet.

“Miss… White?” Ken called out hesitantly.

“Mr. Houghton. Lock the door behind you.” called out Miss White from the supply closet.

“Come again? Did you say to lock the door?” Ken asked in confusion.

A rustling and clanking noise came from the supply closet as she said, “Quite. Lock it and come give me a hand.”

Ken shrugged as he turned around and flipped the latch on the door locking it shut. It felt odd locking a school door, but he had never been in detention before and maybe this was normal practice for after hours.

He also felt a modicum of relief in that the door locked from the inside could be opened by a simple turn of the latch from his side of the door. He set his backpack down on his seat and made his way down to the supply closet poking his head inside.

Cluttered shelves covered with old textbooks, dissection tools, taxidermized body parts, and arcane medical equipment covered both walls. At the back of the room, Miss White stood up on her tiptoes reaching for some bizarrely shaped jointed metal poles on the top shelf. Despite his fear of her, Ken internally remarked how sensual her voluptuous body looked as she stretched out reaching overhead. If anything, standing tiptoe made her sweetly rounded buttocks press out even more firmly against her body contoured black skirt and the barely closed blouse about her chest bulged against her swollen breasts. The elongated, vulnerable position of having her hands over her head seemed to beckon his attention towards her curvaceous frame. A shudder passed through Ken as he remembered that, come tomorrow, such beauty would stir no feelings within his mind or his loins as the powerful, sexy woman before him would slice off his manhood in front of all his classmates. A renewed terror entered his heart as he remembered Bill’s tale of having an erection heading into his castration. That had been a private castration in a medical clinic. If Ken had a hard-on tomorrow, the entire class would see it. One look at her let Ken know keeping it down would be a hard task come tomorrow.

Miss White turned her head to look at him and he quickly looked away fearing an accusation of leering at her. She called out to him saying, “Ken, come over here. Lend me a hand.”

She relaxed back down onto her feet and stopped reaching as he approached. For the first time in his life, he discovered that, standing side-by-side instead of him seated and her pacing the walkway tapping her leather tipped pointer, he stood taller than Miss White. She pointed at the jointed poles and said, “fetch those down for me.” As he reached up to grab them, she continued softly saying, “please.”

He stopped and looked over his shoulder at her.

No woman had ever said “please” to him before as wasting polite manners on a man was considered pointless.

She clenched her teeth, and a light blush came to her face. She quickly averted her gaze. Ken chalked it up to a mistake on her part as he quietly grabbed the poles and, with a few sturdy tugs, managed to free them from the shelves. They were gangly, ugly things bent half-way down with strange looking straps and what appeared to be some kind of a footrest on one end and a metal plate at the other.

He handed one of them over to her and she looked up into his face. Something he had never seen before passed between them as she looked him directly in the eye intimately for a moment before dropping her head and softly saying, “I suppose my kind never thinks much of your kind until we need something from the top shelf, do we?”

Once again, Ken chose prudent silence. Despite the honest sounding tremor in her voice, he suspected a trap lay behind her unusually kind words.

She pressed, however, stepping in dangerously close to him as he shouldered one of the rods and she carried the other.

“Thank you.” She said with great weight to her words such that it clearly indicated no mistake. Ken’s eyes darted back and forth suspiciously for a second before he replied slowly almost as if in a question saying “you’re…welcome?”

She flashed him a warm, winning smile and it almost appeared as if a load of weight had been lifted from her shoulders as she sighed in relief. “Good. Excellent. Quite. Come along then. Help me setup.”

He followed her back out to the main classroom. As they came to the demonstration table, she gestured towards it saying, “halfway down on either side are a series of thumbscrews mounted underneath. They’ll connect to the holes in the plate on these stirrups.”

“I see.” Ken said as he knelt and matched up the plate to the holes twisting the screws in to hold it in place. Miss White did the same process on her side periodically glancing across at him from underneath the table.

“You quite alright doing this with me?” She asked.

“Umm… yes.”

“Do you know what we are doing?”

“Not… really.”

“You’re helping construct the table you’ll be castrated on tomorrow.” She said as she finished the last screw on her side and stared at him intently across the underside of the table.

“Quite.” Ken replied, solemnly.

“Is that all you have to say?” She asked.

He cocked his head to the side as he finished up the last bolt. Slowly they rose together to look at one another across the top of the table.

“I’ll be cutting you open and taking out the most treasured parts of your body. You’ll lose your ability to have children after that and most of your ability or desire to have sex. All you have to say about that is ‘quite?’”

“I’m British.” Ken replied coldly.

Miss White took this in quietly for a second. She began undoing the straps on the stirrup assemblies and also opened a set of straps which lay mounted to the table about where a person’s wrists would lay. She looked across the table and said firmly, “I don’t accept your answer. It sounds false.”

Ken twisted his mouth thoughtfully. She continued, “however, I don’t deserve an honest answer from you. It’s not like we have a close relationship, nor do you have any reason to trust me. Allow me to barter with you for it then. I’ll tell you a secret about myself. This isn’t some mildly embarrassing anecdotes. This is a deep, horrible, terrifying secret. A secret so earth shattering you will never look at me the same way again. I will give you this secret about me, but only to you. Should you reveal this secret to anyone else, I will hurt you in ways you can’t even imagine. In exchange for that secret, you must promise to tell me honestly how you feel about tomorrow beyond the British answer of ‘quite.’ Do we have a deal?”
 

Ken stared at her thoughtfully before shaking his head and replying, “this sounds like a trap.”

“Women don’t lock themselves alone in rooms with men that they plan to trap.” Miss White replied quietly. She swallowed hard and continued, “You may not have noticed, but you’re larger and stronger than myself. You stand between me and the door. Already the hallways are emptying out with only random stragglers and night staff widely spread across the building.” She continued quietly, “even if someone did hear my screams for help, it would take quite some time to track down the custodian or principle with a set of keys. That’s plenty of time for you to throttle my throat and watch my small body writhe piteously before I breathe my last and die in the space between your powerful hands.”

Ken’s eyes widened and his breath came in pants of fear as she spoke so calmly of what he could do to her. She noticed his terror and held out her hand in a soothing motion saying, “Ken, I wouldn’t have done this if I thought you were going to murder me.  My point is that this situation is not conducive to me trapping you. Understand?”

Ken shuddered and blew out a sigh as she continued, “tomorrow you’re going to be in a very dangerous situation with me in absolute control of what happens to you physically. It’s only fair, at least partially that is, for me to put myself in that same situation with you tonight.”

“This isn’t a normal detention, is it?”

“Absolutely not. So, do we have a deal? My horrible secret in exchange for one honest answer?”

“One question before I agree to that exchange.”

“Just one?”

“Why are you…” Ken started and then cringed saying, “not acting like…you?”

Miss White cocked a smirk and replied, “you mean not strutting about like some two-quid dominatrix waving my little whipping stick in the air and scaring all the boys… stiff?” She emphasized the word ‘stiff’ making the pun uncomfortably obvious.

Ken stammered “I…wasn’t going to describe it…. uh…like…that….um… way.”

“I know. That’s why I described it that way. Surely, you didn’t think I was like that all the time. Did you?”

Ken gritted his teeth and held his silence.

Miss White rolled her eyes and said, “suffice to say that I am not. Now, do we have a deal?”

Ken nodded silently.

Miss White leaned across the table lightly letting her breasts rest on the knee-joint of the leg holders. It pressed upward against her blouse causing her impressive cleavage to rise even higher through the open buttons at the top. She ran a hand smoothly across the cold metal as she spoke saying, “would you believe me if I told you these tables were never intended to be used for castrations? Indeed, they were never even meant to be used on men.”

“What were they for then?”

“Women.” Miss White said flatly.

She stood back from the table and stepped out of her shoes as Ken watched in confusion. She then took the unimaginable step of reaching up under her skirt and fishing around for a bit before retrieving her panties and stripping them off down her legs all the while maintaining eye contact with Ken. As the panties came into view, he demurely looked away.

“You can watch.” Miss White said to Ken.

“I shouldn’t.” He replied.

“I’m going to see all of you tomorrow, remember?” Miss White continued. She slowly stepped up to the table and continued “Besides. It’s important for you to watch because I am teaching you.”

Ken asked in bitter sarcasm “teaching me?”

“Yes, I’m teaching you how these tables are meant to be used.”

He looked back at her. She stood at the edge of the table leaning against it between the stirrups. “Don’t look away again. You understand? I want you to see and hear all of this.”

