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1. No Boys Allowed

“Hey! Don’t you know that it’s bad luck to see the bride before the wedding?”

Mike looked at the wall of women before him. Resplendent in their brides-maid dresses, blazing crimson in the color selected for the very occasion. He felt a bit awkward, in his own rented tuxedo as he swallowed hard. He stared at the crowd of a half-dozen beautiful, yet stern, faces before him. Individually, each one of them could have looked appealing with the strapless and body-contoured bodices hugging the curves of their upper halves while highlighting the delicious, pale mounds of their bosoms. They wore red skirts hugging tight around their buttocks with hems terminating just above their knees. Together, however, as a wall of pale, lithe arms, red voluptuous lips, coifed hairdos of various colors, rounded breasts compressed into an array of cleavage squeezing outward against matched bodice’s, they appeared downright dominating to the point of invoking terror. A dozen eyes firmly fixed on the single, impetuous man within their presence. Amongst the hard stares, however one pair of eyes grew soft.

Jasmine, maid of honor and his soon to be sister-in-law, reached out and grabbed his shoulder gently with an empathetic look on her face. She was tall for a woman, nearly six feet in height and forced to wear heals which put her several inches taller than Mike himself in that moment. He looked intimately into her eyes as a glistening diamond flashed on her left-hand ring finger. Mike muttered to her, “sorry, I just had something to discuss with her.”

Jasmine gave him a small smile and spoke reassuringly, saying, “It’s okay, Mike. My husband was nervous before our wedding too.” She chuckled and said to the group, “he was practically shaking with terror during the ceremony.” This drew a few wry chuckles and knowing glances from the gathered women. She continued speaking to Mike, “but afterwards, he was so much calmer, and happier than he ever had been before in his life. He’s watching our daughter now. If you have questions about what will happen to you, you can ask him if you like. He can explain everything from a man’s point of view.”

They stood in the desolate back hallway in front of an old Sunday-school room which had been transitioned into an impromptu changing room for the women of the wedding ceremony. Behind the wooden door Jessica crouched. She wore a glittering white dress with intricate spiral-patterened bodice and a full length white skirt which swam delightfully around her legs. Her blonde hair was loosely curled and pinned back into an elegant display of feminine beauty while her soft, brown eyes were wide with concern as she listened in. Her lips, voluptuously painted bright red with carefully applied lipstick, quivered as she prayed, “please, dear god, don’t let my fiancé be having second thoughts. Please don’t let him jilt me.” She stared in terror as she muttered “I thought he loved me. Dear god, warm his feet and save me from humiliation.”

Every fiber of her being urged her body to spring out into the hallway, shove her way past her bridesmaids, and wrap her arms around Mike reassuring him that he wasn’t making a mistake by marrying her. Tradition mandated that she couldn’t, however, at least not on the day of her wedding. She bowed her head and listened to the conversation behind the door praying that her sister could quell whatever terror plagued Mike’s heart.

“It… wasn’t really that. I just…” Mike stammered before lowering his head. Jasmine gave his shoulder a squeeze and the crowd of women stepped in close around him. He now stood surrounded by them as Jasmine whispered, “Mike, this is the way it has to be. Every man only ever gets one woman.”

Bree, Jessica’s college roommate, piped up snickering, “no matter how many of us you want to have sex with.” They all looked at her and Jasmine shot a disapproving stare saying, “not cool, Bree. Not cool.” Bree’s face fell as she sputtered “but it’s true, right? I mean, that’s the point of the ceremony is making sure he can stay faithful to Jessica.”

Angie, a cousin of Jessica’s who had short, dark hair and a slightly chubbier appearance than the others, shot back saying in an angry tone, “the point of the ceremony is to keep their marriage safe from bitches like you, Bree.”

“God damn it, Bree.” Jessica hissed behind the door as she contemplated whether it would interrupt the flow of the ceremony if she blacked her soon-to-be former best friend’s eye. She blew out a breath to hold herself steady. Bree had always been the ‘fun’ one back in college, but Jessica grew up while Bree seemed to still be just… well… Bree. The same crazy skank she had always been.

Bree protested shouting “Hey! I would never hurt Jessica like that. A bitch like you maybe.” Mike suddenly found himself jostled as Angie and Bree leapt for each other. Jasmine pulled him aside to keep him out of the fray. The arms of his wife’s sister wrapped around his body protectively felt oddly comforting as Jasmine held him from behind while two of the other bridesmaids intertwined their arms around Bree and Angie, preventing the two combatants from reaching each other as the two women flailed a bit stupidly for a second towards one another. Bree’s large breasts trembled at the top of her bodice, promising to spill out at any second in a delicious display. “Stop it you two! Act like adults for once in your lives.” Hissed Jasmine. Both of them grouchily rescinded the fight still staring at one another angrily. Bree shifted her body a bit shaking off her anger before turning back to Mike saying, “all I’m saying is that, as he is now, he wants to have sex with every woman he meets. I mean, Mike, come on. This is like the second time you’ve seen me in your life. Do you feel sexual desire for me?”

Mike cringed and muttered “Uhh…”

“You don’t have to answer that, Mike.” Jasmine spoke into his ear from behind. He tried to ignore the growing lump in his pants at the feel of her warmth pressed against his back, the smell of her floral perfume, the feeling of her hot breath on his neck. She was, after all, quite literally the ‘wrong’ sister. Bree gestured around saying, “Me, or Angie, or Sherrie, or hell, how about Jasmine for that matter. She’s getting pretty handsy there grabbing a fiancé that belongs to her sister’s and not to her.”

“Bree, you bitch!” hissed Sherrie. Bree’s suggestion was even more egregious to Sherrie given the streak of grey in Sherrie’s dark hair and subtle age to her face. She was old enough to be Mike’s mother, although she had truthfully aged like a fine wine and save for the silver in her hair and a few laugh-lines around her cheeks, she still looked quite fetching in the crimson dress.

“Yes.” Mike said hanging his head in shame.

He looked back up at them as the women stared at him and he said “I feel sexual desire for all of you. I know that I shouldn’t.”

“Mike, it’s okay. It’s just biology. Don’t be so hard on yourself.” Jasmine said reassuringly though she still held onto him from behind as if he would spring forward at any moment. Bree cocked a grin and adjusted her bodice letting her glistening mounds of delicious flesh jiggle delightfully as she said “I bet he would rather be hard on me. Unlike you prudes, I take it as a compliment. Some of us can fill these dresses out better than others.”

Angie grunted at Bree saying, “it’s behavior like that which is why you’re still single.”

Bree caught Mike’s eye and leaned forward giving him a clean view of her warm cleavage as she smirked, “Mike doesn’t seem to mind.”

“God damn it, Bree. If Angie doesn’t kick your ass, I will.” Sherrie growled.

“Whatever Bree, I bet Mike’s not even hard for you.” Angie snorted before she brazenly turned around and cupped Mike’s manhood through his pants. Her eyes went wide with surprise. “Nope, nope, he’s hard as a rock. I’m totally wrong and Jessica is going to murder me for touching her man’s cock!”

Mike shuddered and Jasmine said, “sorry Mike, you really should have stayed on the boy’s side of the church. Single women are dangerous and crazy.”

Mike sputtered, “no, they’re right. It’s my fault that I got hard looking at you all. I shouldn’t think of you sexually but… I can’t stop myself.”

Jasmine slid her hand down across Mike’s jacket and wrapped her fingers around his erect cock and balls saying “It’s okay. My sister will take care of this for you. Just imagine, this is the last time you will get hard looking at other women. You’ll never have to worry about being frustrated or feeling a desire you can’t quench.” She gave him a little squeeze around his balls bringing a gasp of pain to his lips as she continued, “shhh…” She whispered into his ear “I thought I trained you better than that.” She spoke out loud, “you’re going to have to get better at handling pain than this if you are going to handle this ceremony drug-free. Today will hurt, but after that you won’t ever feel the pain of sexual frustration again and you will have my lovely, doting sister by your side for the rest of your life.”

“Wait! He’s going drug-free?” Bree gasped. Angie marveled as well “Damn, Mike, you got some balls on you there to go drug free.” Bree shrugged looking down at his crotch and back up again saying, “…well, until Jessica kills them that is.”

Jasmine gave him another squeeze and he tensed but held his desire to scream as agony began to twist its way up through his groin and into his abdomen. “Shhh… there you go. That’s more like it. Breath through the pain. You’re stronger than the pain.”

Angie squinted and asked, “Jasmine, what the fuck are you doing to your sister’s fiancé?”

