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The world shone bleary and surreal around Ken as he trudged down the hallway towards anatomy class for his own castration. Sleep had come late and little for him the night prior. Around him, dozens of students pressed towards their own classes, largely ignorant or apathetic to his fate. A hand suddenly rested on him from behind.

“I can’t do this.” Jessica’s red-rimmed eyes glistened as bags hung beneath them as she sidled up next to Ken. She trembled violently and she clung onto his arm. He quickly pulled his arm out from her hands, looking suspiciously up and down the hallway to see if anyone else had seen her act. She hugged herself whispering “god, I don’t want to even think of you spread open and cut like that. I can’t bear to watch.” Ken whispered to Jessica “you won’t have to.”

“You know that sadistic bitch Miss White isn’t going to let me out of this anymore than she’s going to let you out of it.”

Collette nearly ambushed them as she threaded an arm around behind Jessica’s back. A wicked little grin rested on her face as she chipperly asked, “you ready for your big day, Ken?” Ken stared at her unwanted intrusion and gritted his teeth. Jessica whimpered and tried pulling away from Collette, but the French girl refused her such freedom as she said “oh, don’t be so hard on Miss White, Jessica. You’re always picking on her.” Collette lowered her voice and continued with a sinister tone, “someday that is going to get you in trouble.”

Collette took her leave bounding happily into class leaving Ken and Jessica watching her go in terror. “Oh, my god, we’re both fucking dead.” Jessica whimpered quietly. “Bloody hell! What happened to that whole pride of the Trade gang rubbish she was on yesterday?” Ken muttered.

Jessica looked at him sadly as Ken felt the world slow around him. “No matter what happens next, I’m glad I had you as a friend.” Ken said quietly to Jessica. She nodded and asked, “should we just accept death and walk in hand-in-hand together.”

“For the moment, let’s hold onto hope for survival rather than each other.”

“I’ll be holding your hand in my mind then.” Jessica replied quietly.

Entering the room saw a crowd of teenage girls gathered around the odd contraption that Ken had just had sex on the day prior. Kendra said, “oh my god, is Miss White really going to strap his feet to this bloody thing.” Audrey shuddered and hugged her arms around herself grumbling “bloody thing looks downright ghastly.” Kendra snickered replying “only for stupid boys. This is going to be so much fun. I can’t wait to see the look on his face as she plops those stupid, ugly balls right off his body.” The group of girls chuckled.

Ken saw Bill talking with Jeff as they entered, and Bill quickly nodded to Ken, motioning for him to come over. A few other boys stood in a loose circle around them, and Jessica followed along, noticing that the class appeared to be completely divided into three parts. Girls gathered around the table snickering and joking. Boys sullenly gathered in a tight huddle towards the back. And Collette…

…just Collette sitting by herself right at the back next to the door with a sinister grin on her face. Jessica eyed her suspiciously as she followed Ken over to the boys. Jeff saw her approach and a few of the boys blocked her path. Bill spoke up saying “sorry, Jess. You’re normally chill, and all but…well… you’re a girl.”

Ken and she looked at each other longingly and she pondered if there could be two families in Verona Italy with likewise star-crossed lovers. Here, however, the very gender differences which made them a potential couple also made them confirmed enemies. Jess looked between Kendra’s vain posse and Collette lurking in the background and stood there unsure what to do.

“She’s with me.” Ken said quietly.

The boys all looked at him.

“Atta girl.” Collette purred from the back of the room.

Bill shrugged and the boys stepped aside, letting Jessica join their group.

Bill continued saying “okay, well. I was just saying the setup there doesn’t look anything like what I was castrated on. The stirrups are the same, but I’ve never seen them attached to the sides of a flat-open table like that. God knows what deranged engineering project Miss White did last night to make that ghastly thing.”

“I helped her put it together.” Ken replied.

The boys and Jessica looked at him.

“She made you put together the very table you would be castrated on?” Jessica asked in shock.

Ken looked at her sadly and nodded continuing, “that was my detention.”

Jeff placed a hand on his shoulder and said, “I’m so sorry for you man.”

Jessica bowed her head and began to sob. She looked around the group with pleading eyes and begged “how do you boys live this way?” Her face contorted in agony as solemn stares greeted her. Ken looked at her sadly and replied “we don’t have a choice. That’s how.” Over Jess’s shoulder he saw Collette’s Cheshire cat stare drop and she frantically gestured a strange series of seemingly esoteric but frantic motions. Getting her message just in time, Ken raised his hand at the last second to block Jess’s frantic lunge to give him a loving and disastrous hug.

“I think Collette has something important to say to you.” Ken said firmly to Jess. Jess quivered as emotions overwhelmed her body and soul. He stared deeply into her troubled eyes as he continued “it will be okay. Go sit next to Collette.” She shook her head unable to comprehend his meaning. Ken gently pushed her out from the group of boys who watched on in confusion for a second before Bill started up with his tall tale drawing their attention away from Ken and Jessica.

“Trust me.” Ken said firmly.

“Take your seats class!” Miss White barked out from the front of the class bringing cathartic terror to all of the students as they quickly shuffled to seats. Jessica chose trust over fear and took a seat back next to Collette.

“I can’t do this.” Jessica whimpered as she slunk into the chair.

“You’re a bad girl and you’re going to be punished.” Collette giggled back at her.

“Why would you say that?” Jessica pleaded.

“Because it’s true. You’re going to get in trouble with Miss White today and she’s going to punish you.”

“What hell could possibly be worse than this?” Jessica asked in shock.

Miss White marched through the room going down the center aisle. Her breasts nearly exploded out from the top of her tight, button-up black short-sleeved blouse as her legs appeared to be even more pronounced in provocatively skin-tight, leather pants. Even by her sensual standards, this outfit screamed more ‘dominatrix’ than ‘teacher.’ Her cold eyes scanned across the room before they came to rest on Jessica’s pained face. Miss White’s face grew taught and cold as Jessica felt her heart become like that of a hare in the jaws of a fox. Quick as a flash, Collette whipped a piece of paper out from her backpack and slid it across to Jessica’s desk. Jessica picked it up staring at it first in confusion and then in horror.

“Miss Browne, what have you there?” Miss White demanded standing in front of Jessica tapping her pointer ominously in her hand.

“It’s not mine!” Jessica pleaded but Miss White ignored this as she snatched the paper out from Jessica’s hand.

“Miss Browne, if you are going to draw a crude cartoon of me and write ‘Miss White smells like rotten whitefish’ at least have the common sense to spell the word ‘rotten’ with two ‘t’s.”

Laughter broke out from parts of the class. Jessica shook her head as fresh tears rose to her eyes. She looked up to see Ken, not laughing, not crying, simply staring back at her with a deep, intuitive and impassive face. Did he know something? Miss White snorted and continued, “you are suspended from class for the day. Go to the principal’s office.” 


“Daft little girl. Looks like she’ll miss the show.” Kendra snickered from the front of the class. Jessica looked up at Miss White’s angry glare, Ken’s knowing stare, and at Collette’s cheeky little smile. Her heart dropped a beat into relaxation. Sweet Ken had set her up. She didn’t know what Ken had offered Collette to save her and she dared not think about the implication as she rose to her feet and bent over carefully collecting up her backpack and whispering, “thank you.” To Collette.

“Off you go to the office, bad girl” Collette replied with as much snark as she could manage to force into a voice which quaked on the edge of empathy. Jessica turned and gave one last, longing look over her shoulder at Ken before silently sliding out the back door.

Miss White stomped back to the front of the class letting the loud clacking of her shoes cover Collette quietly locking the door behind Jessica after she left.

Collette silently slid back into her seat with a wide, wicked grin on her face.

Class was now in session.

“I wonder if he’ll cry for his mommy when she cuts his balls off.” Kendra snickered to Audrey who looked aghast over her shoulder. Kendra turned her head to look and suddenly felt Miss White’s leather-tipped pointer snap into position underneath her chin dangerously close to her neck.

“Change of plans, Kendra. We’re studying female anatomy today. Hop up on my table and prepare yourself for a full hysterectomy. Before the end of the class hour, I’ll have your uterus, fallopian tubes and cute little ovaries sitting out on a metal tray for the class to review for the quiz next Friday.” Miss White snappily announced.

“Are you bloody mental!?” Kendra shrieked in terror.

Miss White’s eyes blazed ferociously as she continued, “What are you scared of Kendra? I have plenty of lidocaine and I’ll stitch you back together again afterwards.” Miss White cocked her head and asked, with an air of subtle malevolence in her voice, “Or… are you afraid the boys will make fun of how small your ovaries are?”

At the back of the class, Jeff clamped his hands over his mouth to stifle a laugh. Bill balled up a fist and gritted his teeth in glee praying to god that Miss White would just wallop the bitch. Collette beamed broadly on what was quickly shaping up to be the best fucking day of her life. Ken neither laughed nor smiled but whispered under his breath, “bloody hell, Brianna. Dial it down. Kendra will turn your fucking ass over to the soldiers.”

Kendra shivered in terror, unable to even find words as the world seemed to disappear around her and her vision tunneled in on the dark and terrifying new reality that Miss White was illegally shoving her into. Miss White snorted and said, “Ken, up to the table.”

Quietly, Ken rose from his seat and walked to the front of the class. As he passed behind her, he heard Miss White whispering sinisterly to Kendra saying, “don’t ever call a man ‘coward’ unless you’re ready to take his place.”

Miss White lowered her stick releasing Kendra from her unwanted grasp. Kendra’s heart pounded in terror, and she turned to look to Aubrey for support, but Aubrey only stared straight ahead not willing to share with Kendra’s moment.

“Could you imagine, someone cutting you open like that in front of the whole class?” Aubrey muttered in shock.

“I just bloody did.” Kendra whimpered as she looked ahead at Ken.

“I don’t have to imagine.” Ken replied firmly to the two girls sitting in the front row.

He looked out across the class with a slight shudder. Dozens of eyes stared back at him. Some friendly, some empathetic, others merely stared in curiosity. He spied Bill who shook his head sadly and mouthed “I’m so sorry.”

Aubrey spoke up saying, “Uhh… Miss White. Maybe, could like Ken just go to a clinic and we’ll just study the diag-”

Miss White ignored her as she took up a place alongside Ken. She used her pointer to point at him and then at herself saying loudly to the class “man… woman.”

