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“What else do you want from me? You have both the truth and my heartfelt apology.”

Julie Newsome punctuated her statement by awkwardly sipping on the coffee in the Starbucks cup. It was her favorite, a Macchiato latte, however it might as well have been sludge for all it mattered. Nothing makes good food and drink worse than tense conversation and the woman glaring at her from across the tiny little café table unnerved her deeply.

“It’s not about you. It’s about taking back what is rightfully mine.” Skye Nillkan replied bitterly.

Julie looked up at her from her cup and trembled. For her part, Skye had not even touched her black Americano since they had sat down. Julie felt intimidated by the broad-shouldered, late-thirties woman. Perhaps it was her professional-looking black blazer and navy-blue blouse with pin-striped skirt attire. Perhaps it was her somewhat old-fashioned teased out curly blonde hair. Perhaps it was the fact that Skye had just explained exactly how she had caught Julie and her husband having an affair.

“I agree. Regie is absolutely yours. Again, I’m sorry.” Julie pleaded.

Skye looked off distantly across the café. In a corner, a young woman abused the free Wi-Fi privileges on her laptop. She leaned forward and discretely slid her loose-fitting blouse down to snap a shot of her ample cleavage before hiking her clothing back up again and looking around to make sure no one had seen her taking the risqué pose other than her webcam. Up near the counter, a cotton-candy-haired emo-girl prepared expresso for a bearded hipster. She smiled sensually into his eyes with a flirtatious grin. Skye caught sight of the gold ring on his left hand and frowned bitterly saying, “If it hadn't been you, it would have been just some other woman. Obviously, I need to take it away.”

“Please, don’t do that. If this is about getting me to leave him, that’s already done. Just don’t destroy it. I don’t want to think of him as, well…

…sad.” Julie said softly.

“He can’t be responsible with it. He’s the one who made the mistake here and the one that needs punished.” Skye spat the words out angrily.

Skye rose to her feet grabbing the coffee cup in a tight fist as she continued, “just know that the next time that he sees you, he won’t be interested anymore. I’ll make sure of that.”

The entire home seemed to hang low and shameful, as if it bore a foreboding sense of what was about to transpire. Regie sullenly worked on cleaning dishes, dreading the moment that they ran out and he would officially not know what else to do. Even the sunlight filtering in through the window appeared to take on an umber shade of orange, as if the sky itself darkened during mid-day with a deeper tone to that which should be yellow. Few men know the hell it is for their current wife and new girlfriend to go out for “coffee and a chat” together, and yet Regie knew it exceedingly well as he stood their rubbing a towel over the same ceramic plate dozens of times despite it clearly being sparkling clean and dry.

Like the crash of a storm, the front door flew open. Regie nearly dropped the plate in fear as Skye stormed into the kitchen. In her hands she had an empty coffee cup, which she tossed into the trash as she entered, and in her other hand she had a small, black box which bore strange gold-stenciling decal across its surfaces.

“Well… she seems nice.” Skye growled out angrily.

“I am so sor-” Regie started

“Shut up.” Skye barked back at him.

Regie set the plate down on the counter slowly. He hung his head and whispered, “I’ll pack my things and go.”

“I’m not kicking you out.” Skye said.

He looked up at her with his eyes trembling on the verge of tears.

Skye regarded him coldly with a dark scowl on her face.

She blew out a sigh and spoke more softly as her look grew less severe, “I’ve invested too much into this relationship to just throw it away like that.”

She gritted her teeth and continued, “But now, I can’t trust you anymore, and that hurts. If I can’t trust you, then I can’t love you. You lost my trust with this stunt of yours.”

“I’ll do anything to earn it back.”

Skye nodded and said, “good.”

She gestured towards the table, and he sat down across from her. She set the box on the table and nodded towards Regie saying, “open it.”

Regie sheepishly reached for the box, not sure what could be inside. He opened it slowly, partly fearing that it was some kind of trap or trick designed for Skye to get her righteous revenge. As he pulled open the top flap, he breathed out a sigh of relief when he saw it appeared to be nothing harmful. On top of a small, faux-velvet pillow in the box sat a simple little piece of what appeared to be a greyish-black silicone ring. It appeared to have some embedded electronics and bore a smooth surface along one side of the inner radius.