“I understand.” Ken said quietly.

His eyes widened as Miss White slid her body up onto the table. Her skirt lifted dangerously high as she made this transition. Nothing, save for the shadow of its dark fabric, protected her womanhood from view. “Stay brave, Ken.” She said firmly.

“What are you doing?” Ken asked, his voice on the edge of panic. Miss White stared at him levelly as she said “I’m going to teach you how this table works. The door is locked. If anyone does manage to come in during this, I’ll be in just as much trouble as you. Understand?”

Ken glanced over at the door and nodded solemnly.

She slid her buttocks back across the table and lifted her legs onto the bars. Pale, warm flesh stretched before Ken’s view as her skirt rose revealing her delicate crotch. Two fleshy lips encased a thin squiggly, pink flap of flesh which protruded from between them. Ken tried to look away, but Miss White gestured towards him with her finger saying, “come closer.”

He hesitantly approached. As he drew near to her exposed pussy, Miss White shifted her head uncomfortably a bit saying, “I’ll quite need to put a pillow on this table for you tomorrow.”

“There you go, get right up in here between my legs. Don’t be shy” Miss White said encouragingly as she hiked her skirt up the rest of the way such that it lay uselessly around her waist. She stared down at him across her own voluptuous body and said, “nothing to be afraid of. I just have different plumbing than you. Understand?”

Ken braced himself internally and nodded.

She continued, “It’s been decades since this old rat trap has been in use. I couldn’t put a student in this wretched thing before testing it out on myself. At least the bloody stirrups didn’t fall off as soon as my legs came to rest on them. Though, this rig is more torture than medical. A proper pillow for one’s head is what it needs.”

“I think I saw one back in the supply closet.”

“Brilliant. Go grab it and get back here quick. We don’t have much time.”

“Time for what?”

“for you to hear my secret.”

Ken felt grateful to get away as quickly as he could, but his heart dropped as he returned to see Miss White strapping her legs into the stirrups. She had them fully strapped so she couldn’t move as she called out to him asking, “do you think I’ll need to strap you down tomorrow?” Ken bit his lip as he handed over the small throw pillow to her which Miss White quickly sorted under her head saying “ah… much better. Yes, you should be quite more comfortable with this tomorrow.” She looked at him and said, “you didn’t answer my question. Do you think you’ll struggle much? I have all the appropriate straps for that if needs be. Even a gag in the closet if you plan on screaming and begging for mercy.”

“You’re going to… anesthetize me? Right?” Ken asked in terror.

“Of course.” Miss White replied with a look of disgust on her face. She nodded her head behind her saying “why would I care about a pillow if I was going to have you experience the pain of a blade splitting open your scrotum?”

“I…just… the way you described it…”

“Would be a normal human response to losing your ability to procreate. It’s not too far removed from death itself for some people. So, straps or no straps for you tomorrow?”

“I don’t need straps.”

Miss White sighed sadly saying, “the most wretched part is how damn, bloody brave you are.” A thoughtful look crossed her face as she continued, “or perhaps just acting to be. I suppose I’ll find out soon enough. You ready for my secret now? I’m very excited to make this transaction with you.”

“This isn’t your secret?”

“Not even close. Come back around between my legs while I fasten this strap down on my left arm. Be a dear and strap down my right on the way.”

Ken had given up hope of comprehending her bizarre behavior and merely followed her instructions feeling surreal déjà vu as he affixed the strap to her arm and stepped around to see her vagina once again. She said “Where was I? Yes, medical device for women. There are naturally gynecologists who specialize in women’s reproductive organs. I suppose you’ve never had a chance to meet a woman’s reproductive organs in person before. Well, don’t be shy. Come closer.”

Ken slowly drew near. He could feel the warmth of her legs spread out on either side of his body as her crotch lay bare and open in front of him. The scent of her faint, musky perfume felt overpowering this close and the surreal image of her soft flesh cutting sharp contrast against the black table and steel stirrups etched itself intensely in Ken’s mind.

“Go ahead and touch it.”

“What?” Ken asked in shock.

“I’ll be touching you plenty enough tomorrow. Go on then. How about you feel my lips first. They are surprisingly stretchy. Go ahead and open them up. You’ll see what I have underneath. If you get scared, just remember that I’m only doing this to teach you.”

With fearful trepidation, Ken lay his hands against her hot, soft flesh. She moaned lightly and he withdrew his hand in terror. She chuckled saying, “oh, don’t mind me. Those parts down there are extremely sensitive to touch.” She cocked her head to the side slightly saying, “not necessarily in a bad way. Go ahead. I gave you permission. Please, look and feel around. If you have any questions, feel free to ask. A curious student is a good student.”

Ken shook his head and said, “I think I know everything I need to know for now. Umm… thanks for showing me.”

“You really know how to hurt a girl’s feelings, Ken. You sure you don’t want to feel and see more?”

“This is starting to feel… illegal.”

“Of course, it’s illegal. People don’t have you lock the door, say ‘I’ll share my horrible dark secret with you’ and then proceed to sit down with a cuppa and talk about last week’s cricket game.”

“So, you’re secret is you have a vagina?” Ken asked, twisting up his face in confusion.

“Well, this is going swimmingly. I suppose I should expect as such from a boy. Bloody hell then, put your hands on my crotch and let me feel the warmth of your fingers at least. That’s an order from your teacher.”

Ken obediently placed his hands across the top of her labial lips and Miss White breathed out a sigh saying “Finally. Ken, it’s just a bloody vagina not a god damn pit viper. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss White.”

“Good. For a boy so brave as to casually plop his bullocks under a scalpel I’m insulted and disappointed at how you are treating me right now. It really makes me question what I believe about you. Now, you see how you’re using this table the way it was intended to be used. A woman would lie down on it, spread her legs open and a gynecologist would carefully review her vagina poking, prodding, sampling and all that.”

“Okay.”

Miss White’s voice dropped slightly as a faraway look spread across her face and she continued, “quite. And they ask you all sorts of questions about your menstrual cycle, pap smear results…” Her eyes darkened as she continued with her voice quaking “…those strange reoccurring pains you have in your lower abdomen.”

Miss White’s lower lip quivered, and she continued “bloody hell this is fucking scary. To imagine I’m going to do this to you tomorrow…” She gritted her teeth and trembled slightly.

“Do you want me to take my hands away and unstrap you?” Ken asked quietly.

Miss White sniffed back a sob and replied, “No. Keep your hands on me. The feeling of vulnerability is so god damn terrifying that it hurts, but I can’t let a teenage boy be better than me. I’m a god damn adult. If I’m going to make you do this. I have to do it.”

Ken stood quietly with his heart trembling along the glittering sharp edge of terror and empathy while his mind swam in confusion. Whatever strange land Miss White was taking him too, he had no choice now but to hang on and watch the real world disappear over the horizon behind him. After a moment, Miss White regained her composure and continued, “Quite. Sometimes, the kind, caring, pretty young woman, who had just reviewed all the tests on your reproductive organs, sits you down…”

Miss White gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut as if in agonizing pain despite the fact that Ken held his hands perfectly still. Thin trickle of tears began to flow down from the sides of her eyes as she continued “…and tells you that you will never have children.”

Ken stood quietly as Miss White sniffed back several sobs before continuing, “I wanted punch that bitch right in that pretty, little fucking face of hers. She hadn’t even done anything to me. She was just the messenger of what had already happened. I cried every god forsaken day for an entire month. I then drank for three more fucking months after that. Every wretched day. I drank so much whiskey that I barely even remember those months.”

Her body shook as she sobbed. Ken felt like he was watching a bloody trainwreck as she laid out her horrid tale. She continued, “After burning every imaginable day of time off, I walked back into my job at the castration clinic where a young man lay spread open on the same fucking type of table that I had just been on. I took one look at his delicate little balls in that soft little sac of his and…I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t do to him what had just happened to me and then turn around and keep doing it to man after man after man for the rest of my life.  I dropped my scalpel back in the tray and marched out of the room. I told the soldier on staff to take my job and shove it up her ass. That was a mistake. She clobbered me right in the back of the head as I turned to leave. I screamed as I fell to the ground. Before I could react, she fell on top of me punching me in the face and calling me a counter-revolutionary slut.”

Miss White seethed through her teeth as she continued “It was the men, Ken. The bloody, young men in the lobby waiting for me to cut their balls off. They saved me. Two of them pried her off while a third ran and got help. They almost got in trouble for it too, but one look at my face by the hospital administrator landed the soldier in jail, while I got a week in the hospital followed by getting the sack.”