Jasmine replied “I’m helping him practice. When my sister clamps him, it’s going to hurt a lot more than this.” She looked at Mike and spoke with that silky sweet voice of hers that he had grown accustomed to the sound of as she counted through their training exercises while pain ravaged his crotch. She said, “I know you gave into her romantic notions of doing it drug free so you can prove your love to her. Please don’t insult her by screaming and crying on stage when she destroys your balls. She’s so looking forward to a proper ceremony.”

Sherrie murmured, “I can’t imagine a man doing it drug free in this day and age.”

Jasmine replied, “I know, when I clipped my sweet Derrick a few years back at our marriage, I injected at least two full bottles of lidocaine into his balls first. Hell, I even injected some more on our wedding night. That’s what you need to know for your wedding night, Ladies, how to inject lidocaine into a man’s balls. I felt that since he was giving up his ability to reproduce naturally to have me as his partner for life, it was only fair that I make every effort to make the transition from virile, single man to my soft, loyal, docile husband as painless as possible for him. My sister’s different. She’s more old-fashioned and romantic than I am. She leans into the old fable being that if a man can take his balls being clipped by the love of his life without shedding a single tear, then they were meant to be together from birth.”

Bree marveled at this. She looked too Mike saying, “Dude, you should have married me, you could have kept your balls.”

Mike breathed through the pain and said, “I’m fine to get clipped with no drugs. I agree with Jessica. I know that I love her enough to have no regrets in giving up my manhood, even if the process is painful.” He looked over his shoulder to Jasmine saying, “I just hope I’m strong enough to not humiliate her by crying when she clips me.” Jasmine nodded saying, “I think you might be okay. I’ve got a pretty tight grip on you now and you’re still standing upright and talking. For the ceremony you get to lay down so at least that part will be easier.” Jasmine leaned in and he felt her warm breath against his ear as she said softly, “Seriously, Mike. If you would prefer, I can put a hand over your mouth and crush your balls here and now. You can cry and scream as much as you like. None of the bridesmaids will ever tell, not even Bree, if she knows what’s good for her. That way, when you go up on stage, there won’t be anything for my sister to destroy when she clips you. It will just be for show. Let me know, Mike. I love my sister and I would do anything to make her happy, even if it means I’m secretly taking away her privilege to castrate you.”

“There was something that I wanted to talk to Jessica about, though.” Mike said.

“What?”

“The unity ceremony.” He said.

Jasmine’s mouth fell open, and her hand loosened immediately as she began massaging the balls she had just been squeezing “Oh, shit, I’m so sorry, Mike. God I hope I didn’t break anything important.” He gasped as she let go of his chest as well letting him step free from her. “That’s what I wanted to discuss with her. I know it’s kind of controversial and we talked about whether we were going to do it or not, but I just want to let her know I’ve been thinking about it, and it would be okay if we didn’t.”

Angie said, “Jess didn’t tell me there would be a unity ceremony.”

Sherrie gasped and said, “I haven’t seen a unity ceremony for years.”

Bree’s eyes lit up as she said, “Go Jess! I can’t believe I get to watch my best girl from college get porked live on stage in front of all her friends and family! Now this is going to be a mother-fucking wedding.”

Sherrie and Angie shot Bree dark looks.

Mike swallowed hard and said “it’s okay if she doesn’t though. We’ve been talking about it, you know, going back and forth about the issue. Like I said, it’s controversial and…”

Jasmine spoke firmly saying “Mike, in less than an hour my sister is going to put the cold steel jaws of a burdizzo around the most sensitive body organs you own and clamp them shut with no pain-relieving drugs what-so-ever. For God’s sake, enjoy your unity ceremony with her.”

“Okay. There was one other thing… but…” Mike stammered off.

Jasmine glanced at the other girls and grabbed his shoulder dragging him away down the hallway a bit as she said, “future-sister-in-laws and grooms only. You all go take help Jessica with her hair.” Mike walked along as him and Jasmine separated from the group. Once they were alone, she pushed him up against a wall and asked, “is this because you feel guilty about our training exercises?”

Mike’s lower lip trembled a little bit.

Jasmine sighed and said, “it’s fine, seriously.”

“No. It’s not. It’s a bad way to start a relationship.” Mike protested but Jasmine stuck a finger in his face as he felt the cold wall behind his back while she said, “Mike, you and I both know there was no damn way you could possibly live up to her expectations. No one can just get up off a couch and run a marathon. You don’t just casually get castrated and not whimper a single peep of pain at the experience.”

“It’s not the pain I’m talking about.”

Mike bowed his head and said “look, obviously I won’t ever say anything to Derrick because I would never do anything to hurt you.”

“Oh, he knows.”

“I know he knew… some of what we did. But did he know everything?” Mike asked, pointedly.

Jasmine hissed softly, “Mike, Do you think I did all the stuff we did together behind my husband’s back? What kind of a harlot do you think I am? Everything that I did to you was based on conversations Derrick and I had as a couple.”

Mike asked, skeptically, “really? everything?”

She continued, “Yes. Derrick is the one who suggested we use the approach that finally worked.” Mike’s mouth fell open in shock. Jasmine swallowed and continued, “That’s exactly right. My husband gave me advice on how to help you and, as his honorable wife, I obeyed. He is a valuable resource having a man’s perspective in this situation. I’m glad I listened to him because he was completely correct. What I did to you, worked.”

Mike muttered “I had no idea.”

Jasmine snorted and said, “if you think you made me cheat on my husband with you, then you have no understanding of the strength of a true marital bond. That concerns me, Mike. Seriously. My husband knows everything I do, and I know everything he does. If you don’t treat my sister with the exact same degree of respect when you are married then… well… You know how the Church of the Sacred Mandate handles these kinds of situations. This isn’t some wishy-washy pre-war denomination here.”

Jasmine’s countenance darkened and Mike’s blood ran cold as she continued ominously, “our God has teeth.”

“I know. That’s why Jessica has to know that I have already dishonored her.”

Jasmine scoffed.

Mike continued, “maybe you and Derrick were on the same page, but we kept it a secret from her. How can I lie to Jessica and make her marry a deplorable man like myself? Would that not be a sin to do that to her already?”

“What? What dishonorable thing did we do?” Jasmine asked.

“You know. You were there. I can’t lie to my bride. Even if she does not ask the question, I must tell her everything. What do you think she will say when I tell her the truth of what we did?”

“My sister will thank me is what she will say. She will thank me for the time you felt the cold steel clamps clip your testicles right off and she finds that the bond of love her husband has for her is stronger than any pain. Besides, do you remember what I kept saying to you the entire time?”
 

Mike pursed his lips as the memories flooded back to him.


2. Exercise

For the past month he had spent every Saturday at Jasmine and Derrick’s. Jessica would spend the weekends reviewing wedding preparations with her aunt fidgeting over the mundane details of flower color, table decorations, and ribbon design. Upon mutual agreement, Mike was released from attending to these nuanced details, although he would hear Jessica’s complaints about her aunt’s lack of taste afterwards ad nauseum. Instead, he would be free to walk through the neighborhoods over to Jasmine and Derrick’s house.

Mike remembered that first Saturday, walking under the blue sky through brightly lit mid-morning streets. Birds were chirping in the air and there was almost no traffic on the quiet suburban streets. He passed by a woman jogging in spandex pants and a training bra. He couldn’t help his eyes trailing the curves of her body as they flexed and jiggled with her every motion. He then looked back up at her face. She gave him a crooked, knowing smirk and he knew he was in trouble. She slowed as she approached and said, “You’re a cute one. Want to jog back to my place with me? A nice athletic woman like me could take good care of a pretty man like you. Maybe we can discuss it over dinner?”

“I’m sorry.” Mike said as he bowed his head and lifted his left hand revealing the engagement ring.

A pout of disappointment crossed her face as she said, “damn it.”

“I really am sorry.”
 

She shook her head and reached into the legally mandated five-by-eight-inch pocket on the side of her spandex jogging pants and withdrew a screen reviewing a map of the neighborhood on it saying, “God, I’ve been jogging everywhere in this skimpy little outfit all day. Where do all the single men hide?”

Mike shrugged.

She sighed and said, “As rare as single men are these days, you would think us Americans were as crazy as those British women who killed off most their men during the gender wars. We weren’t like them. We just wanted pockets on our clothes and more control over our lives, not to live in some deranged fem-dom-topia. Besides, seeing how far up crap-creek the United Queendom is now only goes to show that it’s never a good plan to kill so many men.” 

“Uhh… yeah… thanks for not doing that.”

She chuckled saying, “don’t thank me. I was like eight-years-old during the gender wars. You don’t happen to have any brothers, do you?”

Mike shook his head saying, “No. I’m sorry. I really wish I could help you.”

She shrugged and replied, “well, at least you looked at me. I have that to be grateful for.”