She swung the stick once more naming body parts on each of them as she pointed at them “Arms, same. Legs, same. Small-intestine, liver, stomach, large intestine, head, shoulders, knees, toes…” She stopped here and waited for someone to get what she just did. Collette laughed from the back row while all the other students watched in shock. Miss White sneered lightly saying “…all the same.”

“Chest…aye, mine’s quite bigger, but otherwise all the same parts are there. Heart, lungs, spleen, kidney, eyes, ears, mouth… are you seeing the pattern yet, class?”

“They’re all the same parts.” Jeff said.

Miss White pointed at him saying “Right you are. Over ninety-five percent of human anatomy is conserved between genders…” She pointed at herself saying “XX chromosome” she pointed at Ken saying “XY chromosome.” She then swung the pointer down and tapped it lightly against her own crotch giving the faintest hint of a wicked grin as she spoke “estrogen dominant hormone during fetal growth expressed starting from seven weeks after conception.”

She lightly pointed at Ken’s crotch. Ken flinched but she did not strike him rather only pointed at his crotch saying “testosterone dominant hormone during fetal growth expressed starting from seven weeks after conception. I may remind you that the molecular structures of these hormones are nearly identical save for that testosterone has one additional methyl group.”

She turned back to the class and continued, “Are none of you shocked by this?”

The students looked back and forth at each other.

“Why would we be? You’re just saying basic biology facts.” Clarissa said from the left-hand side of the class. They all turned to look at her. Her notebook lay covered in dark patches of ink from her never-ending doodles as her black hair lay tied back in a loose bun save for two conspicuous streamers which fell down on either side of her face. “I thought she was mute.” Jeff muttered to Bill. Bill frowned and said “That’s the first time I ever heard her speak either. What the hell is going on?”

Miss White smiled lightly at Clarissa and said, “Thanks for joining class today, Miss Lorncraft.”

The universe fell silent.

Even the crickets stopped chirping in the hallways for fear of death.

Bill and Jeff looked at each other jaws agape. “Clarissa is a fucking princess?” Bill whispered. Jeff shook his head replying “she said ‘hi’ to me once, on the first day. I stared at her in confusion not knowing why she spoke to me but…” He raised his hand to his neck rubbing at where a hangman’s noose should have been wrapped around it before saying “…she could have bloody killed me. How am I not dead?”

Collette covered her mouth, and her eyes went wide. At the mention of “Lorncraft,” she knew she was dead. She could already feel the steel cables drawing tight across her arms and legs as her joints slowly dislocated away from her body under the punishment of ‘drawn and quartered.’ The only question left now would be how much pleading and crying she would do before shock and blood-loss would end her agony. Jill, who sat next to Clarissa slowly shifted away from her on her seat. Jill’s wavy blonde hair shook as she trembled fearfully.

“Why the bloody hell would a royal be going to school here?” Audrey whispered to Kendra.

“If I knew she was a royal, I would have been nicer to her this semester.” Kendra breathlessly replied.

“Oh, God no! Please, for bloody god’s fucking’s sake, tell me she’s not THAT Lorncraft.” Ken begged breathlessly to Miss White

Clarissa hung her head down and went back to drawing saying, “this is why I don’t talk much.”

“Are you…?” Jill stammered.

Clarissa jabbed her pen in the air towards Jill saying “No.”

The room breathed a sigh of relief as Jill continued, “so you’re not related to Emily…”

“She is my mother.” Clarissa spat out the words bitterly as she went back to doodling.

“But that would make you…” Kendra began to say.

Clarissa cut her off while still doodling saying, “someone who worked quite hard to convince her mother that she needed a well-rounded education and specifically requested not to receive any special treatment for a year at public school.”

She glared up at Miss White darkly and continued, “all of which was going swimmingly until today.”

Miss White gave a defiant little snort and asked, “do you wish to have me executed?”

Clarissa cupped her chin with her hand thoughtfully for a moment before replying, “Yes. But that can be later. For now, I’m quite interested to see today’s lesson.”

Miss White cocked an eyebrow thoughtfully and gestured towards Ken and the table saying, “you’ve quite gathered that today is not a typical lesson?”

“Quite.” Clarissa replied. She closed her notebook and looked ahead at Miss White saying, “Miss White. You have secured my attention. This may be your final class, so please do not waste it blubbering for mercy.”

Miss White walked up in front of Clarissa’s desk and a grim smile crossed her face as she replied, “I need no mercy. I have yearned to teach this lesson for years. If it is my last, so be it. I have taught many trivial things but today… well… let’s just say that some lessons truly are worth dying for.”

Clarissa shifted back in her chair a bit and nodded towards Miss White saying, “quite brave, Miss White. Since birth, I’ve had the best private tutors the United Queendom could buy. Let me see this thing you intend to teach.”

“The lesson is behind me.” Miss White said. She turned towards Ken who shrunk back. The eyes of the classroom upon him paled to the stars in the sky outshone by the light of a full moon as Clarissa stared intently at him. Miss White continued “have you had much time to meet Ken, before today, Miss Lorncraft?”

“Call me Clarissa. That’s a royal order.” She replied icily.

“Quite then. Clarissa, same question.”

“I’ve seen him in class and such. I suppose Miss White’s treasonous little announcement bore no shock to you there, Ken.”

“What?” Ken asked in utter confusion.

Clarissa cocked her head and continued, “no need to lie, Ken. I’ve already considered the fact that you quite suspected who I was. The way you seemed to dodge me, avoid conversation… if fear could be described as a smell you have reeked of it all semester.”

“I had no idea. I swear.” Ken replied through pants.

Kendra snorted out, “that’s just what boys do around girls, because they know we’re better than them.”

“Some of us…maybe.” Clarissa snapped back in reply darkly emphasizing the word ‘some’ to drive home her royal disdain for Kendra.

Miss White asked, “and how then are we better than them?”

Both looked back at her not daring to offer up an answer for a moment. before Clarissa smirked and said, “is that your lesson?”

“Just the tip of it.” Miss White replied, ominously. “I suppose your private tutors had quite the answer to that simple question. Since Kendra appears struck dumb perhaps you can enlighten us with the official response.”

Clarissa sighed tediously and recited “women are better than men because, unlike men, women are able to maintain clarity of mind. Due to the poisonous effects of testosterone, men are unable to control their violent and sexual desires. This dilutes their intelligence and clouds their judgement. Empowered by improved mental clarity, women easily defeated men during the grand war and put them in the proper place of subservience to our superiority.”

“Yes, I have taught as such for many years now. Would you endure this statement being put to a test?” Miss White asked.

“Test away.”

“You worked hard to come to a public school despite your mother’s concerns for your safety, why?”

“Gain a broader understanding than overpaid windbags in Buckingham palace could offer me.”

“Broader understanding? From a third-rate public school? What could we possibly have to offer here?”

Clarissa held her silence, but Miss White continued, “possibly… a mixed gender educational program?”

“I had read about boys. Learned about men. The first boy I ever saw in my life was…” She turned around in her chair and nodded to Jeff who blanched pale as a sheet and shrunk back in his chair as she continued “Jeff there.”

“How did that interaction go?”

“I said ‘hello’ and he looked at me as if I held a gun to his head.” Clarissa replied. She turned and squinted at him asking “did you know who I was?” Jeff shook his head emphatically.

Clarissa shrugged and turned back to look at Miss White who continued “Interesting. Would you have considered that interaction to be one of a person driven mad with desire?”

“Hardly.”
 

“But Jeff still has his bullocks. Loaded boys are quite horrible. You know, driven mad with violence and lust as they are.”

“That’s what I’ve heard.”

“And a cheap, public institution filled with dangerous, violent, sexually loaded boys should be quite perilous for a royal princess. Imagine the wretched fate of that poor princess if such a boy spoke lewdly towards her, leered at her body, or, heaven forbid, laid hands upon her. How did you handle the peril you found within these walls?”

Clarissa scoffed and asked “Peril?”

She continued “I found this place to be disgustingly devoid of peril.”

“So, are boys inherently unstable, dangerous beasts driven mad with hormones…or are they not?” Miss White asked with deep weight in her voice.

“You tell me, teacher.” Clarissa countered.

“You let the question stand, princess?”

“I did.”

A pin-drop would have thundered deafening silence in the classroom at that moment of defiance from the one person tasked with maintaining the status quo of the United Queendom.

Miss White turned towards Ken saying, “time to take your trousers off.”

“Right now, I mean…” Ken cringed and gestured towards Clarissa “…in front of the princess?”

“A woman gave you an order.” Clarissa said firmly to him.

Ken unbuttoned his trousers slowly as he continued looking to Clarissa saying, “please don’t have me executed for this. It wasn’t my idea at all.”

“I know that. As for executing you, that would be a wretched waste of my favorite muse.” Clarissa replied as she picked up her notebook and flipped through its pages. She opened it revealing a page where Ken saw a drawn pencil sketch of himself. She flipped through a few more pages revealing more sketches of him as well as a few of Bill and Jeff. The vast majority were of him, however.

“Why would you draw boys?” Jill asked from beside her.

“Why would you not?” Clarissa replied. She looked down at her sketches and then back up at Ken with a small smile continuing “they’re so beautiful.”

Her eyes grew soft as she continued pointing to her drawing and back up to Ken who awkwardly pulled off his clothing as she continued “their large bodies, the squareness of their jaw, their broad shoulders, and flat little butts…” She giggled slightly then sighed.

She continued speaking to Jill, but truly the whole class listened as she continued “I found myself sitting here, staring at the boys trying to hate them. I figured if I could hate them, like I’m supposed to, then everything would be fine. I stared at them every day trying to feel hatred, but all I felt was artistic inspiration. It felt quite like seeing a rare bird in the garden. Every tiny little detail screamed out for me to capture it, before I am forced back into Buckingham Palace.” She flipped through the pages continuing, “I dreamed that perhaps I could keep these pictures so that I might still see them, even when I am permitted to see no man.”

At the front of the class, Miss White turned to face Ken as he removed his clothes stripping down until he was fully naked.

“You failed to mention the detail of a bloody princess.” He whispered angrily too her.

