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1. Marriage Ceremony

“Everything I did to you, was out of love for my sister.” Jasmine said firmly.

Mike glared back at her as they stood alone in the empty back hall of the Church of the Sacred Mandate. The rest of the bridal party had retired in to the Sunday school room to continue fussing over hair and makeup. Mike’s wedding to Jasmine’s sister, Jessica, would be starting within the hour but now it hung in the balance of his own shame. Jasmine, already tall for a woman and now in heels, seemed to tower over him in her crimson bridesmaid dress as he shifted about nervously in his rental tuxedo wrestling with the decision before him.

Mike shivered as he remembered her training for his upcoming nuptial. True to the ways of the Sacred Mandate, it was his brides prerogative to castrate her husband upon their nuptial vows so that he would remain ever docile and ever faithful with no lustful desire to stray. Over the past few weekends, Jasmine had found a highly unconventional way to ‘help’ him learn how to deal with the pain of castration which he summed up crudely with his bitter reply,

“Jasmine, you sucked my cock while squeezing my balls and we both enjoyed it.”
 

“No! I had thoughts, not pleasure, remember? And I controlled those thoughts. Besides, remember how you pushed me over and fucked me from behind as I screamed for my husband, Derrick, to save me and begged for you to stop.”

“What? No!”

“Exactly. You controlled yourself too. I could tell you wanted to, but you didn’t because you acted just as honorably as I did. With my husband’s explicit consent, I used a tactic that worked. With your consent, I used it on you. Every step of the way, I gave you an opportunity to back out, and now you’re treating me like I took advantage of you?”

“You’re right. I should have left. That’s what an honorable fiancé would have done.” Mike sighed looking down at his feet to protect him from facing the brutal visage of the woman he had given himself over too in pain and pleasure, as he now regretted the act.

“No, you did exactly what you should have done. Without it, you would humiliate both yourself and my sister on stage today. I trained you. That is all we did. We did nothing wrong.”

“What we did may not have been wrong, but lying to Jessica is. I have to tell her what we did.” Mike replied.

Jasmine frowned and he continued, “I cannot marry her if she does not know. Tradition of bride and groom be damned, I can’t do this to your sister. I have to tell her and let her decide whether she still wants me or not.”

Jasmine shook her head and replied, “No. I’ll tell her.”

“Will you really?” Mike asked with a more skeptical and bitter tone to his voice than he really intended. Or did he intend it?
 

“Yes. I wanted it to be a surprise, Mike. I really did. But, if you feel that you can’t continue without her knowing then I…” She gritted her teeth and said, “I will respect that. Just because I disagree with you, doesn’t mean that I don’t respect your decision. This is your life and your relationship.” Her face softened as she placed a hand on his shoulder and said, “I will tell her, everything. Absolutely everything, before the ceremony.”

“Can I trust you?”

“Mike, I want to be part of your life too. I don’t want this to become some horrible thing creating animosity between us. I want you as my family, not my enemy. I want to share love with you same as we both love my sister. I will tell Jessica everything.”

“And if she is angry? How will I know?”

Jasmine thought about this and continued, “I’m not sure. I guess she’ll go ahead with the ceremony and castrate you as an act of revenge, before outing you and leaving you alone at the altar with broken and useless balls as well as no hope for a future.”

Mike’s eyes bugged out of his head in shock, and he gasped as a wry smile crossed Jasmine’s face “Don’t feel too lonely. Just imagine what she could have done to me after the ceremony in that case.”

Mike trembled and bowed his head as Jasmine said, “shh… it’s okay, Mike. Think of it this way. Either you will get my sister’s heart to cherish for the rest of your life, or you will get what you deserve for hurting her. Are you prepared to face either outcome? Giving her your body to use for love or revenge, without knowing which she will pick?”

Mike blew out a sigh and nodded saying “I will abide by her decision, no matter what she chooses to do to me.”

Jasmine tipped her head towards him, and a small smile spread across her face as she asked, “Why?”

“Huh?”

“Why would you abide by my sister’s decision knowing that she may decide to publicly torture, mutilate, and humiliate you? Why not just… run? I’m not going to chase you. You can run away and be safe? I know the answer is in there. It’s on the tip of your tongue.”

“Because… I love Jessica.”

Jasmine spread open her arms and wrapped them around Mike in a big hug as she said, “you’re going to make my sister so happy.”

She turned her head and whispered into his ear, “either way, I suppose. You’ll make her happy. Right, Mike?”

“Right.”

“Good. Now get yourself back to the boy’s side of the church quickly before that bitch Bree finds you. God knows you can’t trust single women like her. I still don’t understand why Jessica invited that unbeliever.”

Mike hung his head as he tiptoed through the hallways hearing the growing clatter of discussion echoing down the hall from the Narthex. A smooth hand shot out from a darkened doorway and Mike gasped as he turned to see Bree standing there with a wicked smile on her face. He stepped back wide-eyed and terrified,

“Hey Mike.” Bree said with an unsettling smile.

“Hi…uh… Bree.” He stammered back as he backed away down the hall slowly.

She rolled her eyes saying “I’m not going to hurt you. Are you guys seriously doing the Unity Ceremony?”
 

“I think so.”

She reached into the top of her dress, right between her ample breasts and pressed fingers down through her cleavage. She tugged and withdrew two, one-thousand-dollar bills and handed them to him saying, “I forgot to buy my girl a wedding present. I was going to get a blender but…”
 

“Did nobody check our wedding registry?” Mike scoffed in reply. Bree shook her head and continued “look, I know she’s going to cut your balls off, and you’re scared and shit but, dude, give my girl a big screaming orgasm during the unity ceremony. A gift from me to her.”

“What?”

“Yeah, I mean, nobody wants to watch you two just plow for a few miserable seconds in missionary, followed by the pastor blabbering about the beauty of sex between husband and wife. Be cool and put her up in cowgirl and tickle her clit until she loses her composure. Trust me, I know my girl Jess would love that.”

“I know how to have sex with my fiancé.” Mike replied, darkly.

Bree pressed the money into his hand saying, “Whatever. Just do it and I’ll give you two more just like those at the reception tonight. Four thousand is a damn generous wedding gift, if I say so myself.”

“Maybe back in the twenty-twenties.” Mike muttered to himself as he took the bills. Bree smiled and said “anyhow, good luck today…” She took his hand in her own and for a terrifying moment, Mike thought she would pull him in towards herself but instead she continued, “I mean that seriously. Sorry I gave you shit about having an erection earlier. I’m glad my girl Jess settled down. For what it’s worth, I think you’ll make a good husband for her.”

Unable to think of a snarky reply, Mike simply said “thank you.” Bree flashed him a smile before letting go and trotting back off to the girl’s side of the church.

Light dappled in sweetly to the sanctuary through large skylights overhead casting bright hues against the massive room giving it a light, airy feeling.

Pastor Chris Evan smiled through his dark, bushy beard as he saw hundreds of attendees filter into the pews. Indeed, the church looked downright beautiful with the black-painted, steel-grated pews draped with bows and festooned with flowers. Broad, graphic murals which decorated the walls depicted everything from God’s forming man and woman to Christ’s suffering on the cross now lay illuminated by flickering candles in glistening, crystal holders supported on a series of stands.

He scanned the crowd as he stood beneath a large wooden cross with several, gaping nail holes left in it by years of usage. It bore dried blood stains from the last congregant to have been hung there, which had been, mercifully, years before his term started at the church. This stood mounted to the wall over a stone and metal altar with the symbol of the church carved into it glittering with the molten gold that had been poured inside. In compliance with the norm for the church of a Sacred mandate, the front stage consisted of a singular, bare concrete slab with no provisions for a choir loft, organ, or even a lectern for the pastor to speak behind rather sitting open to plain view of the rest of the church. The rest of the church floor consisted of bare concrete floor stretching to the mural covered walls. Off to his left, the elderly guitarist, Linda, played along to a power ballad as her husband, Jason, sang about the beauty of an honorable life lived in dedication to the one you love.

In deference to the day’s activities, a short, white Ottoman sofa sat in the middle of the stage surrounded by an ornately decorated, ritualistic circular rug. Pastor Evans ignored these as he scanned the crowd, the front row of course had been dedicated to the elderly parents of both groom and bride while each row progressing backwards held family members of increasing distance ranging from aunts and uncles to grandparents and second cousins. Many other pews were filled with friends of each family, including, much to Pastor Evan’s chagrin, a few teenagers and children. He saw standing at the back of the church, young Marsha Wallace and he caught the grim look on her face as she looked into his eyes. He nodded to her to assure her that he would handle the situation.

As Linda played the final riffs of the introductory power ballad gritting her teeth as she struck the steel wires with her titanium guitar pick, Pastor Evan raised his hands to call the congregated to attention.

“Friends, family, people who share the love of Christ with Mike Malek and Jessica Carnackle, Welcome to the Wyoming Valley Church of the Sacred Mandate. I see here some unfamiliar faces, so I feel the need to offer up a quick explanation before we begin today’s celebration. As you may well know, Christianity has been in decline across the globe for centuries. A gospel built on theology describing a God who loves each individual and will forgive them if they merely believe that they are forgiven had taken hold in many denominations. Soon, everything meant nothing under this wishy-washy half-god of modern creation. Divorce rates skyrocketed, families crumbled, society dived into moral crisis. Crime and greed ruled supreme across all facets of society such that not even common trade was possible. The church itself became nothing more than a marketing scheme to draw in the biggest crowds. Against this back-drop of chaos, and under federal authorization created by the bodily autonomy act of twenty-forty-three, the Church of the Sacred Mandate was founded.”

Sunlight glinted off the Pastor’s bare head as he continued, “this is no wishy-washy which panders to its followers.” His jaw clenched as he continued, “The Church of the Sacred Mandate is serious about our faith. Our God is no stretchy amoeba for man to warp to fit his fancy so that he may, in truth, worship himself.” He raised a finger and continued “Life in Christ is not some half-hearted fling. We do not tolerate moral weakness in this church. We do not ‘cater’ to modern tastes, and that is why our church has flourished while others floundered. When Jesus said he has laid a path to forgiveness from sin through the cross, he spoke no metaphor.” Pastor Evan gestured towards the cross.

From the audience confused mutterings arose along with nervous chatter.

Pastor Evan continued, his loud voice booming across the hard surfaces of the acoustic echo chamber of the church. He called out, “duty and honor have meaning in the Church of the Sacred Mandate. I personally have a one-hundred-percent success rate with the marriage ceremonies that I have conducted. Not a single marriage has ended in divorce and that is because a marriage in a Church of the Sacred Mandate is not some a few muttered words and an ‘I do.’ It is treated with every bit as earth-shattering and powerful as a lifelong promise deserves.”