Mike cringed and looked away.

She held out a restraining hand saying, “wait! You’re only engaged, not married, right?”

Mike nodded.

She sighed and said, “Oh, thank god. This would have been horrible if you had been married. I mean, I do have a knife…” She reached into her pocket and withdrew a folding blade from it. She snapped it open letting the sunlight glitter along its razor’s edge as she continued, “so I am equipped to handle the situation of being stared at by a married man, but, then again, surely you wouldn’t have stared at me if you had been.”

“Of course not.”

She closed and slid the knife back into her pocket saying, “Lucky for us, you’re only engaged. I wasn’t looking forward to getting blood on this outfit anyhow. I do hope you weren’t frightened by my forwardness. I really hadn’t noticed the ring. Please understand that I’m not some depraved atheist who robs other women of their fiancés.”

“I understand.” He replied.

“That being said, I take your staring as a promising sign. Since you looked at me, then I must be worth looking at.” She twisted her body jutting out her buttocks and stretching her arms back sensually posing as she said, “Just an honest question, and do know that I’m not trying to seduce you to corruption. Do I look good in this outfit? Do you think a single guy would say ‘yes’ if I asked him to date me while dressed like this?”

“Absolutely. You look great.”

She smiled at this and replied, “glad to hear it. Now I just got to go find that single guy.”

“Good luck. I really do hope that you find the man that you are looking for.” Mike replied, in earnest.

She got ready to jog on as she said, “Thank you. May God bless your marriage, and may your wife be everything you ever need or ever want for the rest of your days. Oh, and do let me know when you get married. That way if I catch you staring at me afterwards, I’ll make sure to gouge your eyes out with my knife. Don’t worry, though. I will help you get home after your eyes are gone. I’ll do my part to protect you from sin, but it’s not like I would leave you out here blind and helpless.”

“Uh…thanks.” Mike replied, before walking on.

Knocking on the dark-stained door revealed Derrick, an enormous man with curly dark red hair and a well-trimmed beard. It was easy to see how Jasmine had fallen for Derrick, his blue eyes sparkled with life and his booming, jovial voice made him the life of every party. Derrick held little Tiffany in his arms. “Hey, Mike. Glad you could come over man. You want to say, ‘Hi Uncle Mike’ little Tiffy?” Tiffany’s thin blonde hair fluttered as she babbled something cute yet incomprehensible and waved her tiny arms at Mike in the normal fashion of one-year-olds. Jasmine stepped in around the corner saying “Mike, you came.” She stepped out and wrapped him up in a warm hug there on the doorstep before wrapping an arm around his shoulders and guiding him inside. Mike tried ignoring how good it felt for her warm chest to be pressed against him even through her white T-shirt or the surprisingly graceful pair of sensuous legs which protruded from beneath the incredibly short hem of her khaki shorts. Mike grimaced and tried to get a grip on his desire. He reminded himself that Jasmine was his fiancé’s sister, and her husband was standing less than three feet away holding their baby.

“We’re really glad you came, Mike.” Derrick said with a strangely earnest, almost empathetic tone, almost as if Mike was doing the two of them a great favor by showing up. “Well, yeah, Jasmine said you guys had something to show me?”

The married couple looked at each other and a glance of understanding passed between them as Jasmine said, “something like that. Is it true my sister is planning to clip you with no drugs?”

“Yeah.” Mike said.

Jasmine nodded to Derrick, and he said, “and you’re okay with that?”

Mike nodded replying, “we discussed it. It’s a joint decision, she experiences the pain of childbirth, I experience the pain of castration. Both are major life transitions we should embrace the experience of fully.”

“She gets to scream her head off during birth, but you do realize she expects you to be silent through the entire process.” Jasmine said, firmly. She had yet to remove her arm from around Mike’s shoulders, which left him feeling a bit uneasy standing between the married couple as he was. Mike nodded and Derrick sighed rolling his head saying, “the unrealistic body expectations of women towards men.”

Jasmine smiled sadly at Mike saying “my sister was always the romantic one between us. You see, Mike, the thing is…”

“There’s no way you’ll be able to do it, man.” Derrick cut her off saying. Mike looked to Derrick and the big man continued all the while still bouncing a baby in his arms “dude, the moment the lidocaine wore off for me I started crying like a baby. Jasmine had to keep shooting me up all through our first night together. These are your balls we’re talking about here. When Jessica severs every nerve and blood vessel to them, that is going to hurt like hell.”

“Which is why…” Jasmine said firmly with a nod to her husband “…we’re going to help my romantic sister out.”

“Okay, how?” Mike asked.

“Jasmine is going to help you train, dude.”

“Huh?” Mike asked.

“The only hope you’re going to possibly have at accomplishing this is if you build up your pain tolerance.” Jasmine said, firmly.

“God, I wish there was a better way. You sure you can’t talk Jess into giving him some lidocaine?” Derrick asked Jasmine. Jasmine shook her head saying, “I wish I could, but she always was the stubborn one of the two of us. Even back when we were little girls I couldn’t convince her of anything.”

“That’s too bad. Well, help him as best you can.” Derrick said to his wife. She let go of Mike and leaned into her husband. Mike watched as the two of them shared a kiss with baby Tiffany waving her hands towards her parents trying to join in despite Derrick holding her purposefully back.

After the kiss, Derrick turned to Mike saying, “Don’t be afraid, man. Jasmine knows what she’s doing. I have complete trust in her and you can too. She’ll help you get ready for the big day.”

With that said, Mike felt Jasmine take his hand and lead him up the carpeted staircase to a long hallway with a series of bedrooms as Derrick went back to playing with baby Tiffany.

“This really isn’t necessary.” Mike protested as Jasmine directed him into the master bedroom. Lavendar colored walls and a dark green comforter on the bed offset against the cream carpeting gave the room a blissful, peaceful appearance. Jasmine quietly shut the door behind her. She ignored the light switch as natural sunlight already bathed the room through the windows. A sense of dread filled his mind though he pushed it away reminding himself that surely nothing bad could happen in a room as peaceful as this with a loving future sister-in-law.

Little did Mike know that this serene setting and this beautiful woman were about to become his personal hell.


3. Pain

“Mike, I want you to understand this very clearly because I hope that, when this is all done and over with, we can be a real family.”

“Okay?” Mike asked, pensively.

“I’ve seen how happy you’ve made Jess. Truly, I’m so glad you’re marrying her. I can’t wait to become your sister-in-law. I want you to know that and understand that everything I’m going to do to you in this room is because I love her, and I love you.” She stepped in close and took Mike’s hands up in her own as she continued, “I love you and her so much that I’m willing to do what it takes for the two of you to get your relationship off on a good foot with a beautiful ceremony.”

“Okay. Sure.” Mike said with a nod of his head.

“To that end, I’m going to hurt you, Mike. I’m going to squeeze your testicles until it hurts and hold them like that. It will feel horrible, but it will help you learn how to control the pain so you’re ready for your wedding day.”

“What?” Mike sputtered in protest. He looked about the room saying, “Jasmine, I’m engaged. I shouldn’t even be in a bedroom with a woman other than my wife, much less letting her touch my manhood. It belongs to Jessica.” He crouched slightly tilting his manhood further away from Jasmine even though they were both clothed.

“Mike, I’m a married woman and Jessica’s sister. I’m not like some stranger, atheist, or a single woman who will try to seduce you and steal you away from where you belong.” She dipped her head slightly and gave him a comforting smile as she continued, “we’re practically family here. I’m someone you can trust. I’m not going to do anything to you which will tarnish your relationship or your honor.”  Mike panted in fear as he asked, “does Derrick know what you are going to do to me?”

“Of course he does. I tell my husband everything and we discussed this in advance.” Jasmine replied with a wide smile. She nodded saying “he’s a good man and he knows what it’s like to have those poor little sex organs flapping around outside your body like that. He feels sorry for what my sister is going to do to you, and we agreed on me helping you out.”

Mike trembled as his eyes trailed along Jasmine’s long, healthy legs and he offered up “what if you just kick them?” Jasmine shook her head and said “I can’t risk permanently damaging your balls before the wedding. With a squeeze, I can control the pressure and know when to back off, so I don’t damage them before the ceremony. God knows I don’t want to take the time you and my sister have together during this engagement away from you.”

She stepped in close and put a warm hand on his shoulder as she said “I promise, Mike. I won’t hurt you seriously. I’m not doing this out of malice or anything like that. If the pain gets to be too much, I’ll back off and we’ll try again in a little bit. Over time, you’ll get more and more accustomed to tighter grips.” She shrugged and cocked her head to the side slightly as she continued, “think of it this way, my sister is out picking flower colors and bows right now. She’s getting ready for the wedding in her way.” Jasmine gave a sweep of her hand across Mike’s body as she continued “you’re here getting ready for the wedding in your way. All I’m doing is helping out.”