“A wedding ring?” Regie asked in confusion. It seemed a bit oversized for a ring.

Skye shook her head. She pulled up the pillow revealing a small pamphlet of instructions printed with the title “Smart Sensor: For Men.”

Skye held up the pamphlet and said, “when you married me, you promised to forsake all other women.”

Her eyes narrowed as she continued, “You broke that promise.”

Regi hung his head in shame.

“However, I’m going to give you another chance. I want you to make it again. Do you promise that, from this day forth, you will truly forsake all other women and treat every last one of them as if they were sexually dead to you?”

“I promise.”

“Good. Then you will have no problem wearing this.”

“What is ‘this?’” Regie asked in confusion.

Skye pointed to the ring saying, “this device measures pulse, blood-oxygen saturation, and mechanical vibrations. You are to wear it.”

Regie began to trepidatiously slide the piece on over his finger, but it was too loose. Skye shook her head saying, “not there.”

“Huh?”

“Think lower.”

“I don’t understand.”

“It goes around your penis. There’s a secondary tie here under the instructions to secure it to your testicles so it doesn’t accidentally slip off.”

Skye held up her smartphone and said, “the linked app will send me a notification the moment you get an erection as well as I will know if you try to take it off.”

Regie gaped at her in confusion.

“Are you serious?” he asked in shock

Skye sternly replied, “completely. Now stand up and lower your pants so I can put this on you.”

Regie slowly complied, feeling weirdly unnatural by unlatching his belt at the kitchen table. As his pants and underwear slid down, cold air brushed against his exposed genitalia making him shudder with a vulnerable feeling. Skye firmly grabbed hold of his cock and he winced in fear, half expecting her to simply crush or punch his exposed manhood right then and there.

She did not.

Rather, she held his cock still as she carefully slid the ring over the tip and pressed it down towards the base. Regie could feel that the ring seemed a perfect fit, despite the stretching it endured as his cock expanded slightly. Apparently, his cock did not know its owner’s fears and only reacted to the general sensation of touch and attention that it was receiving.

Skye checked her phone as it pinged a notification saying, “it seems to be working.”

She then fastened a small black elastic band to one end of the ring and carefully lifted Regie’s balls sliding it around behind his delicate family jewels with her smooth fingers. If he had not been so terrified of her by that point, Regie would have probably enjoyed the sensation of her playing with his manhood. Her mannerism, however, felt businesslike and curt. Even as she grasped his cock and began gently massaging along the bottom of his head with her thumb, she did not look at him rather only at the screen on her phone from which a light flashed in response to Regie’s heartbeat and numbers displayed the exact quantity of oxygenated blood flowing to his member with disturbingly precise quantification. Regie noted that the ring stretched easily and did not truly hinder his cock in any way other than reporting every single activity of his manhood directly back to his wife.

Before he could truly relax enough to enjoy her caress, she released hold of his cock and said, “it works. Put your pants back on.”

Regie frowned lightly as he slid his pants back up and buckled them. A part of him felt more secure with his manhood tucked behind cloth while another felt disappointed that he could not enjoy Skye’s touch any longer. He hardly expected any pleasant treatment, given what he had been caught doing behind her back. Behind all these emotions, however, he felt something else. There was something dark and sensational about the treatment which quietly thrilled him. The bizarre rush of being the center of attention, even in the act of a wholly unorthodox punishment, alighted strange desires within his soul. He thought back to times as a boy in school, back in the old days when corporal punishment was the norm, and getting his bare bottom slapped by the teacher for speaking out of turn in class. He half-dreamed she would neglect his buttocks and lay hands upon his testicles instead. Whether this would be a good dream or a nightmare, he couldn’t say. However, the thought still persisted none the less. Now, as an adult, his wife had just fitted his cock with a bizarre mechanism of some control. Still, he couldn’t quite grasp the ‘punishment’ aspect of her being aware of his erections.