Miss White swallowed hard as she sniffed back a tear. She breathed out a sigh and stared Ken intimately in the face as she spoke “I did it. I wasn’t sure I would be able to tell you all of this. Thank god I’m not as weak as I feared I would be. It would have been horrible to have been showed up by you and you’re god-damn one-word of ‘quite’ in response to never having kids.” The conflicting emotions of arousal, fear, and pity battled within Ken’s mind.

“After my face healed, I decided that if I couldn’t have children, I would want to work with children. The idea crystallized in my mind and the image of standing in a primer school room surrounded by giggling six-year-olds called to the dark, broken parts of my soul.”

Had he received no context, Ken would have scoffed at the thought. The image of the domineering and terrifying Miss White teaching little kids felt incongruous to put it lightly.

She continued, “I would have sung the alphabet with them, learned colors, bloody fingerpainted smiling stick figures with them. Oh god, the thought of sitting down with those wee ones in my lap and wrapping my arms around them in loving hugs so tight that I could forget the wretched bareness of my womb served as my only beacon of hope in those dark times. Like a woman on fire running towards a lake, I chucked the booze down the sink, double-booked all my college classes and studied my ass off day and night to get the required credentials to teach.”

Miss White frowned and continued, “and then I went to get a job. I searched. I begged. I tried everything I could and finally I found a place that would give me a job.” She gritted her teeth in anger, “I felt so happy. Right up until they crammed me in this god-forsaken hormone factory of a bloody secondary school.”

She sniffed and continued, “I wanted seven-year-olds, not seventeen-year-olds. But I was out of money and out of options. I took the job, of course. And now you are ready to hear my secret.”

“Wait? That wasn’t it?” Ken asked in confusion.

“No.” Miss White said shaking her head.

“But… that was the saddest story I’ve ever heard. You…you found out you’re infertile. You drank for months. You got beat up by a soldier. You missed out on your dream job.”

“Yes, but that’s not my secret.” Miss White said with a mirthless chuckle as she continued, “that’s just my sad and pathetic life. I want you to know it all because it explains my secret. Lean in a little closer and I’ll tell you.”

Ken leaned over her body feeling his hips press up against her crotch as his body nestled in between her legs.

“I know that you spend most of class staring at my breasts and ass.”

Ken’s face blanched as he shook his head trying to act innocent, despite the fact he already had both hands right on top of her vagina.

“Ken, I know because I’m purposefully showing my body to you. I like it when you and the other boys stare at me.” She said, as a knowing smile spread across her face.

“You… like it?”

“Why else would I wear a blouse too small and a skirt too short? Haven’t you noticed me prancing up and down the aisles in front of you boys sashaying my hips about? I wave my pointy little stick and sneer in your faces precisely because I know young men enjoy sexual domination by a woman in a position of authority. I go home every night to fill my lonely void with my vibrator as I imagine about all you boys, out there in darkened bedrooms with cocks in your hands squirting your manly juices all over your chests while dreaming about my body. I swing my hips right back into class again the next day with another button missing and my cotton skirt shrank just a little bit more from the laundry. I relish in the sensation of your prying eyes caressing my body with desire.”

Miss White sighed softly and tipped her head back saying “when I’m here, I’m no longer some barren wretch that no man would ever want. I’m not some drunken, washed-up, sacked castratrix, either. I’m not some soldier’s punching bag or an unemployable primary school teacher.”  Her chest rose and fell pressing her warm breasts against her blouse even more as she continued with a smile, “I become sex and power incarnate. An angel of glory and desire for you boys. I get to feel adored and desired. The thought of what you boys would do to even receive the privilege of running a single finger up along the inseam of my legs makes me shiver with delight.”

She leaned her head back and closed her eyes, falling quiet for a while.

Finally, she began again.

“So, now you have it. My secret. This visceral vulnerability and abject humiliation in front of one of my male students has been absolutely traumatizing, but I’m glad I did it. This is about as close as I can give you to the experience of castrating me without having any actual parts to cut off.”

“Now you owe me something Ken. You made a promise and I expect you to keep it. How do you feel about tomorrow and no ‘quite British’ rubbish this time. You already heard how I reacted to learning I’ll never have children. There’s no bloody way in hell you’ll just plop your bullocks on my desk as casual as ordering fish and chips. You just witnessed what I endured for this truth from you and so now you must pay up and speak the truth. How do you feel about tomorrow?”

Ken gritted his teeth and his voice squeaked nervously as he replied “I’m…nervous.”

“Okay. That’s a start. Elaborate.”

“I’m… actually feeling more scared about tomorrow than I did before you told me all this stuff.”

“How so?”

Ken squinted at her and asked, “how long has it been since you’ve performed a castration? Do you even know how to do one anymore?”

“Six years since I lost my job. I could perform that surgery in my sleep in my sleep. Think of it as like riding a bike.”

“Easy for you to say when I’m the bloody tires.” Ken muttered angrily.

“Do you think I’m looking forward to this?” Miss White replied firmly.

“Then why did you suggest it?”

“The class needs educated.” Miss White replied with an icy stare.

Ken bowed his head and said “I’m not trying to escape castration. I know that’s a normal part of a boy’s life and I’m looking forward to taking my place in society as an adult eunuch. That being said, please, I just want a normal, private castration in a surgical clinic. I just want what the other boys are having.”

“Why?” Miss White asked.

“You ask ‘why?” Isn’t it bloody obvious as to why I would prefer to have a normal private surgery rather than the grisly circus of my body parts you’re planning to do to me?”

“I paid to hear this answer, Ken. I paid a great deal for it so there will be no more hand-waving or stalling. Why are you nervous about tomorrow?”

“Fine. I’m afraid the girls will laugh at me.”

“Laugh, cringe, cry, vomit, plead with me to stop, cradle into fetal positions on the floor and plead with God to take them away from this universe as I hand your balls around and force them to name all the parts…”  Miss White said with malevolent anger in her voice, “I expect the prissy little bitches in this class to do all those things.”

She shook her head and said, “have you pondered why I’m doing this to you?”

“I have yet to figure out what I did that made you hate me so much.” Ken snorted at her angrily.

“Oh, I don’t hate you, Ken. Quite the opposite. I am in mind-blown awe of your bravery. I told you about how much crying and drinking I did when I lost the ability to breed, and you’re just slightly nervous about giggles from Kendra. As I lay here strapped to the table barely able to maintain my composure simply talking to you, I find that I’m needing every bit, the aid of the straps to keep me in place. Make no mistake, the coward within me wishes to flee away from your eyes and your touch. That’s why I’m growing ever more convinced that you are, fundamentally, a stronger person than I am.”

Miss White sighed and said, “I’ve never hated you, Ken. That was all an act. I didn’t care that you didn’t know the name for a squiggly little part on a piece of paper. I did care, however, that Kendra didn’t care. That is the malignancy which perpetuates this broken Queendom.”

Ken instinctively looked over his shoulder to make sure no one heard the blasphemy coming from Miss White’s mouth. She chuckled and said, “I suppose you featured me as quite the patriot. You will never meet a woman who worked a day in the castration clinic that shouts the slogans quite as loud or sings the anthems of female superiority quite so proudly. It’s easy to support genocide when you don’t have to watch the blood splatter against the wall.”

Ken squinted and asked, “but…then why me?”

“Because you were next. If it had been Bill or Jeff without an appointment, it would have been one of them.”

“That’s all?”

“You were going to lose your bullocks either way. If I wasn’t me, it would have just been some clinic nurse. The point isn’t you getting castrated. The point is teaching a classroom full of girls what castration is, up close and personal. They need to see the blood, the splatter, the horror of it all. They need to see it because…”

Miss White gritted her teeth and continued, “…because there are no little kids for me to hug and teach ABCs to anymore. The whole bloody island barely conjures enough to fill a school, much less every classroom in the country. At this rate, we have a much bigger problem than my barren heart. And it’s prissy little bitches like Kendra and her pathetic leach who support making the paternity exam harder year-after-year that will soon leave this island depopulated.”

“you plan to castrate me horrifically?”

“No. Just a normal castration is plenty jarring enough. I do, however, plan to teach those girls a lesson. It may just be a handful today, but a few more tomorrow, and more the day after that and perhaps this whole mad experiment might fall on its head so we can all be free.”

Ken looked down and smiled sadly whispering, “I would like that.”

“Me too.” Miss White replied.