Mike blew out a shuddering sigh before he nodded saying, “I understand what you mean. Honestly, I’ve been terrified this whole time that I would let your sister down. I can’t imagine the pain and disappointment in her face if she clipped me and I screamed, cried, or…” He bowed his head and shuddered continuing “lost my courage entirely and begged her to let me keep the remaining testicle.” Jasmine covered a gasp with her hand as she slid in next to him and wrapped her arm over his shoulders once more saying, “oh, Mike. I’m sure that won’t happen.” Mike sniffed back a tear as he looked into Jasmine’s face saying, “what if she thinks I don’t really love her?” Jasmine gave an empathetic nod to him as he continued “I would lose the best thing to ever happen to me in my life because I was too weak to handle some stupid pain.”

Jasmine wrapped her other arm around him and pulled him in for a comforting hug as he trembled on the verge of tears. She whispered into his ear with her soft, delicious voice as he smelled her perfume. A warm blend of flavors with a base note of vanilla wafted through his nose as she held him close in her long, slender arms “Shhh… it’s okay, Mike. We won’t let that happen. I won’t let that happen to you. I’ll make sure you’re ready.” 

Mike nodded and replied, “thank you, Jasmine.” He lifted his head to look directly into her face as she smiled warmly and encouragingly. He fought the urge to lean in and kiss her with every fiber of his being as this would take the wild privileges of ‘soon-to-be-family’ way past anything remotely reasonable. “I’ll take care of you, okay.” She gestured and said, “take your pants off and lay back across the bed.”

“I uhh…” Mike cringed slightly feeling his own cock standing rock-hard and erect with Jasmine’s presence. Jasmine patted his chest as she stepped aside and pulled up a short stool saying “don’t worry, Mike. I’m a married woman. I’ve seen men before. There’s nothing between your legs which will shock me.”

Reluctantly, Mike unbuckled his shorts and pulled them down feeling the large bulge press outward against his stretchy underwear. Jasmine turned back from getting the stool and noticed the bulge as well. Her mouth fell open when she saw it and she looked back up at Mike with a faint hint of surprise on her face.

“I’m so sorry. I know I shouldn’t…”

“No. It’s okay.” Jasmine said to him, comfortingly. She continued “Derrick told me all about what it’s like to have balls. It must be pure torture to be walking around constantly wanting sex. God, you will feel so much better after my sister gets you clipped.” She stepped in and grabbed the hem of his underwear stretching it back and forth as she worked it down over his thighs saying, “just think of how much calmer, happier, and relaxed you will feel once you no longer have all this pent-up desire in you.” She worked it over his cock, and it sprung forth giving her a nice view of the veiny flesh and his purple tip swollen with desire to penetrate. Jasmine gritted her teeth and fought the urge to remove her own shorts. She spoke, still staring at Mike’s erect cock as she said, “it’s okay, Mike.” She looked up into his eyes trying to force her gaze away from that smooth purple tip and blasphemous thoughts about what it would feel like inside her body as she said, “this is why it’s important for this to be done by a woman you can trust. A family member who knows how to handle boundaries carefully.” She slid the underwear down over his legs and continued, “it’s at least partially my fault. I kept hugging you and stuff only because I wanted you to know I’m not angry at you or anything. I’m doing this because I love you and I want your big day to be special.”

“Thanks, Jasmine. I’m sorry I’m erect. I know I shouldn’t be getting erections with any woman but my fiancé but…”

“Shh… it’s okay. You can’t control it. Go ahead and lay back. Get nice and comfortable.”


Mike laid back across the bed. A large pile of pillows and comforters propped him up a bit so that he mostly lay partially reclined still able to watch Jasmine as she stepped quietly in between his legs. The feeling of her warm thighs against his inner legs was incredibly erotic and his cock twitched involuntarily in anticipation. She gently took it in her hand, and it sprang about like a puppy begging for a treat. Mike whimpered and Jasmine said “it will be okay. I’m sure it will go down once I get started.” Mike felt her slide her hands so that her firm fingers wrapped around each testicle while the pads of her thumbs rested on top of each ball with his erect cock lying slightly across the back of one of her hands. 

“I will hold you only for a count of ten to keep the pain manageable.” Mike nodded saying, “thanks.”

“Okay, I’m going to count you down from three, I want you to draw in a deep breath and blow it out while I count to ten. This is just practice. If you scream and cry here, no one will ever have to know. Are you ready to try?”

Mike shuddered in fear and tried to get his breathing under control as he said, “is it okay if I say not really.” Jasmine gave a smile and said, “Mike if you don’t start training now there’s no way you’ll be able to do the ceremony properly with my sister.”

Mike nodded.

“Okay.

One…

Two…

Three.”
 

Pain beyond Mike’s wildest imagination shot up through his crotch and knocked the wind straight out of his chest as Jasmine plunged her thumbs down hard onto each of his testicles. Mike whimpered and cried as he heard her soft, beautiful voice saying, “One… two…three…” He writhed and gasped desperately holding back a scream as she continued “four…five…six.” Mike never imagined he would want a woman to simply say the word “ten” as much as he did in that moment. An eternity of hell seemed to pass between each calmly spoken number but Mike forced his mind to crystalize around the fact that with each number counted, he was getting that much stronger, that much tougher, that much readier for when Jessica did this to him for real and not just with her fingers but with a burdizzo designed to absolutely destroy his masculine body parts forever. Mike bucked and shouted as she continued, “Seven… eight…”

“Oh for God’s sake please say ten!” Mike screamed as Jasmine said the next two quickly, “nine, ten” before releasing the pressure on his balls. Mike panted as tears streamed down his face. Jasmine soothingly massaged his balls as she said, “oh God, Mike. If you had gone in like this, there’s no way you could possibly endure the ceremony without humiliating my sister.”

Mike shuddered and sobbed “I can’t do it! I’m too weak!”

Jasmine encouraged him saying, “No, no, you just haven’t had enough practice yet. For now, just reset and catch your breath. When you’re ready, we’ll try again. I want you to focus on finding a strategy to help you manage the pain. Think about it. What will help keep you from breaking down sobbing and begging when you’re in front of all those people on your wedding day?”

“I don’t know.”

“How about you start with counting with me, okay?”

Mike nodded.

She squeezed again and he counted out loud with her gasping and writhing in pain the entire time until she finally reached ten and released her iron grip on his testicles.

Jasmine frowned lightly saying, “okay. It’s odd you’re still erect. I would have assumed after so much pain that you would have fallen flaccid but, whatever. This time, I won’t speed up the count. Ten seconds is how long a woman should keep a burdizzo clamped on a man’s balls to make sure they are fully dead. You’ll have to get to the point where you can last that long, and, most importantly, not start screaming your head off once she releases the clamp and blood starts pouring back into your scrotum. That part hurts almost worse than the castration itself, and there is no turning it off. It will hurt for days while your balls slowly die.”

Mike trembled in fear as Jasmine continued encouragingly saying, “so that just means you need to practice some more, okay. You can do this. I believe in you Mike. I believe in the love you have for my sister. That love is stronger than any pain. You know that, right?”

“Yes.”

Jasmine squeezed once more as Mike whimpered and cried. This time, instead of counting, she spoke soothingly saying.

“I want you to think of my sister, think of her smile, imagine the curve of her neck, the smell of her perfume, the wisps of her hair tickling your face, the joy of her laughter… keep all of that in your mind. Do you have it?”

“Yes.” Mike cried out whimpering in pain.
 

“Good, now all you have to do to get her, to keep her, to have her with you for the rest of your life is swallow down some pain in your testicles. Surely a girl like her is worth more than these two little organs.”

“Absolutely.” Mike shrieked as Jasmine released her grasp on his balls leaving him panting in pain.

“Good. I think you’re in a good headspace now. We’re going to do ten squeezes today and, if you love my sister, you’ll be back next Saturday for fifteen more, then twenty on the last Saturday before your wedding. By the time my sister clips your balls, you should be an expert at managing testicular pain. Think of my sister’s smiling face filling your vision for the rest of your life. Think of her by your side, encouraging you, loving you, caring for you every day from the wedding until you die. If you don’t think it’s worth it, I’ll stop right now, and I will never hurt you again. But, if you don’t think my dear Jessica is worth this little bit of pain, I honestly would ask that you don’t marry my sister. I would rather you shatter her heart now than go through the marriage only to destroy her later.”