He recomposed himself as he saw scowls and a few concerned glances from the audience. He drew in a deep breath as he continued saying, “All that being said, in compliance with federal law, it is illegal for any persons under the age of eighteen to witness today’s events. That is why Marsha Wallace… give everyone a wave, Marsha…”

Marsha gave a warm smile and awkwardly waved to the crowd that turned to look at her. She was normally used to working behind the scenes, so being the center of attention made her nervous. Pastor Evan continued “…and our child and youth care team will be taking care of your kids. Don’t worry, I believe you guys have a copy of…”

“Uh… I think it is ‘Inside Elemental Five’ that we will be watching today.” Marsha croaked out nervously. In the pews, one young woman scoffed to her boyfriend saying, “Pfft, they made a fifth ‘Inside Elemental’ movie? When will Hollywood come up with original ideas?” He chuckled as Pastor Evan continued, “ah, yes, a nice movie should be a great distraction for the little ones… and teenagers.”

Awkward stares went back and forth between people in the pews. Pastor Evans continued saying “as I said… federal law… if your seventeen-year-old says they are old enough, they are not. Don’t make us go through and start ID carding everyone.”

There was a shuffling and grumbling as children and youth made their way to the back of the church, “why do I have to watch a kid’s movie?” said one teenage boy named Steve. His mom, Olivia, a haggard woman accustomed to single parenting, replied, “stop being difficult. Help them with the little kids okay?” behind them, an elderly man named Russ said, “you all aren’t part of this church, right?”

“Yeah, we only heard about it a little bit from the news.”

Russ nodded and said “it shows. Listen to your ma, boy. They ain’t exchanging rings today.” As her son left, Olivia asked in concern “what do they exchange?” Russ stroked his thin beard and said, “you’ll see soon enough.”

Pastor Evans waited for the kids to leave before he continued, “Matthew five, twenty-seven, “You have heard that you shall not commit adultery, But I tell you that anyone who looks at a woman with lust in his heart has committed adultery with her in his heart. Anything that causes you to stumble, gauge it out and throw it away. Better to enter heaven without it than to burn in hell. Ladies and Gentlemen, since some of you are unfamiliar with our ceremonies, I will be blunt. This young couple have opted for a Unity Ceremony, which means they will be having sex today, in front of this gathered witnesses, as a display of their undying love in the face of a world that may or may not understand. The young man, lustful and uncontrolled with his testicles such as all men are, will thereafter be castrated by his loving bride in front of this crowd of gathered witnesses.”

Some gasps and whispers went up from various people in the pews. Hurried conversations and explanations passed between members of the church and non-members. Pastor Evans raised his hands saying, “I pray you have ears to hear and eyes to see what this truly is. Despite what the media may promote in their sensationalized depictions of our services, this is an act of love. The castration is no act of violence. It is the bride’s duty to save her beloved husband’s heart from the power of sin and to vanguard their marriage by her dutiful actions. Even more, this young couple, who I have gotten to know well over many years, have bravely opted for a drug-free castration.” He cocked his head, and a wry smile crossed his face as he continued, “I have not presided over one of those for quite a long time.”

He raised his hands saying “now, bring in the-” Linda raised a hand cutting him off. He looked to her, and she hoarsely whispered, “announcements.”

Pastor Evan’s rolled his eyes and fished out a piece of paper from his pocket saying “oh, yes, announcements. The lady’s luncheon is next Wednesday at eleven-o-clock at Tricia’s house and our churchwide bazaar fundraiser, to provide iodine tablets and non-radioactive drinking water to the people of the unincorporated territory of Florida, will be next Saturday from five pm. All are welcome to these events. Now…” He folded up the paper and dropped a skeptical eyebrow to Linda who gave a double thumbs up as he continued, “come forth, those who are to be bound.”

“Shit!” Mike hoarsely hissed from behind the wooden door on the boy’s side of the church. Behind him stood five men all dressed in matching tuxedos. “The nails! I can’t believe I forgot the fucking nails!”

“Mike, relax, that’s why you gave them to me, dude.” Bryce, his buddy from high school said as he pulled out four, ten-inch-long steel spikes from his inner jacket pocket handing them to Mike who nearly dropped them from his shaking hands.

“Oh, thank you Bryce.” Mike panted out shivering like a leaf on a tree. “Man, I know it’s important to you, but I could never get behind this Sacred Mandate church thing. Bringing nails to crucify your bride with as part of a wedding ceremony is just fucking weird.”

“Boundaries give life meaning. Consequences makes our actions honorable.” Mike stuttered out, trying to even out his breath as he held the nails out on flat palms before him. One of the groomsmen pushed the door open revealing a shaft of light as the crowd rose to their feet to watch the entry. Mike saw to his horror that Jessica had already entered the room carrying the glittering, engraved burdizzo in her hands as a stream of bridesmaids, headed up by Jasmine herself, trailed behind her.

“Fuck, we’re late” Mike whispered as he quickly stepped out into the room. He nearly stumbled and dropped the nails, but managed to catch his balance as Bryce grabbed his shoulder saying “dude, get a hold of yourself.” Mike swallowed hard and collected his balance as Bryce said “relax okay. I get that you’re scared but try to relax. Besides, check out how gorgeous Jessica is. You bagged a hottie, man.”

Mike looked and realized that he had not really taken time to look at Jessica save for the fact that she was there, and he was not matching her movements the way he should have been. Slightly shorter than Jasmine with long, wavy auburn hair tucked back by a double set pearl-encrusted silver head band, Jessica looked downright regal. Her mesh dress bodice bore intricately detailed silver and white beadwork which covered parts of her flesh while leaving other parts artfully exposed in the regions between the swirling patterns. The skirt of her dress was long and white extending down to a short train which was equally intricate. Her voluptuous red lips parted into a faint smile as she saw Mike, one of desire or malice he could not interpret, as her wide, loving, powerful eyes drew him into her gaze just beyond the burdizzo she held out before her. Bryce’s crude description of ‘bagged a hottie’ felt blasphemous in the presence of Jessica. She appeared regal and powerful emblazoned in ethereal beauty beyond words…

…and he had spent the past Saturday getting blowjobs from her sister.

Jasmine, walking behind her sister, gave Mike a wink.

Did that mean she had told Jessica?

Surely it did, right?

As Mike thought about it, he felt more confident in Jasmine. That meant his fate was now set. Physically, he could still run. Bryce was an unbeliever. He would happily throw a few punches and get his buddy Mike out of the building, before taking him to a bar to drown the sorrows of the end of Mike’s religious life in cheap whiskey and self-hatred. But… spiritually… as his eyes followed Jessica, he knew he could not.

Consequences give life meaning.


2. Here Comes The Bride

His eyes trailed along Jessica, and he knew that he owed this goddess, the one that he had wronged, either his heart, or her justice. He had to face her, either way, and obey her decision. Mike managed to maintain composure as he marched in front of the group of men, holding the nails aloft. After what felt like an eternity watching her march ever closer to him as he stepped closer to her, with every eye of the sanctuary fixed upon them, Mike came to the middle of the stage. He stood before Jessica who held the burdizzo in front of her. He searched her face for a trace of emotion, some clue as to how she was feeling, but other than a situationally-appropriate soft smile, her face remained unreadable.

Pastor Evan raised his hands saying “Dearly beloved, we are gathered her to witness the holy sacrament of the joining of these two lives. Bride, Jessica Carnackle, have you brought the instrument which will safeguard your husband from sin?”

“It is here, Pastor Evan.” Jessica announced. Ever so slightly, she let her hands loosen a little bit as she tipped the jaws of the burdizzo back against her chest, right up to the soft flesh of her exquisite cleavage gently touching the cold metal to her sensual breasts as she cocked an eyebrow. Mike’s eyes passed from Jessica to Jasmine hoping to gauge some indication as to what the meaning of this subtle breach of standard protocol meant. Jasmine’s face held a vacant, calm stare, or was it secretly terrified? She had indeed been part of their indiscretion and at Jessica’s words she could face…

“Groom, Mike Malek, have you brought the instruments which will safeguard your bride from sin.”

“They are here, Pastor Evan.” Mike said holding up the nails.

Pastor Evan nodded saying “Mike Malek, I charge you here and now, measure your bride. Make sure she is of proper proportion to find her rightful place upon our cross shall she fail you.”

Somewhere behind him, Mike heard Bryce whisper under his breath, “Jesus fucking Christ this church is messed up.” He ignored this as Jessica calmly turned and handed the burdizzo to Jasmine who took it in her hands. She turned back to Mike sweeping back a bit of her hair and giving him a slight, nervous little smile as she stepped forward holding out her arm. His stomach churned at the thought of touching her, much less going through the customary motions of preparing this innocent woman for execution. He relied on his training, from the practice they had performed with Pastor Evan. He slid three nails into his pocket and took her hand in his own. Her fingers felt sweaty and nervous, but she neither flinched nor grabbed rather letting him quietly pull her arm outstretched.

She held her arm outstretched palm down as he slid the nail in beside her arm, showing to everyone that it could easily penetrate cleanly through her arm with a good many inches to spare. Easily enough to support her weight upon the cross. He transferred that nail into his other pants pocket remembering tradition mandates each individual nail to be properly measured. The dried stains and holes on the cross stood as testament that this was no idle threat, albeit one very rarely enacted.

Mike kept his eyes fixed on Jessica as she lowered one arm and raised her other arm. She seemed oddly serene as he went through the motions of measuring her other arm feeling the crinkly touch of her long, mesh sleeve grazing his fingers as he positioned the nail against her arm. So, cruel an instrument of death had no place against so sweet an arm, but Jessica herself seemed rather impressed with it cocking her head to look at it from the side and saying softly, “these nails should fit my arms perfectly.”

Mike froze.

This was not in the script.

Jessica looked into his eyes softly. Her lip trembled slightly as she said, “now feet?”

Mike swallowed hard and looked to Pastor Evan who nodded approvingly. Jessica stepped over to the Ottoman and bustled up her large dress a little as she sat down upon it in a fluff of white fabric. She carefully drew up the front of her dress and slipped off her right sandal and held her foot out. Kneeling before her, Mike held the nail alongside her foot, confirming the obvious that the nail was considerably longer than the thickness of her ankle. She trembled and he heard her whisper, “where I belong” before she stepped her right foot back into the slipper for a second before removing it again and leaving the slipper on the ground as she pulled her left foot out from the slipper. Mike felt her leg trembling as he took her foot in his hand, and she actually gave a little gasp as he did so. He looked back up to her and a smile spread across her face as he held the nail up to her foot.

He rose to his feet, and she did too, forgoing her slippers.

“Do the instruments fit?”