A warm smile spread across her face as she prompted, “since we’ve breached the subject of illegal things, I would like to make another transaction with you? I assure you this one will be significantly more pleasant than what just transpired. No horrible back stories. No hard questions or pain. Just something that I ardently desire and am willing to pay you for.”

“What?”

“Throughout my wretched tale I’ve had the feeling of your warm hands cupping my pussy. My initial terror at feeling your touch has subsided into comfort at feeling warmth from your fingertips. My pussy now grows wet from that warmth and the revelation that I am a woman… and you are still a man.”

Ken swallowed hard. She continued, “all I want is for you to slide your right thumb back-and-forth along the top little bit of flesh between my lips. I’ll let you know if you’re in the right place or if you need to move, speed up, slow down, those fiddly little details.”

Ken frowned and asked, “that’s all?”

Miss White nodded saying “that’s all. A simple maneuver indeed, but one I don’t deserve for all the same reasons I didn’t deserve your honest answer regarding tomorrow. Do that for me and I will happily pay you back with any experience you may wish to have with my body while you still have the balls to fully enjoy it.”

“I shouldn’t. It’s ille-”

“Ken, this is the last chance you will ever have to experience full sexual pleasure. It’s a sorry waste, and I regret giving you such a short timeline as tomorrow to have your last experiences within. I hope those little girls with loaded-boy badges sewn inside their pockets have caught up to you. They are so incredibly efficient at draining the balls of our doomed boys.”

Ken’s eyes went wide as he stammered, “I…uh…I don’t know what… what you’re talking about.”

Miss White laughed saying, “Of course you have the decency to not rat the poor girl out after the kindness she paid to you. Yes, Ken, I know about their little gang, and you may have noticed I’ve done absolutely nothing to stop them. That’s because their youthful and rebellious attitude gives me hope. Still, I can give you something those girls couldn’t. You might remember from my tale the wretched fate of my infertility.”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever wondered what it feels like to have your cock deep inside a real pussy, not just Evelyn’s weak-jawed little mouth or Collette’s stretched out French ass, but inside the vagina of a real, full-grown woman? That’s one power my wretched curse affords me, the ability to bring men fully inside without fear of long-term repercussions. In exchange for a little tickle of my cunt, I’m offering you the once in a lifetime chance to experience true, vaginal sex with a full-grown woman.”

She nodded towards her body saying, “you can take me like this if you like. It would be rather interesting for a boy to fill me up while I’m strapped down and helpless. Or you can unstrap me and enjoy my body in any position you want. This will be my payment to you. You get to pick how you receive it. If you reject this offer, we’ll just have to sit out the rest of detention in awkward silence. However, laying here with my pussy spread open before your probing eyes, I yearn to teach you what I feel like on the inside. I hate the thought of you growing old and contemplating till it drives you mad what would have happened if you had.”

Ken thought about it for a while then he answered…

…with his thumb.

The effect came immediately as Miss White thrust her head back saying “Oh, thank god! Thank you so much, Ken.” She began panting as he felt slick flesh glide beneath the tip of his thumb.  An unusual aroma, something a mix between musk and fruit which he had smelled lightly before in the background of her perfume, wafted towards his nose and he grew aware that he now smelled her womanhood. Whatever slickly, meaty-sweet aroma served as the marker of her sex now pervaded his nostrils deeply. Ken only vaguely paid attention to the odor as an utterly unimaginable transformation seemed to be overcoming Miss White as he felt her crotch tremble and shake. He glanced over at the stirrups and noticed her leg muscles quivering and tensing against the straps.

“I’m not hurting you, am I?” Ken asked, in slight concern.

Miss White gasped and panted back “Oh, no…no, no, no Ken. You are not hurting me. Quite the opposite.”

“You’re…enjoying this?” Ken asked slowly. He had heard about women enjoying pleasure with each other, but he never imagined that, as a boy, he would actually be able to achieve pleasuring a woman much less the normally terrifying Miss White.

“Beginners luck, you found my clitoris right away…” Miss White giggled maniacally, but then stifled it with a moan as Ken shifted his thumb lightly unintentionally driving all capacity for higher thoughts out of her brain. As she recovered, she said “…maybe you have been paying attention in class. You’re controlling my sexual pleasure like an expert.”

Ken smiled lightly at the compliment. “Really?” He asked as he wiggled his thumb a little faster making Miss White whimper as her whole body shuddered, “slow…slow…down…” She begged. He obliged but kept his thumb moving as she let out a shuttering gasp saying, “yes…yes… I want to enjoy the journey. I want to enjoy finding out where you’re going to take me next on this pleasure journey. I love not knowing what part of my body will shiver uncontrollably or how the butterflies in my stomach explode into fireworks at your touch. Oh, god, I wish I had something else to pay you with. I would give anything to feel your slick, wet tongue on my clit.”

Ken’s mind whirred. His stomach churned at the thought of putting his tongue against her vagina thought he had heard tales of men who enjoyed doing as such for unknown reasons. More importantly, he now had the rare opportunity to have power over Miss White.

“Anything?” Ken asked ominously.

“Oh, shit… don’t…it’s unfair.” Miss White whimpered and begged. “Don’t make me agree to anything in this state. Please. I’m begging you.”

“can you do something for me tomorrow?”

“I have to castrate you. I’m as locked into my role as you are yours. God knows those little bitches in class would turn me in if I reneged on my promise.”

“I know that. I have a different request.”

Miss White rolled her head weakly to the side and looked down at Ken with eyes that glistened along the edge of consummate desire and abject fear.

Her voice quaked as she whimpered and asked, “what is it?”

“Don’t make Jessica watch.”

“Jessica?”

“Yes, Jessica. Promise me you will go easy on her tomorrow. Don’t make her watch me up close or anything. In exchange, I’ll lick your clitoris.”

“Be fair to me.” Miss White pleaded.

“What do you mean?”

“Stop with your thumb.”

Ken pulled his thumb back but kept his hands pressed against the now swollen, hot flesh of her labial lips. Miss White’s breasts heaved up and down as she panted.

“Okay… I just need a second to think clearly.” She panted out.

“And?” Martin asked.

“You’re god damn lucky that I love kids more than the queendom. You just bloody told me who your Trade gang girlfriend is.”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Kind of obvious whose getting your loaded patch when you’re done with it though, innit?”

“What if I just wanted to protect her for trying to help me with epididydom…er…us?” Ken cringed regretting his decision to risk saying the word again.

Miss White blew out a sigh and muttered, “how low have I sunk?”

She finally said, “I agree to your terms. But don’t you dare say a damn thing tomorrow. You are as bad at lying as you are at naming testicle parts. Let me handle it. I will make sure that Jessica is punished by not being allowed to watch. That is what the other girls must see.  No glancing at her, no blowing kisses, no making hearts with your hands, nothing to indicate she is getting special treatment or anything romantic is on between you two. Got it? Otherwise, you’ll be the one watching as they cut her arms and legs off to hang from the tower.”

“I understand.”

Miss White groaned and said, “bloody hell. Your tongue game better be fucking brilliant for me to pull such brazen shenanigans in class.”

Ken quietly knelt. He felt as if his entire body was encased in the space between her hot, powerful, trembling smoothly voluptuous legs as her wide hips and open crotch spread before him. Quiet trepidation filled his heart as the smell grew more intense when he grew near. For what it was worth, he was getting a very up close and educational view on ‘what girls have’ between their legs and a part of him felt grateful for that. The idea that his cock would soon be inside this treasured hole excited him significantly more than merely sticking his tongue into it. Still, being this close to Miss White’s most treasured body part made his cock raise a quiet little tent inside his trousers.

As he drew near to the wet, hot pussy, he pulled gently on either side of the lips spreading it open revealing a complicated arrangement of more lips and squiggly flesh beneath which a small hole tucked along further down. He pondered if she wanted him to stick his tongue deep into the hole, it looked kind of hard to reach even with her spread-open like this. He gritted his teeth and whispered, “for you, Jess.”

The taste made him want to gag but the nearly instantaneous screams from somewhere further up the table really took him off guard. Miss White’s voice broke in and out as she shrieked and whispered, “God Yes! Bloody fucking worth it. Oh, God, Ken, don’t stop!”

Ken dug deep and kept licking trying to focus on anything other than the musky flavor as Miss White’s body shook violently and she warbled incoherent words blended with animalistic moans until a full-on scream emanated from her lips.  Her body convulsed violently pressing hard against the straps. Ken gave a few more licks for good measure as the storm of her orgasm slowly subsided. He slowly rose back to his feet and looked down across the seemingly melted figure of Miss White. It almost appeared as if she had deflated as she gasped and panted with her body sprawled open helplessly with her mouth gaped open and her eyes rolled back in her head.