Mike’s eyes turned dreamy as he looked deep into Jasmine’s eyes. Those warm, powerful eyes which gave him an instantaneous sense that he could trust her. If Jasmine felt he should endure pain, then she was right. He knew that she would take loving care of preparing him for her sister without inflicting any real damage. He also knew that no one else could possibly replace her for such a role that was simultaneously sinister and loving in nature.

“Jessica… is worth it.” Mike gasped out between pants of pain and exhaustion. Jasmine replied “You’re a good man, Mike. You’ll make an excellent husband for my sister once she clips you. Okay, on the count of three…”

“Wait, Jasmine.”
 

“What?”

“I may not be able to say this, you know, after you put me in so much pain today, but thank you. Thank you for helping me get ready for the ceremony. I just wanted to say it now before I lose my nerve later. If I do yell at you or anything like that while you’re squeezing my balls, please know I don’t mean it. I really do appreciate what you’re doing for me.”

Jasmine smiled and replied “you’re welcome Mike. One… two…”

They stayed like that for the bulk of the morning. After several more squeezes, Jasmine gave Mike a much longer rest helping him sit up and catch his breath as he hung onto her frame for support. She gingerly picked at his fully erect cock and checked his testicles making sure she didn’t leave any bruises before having him return to his pain position for her to squeeze him once more. As she was doing the tenth and final squeeze, Mike’s legs were shaking and his eyes watering as he stared at the ceiling trying to count through the pain and failing at it horribly. Suddenly, something warm and soft glided across the top of his swollen, purple head and he looked down to see Jasmine running her tongue over the tip of his cock.

“What?!” He gasped in shock and pain as she still held onto his balls returning to her count saying “Seven… eight… nine… ten.” She released and he flopped back panting into the air “What were you doing?” He asked between pants.

“Oh, you just had a drop of precum forming on the tip of your cock. I licked it away so it wouldn’t make a mess.” Jasmine replied, with a voice that sounded too much like she was trying to keep it casual.

“You…licked my cum?”

Jasmines face blushed crimson red as she grabbed his underwear from around his ankles and pulled it up his legs carefully sliding his cock back into them as she said “I… just… didn’t want to make a mess. Okay. You were hard as a rock and quivering with that little bead of precum just sitting there on the tip looking so delici…” She trailed off and continued “You knew this was going to be intimate no matter how we did it. There’s no way to prepare you for castration without getting up close and personal to your sex organs. I’m a married woman who would never hurt her sister. I’m helping my sister’s fiancé get ready for the wedding.” She grabbed his pants and pulled them up saying “here, we’ll just tuck you back away nice and safe. You did good, okay? You’re going to do great on the day of the wedding. I know it.”

“Okay.”

She slowly helped him to his feet as he crouched slightly in pain. She held him up by his shoulder as she said “oh god, I did too much, didn’t I?” Mike shook his head saying, “no. I need to get better at enduring this.”  Jasmine pulled him for a warm hug. He felt her breasts compress against his chest as her head slid in over his shoulder. Her warm body pressed against his own and he reluctantly and awkwardly wrapped his arms around her waist holding her as well. He felt her hips shift forward pressing against him in a manner which was most certainly not in keeping for a married woman hugging a family member to behave. She whispered into his ear, “I don’t know which is going to be the bigger ask, for you to come back next Saturday or that you don’t hate me forever for hurting you so much. If I could, I would love to find a way to help you which didn’t involve so much pain. I hope it doesn’t hurt too bad.”

“It does, but I understand why it is necessary.” He felt Jasmine nod as she released the hug and held him back a bit saying, “you have the rest of the day to heal up before Jessica comes back home, right?”

“Yeah.”
 

“Okay, lay on the couch with an icepack on your crotch. Try to stay comfortable and get some rest.”

“I should tell Jessica about this.”

“No.” Jasmine replied swiftly.

“Jasmine, I have to. Going alone into a bedroom with another woman, letting her touch my genitals, and keeping it secret from my fiancé? That makes me a horrible, disloyal groom who doesn’t deserve your sister.”

Jasmine scoffed, “you talk like I’m some strange, single woman seducing you away so I can clip you myself.” She leaned in and he felt her warm breath on his face as their noses almost touched. The urge to reach out and kiss her filled him again as she said “Tell my little sister all about how I helped you practice for the big day, after she clips you, okay? Think of this as my wedding gift to her. My gift to her is a strong and resilient groom who can endure the sensation of cold steel clipping right through the delicate tissues of his manhood without ushering even a single whimper.”

Their lips were almost touching as Jasmine said this intimately to Mike. She smiled and leaned back breaking the sizzling tension between them as she continued, “I’m also getting you guys a blender.”

“We already have a blender.”

“Shit.” Jasmine said.

“Did you not check the wedding registry?”

“Yeah, I need to look again and think of something else.”

This brought a smile to Mike’s face and a small chuckle to Jasmine’s lips. She let him go and guided him by the hand downstairs as he limped along slowly. Derrick met them, this time with Tiffany asleep in a rocking cradle in the kitchen. Mike gave Derrick the same face a wild animal in a trap makes when the hunter shows up to finish it off, but not even a hint of anger rested in Derrick’s face. Derrick said, “glad you made it all the way through today. I knew you loved Jessica enough to take it like a man. I hope my Jasmine wasn’t too hard on you, being your first time and all.”

“She…uh… did what was appropriate.” Mike sputtered back.

“I feel bad about hurting him so much but, my god, Derrick. You were right. There would be no way he could handle a castration as he was.” Jasmine said.

Derrick patted Mike’s shoulder and said, “I wish there was a better way, man. I mean, there is, it’s called lidocaine, but Jessica is a bit old-fashioned for that. Would you like an ice-pack to tuck into your underwear for the walk home?”

“No… I uh… I think I’ll be okay.”

“Okay. You got bigger balls than I do, dude, to face all this for the woman you love. You’ll be a great husband for Jessica.”

Mike gave a small smile and replied, “that’s what people keep telling me.”


4. Appropriate behavior?

Next Saturday, Mike trudged despondently back to Jasmine and Derrick’s house. He hated keeping secrets from Jessica, but couldn’t argue against Jasmine’s iron-clad logic that he needed to practice and the best person to help him with it was Jasmine herself. If anything, it was perfect in that he could grow accustomed to pain at the hands of a woman slowly, bit-by-bit, in a safe, warm, private environment so that when the day came, and he was exposed in front of everyone, he wouldn’t humiliate himself. It would be perfect if…

…he could get his cock to go down.

Even just walking in the direction of their house with every fiber of his being screaming for him to turn around, tell Jasmine he couldn’t do it, beg Jessica to let him use lidocaine… his cock was still rock hard and ready to visit the woman that had spent hours inflicting insidious pain on his manhood and one, brief, flash of a second of exquisite pleasure at the delicate caress of a lick from her tongue. Much the same as before, Derrick and Jasmine greeted him and gave him words of encouragement before he went upstairs with her. This time, she wore a floral-printed, yellow sundress, with a baby-doll neckline that highlighted her smooth, curvaceous breasts and a hem line that terminated just below her thighs leaving her long, sumptuous legs fully exposed all the way down to her bare feet which padded along the carpeted floor. 

He trembled in greater terror even as this vision of beauty took his hand and conveyed him upstairs to the designated room of his torture giggling and subtly flirting the entire way in a manner which unnerved Mike slightly. Mercifully, once they were in the room, Jasmine laid him out on the bed and set about preparing him in a professional, almost businesslike manner. As she undid his pants, she twisted her lips at his fully erect cock and cocked an eyebrow at him saying, “this little guy stays up quite a bit, doesn’t he? I bet my sister enjoys that.”

Mike nodded and she gently pulled his cock up laying it on his belly before she reached down wrapping her firm, powerful fingers around his balls. Just like before, she held each testicle in one hand with her thumbs resting on the top of them, ready to clamp down at the appropriate count. “Okay, Mike. You’ve done this before. You can do it again. I believe in you, and I believe in the love you have for my sister. I love her too and that is why I am doing all of this. You ready?”

“Before we begin.” Mike said nearly panting as he trembled slightly with fear.

“Yes?”

“I just want to tell you that I like your dress.”

Jasmine’s lips parted into a smile as she said “thank you, Mike. I realized when my sister clips you she would be wearing a dress too, so maybe I could help you get used to the sensation of being in pain while with a woman in a dress.” She shrugged and said, “I mean, it’s not a wedding dress but it’s still a dress, right?”

“Yeah. Right.” Mike replied.

“I’m glad you like it. Okay, on the count of three…”

Pain…

Agonizing pain mixed with delicious, sensual beauty. No matter how much his manhood screamed in excruciating pain he could not tear his eyes away from the pale, ripe mounds of Jasmine’s breasts, the full, voluptuous pout of her red lips, her long, dark hair, her soft, comforting eyes, or even the long, slender arms which she used to torture him ten counts at a time.