“Yes, they do, Pastor Evan.”

“Test her against our cross. Make sure our church can accommodate the spiritual needs of you both.”

Mike’s hands shook as Jessica looked at him, her lips parted slightly, and a terrified look rested on her face. He could see that her eyes glistened, almost on the edge of tears. He could only imagine how much she must hate him to go through these vain, disgusting pantomimes of him punishing her. His trembling hand took her own and together they walked behind the stone altar. A small set of wooden steps had been placed against the cross for them to mount up to it and Mike started to think about Jasmine hanging from the wooden frame, if she came to face consequences for what she had done in ‘training’ Mike. This thought sent shivers down his spine as well as Jasmine’s words about what would happen to her would be worse than what would happen to him if their indiscretion was discovered. The fact that she had risked crucifixion at the hands of Derrick, just to play some cheap sex games with Mike, made him regret his actions all the more.

Jessica bit her lower lip lightly as she turned to face the audience and spread her arms out across the coarse, hardwood planks of the cross. Her chest, spread open, heaved slightly as she held her arms aligned with the cross piece.

“You’ll need a hammer to do this properly.” Jessica said quietly to Mike.

“What?” Mike hissed back.

Those were not the words she was meant to say. He saw her warm, liquid eyes as she continued, “I failed you already. I set you up for humiliation and dishonor with what I failed to do.”

Pastor Evan boomed, “Groom, Mike, I charge thee to answer… is our cross suitable for your bride shall she fail?”

He then gave an irritable squint at the two of them as Mike held one of Jessica’s arms against the crosspiece as she obediently held the other against the other side of the crosspiece. Pastor Evan snorted and whispered to them, “come on you two, this is an official ceremony. You have your whole lives together for idle chit-chat. Our cross isn’t a rendezvous point for lovers. It’s an instrument of execution.”

Mike swallowed hard and replied “Pastor Evan, gathered witnesses, my bride is of appropriate proportion to fit the instrument shall she fail.”

“It is good.” Pastor Evan called out as Mike took a few steps down the staircase as Jessica remained holding herself in pantomime of crucifixion. He then turned and said to Jessica “Bride Jessica, I charge you, make your vow of honor.”

“Mike Malek, I command you, if I ever dishonor you by failing in my duties as your bride, place me upon this cross with the nails you have presented today. Let me restore honor and dignity as well as serve as a teaching upon others by letting me hang here. Let me repay my failing to you…” She swallowed hard and continued, “…with my death.”

Mike shivered and replied, “I accept your command.”

She continued, “even if I have failed you as fiancé, I extend my command. Let me honor you with my death.”

“What?” Pastor Evan hissed.

Mike’s face fell in shock. A gasp went up from the audience, not only the unbelievers who still stared in shock at the utterly bizarre proceedings, but even from the believers who knew this was off script.

Jessica’s bosom heaved as her body trembled. She still stood there, despite only being required to stand there for a few seconds of measuring and to say her customary part, almost as if she expected Mike to actually crucify her.

Mike looked at Evan and then to Jasmine. Jasmine sighed and rolled her eyes in annoyance as Pastor Evan said “uh… Mike… your response.”

“Um…I accept your command. You have…uh… not failed me.” Mike stammered in reply. Jessica’s mouth fell open slightly in surprise as she remained waiting to die. He awkwardly gestured waving to her with his hand saying “come… down.”

Jessica looked to Jasmine who jerked her head. A strange mixture of relief and dejection crossed Jessica’s face as she lowered her arms and walked down the stairs.  She glanced up at Pastor Evan who scowled slightly at her in concern. “Apologies, Pastor Evan.”

She stepped back around in front of the altar gliding over her shoes and shuffling a bit as she slipped them back onto her feet. Mike stood there dumbfounded realizing she had left her shoes off because she did expect him to crucify her right there in front of the church even before they got married.

“Quite. As a reminder, it doesn’t matter how much romance you may feel during your engagement, you don’t get the honor of the oath of crucifixion, until you have officially bound your lives together. That part comes next.” He said with an irate tip of his head to her.

She replied, “yes, Pastor” as she looked up at Mike as they stood in front of the altar once more. Pastor Evan cleared his throat and continued, “youthful hearts can be exciting.” A small chorus of chuckles rose from the audience. He continued, “Mike Malek, you have deemed your bride proportioned to receive her death upon our cross, if she should visit dishonor upon you.”

Pastor Evan turned to Jessica saying, “Bride Jessica, do you have the instrument of your husband’s fidelity.”

“I do, Pastor Evan.”

“Is it true, and fit to purpose?”

She kept her eyes on Mike as she pulled the handles apart opening the jaws of the clamp and looking at him through the space between. Her expression had changed to that of pure love as she smiled at him through the space of the clamp, even going so far as to blow him a little kiss with her lips.

“Mike Malek, inspect the instrument your bride has provided. Make sure it is suitable for removing the curse of lust from your loins.” She started to hand it over as Mike reached out to it but quickly changed her mind planting a kiss on the side of the clamp, before abandoning the tool to her groom.

“Save it for the Unity ceremony.” grumbled Pastor Evan as he wondered what had gotten into these normally well-behaved congregants.

Mike took the device which would end his manhood and inspected it. Glittering, new, and custom made for the ceremony, it bore the engraved inscription, “Mike and Jessica Carnackle – June 5th, 2051. In our hands, we hold all that we will ever need or ever want.” She had kissed it right over their names leaving a sultry red lipstick print surrounding their names on the side of the castration tool.

Out in the audience, an old man with poor hearing could be heard saying “kids these days and their fancy, silver engraved tools. Probably cost them a fortune. Weddings are all a racket, I say. Why, Martha, remember how you and I just grabbed one from the farm for our wedding.”

An old woman hoarsely whispered, “yes, I remember Earl, now shush it. Yer being loud again.”

Mike smiled back to his bride and handed the tool back to her saying “it is perfect.”

“Is it… suitable?” Pastor Evan sounded out trying to cue Mike to his correct line.

Mike nodded saying “it is suitable.”

“Place the instruments of your protection upon the altar.” Evan instructed. Mike withdrew the nails and placed them on the stone altar as Jessica placed the burdizzo on it next to them. They looked oddly mismatched, sitting there. Death versus mere castration, though her death was a far-fetched and unlikely possibility, while his castration was a guarantee.

“Do not fear these instruments, dear lovers. They are here for your protection. Indeed, many live this very day who made weak promises in other churches that lived to regret lacking such protection as these. Now, we have built the walls of our fortification.”

He smiled broadly as he said, “let’s reap the fruits from within our garden. Join hands, lovers.”

Mike placed his hand in Jessica’s. Her tremble had gone, and she held onto him firmly. He looked from her hand to her face where she stared intimately into his eyes.

They spoke in unison, saying to one another, “In my hand, I now hold, all that I will ever need, and all that I will ever want.”

Pastor Evan wrapped his hands around theirs saying, “A blessing indeed upon this holy union. Mike Malek, do you vow to love, honor, cherish, obey, and support Jessica Carnackle in a life worthy of the Church of the Sacred Mandate for the rest of your days.”

“I do.” Mike said firmly.

“And, Jessica Carnackle, do you vow to love, honor, cherish, obey, and support Mike Malek in a life worthy of the Church of the Sacred Mandate for the rest of your days.”

Mike waited on baited breathe for a moment as Jessica slowly, intimately and replied, “I do.”

“Lovers, you are hereby bound and charged under the law of God and in the presence of these witnesses to be bound to one another. One heart, one breath, one life forever. To separate is to perish. Do you accept this charge?”

“We do.” Mike and Jessica said in unison.

“Gathered witnesses here, I present you this couple bound to one another until the death. Do you have eyes to see and ears to hear?”

“We have eyes to see. We have ears to hear. We will hold these two as bound in heart, soul, and spirit.” The crowd responded though confused mutterings came up from those who were not members of the church.

Pastor Evan continued “And shall quarrel arise…” He paused and looked between Mike and Jessica catching both their eyes saying “…and it will…someday…”

He looked up to the congregation saying, “do you vow aid and mercy to help end said quarrel between these lovers to help them in keeping the strength of their bond?”

“We do.” The audience replied.

“And shall they abandon the pledges made today and separate in dishonor, what is your response?”

“Mercy is the crutch of the weak.”

This left several non-believers with jaws hung open in shock. Bryce included who shook his head and said “yep, fuck this shist, I’m staying atheist.”

Out in the audience, Olivia quivered as she thought about the teenage son she had. She knew all too well the dangers of a marriage with lenient terms. She knew this because she did not know the whereabouts of her now ex-husband. She turned to the elderly Russ behind her asking, “does your church allow people like me to join?”

“People like you?” he asked, cautiously.

She licked her lips and said “people who are…not believers. People who you would call weak and sinful… My uh… ex-husband… he…um.”

“It’s okay. Any story that begins with the words ‘ex-husband’ is already a sad one, even if it is not spoke aloud.” the old Russ said.

She nodded and said, “I want to do better for my son. I want to be better for him.” She cringed and continued, “but I don’t want to be crucified.”

The old man patted her shoulder chuckling as he said “oh, we don’t crucify people for breaking wedding vows from other churches. Those don’t matter anyhow. You only get crucified if you take the oath, and even then only if you consent.”

“Consent?”

Russ nodded saying “anyone who hung on that cross could have just left the church. Of course, it would have meant the end of any connection to friends, family, or God, but they could have saved their physical lives. Even with that, it’s not easy to end up on that cross. Last man who hung there killed a child after a night of drunk driving. Last woman that I can remember, had molested a teenage boy. Both could have gone and spent several years in a government jail for their crimes, but opted instead to let the church handle their sin so they could face God with a clean slate.”  She took this in thoughtfully as he continued, “You don’t need to worry about that cross, though. It’s a guardrail there to protect your soul, but it won’t look like that right away. If you want to learn more, come to that ladies luncheon he was talking about and…” He leaned in and whispered in her ear saying, “find out what it is like to live a life of dignity and honor rather than whatever life you’re trapped in now.”

She looked aghast and said slowly, “I’ve never had… dignity and honor before.”

“It’s possible, but you got to work for it. This is not a church for the weak.”

“Can you teach me how to be strong? Can you teach my son?”

“Absolutely.” He said firmly in reply.

“Is she actually going to castrate him? Or is that just an idle threat?”


“Oh, yeah she’s going to castrate him. Right after they get done having sex.”
  

“Really!? I thought the pastor was just being dramatic.” Olivia gasped as Pastor Evan released his hands from Mike and Jessica’s saying, “one of the joys of marriage is enjoying the fruits of your bodies. Sex between a married couple is a beautiful thing and one that we will not deny these two. Although not always conducted, The Unity Ceremony is an old tradition of our church in which the bride and groom enjoy the fruits of each other’s bodies in front of this gathered crowd of witnesses. Know that what you are seeing is not dirty, or strange, or evil, it is love, pure love as it is truly meant to be as these two consummate their bond of love.”