Ken blinked in surprise as he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. There would be no easy way to get that musky taste out of his mouth or the smell of sweet meat blended with something more pheromonal out of his nostrils. Still, a smile spread across his face as he looked across his accomplishment. “This must be how Jessica felt” He muttered.

“Huh?” Miss White weakly murmured.

“Nothing” Ken stammered.

“You’re thinking about Jessica, aren’t you?” Miss White teased with a sex drunken giggle.

“I didn’t say anything.” Ken said looking away nervously.

Miss White smiled broadly and continued “Ken, look at me.”

Ken looked back at where Miss White lay sprawled open and sweaty across the castration table. She smiled at him and said, “do I taste like the kind of woman to turn your girlfriend over to the cops?”

Ken gritted his teeth and held his silence. She continued, “you did right by her. Bloody hell did you ever. I’m a woman of my word and you paid me well to secure her protection. First thing tomorrow morning I’ll send her down to principles office. I’ll make some rubbish reason to dismiss her which will take the whole class period. She won’t have to see any of your epididymis at all. You happy with that?”

“Yes. Thank you.”

Miss White cocked an eyebrow and said coyly, “I also owe you something else. Do you want to collect it now, with me spread open on the table like this?”

“It won’t stop what happens for Jessica tomorrow, though, right? You’ll still protect her?”

Miss White moaned and spoke wistfully, “I quite wish I had someone who loved me even half as much as you love that little girl. No, Ken, you can still come inside me, and I’ll protect your girlfriend tomorrow.”

“Don’t you need time to reset?”

Miss White chuckled, “that’s a boy thing. I’m a woman, if you haven’t noticed. We don’t need to wait to get our cocks back up hard again after sex. I’m ready to go now.”

Ken ran his hands along her smooth, supple legs staring up across her pale flesh. She lay there naked from the waist down, but her upper half still enjoyed the protection of clothing. That coupled with the shear awkwardness of their respective locations made him reconsider having her strapped down as she was.

“I can have you… any way I like, right?”

“Vaginally” Miss White said with a hint of firmness in her voice.

“Yes, but any way I like vaginally, right?”

“Of course.”

“Can I have you completely naked?”
 

Miss White frowned lightly and replied, “Yes. That would be allowed.”

Ken smiled as he began undoing the strap around one of her legs. She said, “But, wouldn’t you like me like this? You can take me right now as I am, while I’m strapped down and helpless to defend myself against your masculine powers.”

Ken shook his head and said “if I’m only getting this one chance to have sex, I’m going to make the most of it. I don’t want to just be inside your vagina, I want the whole experience. I want to be wrapped up in your arms with your naked body pressed against mine. I want to finally get a chance to feel those massive breasts of yours that you’ve been taunting me with for the past three years. That is…”

“…as long as this doesn’t stop you from helping Jessica.”

Miss White rolled her eyes and said “no, no, I’ll still help Jessica if you have sex with me naked. It’s too bad. Being strapped down and helpless in front of a loaded boy was making me horny as hell, but I suppose I should give you a proper fuck as your promised payment.”

In short order, Ken had freed Miss White from the table, and she stood up alongside it straightening out her skirt and smoothing her shirt down a little bit to make herself look like a proper lady before submitting her body to a teenager for improper activities. She looked at Ken as he stood before her and shrugged with a crooked smile on her face as she said “alright then, Ken. As promised, I’m your sex toy for the rest of detention. What would you like to do with me?”

Ken stepped in close, and she felt the heat of his body. Despite him being younger, she couldn’t help but feel a little intimidated by him as he stood a few inches taller than her. She swallowed hard as he looked down into her eyes. Miss White wondered what it would be like to be in the presence of a man, not just a boy of about eighteen but a real, life honest-to-god man with his balls still attached. Her heart began to speed up its beating as Ken stared at her silently for a moment. She felt the force of his eyes upon her, and the intensity of his gaze completely mismatched anything she had experienced before in class. Whereas those vain stares had felt like puerile naivete of little boys looking at something they simultaneously feared and desired, here Ken had no fear. The thought that she was about to experience what one of her boys would do to her if they got her alone. A crippling fear began to wriggle its way through her mind.

Would he actually hurt her?

She chased the fear away. Ken may have been many things, but he wasn’t stupid or vengeful. In a sane and rational world, he should hurt her. She was, after all, about to hurt him and very badly but the United Queendom did not occupy a sane and rational world. Here he was expected to quietly give away the very fundamental power of human procreation without hesitation or resistance. The very same power she had spent months crying and drinking over the loss of, he was expected to treat as apathetically as the removal of an appendix or the pulling of a rotten tooth. 

She watched him raise his hands and place them on her shoulder. She felt the tender warmth of his fingers through her thin, cotton blouse and her breath began to turn slightly ragged as she looked into his eyes. She desperately tried to hold back her emotions but the humanity of what passed between their gazes made looking at his face the same as staring at the sun. She stared at a boy that she was going to sexually ruin before he even reached his nineteenth birthday, not just that but humiliate and mutilate in front of all his friends and peers. Suddenly the reason she wanted him to just pop his trousers and fuck her body as she lay bound on the table burned into her psyche like a hot knife through flesh. She didn’t dare face the raw, human existence of Ken and yet here he was, looking directly into her face. No snarky words, no whipping stick, no dominatrix glare, no showing of tits and ass, no formality of teacher-student relationship, not even the natural order of women over men could protect Brianna White from the pain of guilt she felt in his presence in that moment.

“I’m so sor-” she began to whisper, her voice quavering between regret and terror, but he cut her off asking “can I kiss you?”

She blinked at him in surprise. “You…you want to kiss…me?”

“I’ve never kissed a woman before.”

Brianna pursed her lips and took this in thoughtfully before nodding and saying “yes…uh…yeah, you can kiss me.”

He knelt in and she tipped her head to the side feeling the warmth of his breath against her face before his warm lips pressed against her own. She breathed in the soft scent of his aftershave lotion as his lips danced along with her own becoming one in each other’s embrace as they drank sweetly from each other’s mouths. Unable to restrain her desire any longer, she reached up and wrapped her own arms around his waist pulling his young body in close for a hug as they kissed. A dream faintly played within her mind in the space of that kiss, but brutal reality intruded in on it once again throwing into light that she held a human being, same as herself, within her arms and on her lips. Ken didn’t deserve what she was going to do to him tomorrow, but he was going to taste the bitter steel of a scalpel’s blade none the less. In that instant, all the extremely ethical reasons as to why she quit her job as a castratrix flooded into her mind.

She broke the kiss and blubbered “I’m so sorry for what I’m going to do to you tomorrow.” She gasped on the edge of tears and strangely heard him shushing her as she continued, “boys shouldn’t be fucking castrated. No one should be castrated. It’s bloody fucking mental to take sex away from someone.”

He hugged her in close as she continued “oh god, Ken, other than that little gang girl’s blow job, have you had a chance to enjoy sex at all?”

“I’m about to, aren’t I?”

“Yes, yes…” Brianna whispered back breathily as he released his hold of her. He ran his hands down along the inseam of her shirt tracing the ‘V’ of the neck of it caressing his fingers sweetly along the exposed upper parts of her breast sliding them in towards the apex of her cleavage.

“Yes, please, have them.” Brianna said as his fingers came to the central button holding the top part of her blouse shut. She looked up at him panting and asked quietly, “did you ever masturbate while thinking about my breasts?” Ken gritted his teeth, but she wrapped her hands around his hips and pressed saying “Ken, I’m hoping you did. I like to think that I helped you enjoy some sexual pleasure over these past few years, even if it was as a remote fantasy.” Ken nodded saying “pretty much every night since my starting year at this school.”

“Oh, thank god. You did get to enjoy some sexual pleasure. Go ahead, open my shirt up and see them fully. Touch and taste them as much as you like. It won’t make up for the lost lifetime of sexual experiences you’re facing from tomorrow but at least I can give you…”

She gasped as she felt his fingers work open her blouse spreading it apart revealing her breasts encased in her lacey bra. She smiled as a hungry, sex-starved gaze spread across his face. She finished her sentence whispering out “…me.”