They had reached fourteen squeezes and Mike was on the verge of passing out from agony as Jasmine said, “take a good long, break, okay?”

Mike whimpered and replied “Okay.”

“You’ve only got one more for today. I really am proud of how brave you’re being for my sister.”

Mike lay his head back as Jasmine soothingly massages his testicles while he took deep breaths trying to get control of his fear that he would be no better prepared for the day of his wedding than he was now.

She wrapped warm fingers around his shaft as she massaged his aching balls with her other hand saying, “your cock is so erect no matter how many times I squeeze you. This must hurt like hell, but your cock is rock hard and…well… almost kind of thrumming.”

“Thrumming?” Mike asked as he sat up a little bit to see what Jasmine was talking about. True to her word, his cock quivered almost on the verge of orgasm.

She asked quietly, “Mike, has a woman ever squeezed your balls before? Maybe something like… my sister playing a little domination game in the bedroom with you or anything like that?”

Jasmine looked down his hard cock and then back up into his eyes.

“Um… I don’t think I should…” Mike stammered uncomfortably.

Jasmine released the hand on his balls and placed it against her chest saying “no judgement on my part, okay? I’m just trying to think of a strategy we can rely on for you to get through the ceremony. Either answer is fine.”

“I’ve never had my balls squeezed by a woman before. I was once kicked in the crotch by another boy in grade school, but that was different.”

Jasmine nodded as she said “Of course, that’s completely different.”

“Why do you ask?”


“I don’t know how to say this, but I’ve heard of certain men who actually kind of enjoy the pain.” 

“What? How? It hurts.”

Jasmine gave a slight cringe as she continued speaking slow and awkward, “enjoy it… you know… sexually.” He looked down to see she still held onto the base of his quivering cock.

“I shouldn’t be doing this with you.” He said.

“No, you’re fine. You’re safe here. Okay. Obviously you know that. You just let me inflict a great deal of pain on you and you clearly aren’t scared of that.”

Mike turned his head off to the side saying “it’s not pain that I fear. It’s… doing something to hurt your sister.”

“Mike, look at me.”

He looked into her warm, powerful eyes as she said firmly, “you’ve loved my sister for five years. I’ve loved her for my entire life. I would never hurt her.”

Mike nodded and this brought a small smile to Jasmine’s face as she said, “so you don’t have to be afraid of anything I do to you in this room. Right?”

“Yeah.”

“Okay, keep in mind everything I do is out of love for my sister.”

“I understand.”

“Good. I have to tell you, Mike. I’m not seeing the kind of progress I would hope for.”

Mike opened his mouth to protest but Jasmine cut him off saying, “I can see that you’re trying so hard, and I love you for that. I do believe that your love is why you came back today and I do believe you deserve my sister for the rest of your life but, Mike, if you can’t even withstand my fingers without writhing and crying, there’s no way you will be able to endure my sister closing a burdizzo on your testicles. We’ve tried counting, distraction, visualization, everything and none of it has worked.”
 

“What do you suggest?”

“There is a very small subset of the population which are masochistic submissives. Whether by birth or by history, no one knows, but your cock being so hard right now after I’ve been listening to you cry and scream beneath my thumbs all morning makes me think you might actually be one of these. You can not only endure any amount of pain…”

She leaned in and said “…you can enjoy it. As long as it’s sexual in nature.”

Mike swallowed hard and said “Maybe that’s true, a small part of me kind of likes the feeling of being… well… hurt by you. It’s hard to explain.”

“Explain it as best you can.”

“It’s something about being… well… under your control. How you tell me to trust you and how I just give my body over to you. Sex and pain are two sides of the same coin. You are intentionally inflicting a sensation on me through pain same as pleasure can be intentionally inflicted from one person to another during sex. I uh…” Mike trailed off.

He sighed and said, “I shouldn’t be speaking this way to a married woman who isn’t my fiancé.”

“No, you’re fine. I completely understand and this is good. In fact, Mike this is the breakthrough we’ve been looking for the entire time.”
 

“It is.”

“Yes. Of all the things you will have with you at the castration, what is the most valuable of them all?”

Mike pursed his lips thoughtfully for a few seconds before Jasmine prompted, “my sister!”

“Well, yeah.”

“Just think of her castrating you as a sexual act that she is inflicting upon you. Your pain will be completely at her loving control to command dominion over you. It will be one final, sexual act which she will perform that will end your sexual desire for the rest of your life.” Jasmine rotated his cock lightly in her hand as she said, “who knows, if this works when she closes the burdizzo on your balls you won’t even notice the pain you’ll be so distracted with sex.”

“You think that’s possible.”

“As long as you can think of this as sexual.”

“I… kind of already do.”
 

Jasmine gave a coquettish grin saying, “I can kind of tell.”

“I shouldn’t even feel this way.”

“You’re perfectly safe to feel the way you do with me. Another woman would take advantage of this situation and make you her own, but I know your desire is purely biological and beyond your control as long as you have these two little organs still attached to your body.”

She let go of his cock and rose to her feet as her sundress fluttered lightly about her legs with her motion. She said, “I am not going to have sex with you. But, if you permit me, I want to try something to explore this strategy with you.”

“What?”

“I’m going to squeeze you one last time…” She reached behind her back and Mike heard a metallic sound as she lowered her hand. It took him a moment to realize she had unzipped her dress as she continued “…completely naked.”

“Jasmine!” Mike gasped but it was too late. Her dress fell from her shoulders into a pile on the floor. He saw to his shock that she wore no underwear beneath it. He turned his head and looked away. As he did so, one detail did stand out to him. It wasn’t the ripe, full breasts, the sensual curve of her thighs, the small triangle of hair at her crotch… it was something…

On her abdomen just above her crotch.

This detail brought him back as he slowly turned to look at her body as she stood before him. She put her hands behind her back submissively holding them right behind her buttocks, almost as if they had been tied at the wrists, as she stood quiet and still with a face that seemed unreadable.

“Is that from… Tiffany?” he pointed at her abdomen.

Her face fell as she looked down seeing the all too familiar six-inch wide horizontal slash of bulging, pale flesh protruding slightly outward from everything else. It looked as unwanted as a strip mine in a national park and yet there it sat, part of her body forever.

“Yes.” Jasmine replied quietly. She reached up and tucked her hair behind her ears as she stared at her scar saying, “So much for giving you something sexy to look at.” She rubbed the old wound absentmindedly and continued, “This is an important scar. I suppose it’s part of why I’m so desperate to help you. This scar will mark me for the rest of my life as a reminder of the time that I was too weak to endure pain. I loved Derrick so much, and I yearned to live fully into the experience of birth but little Tiffany… well…”

Mike offered up, “Jessica told me it was a difficult birth. Something about Tiffany being turned the wrong way. Not breach… just…um… what did she call it?”

Jasmine nodded saying, “sunny-side up is what they call it, though I can’t imagine who conjured such a pretty name for such a horrific experience. She was faced towards my back and the doctors told me it would be a hard one, but I told them I had everything I needed as I squeezed onto Derrick’s hand. Together, I knew that my husband and I could face anything, and we did…” Jasmine’s face turned sad and distant as she continued “…for thirty of the most excruciating hours of my life, I faced that pain. Derrick was by my side counting, coaching, consoling, helping me every step of the way, but my body failed both him and myself. I wanted to do it on our own. I wanted to show him that I was strong enough, that I was woman enough to bear a child with nothing more than his love but… I failed. I broke down. I cried, screamed, pleaded, and begged. Then the world went dark with Derrick’s concerned face and his voice screaming for the doctor being the last thing I saw. When I woke… I had my daughter…” she stepped in close and took Mike’s hand in her own and pulled his hand in to her. He resisted but she said “Mike, this isn’t sexual indiscretion. This is a valuable lesson I need to teach, and you need to learn.” Mike let her place his hand against her abdomen feeling the heat of her flesh and the uneven segmentation of her cesarean scar as she continued “…and I had this wound. They told me I had passed out from pain and they had to cut Tiffany out from me. This c-section scar will serve as a reminder for the rest of my life that I was too weak and too cowardly to face the pain it took to see my daughter brought into this world.”

Mike said, “but… you did bring her into the world. It worked out okay in the end. I mean, you survived, and Tiffany is okay. She’s downstairs with Derrick and seems perfectly healthy and happy.”

“I know.” Jasmine said stroking the back of Mike’s hand as he caressed her scar. She continued, “Derrick’s a good man and he will never say that I disappointed him, but I still feel like I let him down passing out from pain as I did.”