Pastor Evan turned to Jessica saying, “You may now have sex with the groom.”

Linda began strumming her guitar laying down a soft, swing beat to a sultry jazz tune. Bryce shifted uncomfortably as Bree watched on with a wicked grin on her face. Jessica smiled brightly as she stepped in close to Mike wrapping her arms around his waist and tipping her head to plant a kiss on his lips.

“Jessica, wait. I can’t do this.” Mike protested in a whisper.

“What? No, god, please no. I told you to go ahead and crucify me for it.” Jessica pleaded. “I was serious, I would have abided by your decision and happily sacrificed my life for your honor.”

“What are you talking about?” Mike whispered back hoarsely. A small muttering came up from the crowd which caused Jessica to peer over his shoulder at them before grabbing her arm around him and forcing him down onto the carpet behind the Ottoman to make it appear as if they were merely making out as she said, “Jasmine told me everything. She told me how you were forced to go to my sister for help with what I should have been doing all along. Oh, God, Mike. Here I was fucking around picking out bows and flowers when I should have been helping you train to handle the pain of castration this entire time.”

“Wait. You’re not mad at me?”

“Mad at you? No. I’m the one who failed. I could see it in your face when I held the burdizzo to my chest. Jasmine said you two found a way for you to endure the pain, as long as it was sexual in nature. I was trying to do that for you, but I could see how pissed you were, and I knew I owed it to your honor to let you take your revenge on me.”

A hissing voice cut through the air in a hoarse whisper as Jasmine leaned in and said quietly, “Sis! More fucking, less talking. People are getting suspicious.”


3. Sex And Lots Of It.

Jessica looked over her shoulder at her sister and nodded then turned back to Mike saying “I’m going to take my dress off. Get your pants off. We can discuss this more once you’re inside me.”

“Uh…”

“What?”

“I’m not hard.” Mike muttered nervously.

“How? It’s your wedding day?” Jessica said hoarsely. She gritted her teeth and said, “come to think of it, I’m dry as a god-damn desert. I was wet when you had me up on the cross but then a bunch of unsexy stuff happened.”

“You were wet when I put you on the cross?”

“God, I was fantasizing about those nails piercing my body and how happy it would make you so much.”

“Sis!” Jasmine hissed again.

“Coming!” Jessica said.

“Yes, that’s what you should be doing now!” Jasmine snorted back.

Jessica turned back to Mike saying, “okay, sit on the Ottoman, when I get back I’ll sit right on your lap facing you. We can tuck your cock between us, and I can bounce up and down a bit, so it looks like we’re fucking to all the people out there.”

Jessica rose to her feet and Mike slowly climbed up onto the Ottoman cautiously unbuckling his belt but not getting much further than that as Jessica unlatched the bottom half of her dress casually stripping it away and preparing to hand the massive pile of white fluff to Jasmine. She wore nothing underneath save for her sandals and Mike looked to see her perfectly smooth, shaved, pussy lips sticking out lightly from her crotch. She looked oddly misconstrued, the top half of her a serene goddess in wedding bodice, while her bottom half glistened pale and shockingly naked in the sunlight. She shoved the fluff into Jasmine’s hands, but Jasmine grabbed onto Jessica’s shoulder and pulled her in whispering something into her ear. Jessica’s mouth hung open, but Jasmine nodded towards the crowd saying, “don’t look at them.”

Bree spoke up from behind Jasmine saying, “breath girl, you got this.”

Jessica seemed to recompose herself as she turned to face Mike. He watched in awe as she strode towards him with her buttocks sashaying lightly as she walked. His brow furrowed as she walked past him and picked up the burdizzo from the altar. She stepped back around and stood in front of him, holding the burdizzo in her hand resting it against her thigh. “Close your eyes, Mike.”

“Are you… just going to skip the ceremony altogether?”

“Just close your eyes. Your wife has everything under control.”

He closed his eyes and sat still as he felt the warmth of her body shift around him. Warm flesh pressed against his cheek, and he realized it was her lower abdomen. The smell of her womanhood wafted through his nose as her pussy quivered mere inches away from his face. Fingers threaded their way through his hair, and he heard Jessica sigh before she curled her body over his saying “can you forgive me for not doing my part to help you train for castration?”

“Can you forgive me for getting a blowjob from your sister?” Mike replied in a whisper.

He felt the cold steel of the burdizzo press against his other cheek as she whispered, “What do you think of me castrating you as an act of revenge for that?”

“Uhh…”

He felt the burdizzo work its way down his neck as she continued, “is the thought of that… sexy for you?”

“Sexy?”

“Yeah.” Jessica said. “She sucked your cock and now I’m going to crush your balls. That’s what’s going to happen to you, Mike. I’m going to close these clamps on your balls and watch you squirm and whimper as I lap up every drop of pain to fill my cup of revenge. You can already picture me giving you a wicked, sinister smile as I clamp your balls cleanly from your body? Imagine me giggling into your ear and telling you that you’ll never fuck another woman again as pain wracks its way through your helpless and gelded body.”

Mike opened his eyes and looked up across the warm plain of her abdomen, through the two rounded hills of her breasts, and into her face as she looked back down at him. She gave him a crooked little grin as she whispered, “lick my clit, Mike. Worship my womanhood and pray to my pussy that I give you mercy.” She brazenly stepped over his legs spreading her womanhood open before him with her buttocks facing the crowd. She reached her hand down over his head threading her fingers through his hair and pulling his face into her womanhood. Obediently, Mike reached up with his thumbs spreading the delicate, pink lips of her pussy open and pressing his tongue inside. He had never licked her fully shaved like this before and the sensation felt incredibly different than what it had before when she had been furry. With hair the experience was a rather miserable one, tantamount to licking a piece of raw beef wrapped in a wig. Now, however, he felt his face intimate with her womanhood as the smooth flesh of her crotch pressed intimately against his face while he licked her pussy in sweet obedience. She moaned and sighed saying “mmm…. Good job, Mike. I’m still going to castrate you, but maybe I won’t be as mean about it.”

Mike nodded and continued licking her. Something about the act felt strangely calming. It was like the sanctuary was too big, too scary, too bright to face all on his own but here, in his private little room alone with the goddess of her pussy as he worshiped her womanhood with his tongue.

Her…

womanhood…

Mike marveled as he licked. The very organ he pressed his tongue against had the power to create human life. Not some crude DNA shooter like he had, this was an elegant reproductive organ of such mystery and power that not even medical science had unraveled all its secrets and yet, here it was, right in front of his face literally, as he lapped at her pussy with his tongue ardently. She moaned and shuddered before bending over and whispering into his ear, “is this making you hard?”

He looked up into her eyes as she casually rested the burdizzo onto his shoulder and continued, “Jasmine said you would like it. If it was up to me, I would just sit on your cock. I love you too much to be serious about this dominatrix stuff. I am enjoying what you’re doing with your tongue, though. I think I’m finally starting to get a bit wet. Are you getting hard yet? I can’t imagine clipping you now without enjoying sex together for our first and final time as a married couple. It would be like leaving without saying goodbye and nobody leaves without saying goodbye.”

Mike lifted his head from her crotch and said, “I really am sorry for what I did with your sister.” Jessica said “and I am sorry that I didn’t take care of you myself. How about we settle our first quarrel as a couple here and now with a passing of forgiveness? Do you agree?”

“Absolutely.” Mike replied.

She whispered, “On the count of three, we do it together.”

“One… two…three”

“I forgive you.” They said in unison to one another.

Jessica sighed and tipped her head back in relief as Mike felt the terrified tension which had been plaguing him for weeks dissipate. Jessica groaned and said “Oh, god that felt amazing. Was it as good for you as it was for me?”

Mike chuckled softly and said “Yeah. Would you be upset if I said forgiveness feels better than sex.”

Jessica said, “No because I agree. That felt incredible.” She knelt and smiled into his face saying, “I can love my husband fully now with no fear and no secrets. God, this has caused so much trouble already. Let’s not let this stupidity ruin the rest of our ceremony.”

She reached her hand down and he took it as she helped him to his feet. “I feel weird being naked alone.” She said and Mike nodded as she slid her hands into his jacket while he hastily removed his pants saying, “I think you look quite nice naked.”

Jessica chuckled as she slid his jacket off and his pants fell around his ankles. “Here I have to undress like a schmuck. I don’t have the awesome separatable dress and bodice set like you do. That’s brilliant. I had no idea that the dress we bought could do that.”

“Oh, it couldn’t. Aunt Jill helped me modify it for the day.” Jessica said. Mike began to look out behind Jessica seeing the large crowd watching them. Before he could make out any details, she grabbed his face and pulled it to look at her saying, “don’t look out there. Jasmine told me that this was rule number one. It’s like climbing a mountain the first rule is you don’t look down or else you’ll get scared.”

Mike saw the wisdom in what she had said. It was best not to think of every relative and family member watching them have sex as he nodded to her saying, “yeah.”

Jessica pulled his underpants down revealing his half-erect cock as he slid off his undershirt. Soon, he stood there wearing nothing more than his socks. She took his cock in her hand and began massaging it lightly as she said, “My sister always was the smarter of the two of us. I should have been listening to her the entire time.”

“She has her place. You have yours.” Mike replied.

“And where is my place?” Jessica asked.

“By my side.”

Mike pulled her in, and they shared a passionate kiss as he felt her warm body press against his while the cold burdizzo which dangled from her other hand rested against his buttocks as she wrapped her arm around him.  He released the kiss and said, “God, I missed you, Jess.”

“I vow to you this day, you will never have to miss me again.” She replied.

She let go and wrapped her arms around his body as they kissed again warm, sweet, and sensual. She felt his cock stiffen and press against her inner thigh as they kissed, and a loud thud emanated through the church as she dropped the burdizzo behind his back letting it drop onto the rug behind him. “Who needs this brutal little sex toy when I can get you hard all by myself.” She asked as she ran her hands across his chest. She looked up into his eyes and said intimately “I’m going to go down on you, but don’t look at them. Watch me. Keep your eyes on me.”

“How could I take them off you?” Mike said shooting her that smug little grin she had grown to love.
 