“The needless terror you would have suffered until now with that information pales only in comparison to my own. Her threats are not idle. Us teachers were sworn secrecy to her identity on punishment of death.” Miss White sighed sadly, and a twinge of empathy filled Ken’s heart. “I’m sorry.”

“This lesson is worth dying for.” Miss White replied. Her face turned cold as she continued, “besides, what else am I going to do with the rest of my life? Spew lies to bored teenagers until I grow frail and old?”

Ken swallowed hard as he handed his clothing and shoes over to Miss White who neatly stacked them on a side desk. For the first time, he looked back at the class completely naked. He felt the urge to fold his hands in front of his crotch, but the desire passed under the crushing force of the knowledge that they would all soon see him both outside and from within. Collette in the back of the class bore red-rimmed tears about her eyes as she had been mutely sobbing grief over her own lost life ever since the reveal of the princess. Bill gave an empathetic stare and mouthed “I’m sorry.” as Jeff covered his mouth with his hands and crossed his legs vicariously drinking in the fear of standing where Ken stood. Ken drew solace from the fact that the one person he sought to protect now sat in ‘punishment’ in the principal’s office. He imagined what Jessica’s face would have looked like in his moment of abject humiliation and felt gratitude that she did not have to bear witness to it. A peel of laughter caught his attention as Kendra pointed at his crotch giggling “Look how stupid he looks with that ugly thing poking out from between his legs.” By her side, Audrey did not laugh, rather only stared mutely at Ken’s crotch not daring to look him in the eye as she shivered lightly in terror.

“He’s even more gorgeous with his clothing off.”

The classroom turned to look at Clarissa who grumbled “If only I had more time, I could draw him.”

“Or you can come down for a closer look.” Miss White offered up.

“That would be lovely.” Clarissa said, quitting her seat and stepping around in the pathway between the desks nearly skipping with delight as she approached with a broad smile on her face.

“Haldo, Ken.” She said in a friendly tone as she drew near. Instinctively, Ken began to recoil and cover his crotch in the presence of the natural born enemy of mankind. Despite her despotic heritage, he noticed she was a few inches shorter than himself as she drew near. She bore no countenance that betrayed her status as heir of the blood-soaked gynarchy, rather appearing simply like a normal, teenage girl. Ken did not allow such appearances to fool him as he knew the number of slain which lay upon chains outside the very building where she had grown up and knew that his teacher was soon to enumerate those dead as well as himself if he wasn’t careful.

Clarissa pouted lightly at this and gently took his forearms in her hands pulling them away from his manhood. Fear had driven his cock to a shriveled state and Clarissa pursed her lips at this before looking up into Ken’s face before saying in disbelief, “this is the horrific peril that millions of people died in war over?”

“Puts things into a new perspective, doesn’t it?” Miss White replied. 

She stepped aside and gestured towards his crotch saying, “It’s so small? What were our mothers so afraid of? How could a man rape a woman with this thing?” She looked up into his face saying, “I always heard men were dangerous beasts who penetrated women viciously for sport of it but…” She shook her head saying, “All those fairy tales of peril from loaded boys. I never had any reason to fear you at all.”

“It can grow larger.” Miss White said.

“Really?” Clarissa asked in surprise, leaning over in front of Ken to speak to Miss White off to his side.

“Quite a bit larger.” She replied forcing her face to remain flat and emotionless lest she betray the fact that she knew exactly how much larger his cock could grow.

“Before you cut it off, can I see it do that… or…” She leaned back up and spoke to Ken saying “can you make it grow larger? Or wait…”

She crinkled up her nose and spoke to Miss White asking, “would I actually be in peril if he did that?”

“Rubbish. Ken’s just a pathetic little excuse for a boy. Some demonstration this is. He barely has any manhood at all” Kendra scoffed.

Miss White cleared her throat and said firmly, “Men grow erect in the presence of women with sexual desire.” Kendra twisted her lips and looked about the room saying, “there’s plenty of girls here. How come he’s still small?”

Miss White snorted and replied, “I said women can bring a man to erection. Not an ugly bunch of pint-sized slags.” She sneered and continued her sinister aside to Kendra as she loudly announced, “Ken has standards, they’re low, but he has standards.” Kendra huffed in annoyance at this insult. Collette clamped her hands over her mouth to hold in the laughter which threatened to boil out of her. At least she got to see Kendra well and truly humiliated before her death. Bill and Jeff allowed themselves small smiles.

Miss White cocked her head to the side and raised an eyebrow as she continued in a deep and sensual voice speaking to Clarissa saying, “A real woman can summon a man’s desire as easily as turning on a light switch.” Clarissa panted lightly as she stared into Miss White’s face intently with her mouth hung open lightly in a mixture of desire and surprise. She looked up at Ken’s face and back to Miss White saying, “teach me how.”

Miss White cocked an eyebrow saying, “that’s quite an illegal lesson, innit?”

Clarissa glanced at Ken and back to Miss White saying, “then it’s a good thing your head is already on my mother’s chopping block. They can hardly execute you twice.” 

“Quite. I would enjoy teaching you everything you’re not allowed to know.”

“Wonderful.” Clarissa began smoothing back her hair saying “Okay, beauty? Right? Should I go fetch some makeup from my purse and put my hair to rights and see if that…”

“I doubt beauty is your deficit right now.” Miss White offered up.

“Do you quite agree, Ken?” She asked.

Ken’s heart skipped a step. The entire time it had threatened to pound out of his chest as the world about him moved like a slow nightmare. “Uhh…yeah…uh…quite.” He stammered nervously. 

“You don’t sound quite fully convinced.” Clarissa said sadly.

“Fear can also stop a man’s erection.” Miss White continued.

“Fear? Fear of what?”

“He has good reason to fear you, for starters.” Miss White prompted.

Clarissa looked at her quietly and back to Ken briefly before saying, “I wished there were emotions outside of terror that I could inspire in people.”

“Perhaps you can start by just talking to him.” Miss White offered up. She nodded towards the table saying “I must get my instruments. Perhaps you two can have a wee chat as you help him up onto the table.” 

“Oh… quite alright.” Clarissa said meekly.

Clarissa gestured for him to go to the table. He walked towards it as she looked back at her artbook wistfully for a moment before saying “Ken, what do you want to be when you grow up?”

“Do you want an honest answer?”

“Please.”

“Right now, I’m not sure that I will live long enough to grow up.”

“Let’s just pretend you’ll be fine after today.”

“I’m good with math, I suppose. Maybe something in banking.”

“Banking, huh? I wouldn’t have guessed that. Oh, am I supposed to put these straps on you?”

Ken gritted his teeth as Clarissa tugged at the straps in a bit of confusion incongruously looking at him for guidance. His brave words to Miss White the day before felt hollow in his mind.

“Probably should.”

“Okay. Seems quite unnecessary. You’re holding still well enough. I’ll try to make it, so they aren’t too tight.”

She continued softly, “I don’t want to hurt you.” Her eyes grew soft as she regarded him carefully after those words and their eyes caught with a moment of intimacy passing between them.

As if changing the subject, Clarissa asked “Do you know what I want to be when I grow up?” as she closed a strap over his left ankle.

“Aren’t you going to be Queen?”

“Yes, I know what I am going to be, but I’m talking about what I want to be when I grow up. Can you guess it?”

“I… don’t know.”

“I would love to be an artist.”

She moved about closing straps over his ankles and other wrist as she went saying “There’s so much beauty in this world and we all just trudge along without even taking it in. Like right here…” She lay a warm, pale hand on the soft fur of his chest spreading her warm, small fingers out over his sternum saying “I could stare at the swirling details in this…” She moved her hand up and down slightly letting Ken feel the warmth of her fingers close to his traumatized heart. Even as she spoke, he began to calm down. Something about the bondage of the contraption and her soothing touch were starting to combat his terror. She continued saying “…surprisingly… soft hair… for hours.” She gave a sad smile and looked up into his eyes continuing “that’s what I would do if I could be whatever I wanted when I grow up. I would make beautiful art to inspire.” Her voice grew low and dark as she continued, “rather rule by hurting and killing people.”  

Miss White returned with a tray of surgical instruments. She set these aside and asked, “how are we getting along?”

“Better than expected, I would say.” Clarissa replied. She ran her hand down along Ken’s shin smiling at how the hairs on his leg tickled her palm as she continued “boys sure are furry.” She looked into Ken’s face and continued “but infinitely more civilized than I had ever imagined.”

“Is this a private royal showing or are we allowed to see too?” Kendra asked, haughtily.

Miss White frowned and nodded towards Ken saying “anyone who wants to can come down for a closer look. It’s not like I’ll be doing this twice.” Most of the class filtered down the aisles and formed a loose semi-circle around Ken’s sprawled open legs as Miss White and Clarissa moved to flank him on either side. Ken’s heart sank as the girls gathered around staring at his open, and vulnerable crotch occasionally giggling and whispering to one another behind folded hands.

Collette took advantage of the commotion to surreptitiously slide in under the table in front of Jeff. Jeff and Bill looked down at her in shock, but she pressed a finger to her lips to silence them before whispering “today is my last day alive as well.”

“Come again?” Jeff whispered back.

“The princess will execute me to, once she’s done with Ken.” Collette replied quietly. Under the table, she ran her hands across Jeff’s knees feeling the tender warmth of his legs beneath his trousers.  “These are my last moments of life, and I won’t waste them watching poor Ken lose his balls. I’m going to die the way I lived.”

A bitter smile spread across her face as she continued “A proudly weak-willed French girl with bruises on her knees. Jeff, may I suck your cock? All you have to do is stay quiet behind the table here while I drink your cum. I promise, it will feel amazing.” Jeff and Bill looked at one another warily. Collette looked up at Bill saying “sorry, Bill, if you still had your manhood, I would gladly suck you off as well. Of course, if you do somehow manage to get an erection, please let me know. I would be happy to take your cock into my mouth as well.”

Quietly, Jeff reached down and unzipped his trousers.