She let go and folded her arms back a little bit as he slid her open blouse over her shoulders. She let it fall clean off from her body crumpling somewhere down on the ground behind her as she said “everything you’ve ever dreamed of doing with my breasts, now’s your chance to make it come true. Here…” She reached behind her back and unhooked her bra saying “I’ll just take this off for you so you can now get…” She felt the firm embrace of the cloth cups holding her breasts in place fall away as she continued “…to see my breasts fully.” She watched his face for any reaction and a languid expression rested their as he brought his hands up to them. He glanced up at her face as if asking permission and she nodded saying “go ahead. You can touch them as much as you like.” She felt the palms of his hands lift up her breasts providing delicious feeling warm support to them as his fingers wrapped sensually around the sides of them. She sighed and leaned in towards him with a smile saying, “oh, yes, Ken. You can feel me.” 

“They’re so soft, almost liquid.” Ken murmured into her ear.

Miss White smiled as he massaged her breasts sweetly. He then ducked his head and she felt tingles of pleasure as he brought her sensitive little nipple into his wet, warm mouth and suckled on it with his tongue. She watched him do this with a strange sense of detachment for a moment before saying wistfully “I’ll never get to use my breasts to feed a child.” He looked up at her from where he suckled at her nipple, and she smiled saying “at least I can use them to feed the sexual desires of a young man.”

She gasped as he suckled at her with renewed gusto for a moment before releasing his suckling and shifting his head towards her other breast in a spirit of fairness between right and left. She put her arms lightly on his back and shifted her chest bringing it closer to him so that he may pay to one nipple the same attention he had paid to the other. Creeping desire began to wheedle its way through her body as he suckled at her breast, and she moved her arms slowly bringing them to her skirt. With a wiggle of her hips and a slip of her thumbs, she slid the skirt down and off from her body letting it fall in a crumpled heap about her ankles leaving her pale, nude frame exposed to the very boy who had dreamed of such a day for years now.

He released the suckling of her nipple, and she smiled broadly as she felt his probing eyes longingly caress her naked body. She breathlessly waited for him to say something. Some twisted, self-hating part of her expected the words ‘so this is the broken body which can never bear a child’ to leave his lips but obviously no horny teenager would speak such a thing to a voluptuous and naked woman no matter how much of her humiliating past he knew. He spoke not with his words, but with his hands as his fingers traced soft circles along her breasts before sliding sweetly down along her abdomen to sweetly caress her thighs bringing a soft moan to her lips. As he slid his hand in between her legs she felt his firm thumb rising along the deliciously sensitive tissue of her inseam growing ever closer to her hungry vagina.

As his touch played about with her body, Brianna started to feel like a horny teenager herself. Unable to restrain her desire, she pressed lithe fingers against his chest and began working away at the buttons opening up her access to his body. As Ken’s fingers found her womanhood she groaned and whispered “Oh, Ken, I can’t wait to share my body with you. You’re going to love being inside me so much.”

“Have you done this before with a man?”

Brianna bit her lip and held her silence as her fingers moved more slowly on his buttons.

She bowed her head slightly and Ken sensed her trepidation as he continued, “ohh… sorry. Forget I said anything at all.”

“My husband, well, ex-husband had worked hard to pass the paternity exam and wasn’t going to waste his precious sperm on a barren woman. He divorced me the same day my health results came back in.”

“I didn’t mean to bring up a bad memory.”

Brianna took this in thoughtfully and replied “I suppose if you consider the entire breadth and scope of time, all memories are bad. Loved ones die. Careers are lost. Friends move away. But if you focus on the good parts, not just the end, then there can be good memories as well. We loved each other madly and I had such wonderful life with him up until that point.”

She looked back up at him and continued unbuttoning his shirt as she spoke, “he left with my blessing. I told him to go find a woman who could bear a proper baby for him. He hugged me and then I helped him pack to leave.”

“Then you cried for a month.”

“…and drank for three more.” Brianna said sadly.

“But, before that…” She continued as she pulled Ken’s shirt open revealing his hairy chest. She placed a hand in the middle and ran it slowly up his sternum feeling the fine hairs tickle her palm as she spoke “I do have good memories with him. I loved having sex with him. Sometimes we would spend entire weekends without ever putting our clothes back on. We would shag around the clock only stopping sometimes to eat, shower, or sleep. It was the most amazing time of my life.” She looked up into Ken’s eyes and smiled saying “it’s been a long time for me. You’ve already given me more sexual pleasure than I’ve experienced in years just by using your tongue. I’m looking forward to bringing you inside. My ex-husband always said it felt incredible, as a man, to feel your cock completely enveloped within a woman’s body.”

She slid her hand down his chest and unfastened his pants letting them slide open. He took of his jacket and shirt the rest of the way and let them crumple to the floor while she busied herself freeing his bulging cock from its cloth entrapment. As it sprung out, she gave a broad smile and a little giggle. “God how I’ve missed the sight of cock.” She wistfully as she wrapped her warm fingers around the veiny shaft bringing a desirous moan to Ken’s mouth.

Her other hand reached up between his legs and cradled his balls between her fingers. He gasped but she whispered “shhh… I’m not going to hurt these until I have to tomorrow. Okay? I have a better use for them tonight.” She shimmied lightly as she massaged his manhood then bit her lower lip. She said “I have so, so many ideas of what we can do but this your treat. Your call. Your decision. How would you like to be inside me?”

“I…I’m not sure…umm…” Ken stammered weakly feeling his heart pound in his chest and the blood rush away from the head on his shoulders to the one between his legs. He swallowed hard and put his hands on Miss White’s shoulders to steady himself. Something about this simple act felt even more intimate than the sweet little hand-job she was doing on his manhood. A strange sense of trust filled him, and he panted out “I… I’m sorry… I don’t even know what my options are. I never even thought I… would get to have sex.” He looked into her eyes and continued, “what do you suggest?”

Miss White’s eyes flashed in surprise for a second before her calm demeanor returned, “good questions for a virgin to ask.”  She let go of his cock and wrapped her warm hands around his thighs pulling him in closer to her. Ken felt his cock slide in along her inner thigh between her legs as her beautiful warm breasts pressed in deliciously soft and warm against his chest. She licked her lips and whispered “let’s start with the first question. There’s missionary, reverse cowgirl, doggy, spoon, or you could just bend me over a desk and shag me from behind.”

“Shagging from behind?” Ken asked.

Miss White pouted and shrugged saying “well, yes. You can reach inside me but it’s not quite the immersive experience I would like to give you though.”

“What would be?” Ken asked as he felt her hot breath against his neck and smelled her sweet perfume intensify along with the familiar scent of her womanhood. His cock hungrily trembled pressing lightly against her labial lips. If their heights had been reversed, he could have shagged her right then and there standing up, but she was shorter, and the angle was bad for penetration.

“Do you trust me to guide you?” Miss White asked in a breathy whisper.

“Yes.”

“Really? Even though you know that I’m a woman. I’m your natural enemy. You also know what I’ll do to you tomorrow.”

“You… you don’t seem like you want to hurt me now.” Ken replied softly.

Miss White smiled and closed her eyes saying “It’s probably because hormones are pulsing through you so hard right now that you would agree to anything to get laid. I’ll still treasure these few precious moments in which I have the trust of a boy.” She sighed and continued, “A trust I don’t deserve. I’ve destroyed the sex of so many boys like yourself. I’ve sang the damn anthems. I’ve belittled men. I’ve hurt men.”  She looked off sadly for a moment before Ken said, “you had no choice. I don’t hate you for what you had to do.”

She looked up at him softly and to her shock he reached up and gently stroke her cheek saying “I don’t care about the women versus men thing. You’re not my enemy right now.”

Miss White closed her eyes and rested her face into his hand. He felt her breasts slide down against him as the tightness she had been carrying released.

“How the hell did you do that?” she murmured.

“Do what?”

“Heal my broken old heart?”

She smiled at him, and he pulled her face in for a sweet and sensual kiss. The sensation felt electrifying as her warm, voluptuous body pressed up against his firm, tight body bringing shivers to them both. As she broke the kiss, Miss White quietly said “lay on the demonstration table. Ignore the stirrups, just lay across it normally.” Her voice turned firm and determined as she continued “Just lay down face up. I will do everything in my womanly powers to keep you in paradise as intense and as long as I possibly can.”