This brought a smile to Jessica’s face as she slowly lowered herself onto her knees. Grateful for the rug, she rested her knees upon it as she gently cupped Mike’s balls with her left hand while steadying his shaft with her right before opening her mouth and sweetly bringing his cock into it. She looked up at him with her large, soft, brown eyes as she bobbed her head back and forth sweetly suckling the sensitive flesh of his cock sending thrills of pleasure through his body. Out in the audience someone said something appreciative as Bryce muttered, “way to go, Mike.” And Bree quietly stuck her hand down in the pocket of her dress, a pocket which had been cut open by herself for just this occasion. Reaching through the folds of fabric, she found her own uncovered womanhood and silently began stroking it with her long, slender fingers as she watched her former roommate suckle on her secret crush.

Mike ignored all of this and shuddered and grabbed onto Jessica’s shoulders for support as she elegantly pulled her head back giving a long, slow lick of her soft pink tongue across the bottom of his cock.

“Don’t worry. I’m not going to finish you off with my mouth. I just wanted to give you this experience one last time while you’re still fully equipped to experience it.”

“Thank you.”

“My pleasure.” Jessica said bending her head in and elegantly licking his cock some more letting her tongue dance along the bulging veins of the firm rod before planting a kiss on the smooth tip of his cock with her luscious lips.

He helped her to her feet as she said, “any requests?”

“Requests?”

“Yeah. I mean, this is the last time you’ll have sex with your balls intact. Anything you would like to experience.”

Mike thought about this and asked, “The dress trick is cool, but can you take the bodice off? I would like to have all of you.”

“Of course. You will always have all of me.” Jessica replied before reaching back and unzipping the bodice letting her breasts fall free and stretching out her back and shoulders as she did so. Mike let his eyes trail along not just the smooth mounds of her breasts but also the smooth, small muscles of her arms and her chest. She wasn’t particularly buff, but even the sight of her subtle little biceps served as a reminder that these were the arms which would soon castrate him. This was the chest of the woman who would end his manhood. Unless he did something stupid and look out into the crowd, this was the last face he would see her naked as a man.

He smiled as he realized that he wouldn’t have it any other way.

He stepped in close to her and kissed her as she tossed the bodice out onto the ground. He felt her soft, delicate skin tremble against his own as he pulled her in close feeling comforted and warmed by her presence in the sacred space of judgement. “You actually thought I was going to put this body on a cross?” Mike chuckled into her ear.

“Okay, maybe I was being a bit overly romantic. God, I hope I didn’t ruin that part of the ceremony for you.” Mike wrapped an arm around her back and grabbed her hand in his other as he began to slowly dance with her “you didn’t ruin the ceremony for me. Maybe for Pastor Evan, but he’s a big boy, he can handle a few improv lines.”

“It did make it feel more real, though. Looking out from the cross at the sea of people, many of whom would come back to see my real execution if it did happen and realizing that this could happen. I really could be hung here, nails driven through my wrists and feet and left staring into the faces of all those people as I earned my forgiveness through death on the cross. I asked my sister if anyone had ever been crucified while still wearing her wedding dress and she told me to stop being stupid. Did it feel comforting, however? Knowing that if I ever did abandon, abuse, or fail you, that you could fit my soft little body neatly onto an instrument of torture and execution and watch me die slowly?”

“Not as much as I thought it would. I love and trust you so much it just feels unreal that such a thing could ever happen.”

“That you would crucify me?”

“No. That you would ever fail me.”   

Jessica nuzzled her head into his shoulder saying, “thank you for believing in me.”

He spun her around and leaned her back across the Ottoman. She looked up into his face and softly spread her legs open inviting him in as he leaned in on her feeling his cock penetrate into her body. He moaned as she gasped before getting hold of herself saying, “I won’t lie. It did feel kind of sexy. Do you think we can get a cross for home sometime?”

“A cross for home?”

“For the bedroom. Not this serious thing, but like one of those play ones you can tie me too and eat me out on.”

“Sure. If you would like that?”

“I would love it. Oh, thank God I have such a wonderful husband.” She gasped as Mike began slowly thrusting inside her bringing soft moans to her throat.

Mike asked as he continued penetrating her body feeling her soft flesh quiver beneath him as the soft, wet interior of her pussy stroked his cock lovingly with every thrust, “are you afraid of me failing you? I mean… I did press some boundaries with your sister.”

“She told me all about her wedding gift. I personally would have preferred a blender.”


Mike stopped thrusting and asked, “what’s wrong with our blender?” Jessica looked into his eyes and said “Mike, it’s old and leaking. That’s why I’ve been telling people we need a new blender.” 

Mike bowed his head and began shuddering. Jessica’s eyes went wide as she asked in concern “Mike what’s wrong?”

He lifted his head and she saw the smile on his face as he laughed saying, “I’ve been telling everyone not to get us a blender since we already have one.” Jessica rolled her eyes saying, “that explains why everyone looked at me so strangely when I suggested it.”

He slowly began thrusting again as Jessica said, “you and my sister did what you had to for you to be ready for what I’ll do to you next. She told me about how terrified you were of dishonoring me with your actions, but I didn’t really listen to her. I felt so bad about not taking care of you myself. I suppose I should let it go and… well…”

“What?” Mike asked.

“Did she really teach you how to cum from having your balls squeezed?”

Mike nodded.


“Do you think you’ll orgasm when I castrate you?” 

“Maybe.”
 

Jessica licked her lips and said “then I have an idea for what I’m going to do for you. Okay? All you have to do is trust me.”

“Absolutely.”

“And Mike…”

“yes.”

“No woman offers herself to a cross for a man unless she is absolutely sure he won’t fail her. I alread believe you and I fully trust in our love.”

“Thank you.”
 

He began thrusting faster as Jessica tipped her head back saying “God, I wish this moment wouldn’t ever end, but I feel you getting close.”

Mike stopped thrusting and said, “then let’s not stop. Not just yet. Besides, we’ll make an extra two-thousand dollars if I get you to orgasm first.”

“What? How?”

“Bree.”

“Of course it would be Bree.” Jessica said with a smirk.

“Do you want to get it?”

“Yeah, we can use the money to buy a new blender.”

Mike broke out in earnest laughter as Jessica smiled saying, “We might as well take some of Bree’s money. God knows she’ll only waste it on booze. How are you planning to make me cum?”

“We need to swap positions.”

“Of course, no way I can orgasm in missionary, but I really want to be looking into your eyes as I cum. Can we do that, please?”

“Absolutely. Ready to go for a little ride?”

Jessica wrapped her arms around his shoulders and her legs around his buttocks as she said “take my body to places you want it to go. I trust you, my beloved husband, to the ends of the world.”

Mike flexed his muscles hard managing to stand up while still holding Jessica aloft on his cock and wrapped in his arms. He rotated and sat back down on the Ottoman so that he now sat with her facing towards him sitting on his lap still pierced by his cock. She cooed softly through this process and even chuckled a soft “wheeee” as he turned about.

“Oh, having sex with you is so much fun.” She said as they settled into place. He pulled his right hand out from behind her back and held it up in front of her face giving her a knowing smile. She stuck out her pink tongue looking seductively into his eyes as she slowly licked it across his middle two fingers.

“There’s something so sexy about getting your body ready to pleasure me.” She whispered as he reached his now wet fingers down into the tight space between their bodies feeling his way through the folds of her labia until he reached wetness. He felt about, holding his arm at a bit of an awkward angle between them as he felt one overlapping triangle of delicate flesh pass beneath his fingers he heard Jessica say, “almost.”

At the next one she gasped and said, “there.”

“Yes?” He asked as he started flexing his fingers making her whimper and moan as she clung onto him.

“A little to the left.” She said and he obliged shifting his hand slightly and feeling a tiny, swollen ball of flesh pass beneath his finger. She let out an animalistic moan at this touch and he began stroking the ball as she said “yes. Oh, god, yes… right there. I love you so much, Mike.”

Her body began to quiver, and her legs shook as he continued stroking her. He dipped his head in and kissed her neck sweetly as she moaned and grunted in pleasure. She leaned back a bit and caught his lips on her own as they kissed he felt her body tense and buck uncontrollably spreading pleasure through his own manhood as she flexed and jerked in his lap. Their bodies simultaneously danced there to the tempo of Mike’s stroking finger as she pleasured him while he pleasured her. His arm screamed angrily in pain at the odd angle and muscular strokes of his fingers, but his cock lavished in delight as Jessica screamed into his mouth while a waterfall of her vaginal fluid trickled down along his cock and his testicles. The scream broke out and she bucked her head back screaming orgasmic pleasure into the cold, stale air of the Church of the Sacred Mandate beneath the very cross upon which many others had emanated their final screams on the mortal world.

This pushed Mike over the edge as he moaned and grunted feeling an explosion of pleasure pulse upward and outward from his crotch overloading every part of his mind, body, and soul leaving him floating in a vacant space of desire and pleasure with his bride…

Everything he will ever need in life…

Everything he could ever want…

…now sat on his cock.

Mutters came from the audience as one woman slapped her husband saying, “how come you didn’t do that to me at our wedding?”

“What the hell is wrong with you, Bree?” Sheila hissed at Jessica’s saucy college roommate. Bree shuddered and crouched a bit, clutching her bouquet of flowers in front of her crotch with her left hand while her right could not be seen. Bree gasped and righted herself slightly turning back to look at Sheila red-faced and with a quivering lip. Sheila squinted at her skeptically and Bree replied, “sorry, I just get… uh… emotional at weddings.”

“It is a beautiful ceremony.”

“Yeah.”

“Really makes a girl’s panties wet, doesn’t it?”

Bree looked back at Sheila with her eyes plastered wide. Sheila gave a smirk and said, “I’m old. Not stupid.”

Bree bowed her head and Sheila continued “clean your life up and maybe someday you might get a man to do that to you.”

“I’ve already had sex cowgirl style.” Bree replied.
 

“I meant a man might marry you.” Sheila answered.

Mike slowly drifted his eyes open through a haze of delight as he released his arm from between them and wrapped it around the only thing he had in his life, her. Jessica stared passionately back into his face as she sat there panting in his lap in her own, post-coital glow.

“God, Mike. I don’t want to clip your balls at all. I want to ride your cock for the rest of my life.” She bowed her head saying “Selfish thoughts. That wouldn’t be fair to you. I can’t keep them drained forever.”

“No amount of sex is ever enough for a man.” Mike answered, sadly.

“And women, for greed and for vanity, excel at manipulating men’s lust. I cannot leave you vulnerable to strange women who will seek to use them to hurt you, much as it pains me to lose them myself. I’ll take care of them for you, but… did you enjoy our goodbye.”

“Absolutely.” Mike replied pulling her in close and sharing a kiss.

“You mentioned earlier you had an idea?”

“Oh, yeah. I want to make full use of my sister’s gift by seeing what you can do with her training. As long as I keep it sexual for you, it won’t hurt, right?”

“That’s a good way to describe it.”