“Thank you so much for this, Jeff.” Collette muttered as she slid her tight body in between his legs. Furtive fingers pressed open folds of fabric ushering forth hot, veiny man flesh. Collette smiled as she wrapped her small fingers around the base of his cock tilting it upwards towards her mouth. She sweetly opened her jaws and felt the smooth tip of his cock part her small, French lips as the warm frenulum deliciously tickled against the top of her tongue. She gave a few light sucks bobbing her head lightly feeling the marvelous dance of cock sliding in and out from her mouth. Jeff moaned lightly in pleasure as Bill tried to appear as if he had his eyes on the front of the class despite continuously looking beneath the table to see the delicious things Collette was doing to his friend. Collette released his cock from her mouth and placed a hand on her heart saying “thank you so much, Jeff. I don’t know why but I always feel more whole, more cherished, and more like a woman when I have a cock in my mouth. I can feel my heartrate descending as I enter my calm space down here, submissively tucked between a man’s legs letting his powerful cock use my body for its pleasure.”  She returned to suckling while Jeff returned to pretending to not be having the most incredibly pleasurable experience of his life and Bill returned to pretending to not be watching although he already began to feel the stirring tremors of life within his own surgically mutilated manhood.

Up front, Miss White spoke up saying “right then. As we discussed. Feet, shins, knees, hips, abdomen, arms, hands, liver, heart…all of these things are the same. Men are proportionally larger than women due to growth hormones.”

“You mean the poison, testosterone, right?” Audrey asked.

“We call it a poison, but it serves important biological purposes. Actually, Jill, would you be a dear and put your leg up alongside Ken’s for me.” Jill looked about feeling slightly called out but dutifully slid in next to Ken and gritted her teeth as she hiked up her skirt a bit and kicked her leg up to align her lower leg next to his in the stirrups. She stood awkwardly on one foot swaying back and forth until Clarissa grabbed her shoulders bracing her from behind. Jill turned her head to look at Clarissa with mouth wide open in terror, but Clarissa sighed tediously saying “Yes, yes, I know. You’re not allowed to touch a royal. But a royal is allowed to touch you. Go on there, Miss White. What is it about Jill’s leg you’re so excited to teach us about?”

Miss White ran a finger along Jill’s bare shin bringing a shiver down her spine as she shivered in mortified terror before doing the same to Ken’s leg as she spoke “You can see Ken’s tibia is quite longer than Jill’s. Testosterone causes increased bone density, increased length in bones, increased muscular development, increased strength and overall size. You can put your leg down now, my dear.”

Jill quickly put her leg back down and wrapped arms around herself before filtering to the back of the group with her head hung low. “Jill, dear, what’s the matter?”

“Please don’t have me show my leg again. That was humiliating.”

Miss White’s eyes lit up at these words and she said “Ahh! An important similarity I failed mention earlier.” She tapped her head saying “Mind.” She leaned over and brushed Ken’s hair back from his face with a warm smile saying “mind. The same on both genders. Boys experience all the same emotions and feelings we do. Girls, I want you all to do something for me. Close your eyes.”

Ken watched as the girls surrounding him dutifully closed their eyes. Somehow, this brought an odd sensation of relief to him while he had grown so accustomed to the mortifying dread as to have become unaware of it. Miss White continued “Now imagine it is you, strapped down onto the table, surrounded by the boys of the class who are about to watch your sexual organs be surgically mutilated.”

Almost as if on cue, all the girls gritted their teeth and crossed their legs cringing in fear. Even Jeff, sitting up at the tables, seemed to gasp out a groan of shock. Miss White snapped her head up to look at him. His face blazed bright red, and his eyes seemed to bulge out from his skull. “You quite all right there, Jeff?” Miss White called out.

“Aye, he’s right proper. He just feels sorry for Ken. That’s all.” Bill called back with his eyes darting suspiciously and a queer cadence to his voice.

Miss White cocked an eyebrow as, beneath the table, Collette used her finger to wipe some of Jeff’s freshly sprayed cum off her chin and into her mouth as she whispered up to him “I told you to be quiet.’”

“I would be bloody terrified.” Audrey said, opening her eyes with newfound empathy towards Ken. This snapped Miss White out of her thought processes regarding Jeff. Miss White very much noticed Collette’s inexplicable absence but simultaneously reminded herself that she no longer possessed the life expectancy to care.

Miss White turned back to Audrey saying, “Quite a wretched and terrifying prospect, innit?” One-by-one the girls opened their eyes as Ken watched quietly. He felt a warm hand lay across his chest and he looked up to see Clarissa holding him. Her eyes glistened with emotion as she asked quietly, “are you scared, Ken?” Ken nodded weakly. She continued, “it’s bloody ghastly to make someone so beautiful suffer so much.” He shivered but clenched his teeth hard holding his tongue in a spirit of self-preservation and wisdom.

He looked back across the group of girls. Even Kendra had her eyes downcast as she muttered out “Bloody hell, that would be so terrifying.” She looked up at Ken and whispered, “not even a boy deserves that.”

“What if we just don’t?” Clarissa asked suddenly. She nodded towards Ken saying, “I put the straps on his arms and legs. I can open them easily enough. Let the poor bloke put his trousers back on and return to his seat.”

Miss White tipped her head towards Clarissa saying, “Then every single girl in this class has violated the laws of the United Queendom. Ken here is a loaded boy. It says so on his red-colored warning badge and you see his illegal bullocks there plain enough. We must then say we did what? Removed his trousers to apply medical modifications necessary to make him compliant with the laws of this country? Or did we remove his trousers for felony sexual pleasure punishable by years in prison?” She gestured towards Ken’s crotch saying “His balls are legally not allowed to remain part of his body any longer. If I don’t remove them, he will still have to get them removed.”

“Yes, but some normal castration in a clinic, not with every girl in the class watching poor Ken here get opened up like a bloody tin of biscuits for his cookies to fall out.” Clarissa snapped back.

“And if we do as you suggest, what happens next. I suppose we quite get on with my execution, then?” Miss White replied with her eyes blazing with passion. Her breath seethed as she continued, “I am literally dying in order to teach you this. You are going to watch this lesson and I will teach you exactly what happens to the men of the United Queendom.”
 

Clarissa shuddered and turned back to Ken who still held a hand across his chest. Her eyes almost grew watery on the edge of tears as Ken could see the empathy threatening to boil out of her. Of all the emotions that he expected to receive from the princess of the brutal gynarchy, pity was not one of them. “What if we did something nice for him, before the surgery. Help soften the blow, so to speak?” Clarissa said.

“How do you soften the blow of castration?” Miss White replied with a disdainful snort.

Back at the table…

“Hey Collette.” Bill whispered beneath the table.

“Yeah?” She asked. She had drained Jeff one more time and now sat cross legged on the floor between them as Jeff tucked his flaccid and satisfied cock back into his trousers.

“I think I have an erection.”

Jeff turned to him and asked, “you can do that?”

“Normally, no, I don’t hardly ever get them, but I definitely got one now.”
 

“Bloody Brilliant” Collette beamed. Her eyes beamed brightly with excitement as she said, “do you want to put it in my pussy?”

“Wait, won’t I get you pregnant?” Bill started and then trailed off as the implication of castration slowly dawned on him. Collette could see the wheels turning in his mind and she nodded with a bright smile as she shifted her legs about beneath her such that she could reach up between her thighs and strip off her panties. “I’ll finally get to know what it feels like to have a boy’s cock in my pussy.” She said brightly as she turned around and slowly crawled backwards towards Bill. Beneath the table he watched the beautifully rounded, broad pale ass poking out from the sea of plaid skirt draw in between his legs. He heard Collette say “You’ll need to get creative for this to work. I don’t have much room to move around down here but my pussy is totally yours to fuck as much as you like. This time, I’ll be the one who has to keep quiet.”

Jeff and Bill side-eyed each other before Jeff shrugged and said, “Once in a lifetime chance, my friend.” As Bill quietly shuffled open his trousers, Jeff poked his head beneath the table and said “Collette, thank you so much for what you are doing to us. I just want to let you know that you are the nicest girl to have ever walked the earth.” She smiled back at him before saying, “Aww…thanks, Jeff. Of course, it’s easier to be nice when you’re a slut.” At last Bill slid to the edge of his chair and felt his cock slide into Collette’s warm, wet, tender pussy. Both of them moaned in shock at the sudden surge of ecstasy this delicious penetration brought to them both. and Miss White cast them a suspicious glance. Jeff realized their peril and made an exaggerated gesture of rubbing his belly before saying, “mmm… I’m hungry for lunch.”  Miss White snorted and looked away.

“Seriously?” Bill panted out, trying to hide the extreme pleasure he was in.

“Man, I just saved your ass. Shut up and say, ‘thank you.’” Jeff replied.

“Thank you, Jeff.” Collette said from beneath the table.

Up front, Ken watched helplessly as Clarissa placed her other hand on his knee. She slowly began sliding it dangerously up along his inner thigh. His eyes plastered open wide. He looked into her face the way a deer stares into headlights.

“Clarissa, what are you doing?” Miss White asked with a hint of concern in her voice.

“Few people know this, but I have three older brothers.” Clarissa said as she felt his warm, soft leg pass beneath her palm. Ken shook his head. Clarissa’s gritted her teeth as she continued bitterly, “my mother murdered every single one of them before they even got a chance to nurse.”

“Clarissa, he is an illegally loaded boy. There are a dozen witnesses here.” Miss White spoke, her voice trembling on the edge of panic.

“Don’t worry, Miss White…”

Ken gasped as he felt Clarissa’s small, warm hand find his cock and balls wrapping lithe fingers around them. He whimpered as she gently massaged him with her thumb.

“…I won’t make you get executed all by yourself.”

She began sensually massaging Ken’s cock causing him to close his eyes and whisper to her “don’t. You’ll get in trouble.” Kendra looked at the other girls asking quietly “are we allowed to see this?” while Audrey turned away gasping “oh my god, this is so illegal.”

Clarissa continued rubbing his cock gently feeling it grow firm between her fingers. She could see the fear on his face, but she knelt in close to him shushing him gently saying, “I’m not going to hurt you. I just want to learn about this. What does this feel like for you?” Ken swallowed hard and weakly replied “It feels good. But…”

“No. Don’t say ‘but’” Clarissa said with a growing smile. She turned her head and looked across his belly to see his cock growing erect within her touch. “Your body is fascinating.” She said in amazement.

Audrey grabbed Kendra and jerked her away saying “bloody hell, Kendra, don’t look we’ll get in as much trouble as she is.”

Beside them, however, Jill muttered “holy shit, He’s growing massive inside her hand.”