Cold, hard epoxy pressed against his back as Ken slid up onto the table. Before him, the stirrups he would soon wear stretched up and outward on either side. He slid further up the table, however, so that his legs lay completely flat upon the surface itself and the pillow lay beneath his head. He looked up at the drop ceiling overhead and pondered whether it would look ominous and threatening tomorrow. Miss White’s breasts and then her face obscured his view as she leaned in saying “maybe it will be less traumatic if you have at least one happy memory of this table.” He lay still as she climbed up on top of the table deliciously spreading her soft, warm body over him like a powerful and sensual shelter which protected him from the cold air of the classroom. He felt her knees press against either side of his thighs as she straddled over him, and his cock flexed skyward smelling her pussy so close and yet just out of reach. She lay her elbows down on either side of his head as her face drew near and she smiled at him. “this is good. Maybe I don’t deserve it, but I like the thought of watching your eyes as I give you everything you could ever want to receive from a woman.” Ken’s body buzzed with desperate desire as he felt her nipple rub sweetly against him as she slowly shifted her body forward and back already getting into a thrust rhythm even though he wasn’t with in her.

He felt her shift and she reached her hand down between their legs grabbing hold of his cock and pointing it upwards towards herself. “Hold onto my hips.” She whispered to him. He placed his hands gently on her hips, marveling at how incredibly wide they were relative to his own slender frame. He wrapped his fingers around them and felt the soft, rounded flesh of her warm buttocks compress slightly under his grip. Miss White gritted her teeth and shifted her hips back and forth a bit while shifting his cock around in her grasp until he felt her warm, wet labial lips kissing the smooth tip of his cock.

“Okay, ready?” She asked him.

“Yes.” He whispered breathlessly.

She let go of his cock letting her warm labial lips sweetly hold it in place firm and ready to penetrate her womanly core as she brought her hand back up and stroked Ken’s cheek saying, “look into my eyes.”

Ken obeyed, seeing the warm, languid stare on her face. She continued, “we break the law together. You pull down, and I’ll lower my hips. Neither of us gets to be innocent on this step. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“on the count of three…”

“One…

Two…

Three…”

Somehow the surreal image of standing beneath a waterfall flooded Ken’s mind as the warm, sensual body of Miss White swallowed his cock in to the most secret and magical places of her womanly core.

“Oh, my god, how I’ve missed this feeling.” Miss White muttered with a soft moan.

Ken instinctively let his head fall back with the incredible sensation of pleasure, but Miss White threaded her fingers into his hear and sweetly cradled his head back up to look at her. Her hips now rested fully atop his body with her warm, fleshy buttocks compressed in his grip and her sweet, titillating breasts resting heavily on his chest. Ken could not imagine any greater feast of skin than the touch he received in that moment from her. Her body felt massive, not like she was particularly any larger than her normal size but rather the outsized sensation of pleasure coming at him from every ecstasy-inducing sensation of touch as he pressed against and inside the very body that he had so often dreamed about just seeing. Like a child lost in a wonderland paradise, Ken couldn’t make up his mind as to what to do next. Should he reach up and play with her breasts? Should he suckle on them? Should he massage her buttocks? Would she grow angry if he playfully spanked them? Should he thrust his cock inside her until his cum filled her body to the brim?

For the moment, she seemed content to merely hold him deep and powerful inside her hungrily delicious body and being on top her vote mattered most of all. 

“Incredible, innit?” Miss White purred at him sensually.

“Yes, Miss White.”

“Ken, when you’re balls-deep inside a girl, you can call her Brianna.”

Ken looked meekly up into her warm face and whispered “Yes, Brianna.”

Her lips parted slightly, and she leaned in giving him a sweet kiss.

“This feels incredible for me too. It’s not quite as exciting as getting railed by you while strapped down spread-eagle and vulnerable, but the warm, filling sensation of your cock deep inside my body is incredibly comforting and erotic. I do have some questions, just to make sure this is the best experience I can possibly provide you which is what I promised. How close are you to cumming?”
 

Ken gritted his teeth, but she ducked her head in and playfully nuzzled his face slightly with her upturned little nose saying “just be honest, okay. I’m holding perfectly still because I don’t want to bring you too quickly. But if I…” She shifted her body forward slightly retracting his cock slightly from her deliciously wet hole before settling back down letting him feel the warm ripples of her smooth muscle lined pussy caress his cock as it slid back into place around it. Ken’s head fell back, and his mouth flung open as he gasped out a weak whimpering moan as raw sexual pleasure coursed through his veins.

“Ohh…. You’re that close. Won’t do too much of that just yet then.” Brianna said. Ken’s eyes lay plastered wide open at her as his balls ached desperately for release. She could see the tense desire in his stare as she whispered “my ex-husband always said that before he squirted his load touching my skin felt electrifying, like every sensation tickled with pure energizing pleasure. But after shooting his load, my body just felt like normal skin, warm and comforting perhaps, but it had lost the spark of sexuality that he had before. He could get it back after a long period of time to rest up and reset but we don’t have much longer left in your detention. Right now, I can tell by the look on your face every part of this experience is incredible to you.”

Ken nodded weakly as she continued “So I’m going to take you on a little tour first, let you have some fun with my body. At the end, I’ll finish you off by thrusting against you a few times and letting your aching, blue balls empty their salty, sticky load deep inside me. That way you can experience everything while it still feels exhilarating to you. Good plan?”

“Yes.”

“We’ve kissed lips several times, but have you ever kissed a girl’s neck?”

“Not yet.”

Brianna knelt in and shared a warm, sensual kiss with him on his lips before arching her head back exposing her slender neck before him. At her invitation, Ken leaned in and kissed lightly across the side of her neck. Every touch with his lips felt flush with pulsations of her warm, life-sustaining blood flowing urgently through delicate veins. For her part, Brianna moaned lightly at his kisses before giggling at the tickling sensation and saying, “go ahead and kiss my neck deep.”

The surreal experience of leaving a trail of saliva on the elegant neck of such a beautiful woman made Ken’s mouth quiver but the submissive sigh she let out as he felt her breasts rest down onto him let Ken know that some deep, primal part of Brianna enjoyed this deep kiss across the delicate flesh of her jugular in ways no words could ever describe. Her body shivered as she muttered “oh, god I want to grind on you so badly but there’s more for you to explore.” She lifted herself up onto her forearms letting her soft, titillating breasts fall fully towards Ken’s face. Through the simple magic of gravity, she seemed even more buxom than usual and taking her cue Ken caught her breasts in his hand alternating between suckling them and pressing his face between them letting the delicious, warm flesh of her womanhood surround his face such that he saw nothing save for her womanly features. She purred and whispered words of encouragement through this adventure giving Ken the permission he never expected to receive to explore her body. At long last, she lowered herself down once more laying more parallel to him as she whispered in his ear “hold onto my buttocks.” Ken slid his hands down along and held onto her as she shifted her body a bit getting into position. She reached up and brushed a strand of hair out of his face as she said, “magical, right? Just my body but it will soon put you in paradise. Are you ready to go?”

“Yes.” Ken whispered out shivering in anticipation.  


Brianna licked her lips and said, “give me a kiss and hold it so we can kiss your virginity goodbye together.” 

Ken tilted his head to the side and Briana leaned in giving him a deep, open mouth kiss sliding her tongue into his mouth. At the same moment, she began rhythmically shifting her hips forward and back sending rivulets of pleasure spreading outward from his cock same as damp rivulets of her languid, womanly juices began to flow down his cock and across his balls and thighs. Ken began to pull back so he could gasp for air, but Brianna allowed no such thing even going so far as to shake her head slightly and catch him eye to eye as she deepened the passion of her kiss massaging his tongue with her own as her body massaged his cock. Pleasure welled up within Ken and he could hold it back no further. In one final act, Brianna took one hand and reached around behind herself sliding it up between Ken’s legs and cupping his taught, trembling balls in her warm palm. This pushed him over the edge, and he moaned loudly into Brianna’s mouth as his cock squirted sticky, hot seed deep inside her womb filling her pussy up as she held onto his balls keeping them warm and pleasured throughout the entire ecstatic explosion. At long last Brianna broke the kiss gasping for breath herself as animalistic grunts escaped Ken’s mouth into the sex-heated space against her neck. She held on and kept pumping with her hips but slower now as he began to come down from the most powerfully orgasmic experience he had ever experienced in his life.

As they lay there trembling and staring into one another’s eyes, Ken realized that Brianna still clung onto his testicles. She didn’t squeeze or harm them, rather just seemed to be holding them close in her warm fingers. “I think I’m going to miss these more than you are.” She muttered absentmindedly before releasing her grasp and bringing her arm back up to support herself. Her breasts shifted up and down against his expanding chest as they panted seemingly in unison. There were so many things Ken wanted to say to her but only two words came from his mouth.