“Wonderful. I felt so afraid about hurting you that I never even imagined that your castration would be an experience we could enjoy together. Lay down across the Ottoman.”


4. Castration

She lifted her body off his cock slowly as he lay down across the Ottoman feeling his tired abdomen fill with relief at the reclined position. His member flopped wetly across his belly as she turned her body around to face the audience yet refusing to look at them as she kept her eyes lowered to his manhood. She reached down and grabbed the burdizzo picking it up and placing it next to them as she turned around and said to her husband, “spread your legs open for me.”

He obeyed feeling the cold air and thousands of eyes press against his slimy, pleasured cock and balls. He felt her warm thighs slide in between his legs as she delicately positioned herself before he felt her hand grab his cock. He looked down to see her shoulders of her back flex as she righted his cock with her hand and lowered herself. He watched her round, ripe, ass slowly descend on his cock as her womanhood swallowed him back in inch after delicious inch as she moaned in pleasure saying “oh, I’m still so sensitive.” She looked down between both their legs saying, “You can do this, Jess.” She looked over her shoulder at Mike saying, “I hope this is okay.” She wiggled her body a little bit letting Mike feel his cock slide back and forth inside the slick, wet walls of her womanhood as she giggled saying, “at least you have my ass can keep you company while I clip your manhood off.”

Mike smiled and placed his hands on either side of her buttocks. He felt cold steel as she caressed the testicles which now hung between her own legs as she sat penetrated on top of Mike’s cock. “Before I do this, please tell me…” She looked over her shoulder and asked Mike “am I really a girl worth losing your balls for?”

He stared into her warm, soft, loving eyes as he beheld her kindhearted smile. Her hair, slightly disheveled from their sexual goodbye, still looked beautiful even with a few curls slightly out of place. He looked across her bare, smooth back and her round, wide buttocks and replied “Yes.”

“Mmm.” She purred as he felt her stroking his balls gently with the clamp of her burdizzo. “Thanks to my sister, if I do this right, it won’t hurt you at all. I can feel your cock growing inside of me again. Are you excited to feel me castrating you?”

“Yes.” Mike gasped out breathlessly.

“I love you so much, Mike. From now until eternity, I will protect you from the pain of lust. I will cherish, love, obey, and care for your body as I care for my own. I will guard your honor and serve your needs.” He felt her open the jaws of the burdizzo as she spoke. He felt her lithe fingers carefully thread his right testicle into the waiting jaws of the surgical instrument.

She looked over her shoulder at him saying “once I close these jaws, the woman sitting on your lap, becomes yours forever. Do you want me to close them, Mike?”

Mike nodded and laid his head back.

Pain…

…exaltation…

His body quivered and shook as Jessica gasped with her mouth wide open in shock like a hooked fish as she felt his cock swell and explode inside her pussy bringing forth a fresh torrent of cum which tickled the delicate sexual flesh of her womanhood bringing forth renewed desire and pleasure. Mike groaned in pleasure as his body flexed beneath her. Only one sadness trickled at the back of her mind… she wanted Mike to be here with her for this.

“Oh, my god. That was incredible.” She muttered looking over her shoulder with a smile. Mike gave her a pleasured little smile in return.

“Was that?”

“It didn’t hurt that bad at all. It felt… like an orgasm.”

“That’s amazing! You have one more testicle. Are you ready to orgasm again?”

Mike nodded as Jessica giggled gleefully as she removed the burdizzo from the angry red and dying testicle and positioned it over his other one.   

“Oh, I love you so much. Can you come on up here and do it with me? I want to share in this experience with you.” She said excitedly.

Mike obediently sat up, as much as he could with her in his lap. He wrapped his arms around his wife for support. He leaned his head on her shoulder from behind and she turned her head to look at him sharing a smile followed by a kiss on his lips. She wished it could be a deep and passionate one, but had to stretch her neck to reach him as he was. She held the burdizzo positioned over his last remaining testicle in front of her.

“It’s too bad you only have two balls for us to do this with. We’ll do this last one together as a couple, okay?”

“I don’t know if I can bring myself to squeeze it.”


“I’ll do the squeezing, you just hold on. I never imagined your castration would be a fun activity we could enjoy together. You ready to cum inside me again?” 

“Yes.” Mike replied loosely positioning his hands on the burdizzo handle.

Jessica panted in excitement as she looked at the doomed testicle resting delicately between the steel clamp dangling from between her legs. Already its brother was darkening with internal bleeding. “He’s better without it. A wife’s duty is to handle her husband’s lust and this is the most effective way to do just that.”

“Are you okay?” Mike asked.

“Yeah, just dealing with the gravity of the moment a bit. I can’t believe I’m going to miss these when they’re gone, but you will feel so much calmer and more content with everything in your married life without these.”

“It will be nice to not get inappropriate boners around other women.”

Jessica smiled saying, “Yes. Sorry you had to deal with that as part of the engagement, but you won’t have to anymore, at least not that much. This will also protect you from evil women who like to steal. Are you ready for me to make you into the most loving, docile, content, happy, and relaxed husband you can possibly be?”

“Yes.”

“Hold on to the handles. One last time. Here we go.”
 

Mike held on to the handles of the burdizzo loosely, not really contributing much force but rather feeling the motion as Jessica flexed her arms and closed the clamps. For one final time, He felt the familiar rush of pain followed immediately by pleasure so powerful it almost made him giggle at its tickling. Jessica moaned as Mike’s cock quivered and squirted inside her. Mike tipped his head against her shoulder blade and bit her back lightly in the high passion of the moment as his body shuddered through the last, full-balled orgasm it would ever experience. He gasped as she reopened the clamp jaws letting blood flush deep into the now severed testicle. From the outside, nothing could be discerned, save for a dark red line cutting neatly through the scrotum just above his balls and his balls swelling red with bruising and blood. Someone who didn’t know better might mistake this for some common trauma from a kick or something and assume he could just rest up for a week and feel better, but Mike and Jessica knew better. The custom engraved medical tool had done exactly what it was designed to do and every blood cord feeding life-giving oxygen to his testicles had been severed through leaving the balls dying with no oxygen. In a week or so, they would start to dissolve and resorb into his body. After a month or so, it would be impossible to discern that any balls at all had resided in his empty scrotum at all.

Mike marveled at the fact that a woman with a simple clamp had just ended his manhood.

Jessica spoke, “it’s over. It’s done. These brutal little organs of yours will never trouble you again. From here on till the end of time, I will be with you, guiding you, guarding you, loving you, helping you, living a life so entwined with yours that we will never know where your life ends and mine begins for they will be one in the same.”

Mike hugged onto her and whispered, “thank you.”

Thunderous applause erupted through the room as Mike and Jessica looked up to remember that everything they had just done was in front of a massive audience of their friends and family. Jessica blew out a shuddering sigh as she slowly rose to her feet before turning around and helping Mike to his pulling him in for a warm and loving hug saying, “I’m so blessed to have a husband who loves me so much so as to not only endure but to enjoy his castration. I pray that you never regret what you sacrificed today.”

“Who needs balls when I have a woman like you.” Mike responded as Pastor Evan approached them holding up a glittering silver key hanging from an elegant chain. He presented it to Mike who turned to take it in his hands, but buckled slightly at the hips before righting himself again and smiling through receiving the key.

“It’s okay, it will take you a while to get used to it.” Pastor Evan said, encouragingly.

Mike smiled and turned back to Jessica who looked up at him with glistening eyes. She bowed and he put the chain over her head letting it slide into place as a necklace with the key dangling in the middle of her chest right between her bare breasts. 


“The lock to my stored, frozen semen I now give to you. You have exclusive access to what remains of my ability to procreate.” 

“Thank you. I will cherish and honor this right for the rest of my life.”

“When you are ready, just let me know.” Pastor Evan said. He jerked his head towards the ground saying “we have a full fertility clinic downstairs along with the cold storage. Everything you’ll need to get started on the journey of children is there but, for now…” He patted Mike on the shoulder saying “enjoy each other for a little bit. Get to know each other better. Strengthen the bond you forged today so you can set a good example of marriage for your little people.”

He waved a dismissive hand saying, “but there will be time for that later. I believe Jasmine has something for you, Jessica.”

Pastor Evan stepped forward to deliver a sermon to the gathered audience about the beauty and joy of married life as Jasmine slid in beside Jessica. Mike cringed and began to buckle once more as his face contorted and he nearly fell to his knees. “Sit down before you fall down, Mike.” Jasmine ordered quickly. Mike was only all to happy to obey as the orgasmic joy of the moment had decayed into a dull ache and now quickly grew to thunderous pain. Jasmine took her sister’s hand and tugged her down in front of Mike as Bryce, sensing he was supposed to be part of this, stepped in as well kneeling with them. He did so trepidatiously, feeling so queasy as to be on the edge of vomiting. Between the scattering of clothes, the two naked people, and the castration tool all on top of the ornate rug in the middle of a concrete platform the scene had an uncanny resemblance to something between Shakespear and a murder investigation.

“What’s wrong with him?” Bryce asked trying to keep his voice calm and failing as it squeaked at the end.

“He just got castrated, obviously.” Jasmine snorted as she pulled out a thin leather pouch from a pocket in her bridesmaid dress and opened it revealing a syringe and a vial of clear liquid.

“But we said drug free?” Jessica protested.

“Yes and Mike succeeded beyond anyone’s wildest imagination.” Jasmine replied as Bryce took a seat next to Mike on the Ottoman and wrapped an arm over his shoulders saying, “breathe through the pain my man. It will be okay. The hard part of marrying the Sacred Mandate woman is over. The girls will take care of you… I hope.” Bryce directed this last statement to Jasmine who glared at him angrily for a moment before filling the syringe speaking to Jessica as she said, “if you want your new husband to do anything other than writhe and scream in agony for the next few days, learn how to inject lidocaine.”

“But he was able to enjoy it sexually.”

“Only for a short while.” Mike croaked out. He shuddered and said “I’m so sorry…I…”

Jasmine cut him off saying, “Did amazingly well! Honestly, the most impressive castration this church has seen I think in the history of ever. But your balls have extreme nerve damage and pretty soon your brain will register it full force. No amount of preparation can defeat biology and physics.”

She pushed the syringe into Jessica’s hand saying, “Inject ten milliliters lidocaine directly into the base of each side of the testicles right where they meet the flesh of his body.”

Jessica swallowed hard and looked up into Mike’s eyes. He shuddered and said, “I’m so sorry to be so weak. Please do as your sister says.”