This brought Kendra and Audrey’s attention back to what Clarissa was doing to Ken’s cock. Audrey’s mouth fell open in surprise as Kendra muttered, “bloody hell. Now that looks like it could penetrate a girl.”

“How big does that thing get?” Another girl muttered while yet another sputtered “Wasn’t that thing tiny earlier? It’s like a magic trick.”

“What do you say, Ken?” Miss White prompted.

“Huh?” Ken asked weakly in terror.

“The girls are asking questions.” Miss White said firmly.

Ken shivered in fear and glanced at Clarissa who looked at him with a smile saying “is the tip of it always this purple? It’s so beautiful. Purple is my favorite color.”

“You… want me to…” Ken stammered out.

“You’re a natural born expert on this topic. Go ahead and tell them about your body.”

Clarissa ran her thumb curiously across the thick vein along the top of Ken’s cock.

Ken swallowed hard and spoke “well…uh…this is as big as it gets. It might swell a little bit more if uh…”

He looked around and all the girls were silently watching him intently. “…if I feel something really good.”

“Something really good, like what?” Clarissa asked breathlessly.

Ken shook his head “no… uh… never mind. As for the tip, it is always purple like this. That’s just what it looks like.”

“No, really, what would be the really good thing?” Clarissa asked Ken.

“Go ahead and tell her Ken.” Miss White said.

Ken blew out a sigh and said, “feel along the bottom of my purple tip?”

“Yes.”

“Well, if you rub there it feels really good.”

“Miss White?” Jill’s voice piped up softly.

“Yes?”

“may I touch Ken?”

Clarissa and Miss White looked at each other and at Ken, none of them really knew the answer to her question. Jill proceeded “it’s just, I’ve never seen a boy naked before and you say his penis feels warm and I’m…” Jill blushed and meekly continued “curious.”

Miss White knew that more than Jill was listening to what ruling she would give on the topic as the girls waited on bated breath with their eyes occasionally flickering towards Ken’s manhood. Miss White smiled, and she continued “well, it wouldn’t be a proper lesson without you girls learning how men operate as well as what they look like inside. You may all have a chance to touch Ken however you see fit but one rule I will set for Ken’s behalf.” Miss White stepped in alongside him and said to Clarissa “be a dear and hold his cock back for me.” Clarissa dutifully lifted Ken’s cock marveling at how flexible the base was as she angled it towards his belly. Miss White gently placed her hand across his balls bringing a gasp of terror to Ken’s mouth, but she turned to him saying “shhh… it will be okay.”

She addressed the girl “any injury to his testicles causes intense pain across his entire body. That’s not allowed. No hitting, squeezing, or doing anything rough to these parts. Yes, I know, I will be cutting them off later but that will be done right properly with plenty of painkillers. We already discussed how terrifying this must be for poor Ken and do know that he absolutely feels everything you do to him here. As Clarissa intoned, there’s no reason to make him suffer any more than necessary.” Miss White raised a finger saying “if there is one thing you leave this classroom with it is precisely that. There is never a good reason to make a human suffer more than necessary.”

“A life without making others suffer.” Clarissa said wistfully “just imagine.”

“Can we do the…uh…opposite, though?” Audrey asked, surprising everyone.

“Opposite?” Miss White asked.

“I want to see that thing he talked about with it swelling really big when he’s rubbed the right place.”

“Are you bloody mental!” Kendra seethed at her.

Audrey swallowed hard and raised her hands defensively as she continued, “Not that I’m a weak-willed woman, I just want to see how big it gets when it’s swollen. It’s just curiosity, that’s all. Nothing sexual.”

“The only rule I’m setting is you’re not allowed to harm him.” Miss White eyed Audrey carefully as she stepped away. “I did dedicate today’s class to learning male anatomy, did I not? Then you should properly learn how it operates, including how it works during sex.”

Clarissa slid her hand around beneath Ken’s cock and cupped his balls into her warm palm. He drew in a sharp breath, but she said “It’s okay, Ken. I know to be careful with these parts.” She smiled at him saying “they feel like two ripe eggs in a bag.” She looked up at Miss White and called out, “remind me, what makes these parts of Ken evil?”

“Your grandmother.”

Clarissa snorted and muttered under her breath “that sociopathic whore.”

She looked down empathetically at Ken as she massaged his testicles. “I can feel the pulse of your heartbeat inside them. They’re… a living part of you…” her face turned sad as she continued “Somehow it still feels hard to believe that you have body parts I don’t. Even worse, you have to lose them.”

She let go of his balls and put her hand back on his chest looking down at him sadly as she continued with a sigh, “some princess I am. I can’t even protect the gorgeous boy that I’ve been staring at all semester.”

She looked up and saw Audrey staring at him with hungry, curious eyes. She smiled saying “go ahead, Audrey.” Audrey stepped in towards Ken, but Kendra grabbed her arms saying, “don’t you dare get any closer to that loaded boy.” Audrey pulled her arm away saying “how about you don’t dare get any closer. If you’re so scared of boys, maybe you should go home and twiddle your twat like a good little girl.” Kendra’s face blushed bright red and the other girls laughed at her. She silently let go watching her power over Audrey fade as her lackey grew up turning to face Ken. 

Audrey stepped in between his legs and Ken watched as she looked across his body.

“Hi.” She whispered to him shyly.

“Uhh… hi.” He replied. She placed her hands on either side of his legs and ran them smoothly in across his inseam sending shivers up his back. She swallowed hard and seemed to be thinking about something very intently as the other girls crowded in around him. He lay in an apparent ocean of mauve blazers, white blouses, and curious faces. Audrey said to him “I’m sorry for the times I’ve been mean to you. I plan to make it up to you.”

“How?” Ken asked. Audrey reached her hands over behind her head smoothing her pale, blonde hair back and wrapping a pony-tail tie about it. “I heard once that back in the day men used to force women to put their penises in their mouths.”

“Audrey, You can’t do that.” Kendra blabbered but no one paid attention to her as she found herself being shoved to the back of the crowd of girls.

Audrey turned and addressed the group of girls saying, “they say that it feels incredible for a man to experience it. Like the best thing he can experience at all.”

“You’re going to let him force his cock in your mouth?” Jill asked with an aghast look on her face.

Audrey gestured towards his manhood saying “No, no.” She gestured across Ken saying “Ken isn’t going to force me to do anything. I’m just going to bring his cock into my mouth a bit.”

“But there’s no way that thing could fit.”

Audrey nodded saying “I think I can get in a few inches at least and maybe that is enough.” She turned to look to Ken with a smile on her face saying, “at least enough that we can all find out if it’s true. You girls just ask Ken if what I’m doing feels good.” She giggled and said, “I’ll doubt I’ll be able to talk with my mouth full.”

Jeff muttered “holy shit.”

Bill gasped out “I can’t believe it.”

From under the table, Collette said “What? What’s happening? I can’t see.”

Bill looked down seeing Colette’s ass shift about lightly as she backed up letting her sweet, delicious vaginal lips swallow his cock in deep. She arched her head and turned to look at him and he reported “Audrey’s giving Ken a blowjob.”

“Really? Kendra’s pathetic little toady is growing into a woman?”

“Looks like it.” Bill said with a cocky smile.

“What’s that feel like?” Jeff asked from beside him.

“Incredible. She’s so hot and wet on the inside. I can feel her soft, slippery walls rubbing up and down across my cock. Even without balls it feels great. Like having my cock in a hot tub.”

“Amazing.” Jeff thought for a bit and shrugged saying “I guess I would describe her mouth the same way. What’s it like for you, Collette?”

“Feels powerful. Like I’m finally whole. I’ve done this before but with my ass. This feels a little bit like that, this doesn’t hurt at all and I’m definitely getting some pleasure from it.” She smiled as she shook her hips feeling Bill’s cock slide about inside her body and hearing fresh moans from his mouth. “ohh…the power to put another person in paradise. This whole world seems built on the power to put another person in pain or to force them to subject to your will but here…” She moaned lightly as she arched her back pressing her buttocks hard against Bill’s crotch, feeling him drive deeper inside her. “I have power to bring you boys paradise and I love every second of sharing that power with you. At least I have one last opportunity to flex it while my body is still whole and living.”

“Why are you so convinced you’re going to die?” Jeff asked her.

“Earlier this semester, I had invited Clarissa to join me in some of my extracurricular activities. Turns out my idiot ass had just invited a god damn princess of the gynarchy to fuck and suck boys. I’m honestly surprised I’m still alive.”

Bill moaned deeply and guttural. Luckily, separate moans from the front of the classroom held everyone’s attention. Jeff said “maybe you’re not in as much trouble as you think. Clarissa is holding Ken’s cock still for Audrey to give him a blowjob.”

“What? Fuck! Why is it after I go under the table all the good stuff happens.” She turned to face Bill saying, “hurry up and cum inside me so I can see what’s happening to Ken.”

“Does that feel good?” Clarissa whispered warmly into Ken’s ear as she held his cock up. They watched together as Audrey wrapped her lips around his veiny shaft swallowing his smooth head into her mouth. She had not prepared well, and her small teeth brought tiny prickles of pain around his cock despite her best efforts to open her mouth as wide as possible. Still, the sensation of warmth and wetness around his cock coupled with the sweet tickles of her mouth gliding along his manhood.

“It does feel good.” Ken gasped out.

“Is it like, amazing paradise good or…I don’t know, bangers and mash on a Tuesday night good?”

Ken licked his lips. In truth this felt nothing at all the same as when Jessica had sucked him before. That had been in private with a girl who loved him. This felt like a perverse spectacle with Audrey who he couldn’t quite understand. Always Kendra’s little lackey with a snide remark on the back end or a cheap shot after a fight. He could hardly feel true romance with her in any meaningful way and, if anything, the sensation of being caustically used welled within him.

“Not, amazing paradise. Mostly because I’m still a bit nervous and…”

Clarissa nodded her head cutting him off saying “…not very romantic, is it?”

Ken cringed saying “no. Please don’t tell Audrey, it’s nothing she’s doing wrong.”

“Oh, it’s not what you tell someone, it’s how you tell them. That’s some free leadership advice for you. I bet we can make it better.”

Audrey looked up at them and Clarissa said to her “you’re doing great but let’s make one change.”

