Super smash balls


Matt and Sierra playing a fighting game against each other with a special twist at the end, for every round that they lost they lost an article of their clothing. Matt just losing his shorts leaving him with just his boxers and Sierra was still wearing her underwear. Matt looking at Sierra, “can you go easier on me this time?” “No way. Get ready to lose those boxers.” Matt getting nervous that he’d need to be her slave for the next 24 hours after he lost tried to play the best he could barely wining Sierra’s top. “You got lucky, next time I’ll win.” “Wanna bet?” Sierra smirking, “yea, I do. Beat me twice and you can do whatever your heart desires to me. If I win twice I get the hammer. Deal?” Matt crossing his arms, “challenge accepted.” Sierra walking out and returning with a large meat-tenderizing hammer and setting it between them, “just so you know what I’m using when I win.” 


Matt barely losing the next bout because of just poor luck, Matt handing over his shorts, “you may have my cloths but you aren’t getting my nuts.” “Doubt it.” During the next battle Sierra kept chanting “hammer, hammer, hammer.” Making Matt panic and when he finally lost Sierra cheered and Matt’s jaw dropped, as did the controller to the floor. A couple of minutes later Sierra walked back in with a knife and a cutting board, “put em down.” Matt sadly sitting before the board resting his sack on it yelping when Sierra cut into his sack removing it completely exposing his nuts, Sierra handing the pouch to Matt who couldn’t stop whimpering. “So, which dies first? Left or right?” “L-left?” Sierra raising the hammer, “okay.” Sierra bringing down the hammer hard on his defenseless berry turning it to paste with a crunch, and within a few seconds the remaining one followed with another powerful swing. Sierra looking at the mess that used to be two thirds of what made Matt a man, “ew, messy.”