Jessica shook her head saying, “nothing you did was weak, Mike.” He whimpered as she gingerly lifted one swelling testicle and injected the lidocaine into the base of it. She spoke as she did this “you gave me… you gave us the most amazing castration experience any couple could ever had. It was so beautiful, so intimate, I will cherish the memory of us together like that for the rest of our lives.” He was already sighing in relief by the time she got around to injecting the other side as she said “but you rest now, Mike. You did good. Okay? You did amazing.” She finished the injection and looked up into his face saying, “I am honored to be your wife.” He smiled and they hugged as Bryce looked over Jessica’s back at Jasmine. Jasmine returned the look as they regarded each other coldly. Jasmine pocketed the lidocaine kit and said to Bryce “gather up his clothing. Help him get dressed.”

Bryce had just gathered up Mike’s jacket and pants when a lithe hand sprung down into his view and wrapped around his wrist. He looked up to see Jasmine glaring at him angrily saying, “you’re giving up a weekend drinking buddy. I’m giving up a sister to this relationship. Get your head out of your ass.”

He furrowed his brow at her for a moment as she let go of his hand and let him return to gathering the clothing. By the time he got back to Mike, he saw Jasmine helping Jessica back into her wedding dress. He did the same for Mike, reserving all the judgmental words he wanted to say about cults, psychopaths, and group insanity to his own mind as he helped his buddy back into his tux, taking extra care to keep the underwear loose as Mike tucked his destroyed genitalia back into it.


5. Dance Like God is Watching

Bryce sipped at his champagne morosely as he looked out across the crowd with Jasmine’s bitter words ringing in his ears. What gave that bitch the right to say such a thing to him? They weren’t just some boozy bastards roaming from bar to bar. Besides, who was she to judge him? Fucking church. Fucking Sacred. Fucking Mandate grumped Bryce internally. He glanced over and sighed.

A few chairs to his right sat Mike and Jessica sharing bites of cake off the same spoon taking breaks every once in a while as one person after another came up to congratulate them on the beautiful ceremony and their new lives together. Most everyone had finished dinner, with only a few stragglers still poking at desert. Everyone was chatting, laughing, or dancing. Classical electronic dance music throbbed in the background in the darkened reception hall as sparkling lights sprinkled from a disco ball hanging over the dance floor. Children, married couples, and the elderly cluttered the dance floor shaking and grooving while laughing at one another about their lack of skill.

Suddenly, Jasmine plopped down into the empty seat next to him giving him such a scare that champagne nearly went up his nose. He gasped and gagged as she frowned at him judgmentally before he wiped his face with a napkin.

“I’m sorry.” She said.

“Sure, you are.” He snorted back.

“I’m not talking about the drink.”

“Yeah?” Bryce asked looking at her with a squint.

She rolled her eyes saying “What I mean is that I’m sorry about what I said to you earlier. Knowing you’re an unbeliever and realizing you couldn’t appreciate the beauty of what you just witnessed made me…” She gritted her teeth for a moment before blowing out a sigh and continuing “…what you saw today was an act of love like I had never seen before. What Mike and my sister shared was sacred beyond the realms of this world and it looked to me like you were about to vomit during the entire service. You saying, ‘this is what it takes to marry a Sacred Mandate girl’ all crude and disgusting like that just hammered home for me how little you understood of today…how…”

Jasmine sighed and continued, “it made me think that unbelievers didn’t deserve to be here today. Seeing my sister and Mike together… it was like looking into the face of God.”

Bryce took this in thoughtfully before replying, “Jasmine, with all due respect, I’m not part of your church. I’m not going to be part of your church.”

Jasmine nodded and said “I’m not asking you to be.”

“I think you people are all fucking insane worshiping an angry sky-daddy.” Bryce said firmly.

Jasmine’s chest heaved as she stared daggers at him. She swallowed hard and continued “I wouldn’t expect an unbeliever to understand. This religion, it works for some people, but it’s not for everyone. Belief requires faith, not logic. For some of us. This church is the most important part of our lives.”

Bryce frowned but she continued saying, “That’s not why I came to talk to you. I’m not proselytizing, I’m explaining why I was upset. I know Mike is more to you than a drinking buddy. I shouldn’t have trivialized your relationship like that.”

Bryce sighed and said, “I suppose I shouldn’t dismiss your beliefs. You people are obviously very passionate about this.”

Jasmine nodded saying, “And I need to recognize that you went into a church, that you didn’t believe in, to support your friend through a ceremony that you found horrifying. That took balls, and it shows how much love you have for Mike.”

“Can we not talk about balls?” Bryce replied with a cringe.

Jasmine smiled and said, “Fair enough. How about this, as an act of good faith and to prove there are no hard feelings between us, I’ll make it up to you with a gift.”
 

Bryce eyed her nervously asking, “what kind of gift?”

Jasmine nodded towards the other end of the long wedding party table saying “See that girl down there? Her name’s Bree.”

“Yeah…?” Bryce said with a squint.

“She’s an unbeliever too.” Jasmine said quietly.

Bryce frowned and said, “Really? This isn’t some kind of trick?”

“No!” Jasmine replied with a snort. She nodded saying “seriously, go ask her yourself, then ask her to dance. I promise…” Jasmine said grabbing onto his wrist as she spoke firmly, “I know today was scary for you but, I promise, Bree will absolutely make your night worth everything that you went through.”

Jasmine watched as Bryce headed over to Bree. It didn’t take much more than an introduction and a shitty pick-up line to get Bree to bend over the table suggestively. She ‘shook her dress out to flatten it’ while conveniently giving Bryce a nice full view of her ripe breasts before grabbing his hand and dashing off to the floor with him. In less than a minute, she was grinding her buttocks against his crotch and his terrified stare had softened into something infinitely more lascivious. 

Jasmine smiled.  

It was always good to see a plan come together smoothly.

She now sat alone at the table with the married couple. She slid in next to Mike and they looked too her.

She leaned in and said, “are the three of us cool, or should we go upstairs so the two of you can nail me up on the cross for all the bullshit that I put you through?”

Mike and Jessica looked to one another, and Jasmine knew at that moment they were going to be fine as a couple. They looked back to her as Jessica said, “You did what I failed to do.” Mike shook his head and continued “I can’t be mad at you. Today was amazing because of what you did.”

Jasmine smiled and replied, “I’m glad the two of you feel that way. You couldn’t imagine how terrified I was when Derrick told me to lean into the sexuality of the pain. Thank god it worked, and I didn’t even have to go all the way through with my plan.”

“Wait? There was more?” Mike asked in surprise.

Jasmine shrugged saying, “Derrick left a pack of condoms in the end-table for us to use.”

Both Jessica and Mike’s mouths hung open in shock. Jasmine playfully tipped her fingers under each their jaws in turn shutting their mouths before continuing, “but once I saw how much Mike was freaking out about feeling guilty for what he was doing, I couldn’t do that to him.”

“Why would Derrick be so calm about…” Jessica said with a cringe before continuing “…sharing you?”

Derrick came in and sat down beside Jessica saying, “did I hear my name?”

Jessica and Mike stared at him wide-eyed, and Jasmine asked, “Where’s Tiffany?”

Derrick gestured towards the dancefloor where an old woman swayed back and forth with their little daughter in her arms as he said, “Tiffany is playing ‘pass the baby’ with the old folks. Congrats to you two, by the way. Good job up there Mike.”

“Yeah, thanks.” Mike said nervously as Derrick gave him a firm handshake. Mike looked to Jessica who shrugged, and Mike shook his head saying “Hey, Derrick, I got to ask you something.”

“Shoot, my brother.”

Mike suspiciously side-eyed Jasmine who gave a haughty smirk before he asked, “do you know what Jasmine did with me upstairs in your house?”

“Squeezed your balls and sucked your cock. It worked too. God damn that was beautiful what the two of you did today. Makes me regret being such a big baby and begging my Jaz for drugs right at the very beginning.”
 

“You were seriously… okay with what she did?” Jessica asked gritting her teeth and looking at her sister.

“No balls, no lust. No lust, no jealousy.” Derrick said casually.

He placed a hand on Jessica’s bare shoulder saying, “you haven’t gotten to experience Mike without balls yet. Maybe he’s uptight for now, but he’ll mellow out.” She looked down from his eyes to see his firm, warm hand resting on her bare shoulder as she swallowed hard. He noticed her discomfort and he patted her shoulder gently before letting go.

He leaned over and said to Jasmine, “we should confess what we did to though.”

“I…uh…” Jasmine stammered. Derrick shook his head saying “Jaz, we owe them the truth.”

“The truth?” Mike asked.

Derrick nodded saying, “look, in my defense, you were already half-way to being family. I really like you, and I am so glad you and Jess settled in to this wonderful marriage so we can be brothers-in-law. Still, we should have told you earlier.”

Jasmine protested saying, “Derrick, just let them enjoy their wedding, okay? We can tell them some other time.”

“Tell us what?” Jessica spat out. She turned to Jasmine asking, “what did you do?”

Jasmine nodded saying, “we did take sexual advantage of Mike. Not… directly…”
 

Derrick said, “it’s my fault. Jaz started telling me about everything her and Mike did because we agreed beforehand that she would share everything that happened with me. Which you two should do for one another from now on, by the way.”

“Okay.” Jessica said skeptically, as Mike shrugged saying, “You already knew. I don’t see the problem.”

Derrick gritted his teeth and said, “hearing her describe what she did with you, how she squeezed you and suckled you and stuff…well… it gave me an erection.” Jasmine sighed and said, “it was the best sex we’d had in months.” Derrick nodded saying “just thinking about you with my Jaz, you know, not as some strange man I don’t know but as a member of the family that I trust and her letting you have your way with her… well… it did something for me.”

Jasmine hung her head and said, “God, Derrick, we shouldn’t have done that to them.” She looked to Jessica saying, “I am so sorry, Sis.”

Derrick muttered “Yeah, uh… sorry, Mike. You came to us for our help. We had no business taking advantage of you that way. It wasn’t intentional. I really didn’t expect to enjoy hearing about your time with Jas as much as I did.”

Mike and Jessica looked to one another.

Mike pursed his lips and said, “I mean… I guess it worked out okay in the end, right?”

Jessica nodded and replied, “it really is my fault. If I had been a better fiancé, I would have been the one squeezing your balls and sucking your cock to get you prepared. Not leaving you to rely on my sister. But still…” She leaned over and looked to Jasmine saying, “you could have just been more upfront from the very beginning, sis.”
 

Jasmine nodded saying, “yeah, I committed a bit too much to trying to make it a big surprise for you. I freaked the hell out of both you and Mike and probably ruined the first half of your ceremony.”

“I don’t know if ‘ruined’ would be the right word.” Mike said. They looked to him, and he continued “I mean, yeah, I was terrified.” He placed a hand on Jessica’s, and she took it in her own as he said “I was terrified of Jess, and what she might do to me without realizing that she would perceive it as a failing of her own. There was something… heartening, I suppose… about choosing to face whatever she would decide to do to me. It removed all doubt from my mind that I loved her. Even if she had chosen to castrate me and immediately declared abandonment of our vows, due to my infidelity, I would have still loved her.”