Audrey let go of Ken’s cock and gasped for breath a bit. Clarissa slid her blazer off and set it off on the side on one of the desks before she started unbuttoning her shirt saying “Ken’s worried he might get cum on our clothing. Come on, lasses, you don’t want to explain that stain to your mothers.”

“Wait, he’s going to spray us?”

“He can’t quite control it. Bloody thing is like a hair-trigger pin.” Clarissa continued. A wry smile spread across Miss White’s face from where she had taken up a seat at her desk letting the young women swarm about Ken where he lay.

The girls all looked at Ken and he shrugged saying “it could come out at any time.”

Clarissa stripped off her blouse and set it off to the side as well. Silently, the other girls started to follow suit by removing their own suits.

“You…you won’t get any of it in my vagina, right?” Audrey asked in concern.

“You can keep your panties on.” Clarissa replied.

“Wait! Just our panties?” Kendra asked in shock.

Clarissa stripped of her bra letting her breasts fall out free and open before she slid her skirt down across her legs saying “quite. Bully up now. Are you women or are you cowardly little girls?”

The room became an orgy of stripping of clothes and revealing of flesh as the girls quickly fled out of their clothing. Ken’s eyes went wide in shock as he watched parts of girls he never imagined to ever see quickly come into view. Warmth, soft and delicious, flesh rested lightly against Ken’s shoulder, and he turned to see Clarissa leaning against him with her breasts gently pressed against him. She gave a knowing smile and said, “I may not be able to save your balls, but I can at least give you a nice show.”  Ken looked at her starkly and she continued “I keep hoping to see a smile brighten up that beautiful face of yours.”

“Do you know what they would do to me if they saw me smiling at them naked?” Ken asked in exasperation. Clarissa shrugged and said, “probably castrate you.” Ken cracked a chuckle at her joke and a smile came to his face which made the princess sigh. Emboldened by the lack of any consequences beyond that which he would face anyhow, Ken reviewed the group. Kendra eyed the other girls nervously as she cupped her hands across her bare breasts quietly setting her nasty old white-cotton bra off on a table. Audrey had a cute little set of playfully stripey underwear which she was complimented on by Jill who wore a pink lacey bra but mismatched black cotton panties. Audrey smiled warmly back into Jill’s eyes and Ken noticed a moment of intimacy pass between them as Jill arched her back slightly while she removed her bra. Ken had a strange feeling that somehow, even naked, strapped down and unable to move, he had played a small role in bringing those two together. They would make quite a cute couple, especially since Kendra clearly held Audrey in a never-ending friendzone.

“What did I miss?” Collette asked, sliding back up from beneath the table and alighting on half of Jeff’s chair forcing him to the other side. Bill lay back lightly groaning in the after throes of ecstasy.

“Bloody hell! What is happening down there?” Collette gasped. Jeff slid off his chair grabbing another one from nearby to replace it as Collette took his chair over for herself so that she sat between the two boys at the table. Jeff replied “Clarissa happened. She just told them to take their clothes off and they all did.”

“Oh, my God, she’s awesome.” Collette giggled. “I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I think I like her.”

“Doesn’t seem like she’s the kind of girl to turn you over to the bobbies.” Jeff replied. He looked over at her saying “do you regret sucking my cock now that you know you’re going to survive?” Collette flashed him a smile and replied, “I never regret sucking a cock.”

Warmth pressed in around Ken from all sides as the girls of the class leaned in close to him. Audrey had offered up her position and now Jill was suckling on his cock while another girl cupped his balls sweetly. Ken moaned deliciously as a paradise of flesh and beauty surrounded him accentuating the pleasure beyond anything he had ever experienced before. Clarissa asked “better?”

“Vastly.” Ken replied. Some elements of being the only undressed person in the room and the vulnerability which accompanied it had frightened him before along with the dark staring eyes of the powerful girls. Now, with all the girls naked, their attitudes seemed to have changed as well as nervous giggles and coy self-covering followed by cocked eyebrows, knowing looks, and pulling hands away to dare at letting him see more of them filled the group.

“Brilliant. Now get ready to be sucked off by a princess.”

“Huh?”
 

Clarissa slid around to front of him ‘leader-shipping’ her way through the crowd of girls who gladly gave space for their princess. Jill looked up to see Clarissa sliding in beside her.

“Lovely job you’re doing there. Royal research requires I take a turn, however.”

Jill released her suck and said “naturally.” She wiggled her jaw and chuckled lightly saying “be warned, he’s quite big. You have to open wide.” She rose to her feet and pressed her way back around the crowd taking up a perch alongside him as Clarissa demurely dropped to her knees and tossed her hair back smiling at his cock whispering, “if my mom could see me now.”

“Having a good time?” Jill asked Ken as she slid in next to his head on the table. 


“Quite.” He replied. He then let out a gasp as Clarissa sweetly brought his cock into her mouth. She moaned lightly herself and he felt the vibrations from her mouth shake his cock head sensually. 

“Too bad Jessica couldn’t be here for this. Between you and me, I always figured she was sweet on you.”

Ken bit his lip and replied, “I didn’t quite expect this to happen.”

“Ken, no one woke up this morning expecting we would be breaking the law with a princess. Too bad I can’t ever tell anyone about the most incredible day I’ve ever had in my life.”

“Me too.”

“Your cock tastes a little salty by the way. I don’t know if you know that or not.”

“Really? I uhh… never thought to taste it myself.”

“Yeah. It’s not a bad taste, really the only hard part is getting your jaw open wide enough. I suppose the men back in the day would cram their whole cock in a girl’s mouth and that’s why it was so terrible. This is actually kind of fun. If anything…” Jill leaned in and whispered into his ear “having your cock in my mouth makes me wish that I could have inside me somewhere else.”

“Really?”

She smiled and nodded her head saying, “I can feel myself getting wet.” She put a hand on his shoulder and spoke with a pleading tone “please don’t tell the other girls. They would call me weak-willed. I’m not, I just...” She sighed and trailed off with a frown saying “I just don’t see what the danger is. I mean, yeah, pregnancy but that just means you have a baby. So, you raise a baby. That’s literally how people are made. Why is all of this so terrible.”

She leaned against him and ran her hand across his furry chest musing “you’re supposed to be rabid and violent with those testes of yours attached. But… I’ve never known you, Bill, Jeff, or hell, any of the boys to actually hurt one of us girls. I mean, forced rape of a woman by a man? How many decades would you have to go back in time for that to even be a thing.” She sighed and reached over caressing Ken’s cheek lightly. He flinched away from her a bit and she smiled sadly saying “if anything, us girls have been the ones to hurt you. Haven’t we?” Ken looked at her suspiciously. She sighed and said intimately, “I’m sorry for the times that I laughed at you when Miss White made fun of you for not knowing the answer to something. Even though the rest of the class was laughing, I shouldn’t have done that to you. Sorry about that.”

“Thanks” Ken muttered quietly.

Jill leaned in and whispered, “This whole thing has me curious, Ken. Do you actually feel irrational rage and lust? Or is that something the old people made up?”

“I do feel sexual desire, but I know enough to never speak of it.”

“If you know enough to never talk about it, then that means you can control it. Right?”

“I suppose. It’s supposed to get worse as I get older.”

“Maybe that’s why you have to be castrated. It’s too bad. Your cock did feel good in my mouth. I could only imagine what it would feel like in my pussy.”

They watched as Kendra hesitantly slid in beside Clarissa. Ken and her eyes met one another, and she gave a weirdly blank stare at him which made his heart race and not because of the sexual pleasure Clarissa was feeding him. Kendra, who had held a hand over her breasts the entire time slowly lifted her arm away letting her small, pink nipples reveal themselves to Ken. She seemed to stare into his face intently as she did this, and he did not break eye contact with her as she slid her hand underneath between his legs. He shook his head but watched and felt her fingers wrapped around his balls.

“Please, don’t let Kendra hurt me.” Ken whispered, looking to Jill for protection. Jill looked up from him and rose to her feet balling up a fist and staring angrily at Kendra. Kendra noticed her and shook her head saying, “I’m just curious too.”

She gently massaged Ken’s testicles as Clarissa continued suckling on his cock. “It’s okay. I can feel that she’s not hurting me.”

Jill sat back down next to him saying “the world never ceases to amaze.”

Kendra slowly knelt next to Clarissa as her eyes grew wide “They’re… moving. Like they’re alive.” She muttered in astonishment. Her brow furrowed as she said, “they’re growing tight.”

“His cock is getting even bigger” Clarissa said letting go of his cock with her mouth and massaging it with her hand.

“I’m about to cum.” Ken whimpered out before groaning loudly. White, sticky cum sprayed out in a broad arc from his cock followed immediately by squeals and screams as the girls received a baptismal spray of man juice.

“Bloody hell, Ken leads a charmed life!” Bill sputtered out in awe as Jeff said, “I think I’m getting a hard on again.” Collette stared wide eyed between them with an amazed smile across her face as she replied, “Are you kidding? Even I’m getting a hard on watching this.”

“Holy hell, it’s bloody everywhere. Wait.” Clarissa said as she drew her finger across her face drawing a drizzle of Ken’s cum to her mouth and saying, “so that’s what the salty taste was!”

“Oh my god! It’s in my hair!” Kendra screeched as she rose to her feet desperately wiping sticky fingers against her sticky, damp hair.

“Sorry. I’m so sorry. I just couldn’t hold it any longer” Ken muttered apologetically.

“Apologize for nothing, Ken.” Audrey said pinching some of his juices between her fingers sliding it off her breasts and toying with it as she continued “I just hope you had a good time.”

“That did feel incredible.” Ken gasped out, still feeling a bit constricted despite all the pleasure he had just experienced. A pain of shame and recognition filled his core, however, in the icy wake of the pleasure that he had just experienced. The fact that he lay flat on the table strapped in a spread-eagle position did nothing to help him forget his plight.

“Almost had all of this in my mouth. Could you imagine?” Clarissa muttered.

“Could you imagine it in your fanny?” Jill said dreamily. The girls looked at her “you girls remember from class, there’s what, a million bloody sperm in this stuff. One single drop could get a girl pregnant. Feeling a man deep inside you pumping his cock away filling your body with his seed.” Her chest

“Ugg… him filling your body up and you laying there helplessly knowing that he was making you pregnant.” Kendra muttered bitterly.