“Jasmine after thirty hours of labor, who could possibly blame you?”

“Do you know who could blame me? Me. I blame myself. And you…” She tipped her head down saying, “you will blame yourself for the rest of your life if the memories of your wedding castration are marred by your own failure.”
 

Mike sighed as heavy silence as deep and intimate as any could ever come passed between them. Jasmine released Mike’s hand back to himself as she blew out a sigh taking a step back saying “well, I didn’t take my clothes off to tell you my sad birth story.” She gestured towards him as she continued, “but do let it warn you. Please, do your best to learn from my failure. Yes, I got my little Tiffany as my daughter and you will get my sister as your bride. How you do these once-in-a-lifetime events, however matters because that is the memory you carry with you for the rest of your life.”

“I understand.” Mike replied softly.

Jasmine smiled and said “okay. So the real reason I took my clothes off was so that you could sexually objectify my body.”

“That sounds sinful.”

“Oh, it will be fine. Look. No, seriously, go ahead and look. I’m not going to let you actually penetrate me, but imagine how much fun it would be to stick your cock inside my pussy.” Jasmine spread her legs slightly apart and reached down with her right hand spreading open the small tuft of hair at her crotch revealing a pair of pink lips which she parted slightly as Mike watched spellbound and transfixed. “Good. Keep that in your mind… oh, I should do this too.”

She reached up with her left hand and swept it across her hair slicking it back and leaving her hand behind her head as she arched her back showing off her sexual curves. “It’s been a long time since I’ve tried looking sexy for a man. Derrick’s more of a ‘words’ kind of guy. I’m a bit out of practice at it. My sister ended up blessed with the larger set of breasts while I got more of the height. Still…” She twisted her lips slightly as she continued, “are you able to imagine having sex with me?”

Mike trembled then gave a silent little nod.

Jasmine smiled saying with glee, “excellent. Okay. We’re going to try this again.” She released hold of her pussy and brought her hands back in front of her. She stepped in between Mike’s open legs with her bare pussy dangerously close to his quivering cock. She looked down and placed a protective hand against her own abdomen as she delicately tipped her hips back saying “oh… got to be careful there.” She giggled nervously as she reached down grabbing hold of Mike’s balls saying “Okay, you’re not really going to get to have sex with me, but think about it, okay. Keep it in your mind. Just imagine me taking a step forward and letting your quivering cock here penetrate my body at any moment. You got that image in your mind?”

Mike stared at the tuft of her pubic hair, the sweetest little triangle of forbidden desire he had ever beheld, just below the scarred memory of her own bitter failure. He nodded slightly as Jasmine said, “Hold that thought, as I squeeze.”

Pain…

…words…

Words flowed from Jasmine’s mouth like honey in a soothing, breathy, languid voice as she pleaded, “Mike, you have no idea how much I want your cock. How badly I want to just tip my hips forward and feel your thrumming, veiny cock slide deep into my wet, aching, hungry pussy. I want you to suckle my breasts as I buck and writhe on top of the cock experiencing all the pleasure my sister has experienced. I want to feel you filling my soft little body with your manhood.”

Mike lay spellbound and charmed by her words as her thumbs dug deep into his balls. His cock danced and quivered as thin droplets of precum started trickling from the tip of it. Jasmine released her hold on his balls and wrapped her hand around the base of his cock before bending over. He felt her breasts brush against his thighs and her tongue slide over the tip of his cock as she lapped up the precum from the tip of his cock with one, long, delicious lick. She stood back up still holding onto his cock and smiled at him.

“Did you even notice me crushing your testicles?”

“Huh?”

Jasmine smiled and replied “I think you might have a chance at succeeding at this, Mike. See you next Saturday.”

The following Saturday, Derrick welcomed him in and just waved him upstairs without much spoken between them. In fairness, Tiffany was being a bit fussy and needed attention. Mike mounted the staircase alone and saw the bedroom door closed. He approached cautiously and opened it seeing Jasmine laying on the bed completely naked.

Mike’s mouth fell open aghast as Jasmine said, “Hi Mike.” She sat up with her soft breasts swinging in front of her as she did. She tipped her head to the side and smiled saying, “Come on in. Close the door.” Mike swallowed hard and complied stepping in and closing the door behind him. She patted the bed next to herself as she said, “come on over, have a seat.”

He stared at her in fear.

She spoke encouragingly saying, “I’m not going to take advantage of you, okay. I love my sister and you’re safe here.” Slowly he sat down on the bed next to her. She instructed, “you stay perfectly still, okay?” Mike nodded. Slowly, she reached around and gave him a hug from the side asking, “I wanted to give you a good head start on our new strategy. Are you thinking about having sex with me yet?”

“Ummm… Yeah.”

Jasmine’s broad smile almost reached up to her eyes as she continued “Oh, wonderful. God, this solves my biggest fear about this whole thing.”

“Which was?”

“What you would think of me afterwards. I mean, I know you know in your mind that I’m doing this because I love you and my sister and I want the two of you to be happy together but…” Jasmine let him go as she continued, “every time you see me after this, you’ll be reminded of this time, this pain. It sucks that, in preparing you for my sister’s wedding, I’m also conditioning your mind and body to be afraid of me and associate my presence with the experience of pain.”

She stood up and guided Mike to gesture him to the middle of the bed where she had just been lying. He felt the heat she had left behind on the sheets and smelled the scent of her perfume still permeating from the cloth. He quietly laid back into his accustomed position as she said, “I was lying here imagining what it would be like to be you, staring up at me and feeling me crushing your balls. God, it must be so terrifying.” She unbuckled his belt saying, “I pray you understand that everything I’ve done to you is out of love. Please don’t fear and hate me for the rest of your life.”

“I know why you’re doing this. I don’t hate you for it.” Mike replied helping her strip his pants off. She smiled and said “I hope my being naked makes it less scary. I really do want to be family with you after this. I hope softening the pain with a bit of sexuality is helping.”

“It… does.”

Jasmine reached down and took hold of his testicles with her hands letting his erect cock rest on her wrists as she positioned her hands on her balls. She purposefully shifted her arms a bit to prop up her breasts between them so she could squeeze them outward to look even more impressive than they did already. “Good. Now keep your eyes on my breasts as I squeeze. Here we go, Mike. I believe in you and your love for my sister. You can do this.”

Pain came but along with it came delicious shimmy of her breasts. Mike kept his eyes on her pale flesh, her soft, pink areolas, her perky little nipples as long as he could and managed to maintain his focus for a good, seven squeezes until he reached the eighth squeeze, and his vision grew bored with her breasts. Feeling him squirm and whimper again in pain, Jasmine shifted her body, pressing her warm thighs in between his spread legs letting his cock quiver, even going so far as to let the sensitive frenulum lightly graze along the warm, outer flesh of her own thighs, abdomen, and crotch as she shifted her stance. She assured him that she wouldn’t bring him inside her pussy in between squeezes while whispering sexual bravados to do exactly that during the squeezes. By the fifteenth squeeze, Mike lay quivering and exhausted, nearly delirious with pain and desire as Jasmine desperately tried to not let him see the trickle of vaginal fluid working its way down her inner thigh with her own yearnings growing within her abdomen.

“Five more squeezes.”

“I can’t.” Mike panted back. His legs were shaking and tears trickling down from his eyes.

“You love my sister.”

“I do but I can’t. I can’t take any more pain.”

“Okay. I hear you, Mike. I understand. I can help you for this last one.” She knelt down before him swiping her hair back with her hand as she kept hold of his cock with her other. “I’ll squeeze you like this, this time. Okay?”

“How does that solve my problem?”

“I’m going to squeeze you again, but this time I’m going to keep count with my head.”

“With your head?”

“You’ll see. I look like my sister, right? Like, I’m a bit taller but my face is similar to hers.”
 

“Well…yes. You two look similar.”
 

“Good. I want you to think of her doing this to you.” Jasmine said as she lowered her face down brazenly taking the head of Mike’s cock into her mouth bringing a gasp of pleasure to his mouth as she bobbed her head smoothly along his cock letting him feel the delicious, warm interior of her mouth. She pulled back giving the tip a soft, parting kiss.

Mike trembled and gasped “Jasmine! You can’t do that. Your…”

“Someone you can trust, okay. I’m not going to hurt your relationship with my sweet sister or do anything to harm either of you. I’m not leaving my husband for you nor am I asking you to leave her for me. You can trust me to not seduce you away from her because no one loves my sister more than me, except for maybe you.”