“Hanging from that cross felt all the more real when I really expected you to nail me to it.” Jessica said quietly. She looked into Mike’s eyes as she continued, “god it was so terrifying, and also exhilarating, knowing that if you chose to kill me I would have accepted my fate at your hands. Even if you would have left me hanging there waiting to die… I would have still loved you.”

The two leaned in and shared a passionate kiss as Derrick and Jasmine watched. They looked up from the kissing bride and groom to smile to one another.

Jasmine said quietly, “a true celebration of the darkness of love. Deep down inside, us men and women fear one another, I suppose. We face each other and tremble at the prospect of stepping into the responsibility and vulnerability of submitting our lives and bodies to someone so different, so sexually opposite of ourselves, that their very existence terrifies our senses.” She looked into Derrick’s eyes and he said, “it’s like stepping off a cliff… and proceeding to fly.” She smiled across the kissing lovers at her husband.

As Jessica and Mike broke the kiss, Derrick said “so you forgive us?”

“yeah. I mean… we’re family and I did… I guess we’ll say… use.” Mike pursed his lips and continued “sounds dirty though… but I used your wife and she was a gamechanger for my marriage.” Mike replied.

Derrick waved a dismissive hand saying “I’m happy to share my Jaz with a fellow family member. Especially a man in as bad of need as you were. I told her all about back when I had balls and how I wanted to have sex so bad that it hurt. I’m glad she was able to help get you calmed down a bit and ready for the ceremony.”

Jasmine spoke up awkwardly saying, “uhh…just so the two of you know, if you ever want to come over…”


Jessica squinted at her sister asking, “Well, yes, of course we’ll come over.” 

Jasmine lowered her voice and continued “No, sis… I mean…if you and Mike would like to share with Derrick and myself sometime, we would love that.”

Jessica asked, “What are you saying, sis?”

Derrick nodded continuing, “What we’re talking about will be later, after our boy Mike has healed up. We can arrange for a sitter for Tiffany. The two of you are more than welcome to come spend the night. We’ll have a T-party.”

“A T-party?” Jessica asked.

Mike snorted, “A T-party? What are we? British?”

“Not that kind of Tea.” Derrick said with a gesture as he continued “you know how you can get testosterone shots?”

Mike shrugged saying, “yeah, but they only last a short time. Besides, if you’re going to shoot up on testosterone, why bother getting castrated in the first place.”

Derrick nodded saying, “exactly. Which is why you would only use it if you were in a time and place when you can-”

“Jasmine! Surely you can’t be serious.” Jessica protested cutting Derrick off.

Jasmine leaned in and said, “Sis, this is only for us, the four of us, to share in an experience together. No cheating, no lying, no lusting after strangers.” She nodded towards Mike saying “you have everything you need and want, this is just an opportunity to have a bit of fun with people that you already love and trust. Think of it like… you know… if the four of us went bowling.”

“Sex is not bowling.” Jessica replied firmly.

Jasmine nodded saying “I know it’s a big ask. We would never dream of extending this invitation to anyone else. The boys may be clipped, but you and I” She gestured between the two women saying “…we still have our normal female desires.”

Jessica shuddered and looked at Mike, who seemed just as shocked as she was. Jasmine continued, “it will be a safe environment with people you can trust. It’s not like the men can get us pregnant nor will any of us do anything to hurt each other because we all love each other. We would be free to just…” Jasmine shrugged and tipped her head slightly as she continued with a coy smile on her face saying “…have fun and enjoy ourselves.”

Derrick offered up “We didn’t really start talking about this until after we discovered…well… how much we enjoy the thought of including you guys with what we do. In any case, this won’t be an immediate thing.”

Jasmine said, “you don’t have to answer right now. Think about it. If you decide that this is not for you, Derrick and I will respect your decision and never ask you again. If you are interested in exploring this with us, we would be delighted to have you guys over some weekend. Just think about it, Jess, when else will you get the chance for this kind of experience with two men that you love and trust? Maybe even…” Jasmine cocked an eyebrow and continued “enjoying them both at the same time. I would be happy to share my Derrick with you so you can enjoy that sensation.” She turned to Mike saying, “And, you, Mike. God, you had to be so frustrated, especially when I stripped naked and started squeezing your balls, letting you feel your cock so close to my pussy, but not letting you inside. That had to be so hard on you, and, honestly, I do feel bad about that. I know it worked out okay in the end, but you had to go through so much torture to get there. You experienced both pain and unquenched desire, and I’m the one who inflicted it on you. If you guys come over, I will let you experience everything you were dreaming of while I was using my body to inflict pain as I made you dream of pleasure. I’ll let you know what it feels like to be fully inside my womanhood.”

Both Mike and Jessica frowned thoughtfully for a moment before Jessica said, “I would like to discuss your offer with my husband.” Mike nodded as she continued speaking to Jasmine saying firmly, “I love you, sis. But it is his life that I am bound to. We are a team. This is a big decision we must make together.” Mike continued, “we appreciate the offer, but we need to make sure this fits in with our lives together, not just fulfilling some desire but also living into the honor and dignity of our relationship.”

Derrick and Jasmine nodded as Jasmine said, “absolutely.” Derrick continued, “You guys should discuss this. Take your time, just let us know, okay?”

Mike nodded saying, “we will. But just know that our answer will be our answer.” Jessica said with a pained expression, “even if we say ‘no’ we can still be…sisters, right?” Jasmine’s face softened as her tone turned consolatory as she said “absolutely, Jess. Yes, we’ll still be family with you guys. You can still come over for dinner and card games and stuff and we’ll come visit you as well. Look… this was a big ask, we know. Maybe it was one we should have done at a better time.” She looked over the couple to Derrick who stuck a finger back in her direction saying, “hey, we rock-paper-scissored for when to ask them and rock beats scissors.”

Jasmine rolled her eyes and continued, “maybe this was a bad idea, and perhaps you guys will see wisdom together to rebuke Derrick and myself in telling us that this is something we shouldn’t ask of you. Obviously dignity and honor are important in marriage though, also, you two did just have some of the most beautiful and poignant sex I’ve ever seen in my life in front of about two hundred people, so dignity doesn’t mean privacy. It just means that you know who your love is and respect their desires and decisions. Still, if ‘no’ is your decision, we’ll respect it and love you as in-laws with no pressure to get involved sexually with us.”

“Can we just have some time to discuss, just the two of us?” Mike asked quietly.

“Of course.” Jasmine said as she wrapped an arm around Mike’s shoulders and gave him a hug letting him feel her warm body press against him as her soft breasts squished deliciously against the fabric of his tuxedo. She rose to her feet saying, “talk it over with Jess. Just because we’re sisters doesn’t mean we automatically have to share everything. Only do this if the two of you are comfortable with it.” Derrick patted Jessica’s shoulder. She felt the warm, firm grip of his hand and began imagining what it would feel like to feel that grip again, holding her bent-over body tightly in place as he thrust deep inside her from behind. He said, “talk it over with your husband. I won’t do anything to your body unless both you and him agree one-hundred-percent on it. God knows that I would never do anything to hurt either of you.”

Jasmine and Derrick hung out in a darkened recess towards the back of the reception hall drinking and chatting in low voices. “That was the stupidest thing we ever did.” Derrick muttered taking a gulp of the wine. Jasmine frowned and said, “it would never happen if we didn’t ask.”

“Are you seriously okay about sharing me with your sister?” Derrick asked with a cringe.

“Derrick, we already talked about this.” Jasmine replied with a scoff.

“I know but I’m still shocked you said ‘yes.’ I’m so used to you saying ‘no’ to my stupid ideas I just kind of bounce them off you so the bad ones can die right away before they grow into something even worse.”

“It’s an idea I wanted too.” Jasmine said quietly. She continued with a hint of sadness in her voice, “the fact that you haven’t nailed my body to a cross for even thinking such a thing proves just how lucky of a wife I am. Any other man would have killed me by now.”

Derrick smiled and pulled her in close enjoying the feeling of her graceful body pressed up against his sturdy frame as he said, “luckily I’m not any other man, and you’re not any other wife.”
 

“Oh, god, you don’t think they’ll rat us out, do you?” Jasmine said with an exasperated sigh of concern.

Derrick replied, “surely your sister wouldn’t do that to you. And Mike, I mean, he’s family too, right? Surely they wouldn’t do anything to hurt us. Look, if they say ‘no’ they say ‘no,’ and that’s the end of it. We’ll never ask them again and just go on with our lives like this never happened. Agreed?”

Jasmine nodded.

They looked up to see Mike and Jessica approaching them hand in hand.

“Hey.” Jasmine said to them as they approached. Mike spoke up saying, “we discussed your offer.”

“and?” Derrick asked trying not to let as much enthusiasm in his voice as he truly had.

Jessica and Mike looked to one another, and Jessica’s voice nearly squeaked as she asked, “can we bring a cross?”

Derrick and Jasmine’s mouths fell open as Jasmine begged “Dear god, Sis, please. I’m sorry we said anything at all. Please, don’t crucify me. I’m so sorry for everything.”

Mike held up a restraining hand saying, “no, no, not that kind of cross.”

Jessica said, “like a play one, you know. Something I can get tied to and uh…” She looked to Mike, and he smiled at her encouragingly as she continued slowly, “you know… let the men take turns… having fun with my body?”

Jasmine panted as she held her hand over her pounding heart as she slowly nodded saying “Okay… wow… uh…” Derrick cocked his head to the side saying, “I… never heard of a woman getting turned on by a cross before.” Jessica said, “it’s kind of a recent discovery. What do you say, though?”

“Um… yeah.” Derrick said.

Jasmine nodded saying “yeah, that’s… fine. Could be interesting.”
 

Mike turned to Jessica with a smile saying, “I told you they would say ‘yes.’”

Jessica blushed lightly as he wrapped an arm around her and hugged her tight.

“We should celebrate this with a toast.” Derrick proposed.

“Good idea.” Mike replied as he went and fetched his and Jessica’s drinks. They held the drinks aloft between the four of them as Mike said “A toast to…”

He looked to Jessica, and she said, “love.”

Derrick followed up saying, “family.”

Jasmine continued saying, “pleasure.”

And Mike finished the toast saying, “to all the good things we are privileged to enjoy. We dedicate this toast.”

Four long-stemmed glasses tipped into the air as baby Tiffany slowly drifted off to sleep in Aunt Ethel’s arms on the dance floor. The adventure that was to be the rest of their lives, had just begun.
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