Clarissa silently eyed the cum between her fingers. A strange and terrifying urge filled her in that moment.

A single drop from a loaded boy…

It had been about ten-days since her menstrual cycle…

Everything she needed to bear a baby literally lay on the tip of her fingers. All she would have to do is slide her fingers beneath her panties and press it inside her before it dried out and died. It felt so natural and yet was so illegal.

“But what if you were in love with him though. Could you imagine romantically holding hands and feeling him fill your body full of cum knowing he was going to grow a baby inside you. Afterwards you could spend all night kissing and talking about baby names. Oh, my god, that would be…” Audrey exclaimed.

“…the way things used to be.” Miss White said.

They turned to look and not a single jaw lay closed at the shock of what they saw. Sometime during the melee of sexual frustration, Miss White had stripped off her own shirt and bra. Her large, ripe breasts proudly spread out before her. She still wore the black skirt underneath, but the shocking sight of her nudity silenced the room.

“Holy shit!” Collette exclaimed before Jeff wrapped a hand around her mouth from behind clamping it shut before she could arouse attention and suspicion. She sat on his lap feeling his firm cock stretching out her ass but the sight of Miss White nude from the waist up shocked her even more. Mercifully, no one was paying attention to what had now become tantamount to the peanut gallery of her, Jeff and Bill. Jeff removed his hand and she said “Sorry, I just never imagined that…” He groaned as he stopped mid-sentence and wrapped his arms around Collette’s waist tight holding onto her as he rode her ass to paradise filling her body with his cum. Bill rolled his eyes saying, “every part of today is unimaginable.” He sighed and continued “I miss having balls.” Collette gasped in pleasure as Jeff finished inside her and she said “oh, shit. That’s right. She has to castrate him now. God that’s horrible.”

Clarissa rose to her feet with a drop of Ken’s cum still decorating her elegant jawline as she turned to face Miss White.

“Miss White why are you…” Jill began to ask but Miss White shook her head locking her eyes dead onto Ken saying “I’m just matching the fashion of the day. There’s a lesson you girls need to learn, however. And sadly, now Ken must teach it to you.”

Ken swallowed hard as Clarissa quietly quit her position from in front of him, stepping aside to let Miss White step in and place a short stool on the ground. She alighted on that and placed a small surgical kit on the table next to Ken’s hips as she continued “Quite magical, innit? A man’s power to procreate. Do you all feel that primal calling in your bodies in its presence? A slight tickling in your lower abdomen? A fluttering in your stomach? Queer desires and forbidden thoughts?”

“Yes.” Clarissa gasped as she watched Miss White pull out a jar of alcohol and a cotton ball. She placed the ball over the open lid and shook the jar lightly filling the room with the pungent, sharp odor of disinfectant. The stench alone seemed to dampen the incredible sensation of pheromonal yearnings which had permeated the space between teenage boy and curious girls.

“And now you will get to experience the pain of when those things die away. Same as I did many years ago when they told me I was infertile.”

“Wait… that means you’re…”
 

“By natural causes the very thing that I am about to make Ken into by surgery. Yes.”  Miss White replied sharply as she rubbed the cooling alcohol across his bare scrotum bringing a grimace to Ken’s face.

“Perfectly functional testicles and manhood, capable of rearing untold numbers of children throughout the course of his life. He has this sweet, powerful, penetrating cock which goes from limp noodle to a delicious skewer custom designed for a woman’s body, based on the hormones from these testicles. After today it will be a limp noodle for practically ninety-nine percent of the rest of his life. You can lie to yourselves, but you can’t lie to me. I know every single one of you silent little girls gathered around here muttering blasphemous things under your breath would mount him and ride this cock your own illegal paradise, if there were but fewer eyes upon you. And now you will all watch as I destroy his manhood forever.”

“Wait! No!” Clarissa pleaded as she fell down beside Miss White, her face taught with agony.

“Do you want to discuss that issue with parliament? Or perhaps propose a deferment to your own mother? Maybe you can see him again, trussed with his cock roasted in garlic for your lunch-time meal.” Miss White replied, bitterly.

Clarissa’s eyes glistened as she sputtered “I… I…don’t eat men…” She grimaced and continued with growing desperation in her voice, “Fine! Okay! You win! I learned my lesson. You taught me. Please. You can stop now. Don’t hurt him.”

Miss White withdrew a syringe and filled it with a clear fluid from a jar. “He’ll be fine. He won’t even feel a thing.”

Up top Jill wrapped her hand around Ken’s head her own eyes threatening tears as she said “Oh, god, Ken! Don’t look at the horrible things she is going to do to your body parts.”

“Of course, he has to look.” Miss White replied darkly. She glared up at Jill who loosened her hold on Ken staring back aghast. Miss White coldly shifted her eyes to look Ken in the face as she continued “how else is he going to learn what an epididymis is other than seeing his own?”

“Are you bloody mental!? That’s his own body parts. That’s like cutting out a girl’s ovaries!” Audrey protested.

“It’s today’s lesson plan.” Miss White replied silently as she slid the needle into Ken’s testicles. He winced and whimpered momentarily but she pressed the plunger replacing the pinch of pain with icy numbness which made Ken shiver and gulp in the existential fear of unnatural things happening to his own body.

Clarissa paced back and forth beside Ken shaking in frustration “that’s not bloody fair. He’s not a fucking mad beast of lust and rage! That’s all-bloody rubbish.” She stabbed a finger at Miss White saying with her voice quacking, “As princess, I command you to not castrate him!”

“I’m already scheduled for execution, remember. Dead women don’t follow royal commands.” Miss White replied coldly as she leveled the syringe for another bite into his bullocks. This time the pinch felt distant, almost remote from his body, same as his testicles.

“This isn’t right!” Clarissa pleaded.

“This!” Miss White withdrew a scalpel handle and said, “This is what happens to the losers of a war. We fought. They lost. We collect their spoils.”

“Losers of a war!? That war was decades ago! How can we still be collecting spoils to this day?”

“Welcome to the United Queendom, Princess.” Miss White seethed as she withdrew a number ten blade and fitted it to the handle in front of Ken’s pale, helpless scrotum.

Up in the desks, tears welled up in Collette’s eyes as she wrapped her arms around Bill and Jeff’s necks dragging them in towards her as she said “Oh, god, I never hated you boys. Please, believe that! I love boys.”

“We know.” Jeff gagged feeling her tight grip across his neck. She released her grip and continued in sobs “Oh, god, why do we have to be fucking enemies?”

Clarissa ran up to in front of their desk bringing them face to face with a wild-eyed and topless princess. She pleaded in despair “Please, Jeff, Bill…” She pointed to Ken saying “he’s a fellow boy just like yourselves. You know what this must be like. You can’t let this happen to him!”

“What do you mean ‘can’t let this happen’ this already happened to me.” Bill protested. Jeff scoffed saying, “it’s going happen to me this summer.”

“Collette, I know of the gang, surely you girls can…”

“Do what?” Collette spat the words out through tears. “We can’t even wear our fucking badges on the outside of our clothing. I’m just gang girl, what makes you think I can stop this?”

“Clarissa.” Miss White’s voice fell into the air of the class as heavy as a hangman’s noose. Clarissa slowly turned around and Miss White said “Attendance is mandatory. I have to watch. Ken has to watch. You have to watch.”

Tears streamed down her face as Clarissa trudged back to where Ken lay. Blood streamed down from his scrotum where Miss White had incised it.

“Clarissa” Ken’s soft low voice cut loud and clear through the din as the other girls of the class withdrew a respectful distance behind Miss White. Some held their stomachs while Audrey held a hand over her mouth trying to reduce her urge to vomit. Even Kendra’s face contorted in shock as she grimaced and muttered “it’s a bloody living part of him and she’s cutting it open like a god-damned orange peel.”

“Yes, Ken.” Clarissa said as she dove in beside him next to Jill.

“Thank you for giving me…” Ken’s voice croaked as Miss White pried against his pubic bone to pop his left testicle out from its rightful place. Ken swallowed down hard and continued “one last good experience from my bullocks while I still had them.”

“This can’t be real.” Clarissa muttered in shock.

Ken looked across the gory mess of his manhood at the group of nude girls before him and he said, “thank you all for letting me have one final bit of pleasure, a memory to hold onto for the rest of my life.”

“Rest of your life? You’re barely bloody eighteen and your sex is over forever.” Clarissa protested.

Ken nodded sadly as he felt the disturbing sensation of cold steel beneath his bullocks and the realization that the chill, he felt came from parts of his body which should be inside him no longer bearing such a place. He looked down across his body to see Miss White holding up a metal tray beneath his crotch where two bloody masses of flesh lay stretched out from cords of blood vessels extending back into the incisions in his scrotum. She brought up a spray bottle and spritzed them with a stream of cleansing water and a wave of nausea overcame Ken as the hideous realization that although the lidocaine had spared him the bulk of the agony from the incisions, he could still feel the cold water splashing across his balls as they lay splayed open on their final resting place in that damnable metal tray.

“Right, then girls. Come on up. Tell the names of the parts you see.” Miss White called out with a sharp, bitterness biting through a sarcastically chipper tone.

Not a single girl moved.

“What? You were all so excited to see and feel them before, and now they’re out in the open. You’re all suddenly quite squeamish? This is the natural course of things, innit? Ken is growing up. It’s normal in the United Queendom for boys to shed their bullocks. Come, now, see the very balls you had your hands all over and enjoyed getting sprayed about with their juices earlier.”

Clarissa rose to her feet and her eyes stabbed daggers at Miss White. Miss White glared back and then turned to Ken pointing at the squiggly part on top of his balls. She stared at him silently.

“epididymis.” Ken said quietly in a defeated voice.

“That’s correct.” Miss White replied. She looked over her shoulder and called out “Audrey, come.”

Audrey’s flesh looked even paler than normal. Her body shivered as she slowly approached. She wrapped her arms around her bare chest uncomfortably as Miss White moved Ken’s testicles about in the tray. “name this part.” Miss White said sliding her finger along a piece of the tubing. He groaned slightly at the sensation of growing nauseousness within him. “Did he feel that?” Audrey hoarsely whispered with her eyes locked wide in terror staring at Ken.