Mike gripped the bed comforter tight in his curled fingers. He was on the verge of pushing Jasmine away and leaving. As an honorable fiancé, that is what he should do but she continued speaking ardently, “we both love Jessica, Mike. Both of us. I’m only doing this so you can receive the combined experience of pleasure and pain and equate the two of them together in your mind. Yes, I’m suckling you, but it’s because I love my sister and I want her to have the best wedding day possible.”

“An honorable fiancé should leave.” Mike hoarsely whimpered.

“You love her too. I promise, I won’t do anything beyond suckling you.” She held onto his cock with one hand and gestured towards her abdomen with the other saying “I won’t bring you inside my womb, or any other part of my body. Just my mouth and only to help you be ready for your wedding.”

“You promise?” Mike asked.

Jasmine nodded solemnly, but then bit her lower lip and continued “if you honestly believe this isn’t a route you’re willing to go down. I’ll respect that. Okay? I will admit the selfish desire of you looking at me when we are fully in-laws, and not thinking of me as just the older sister who inflicted a lot of pain on you, but also one who brought you some pleasure as well. I know if it is my sister’s place to manage your sexual pleasure and desire, not mine. If you say ‘Jasmine, this is a boundary I want to respect in our relationship’ I’ll stop. All I’m saying is, so far, this is the only promising lead we’ve had and if you’re willing to explore this with me, I can explore it with you.” She continued speaking a comforting lie as she went, “You might be wracked with sexual desire beyond your control, but I’m not.”

She cringed slightly at her own words as she wondered if they were a lie. The feeling of his hot cock sliding in between her lips and caressing her tongue made her pussy salivate in jealousy. However, if he could maintain some semblance of control and composure, then she owed it to him to do the same and resist the urge to spread her legs and have a seat directly on top of that quivering cock of his. Besides, what kind of pathetic woman would she be if she failed to control her sexual desire as well as that of a man with his balls still attached could control his?

She continued, speaking bravely trying to reassure herself as well as she said, “I can let you explore the combination of pleasure and pain and also keep you safe from doing something you’ll regret. Even if you try to do something horrible and animalistic, I will fight back and push you away. I won’t let you do anything to hurt my sister and, by doing so, I’ll help you stay safe from yourself as well as safe from me.”

Mike’s mouth hung open in surprise. Slowly, he nodded saying, “only for your sister, okay? Nothing more than what is reasonable for me to perform well on my wedding day.” He gritted his teeth as Jasmine lined herself up and prepared to give a blowjob to her sister’s fiancé.

“Just…please…” Mike begged. Jasmine looked up at him and he continued “I know you said you wouldn’t, but please don’t offer me anything more, like your pussy or anything like that. I really don’t think I’ll be strong enough to resist you the way I am now. God, I would hate myself so much if I failed Jessica that way. It would be horrible and would hurt me, Jessica, as well as your and Derrick’s relationship as well… Please just don’t…”

“Shh… I’ll keep you safe, Mike.” She licked her lips as she stared at his cock saying “that’s why it’s best for this to be done by a family member you can trust. Now, on the count of three I’ll start squeezing. I’m going to count by bobbing my head. You won’t hear the count.” She traced a finger along the bottom of Mike’s cock making it bounce as she continued,

“You’ll feel it right here on your cock. Focus on making it through ten bobs of my head. Can you do that?”

“I’ll try my best.”

“That’s all I can ask. Okay, one… two… three…”

Mike gasped as he felt both the best and worst experience of his life at the same time. Her thumbs dug viciously into his balls as her soft tongue lovingly caressed the bottom of his cock as she slowly bobbed her head up and down suckling sweetly on his cock. Mike closed his eyes and envisioned Jessica suckling his cock. This proved to be a wretchedly successful mistake.

A sudden whimper came from Jasmine as an explosion of pleasure, one that came sweetly accentuated by the pain rather than in conflict with it, over-ruled Mike’s manhood. Mike grunted loudly and groaned as his chest heaved and his legs shivered and convulsed while he lay on the bed there with the world spinning around him. Jasmine desperately tried squeezing harder on his balls, but she might as well have been trying to hold back a tidal wave with her bare hands as his pleasure blew right past the pain she inflicted. At last, Jasmine let go of his balls and leaned back gasping for air as a thick streamer of his cum dripped from her mouth. She swallowed hard and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand saying, “Sweet Jesus, how much cum can one man have?!” Mike moaned as his cock convulsed again squirting a sticky hot wad which Jasmine deftly dodged before squinting at the stain he had left on the carpet. She spun back around and leaned forward bringing his cock back into her mouth once again this time ignoring his balls and simply suckling slow and sweet at him letting Mike finish draining his cum into her mouth.

After what felt like an eternity of agony and ecstasy, Mike’s body slowly started to relax as Jasmine breathed a salty-flavored sigh of relief. She sucked the last few drops of his cum out of him and down the back of her throat.  She swallowed hard and let go of his cock saying, “oh my god.” She panted and stood up briefly before flopping down onto the bed alongside Mike shaking herself as she tried to keep her mind calm. Her body screamed for her to pull Mike over on top of herself so he could do the same thing to her womanhood that he had just done to her mouth, while her mind simultaneously warned her that this would be reneging on her promise to him.

They lay there panting for a while before Mike said, “I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have cum in your mouth like that. I… just couldn’t stop…”

“Shhh… you’re okay, Mike. You’re okay.” Jasmine said before she continued, “I’ve never seen a man cum so hard in my life. Not even Derrick back when we were engaged.” She rolled over to face towards him and he turned his head to look at her. “That tasted like you were still a virgin with cum saved up for years. Does my sister not… you know… take care of your needs?”

“She does. We’ve actually had a few difficulties these past few weeks with me not able to have sex with her on the weekends.”

Jasmine squinted and replied, “I’m sorry to have taken that away from you.”

Mike continued, “I’m usually healed up enough to enjoy her on Monday nights.”

Jasmine placed a warm hand on his chest saying, “do you think you would cum like that when my sister castrates you?”

“I... uh have no idea.” Mike said with a stammer.

“God, she would love that if you did. One final sexual act between the two of you with your testicles attached as your orgasm your way through her lovingly destroys your testicles. I couldn’t imagine a more intimate moment between a couple.”

“That would be lovely.” Mike murmured.

Jasmine nodded, rubbing her sore jaw and holding her mouth open. She felt an odd urge to have her mouth filled once again to make up for the fact that she couldn’t get filled where she truly wanted to be filled. She fought this urge as she knew giving in to it too much would lead her to places that not even she could control. She had already come dangerously close to breaking her promise and having sex with Mike. She pondered if it was only uncastrated men who existed as slaves to their sexual desires or if women truly bear more of a drive towards depravity than most people credit (or blame) them for.

She rose to her feet and paced back and forth thoughtfully hugging her arms around herself trying not to imagine what it would feel like for that veiny cock to stretch her womanhood open.

“Thanks for giving me more time to reset.” Mike said after a while. Jasmine paced back and forth trying to get control of herself. “I…uh… I need some time to reset too.” She said at last, trying not to let him see just how flustered she was.

“Are you okay?” Mike asked sitting up.

Jasmine sat down on the stool before him seeing that his cock was now flaccid in its post-pleasure state. Jasmine nodded saying, “I’ll be okay. I can keep you safe from me, no matter…”

“No matter… what?” Mike asked in concern.

Jasmine gritted her teeth and said “I’ll be honest, Mike. Feeling your cock swell and squirt like that inside my mouth… it was more cum than I’ve ever experienced before.”

“It was the most powerful orgasm I’ve ever experienced.” Mike nodded. He cringed and said, “sorry that I gagged you with it.”

Jasmine shook her head saying “that wasn’t really the problem. It was more the…um… thoughts it made me have.”

“Thoughts?”

“The wrong kind of thoughts. I made you a promise to keep you safe but... I’m having thoughts that are against that promise. Thoughts of what you would feel like inside… my womanhood.” She gestured towards her crotch.

Mike’s mouth fell open as she held up her hands defensively saying “I can still do this and completely remain in control of myself. I just needed to tell you what I was thinking so I could get the ideas out and in the open. If I kept them inside they might fester.”

“So, you’re saying that you… enjoyed… suckling me?”

Jasmine crinkled up her nose as she said “more like… it made me have thoughts. Don’t worry. I love my sister. If I expect you to handle this much pain for her, I can control a few stupid thoughts for her as well. You ready to try again?”

“Yes.”

Jasmine took hold of his testicles and watched in awe as his cock sprung up once more ready to enjoy its sweet torture. “This is going to be a long, hard, Saturday.” She muttered before she began a count down from three before dipping her head down once more to take his cock in for a sweet suckle while squeezing his balls.

To be continued in “Castrated By Marriage Part 2: Ceremony.”
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