“Thank you.”

She smiled and said, “I’m pretty sure that was the most amazing orgasmic experience I could ever give a man.” She looked up at the wall and pouted saying, “your after-school detention is over.”

“I…uh… understand.”
 

Brianna smiled sadly and placed a warm hand on his chest saying “the next time we meet, I won’t be nice to you. I’ll put you on this table and destroy the very parts of your body that we just enjoyed together. I want you to know, my meanness is all an act. As for everything else…well… I’m sorry.”

“For the last time, it’s okay. You’ve given me this incredible experience. It’s more than I ever thought I would receive.” She sat up and looked down across their naked bodies conjoined together at the hip. Already she could feel his pleasured cock shrinking back to a flaccid state inside her body. She patted his chest and said “quite.”

“That’s all you have to say is ‘quite’?” Ken asked.

Miss White flashed a cheeky smile as she lifted herself off of him letting his saturated cock flop down as she slid off the table replying “what can I say? I’m British.”

“How was school today?”

Ken tried to not look like a deer caught in a pair of headlights as he looked across the entryway to where his mom sat in the kitchen sipping on some tea. A tight-crimped set of blonde curls ringed her head and she wore cozy-looking, over-sized purple sweater and dark brown slacks.

“It was okay.” He replied quietly.

“You’re home late.” She replied scrunching up her nose slightly in a suspicious manner.

“Quite.”

Silence passed between them.

“May I ask why?” She pressed.

“I… I got detention.”
 

“Oh. Was it because you were fighting some other boy or bothering some girl?” She asked with a strange hint of apathy in her voice.

“Um… not paying attention in class.” Ken replied.

“That’s… all?” His mom asked.

Ken shrugged.

“Was it because you were distracted by a girl?”

“Uh… no.” Ken answered.

His mom nodded and nervously sipped at her tea for a moment before continuing, “quite.”

“I’m going to be participating in a live demonstration tomorrow, in biology, that is.” Ken said.

“Really?”

“Yeah, um, a live castration.”

Her eyes shot wide open, and she nearly spat out her tea. She quickly sat the cup back down and her face contorted as she looked at him aghast asking “you mean… tomorrow?”

“Quite.”

She looked down sadly at her tea and pouted for a bit before gesturing with her head saying, “come have a cuppa with me.”

Ken squinted at this. Normally, he would silently slink off to his room to be alone with his homework and his thoughts while his mother sat alone with hers. She had never invited him to have tea with her and pondering at her reasons for doing so made him feel a growing pain of coldness within his stomach. Did she somehow know about his recent adventures?

“I…uh…I got some homework I need to do.” Ken lied.

His mom took this in thoughtfully before saying “Ken…”

“Yes.”

“Come here.”

Like a doomed man to the gallows, Ken set his stuff down and sullenly walked back into the kitchen with his mom. She nodded to the chair opposite herself and said “sit.”

Ken obeyed.

“Am I to understand that the biology teacher at your school intends to display your… let’s say… parts to the entire class?”

Ken nodded.

“And… this is… legal?” his mom asked slowly.

“I guess so. Otherwise, she wouldn’t do it. Right? I mean, it’s not sexual. It’s just a castration.”

His mom cringed lightly at the word ‘sexual’ but regained her composure saying “quite.”

She blew out a sigh and continued “I… I don’ know…” She shook her head seemingly searching for the words to say.

“I had to lose them anyhow.”

His mom held up a hand saying “I know, I know… just…” She looked around as if checking to make sure they were alone before leaning in and asking quietly “are you going to be okay with this?”

Ken looked back at her thoughtfully for a second before shrugging.

“I suppose that makes sense. Luckily, boys don’t have emotions the way girls do. Still, I always thought you would be clipped in a clinic. A private little surgery with a castratrix, rather akin to getting your wisdom teeth removed, and then let you spend a weekend relaxing on the couch with an icepack. I just can’t help but imagine being brought to the front of the class, taking your pants off, and being laid open on a table in front of all your classmates… oh my god, if that was me, I would be mortified.” She shook her head saying, “sounds bloody terrifying.” She reached across the table and grabbed onto his hand with her own. He looked down at it. Something about physically being touched by his mother felt wrong. She rarely did that, and he looked back up across her arm to see a misplaced look of empathy on her face. “Are you absolutely sure you will be, okay?”

“Does it matter if I am or am not.” Ken spoke honestly.

His mother’s face fell, and she released his hand. She took another drink of her tea swallowing down the hot, bitter herbal brew along with her emotions. “I remember when the ultrasound tech told me I had a boy inside my womb.”

“Ultrasound?”

“Hard to find these days but there were still a few, older working units back then. I remember how she spat the word out at me and suggested I go ahead and abort you and try again for a girl.” His mother’s hand shook lightly as she took another drink of tea before she continued “I told her I would have to think about it. I went home that night and lay in my bed holding my hand over my belly. My stomach churned in nausea at the thought of a penis growing inside of my body.” His mother’s voice tensed as she cringed at the thought. She shuddered and continued, “Still… you were alive. I had gotten the sperm I needed and now a whole new person, a new human being was alive and inside me. I knew what I should have done but…” His mom trembled lightly as she looked intimately into Ken’s face saying “…I couldn’t bring myself to kill you. It felt wrong to betray the very creation within me just because it had a few bits of wrong plumbing.” She sighed and said “then you were born. I had been told the entire time what to expect with a boy.” She looked down at her tea and continued “I tried to hate you. I knew I was supposed to. But… when I looked into your tiny little face… I just couldn’t.”

She leaned her head back and continued “I suppose it will be quite alright. You never were anything like what I had been warned to expect.” She looked down at him and said, “have you even started a fight in your life?” Ken shook his head. She continued “bothered any girl? Stared at her? Tried to touch her? Anything like that?” Ken shook his head. His mom smiled wryly saying “maybe those parts of you don’t work anyhow and all these worries I’ve been filled with my entire life are bloody rubbish.”

“Mom?”

“Yes?”

“Did you ever love me?”

Again, she nonsensically looked over her shoulder as if she expected to see Queen Emily Lorncraft staring at them with a cavalcade of soldiers lined up at the ready to punish any counter-revolutionary words which left her lips. Satisfied that they were alone in their kitchen, she leaned in close and whispered to him…

“…as much as I ever could.”

Ken felt his eyes begin to glisten as his mother’s face returned to a more formal tone. She leaned back up and continued “I suppose I should be grateful. After tomorrow, you’ll be a eunuch. And I’ll be able to…” She trailed off pursing her lips for a moment before continuing “…think of you as just a person. Not worry about you being a boy.” She shook her head and continued blowing out a sigh saying almost robotically as she forced the whirling emotions out of her mind and accepted the government’s plan for her son’s life, “a simple fix. That’s all it is. Your biology teacher has saved us the worry of the clinic schedules. Perhaps it is greedy to hope for less theatrics about the whole ordeal, but I suppose she has her reasons.”

“quite.” Ken replied quietly before rising to his feet and leaving the longest conversation he had ever had with his mother up to that point in his life.

“Ken.” His mom said to him as he set foot on the stairs.

He looked back at her, and her lower lip quivered as her eyes glistened on the edge. Surely, her eyes misled her. Boys did not experience emotions outside of rage and lust, however the nuanced look of determination and fear which glowed from her son’s eyes burned her soul with cognitive dissonance. 

She quickly turned her head away unwilling to view the terrifying emotions on her son’s face. “I’ll call up to you when dinner is ready.”

“Aye.” Ken said as he quietly ascended the stairs.

Fingers wiped away tears as whispers emanated softly in the kitchen, “he’ll be fine. Everything will be fine.” A trembling hand brought tea to a fear-numbed mouth as a mother wrestled between her maternal worries and patriotic callings.

Silently, Ken mounted the stairs and made his way to the bathroom. He stared at the doomed boy in the mirror for a moment.

Had he always looked so unloved?

Did it even matter?

Did he even matter?

Ken sighed. Nothing could be done for it. The United Queendom hated his existence because of these small glands and all women followed suit. By this time tomorrow, his mom would be able to love him more fully as he would no longer be fully male.

He unbuckled his belt and lowered his pants. He grabbed his shaving razor from the sink. A small smile crossed his lips as a familiar odor rose to his nose. Silently, he shaved away the scraggly hairs from his balls as he smelled Miss White’s familiar, womanly juices which still lingered on his cock and fingers. He savored the scent as he prepared his body for her castration.
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