“That’s not the name of this part.”

“Please, Miss White, stop hurting Ken.”

“That’s also not the name of this part.” Miss White said sliding her finger across the delicate tubing. Ken gritted his teeth and muttered “is it normal to feel like you’re going to vomit?”

“Quite normal.” Miss White said flatly.

“Fine, it’s the vas deferens. Please, don’t hurt him anymore. Ken doesn’t deserve this.” Audrey cried out.

“But boys do, don’t they?”

Audrey shook her head as tears began to glisten out the corners of her eyes.

“Right then, off with you.” Audrey quickly huddled back with the other girls as Miss White called out “Kendra.”

“God, no.” Kendra muttered her face contorted in fear.

“Also, not the correct answer. You girls are so good on paper but now you’re rubbish with the real thing. Come over here.”

Kendra stared at her feet as she approached slowly. “Testicles. Fine, I said it. Now can I…”

“I didn’t ask a question.” Miss White snapped back.

“It’s the only part left to name.” Kendra replied.

“I wasn’t asking you to name a part. I was going to ask you about your future career in medicine.”

Kendra looked up into Miss White’s face and trembled.

Miss White continued “Come here and assist with the final cut of Ken’s manhood so you can be the one to officially castrate him.”

Kendra shook her head.

“Isn’t that what you always wanted? To make the world a better place, one snipped boy at a time. To watch a man straight in the eyes as you cleave the very evil out of him and watch his soul die a little on the inside. Come now. Do it to Ken. It should be easy. You’ve been harassing him all semester and now you have the chance to perform the ultimate insult. Slice his manhood off and juggle it about laughing at him while you play with the body parts that used to be his. That’s what all the wicked boys deserve, is it not?”

Kendra’s hand flew up to her mouth as she crouched on the ground gagging.

Her body convulsed and she visibly heaved as she pleaded “is it normal to feel like you’re going to vomit?”

“Quite normal.” Miss White said coldly.

“God no! Don’t, please, Miss White, I’m begging you. Don’t make me do this.”

“Kendra.” Miss White said soothingly.

Kendra looked up at her from where she crouched on the ground. Miss White said firmly “you wouldn’t even last a day working in a castration clinic.”

Kendra curled up and began sobbing on the ground.

Miss White set the tray down and produced a pair of small scissors and suture line from the surgical kit. With a few stitches and cuts, Ken watched as his manhood fell away from his body permanently.

“Damn you.” Clarissa said bitterly.

“I’m complying with the law, princess.” Miss White replied as she began suturing Ken’s scrotum back shut.

Clarissa looked sadly at Ken who looked back up at her. It felt as if he stared deep into her soul.

Clarissa reached up and ran her fingers along the bit of semen still clinging to her cheek. She pulled it away and looked at it in contemplation before looking back into Ken’s face. She stuck her hand down her panties and winced with a gasp as she curled her fingers up into her own womanhood pressing his semen inside herself. “Only one princess. Mom is too old to bear more children. They’ll execute me, or they won’t. Either way, there won’t be a scandal. The British royal family has always been good at hiding things.” She said with a hint of defiance in her voice. She withdrew her hand with a shudder and then knelt over Ken staring deep into his face as she continued “Nine months from now, God willing, I’ll be blessed with a baby boy just as beautiful as his father. If this dream come to pass, I will find a way to keep him safe the murderous bitches of this Queendom. I swear to you, sweet Ken, your story won’t end here.”

Ken smiled at her sadly and said, “why did I never talk to you? You’re so…”

“Royal?” Clarissa asked
 

“Brave.” Ken finished.

“I wish someday I could grow up to be like you.” He continued.

“We’re the same age.”

“Still.”

Clarissa looked back to see Miss White finishing closure and placing bandages on his former manhood. The girls had started to put their clothing back on while a few peaked curiously at the balls in the tray followed by sad looks in Ken’s direction. Miss White rose to her feet. The fact that her breasts bounced slightly as she did this did nothing to reduce her terrifying appearance as she slid the wretched mess of his former manhood into a small glass jar filled with alcohol and screwed the lid down on top of it.

“The procedure is done. You may release the straps.” She said with a dark, formal tone in her voice.

Clarissa and Jill looked at one another and both began removing the straps which held Ken in place. In the space of a few seconds, He sat gingerly on the edge of the table groaning slightly and fearful to move to fast or too far.

Miss White handed him the jar saying, “Souvenir for you, Ken.” She then looked to Clarissa saying “I suppose there is only thing left for me to do today and that is die. Should I accompany you to the drawing and quartering grounds to be tortured and executed publicly as a traitor or do we ride in separate cars? I’ve never had a royal execution before, so I don’t know all the ins and outs of it.”

Clarissa stared back at her and wrapped her arms around herself in shock.

Ken groaned weakly and said, “I have something for you, Clarissa.” As he looked down at the jar in his hands.

“I don’t want those.” She replied with a fearful gasp at the ghoulish treasure bobbing about in the jar.

He shook his head and said “not these. This.” He reached down and pulled the red, ‘loaded-boy’ warning label from his jacket and handed it to her silently. She looked at the badge in her hand and then back at Ken.

“Are you quite sure you want to give me this?” Clarissa asked with weight in her voice.

“I have a few others to give out.” He said nodding towards his backpack before continuing “but you definitely earned one.”

Clarissa closed her eyes around it feeling the hateful patch of cloth bite judgement into the palm of her hand. She shivered with a smile and whispered, “thank you, Ken.”

Her voice turned determined and defiant as she gritted her teeth and continued saying “I’ll wear it every day.” 

She then turned back to Miss White. The other girls stood around the two of them watching intently as Clarissa continued, “I pray you forgive me for belaying your execution.”

“Come again?” Miss White asked in surprise.

Clarissa sniffed back a bit at a residual tear and held her head up high as she continued, “because I never came to class today. I grew bored of public school and decided to leave. Just up and disappeared yesterday and never showed up again.”

Clarissa looked around at the other girls continuing, “any daft stories of a princess attending public school are obviously counter-revolutionary rubbish.” Her voice darkened as she continued “and any blasphemous tongues spreading such wretched tales will be cut from their owner’s mouths. Is that perfectly clear?”

Deathly silence filled the classroom in reply.

Clarissa looked to Ken as Jill sat by his side with her arm wrapped over his shoulders comforting him. Ken looked up at her and Clarissa held up the badge saying, “I’ll find a way to end this.” She turned back to Miss White continuing “I swear to you. I don’t know how, but I will end this madness. I will end this mad war between men and women. I will let men keep their balls and girls fall in love. I will let them have as many babies as they bloody want. I will make sure that the people of this island enjoy the beauty of love, sex, and family the way it was always meant to be.”

Miss White bowed replying, “Thank you, Princess. I see you fully understood today’s lesson exactly as I intended.”

Miss White stepped over to where Kendra lay. Her tears had subsided, but her soul remained broken. Miss White knelt and placed a hand on Kendra’s shoulder. Kendra looked up at her through blood-shot and teary eyes.

“I meant what I said as a compliment.” Miss White said quietly. Kendra’s face contorted in confusion. Miss White continued “there’s too much humanity in you for you to survive working in the castration clinic, Kendra. Deep down inside, you are a good person. That’s why you couldn’t cut Ken.” Kendra wiped away tears saying, “I never thought I would be so weak.”

“There are many ways to be strong. You’ll find yours in good time. For now, however, you need to do something very important.”

“What?”

“Get off my floor and put your clothes back on.”

The bell rang as the students shuffled wordlessly out from the class. All of them bore shocked and dazed expressions save for Clarissa whose eyes burned wide and fierce as she marched straight out of the school building. Bill and Collette offered to help Ken as he hobbled slowly over to his desk. “No, no. I’ll be fine. You go on to the next class. I’ll just be moving a little slow.” Ken said.

Miss White sat on the demonstration table, her head hung down and silent as Ken approached her. He glanced over his shoulder to see Collette shoot him one last look before she too left the room.

“I’m not sure what to do with my life.” Miss White muttered as she looked up at him. Her eyes glistened as she continued “I had imagined the sweet pain of execution would help me find forgiveness for what I stole from you and all those boys back in the clinic.” She shook her head frowned saying “I gave my lesson. I destroyed a man. I sacrificed my life, but now I won’t die. So, what do I do? Drink? Cry?”

“How about teach.” Ken replied.

She looked at him closely. He reached into his pocket and pulled out a loaded badge.

She shook her head and tears streamed from her eyes as she continued “I don’t deserve that. Not after…”

“Laying the foundation for a better future for our children.”  Ken said, cutting her off.

“Neither of us will ever have children, Ken.”

“You know what I mean.” He replied.

Miss White frowned and continued “don’t waste that badge of honor on this broken old woman. Give it to your girlfriend sitting in school suspension. She’s the one who loves you. I’m just some broken old hag who destroyed your manhood.” 

“Oh, I have one for her too.” Ken said as he placed the badge in Miss White’s hands.

She looked down at it as he said, “a loaded man is dangerous to the United Queendom because he has balls. A loaded woman is dangerous to the United Queendom because she has a sense of humanity. You shared that humanity today.”

“I still cut you.”

“I got a blowjob from a princess.”

Miss White looked up at him. He shrugged saying “My sperm is in her womb and your spirit of defiance is in her heart. We have quite a few accomplishments between us for merely giving up a pair of my balls. Do we not?”

“Quite.”

“That all you have to say?”

Miss White laughed through her tears and replied, “what can I say? I’m British.”

“Quite.” Ken replied.

“Oh, stop that.” Miss White scoffed back. She slid up and off the table feeling the tension of her breasts shifting as she did so. She looked down at them and back at Ken. She placed a warm hand on his shoulder and said, “My breasts are nothing special to you now, are they?”

“They’re still pretty.” Ken replied.

“Thank you.” Miss White replied with a light smile as she stepped over to her desk and grabbed a slip of paper. “A note for you to go to the nurse’s office for the rest of the day. You’ll need to put ice on that incision and take it easy for a few days here. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good. It’s right next to the Principal’s office. If you’re not careful, you might encounter a naughty little girl down there that loves you.”

Ken reached into his pocket pulling up one of his “loaded” badges and said, “don’t worry. I’m ready for Jess.”
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