He sat back down slowly so as to not inadvertently shift the new hardware mounted around his cock and testicles against the wooden seat. Skye spoke up saying, “for the next forty days, you are not allowed to have an erection unless I cause it.”

Regie blinked in surprise at this.

“Even when I’m asleep at night?”

“I will be the one next to you at night, so that doesn’t count. I mean during the day when I’m at work. If you have truly forsaken all other women, as you have promised, then you will have no reason to have an erection during the day.”

Skye leaned in close and spoke darkly as she continued, “I’m giving you this final chance. Don’t waste it.”

Regie nodded as he hung his head low saying, “So, if I get an erection when you don’t want me to, you throw me out?”

“No.”

Regie cocked his head to the side and stared at her quizzically. Skye continued bitterly, “I suppose you’re still just a typical man, unable to process complex emotions.”

She gritted her teeth for a moment as the wave of anger passed over her.

Her voice quaked lightly as she continued, “I still love you.”

She shivered as she continued, “and that’s what hurts the most. Even now I have to…” She trailed off sadly for a second before continuing, “I want to believe that somewhere deep down inside, you are still a good person. You know I’m very direct about everything I do in life. I’m in no mood to play any god-awful relationship games and I sure as hell am not the type of wife to be twiddling my thumbs worrying about whose ass you are chasing this week. I can’t understand why you would betray the only woman you made a promise to, but what I have learned from this is that I can’t trust you roaming around out there with that cock and balls of yours. You are like an over-sexed child making bad decisions with a dangerous toy that it should not have. The simple part of me wants to just holistically hate you as any cheated wife should naturally feel, but that’s not the way I truly feel. Even with my brief chat from Julie, I felt assured that she was nothing more to you than a warm piece of flesh to shove your cock in. She barely knew anything about you, the real you, at all. If it wasn’t for that, it would have been easy to just hate you. However, I could tell that your cheating was only skin-deep and that your heart was not truly in it.”

Regie nodded.

Skye continued, “I want to keep at least part of you, the part that is loyal, loving, dedicated, caring, humorous, intelligent, and wonderful, in this relationship. I can’t consider losing the part of you that I love so badly. But there are other parts of you, dangerous parts that can make you stray from me.” Skye grimaced as she continued, “I need to know whether you can be trusted to control those parts of you anymore or not. If you can spend forty days without experiencing sexual desire towards any woman outside of myself, then I will feel at ease knowing that I can trust you to control your desires. If not, then clearly those testicles of yours are poisoning your bloodstream with too much testosterone. I’m a simple woman, and not interested in expensive and complicated surgeries. I’ll simply crushed the diseased parts of your manhood beneath the heels of my pumps just like any other pest and be over with it. After that, I can trust you again once you are freed from their maddening desire.”

Outwardly, Regie gulped in fear. However, at that moment, Skye’s phone pinged. She checked it and cocked an eyebrow saying, “weird.” She looked up at him and said, “you don’t have to get hard now. We’ve already calibrated the equipment.”

“Sorry. Does that mean you’re going to crush my balls already?”

“No. As I explained, erections while you’re with me don’t count. It’s just odd that I wasn’t doing anything particularly sexy and obviously our discussion was in no way romantic.”

“Of course. Apologies.” Regie whimpered out as he hung his head. He could not imagine the nightmare his life had suddenly become at her words. Perhaps a different man would have stood up, ripped the device off his cock, and walked out of her life forever, but Regie wasn’t that man. He had long ago learned to trust Skye and he couldn’t even imagine a life without her. He felt a strange, creepy thrill, which seemed like a sickening tickle on his insides, at the thought of feeling the agonizing crush of his testicles collapsing beneath her heel. Beyond that, however, he had a deeper connection with a steadfast trust that she was right.

Sure, sex with Julie had been great in the moments that it had happened, but it had also wrecked his life and caused him to hurt the only woman he had ever truly loved. Even now, he could barely keep from thinking about sex. It took his every effort to resist panting over the concept of it so hard as to make Skye’s phone light up and explode. Regie wondered if Skye was right, and that he really did have too much testosterone in his system. Perhaps the testosterone in his blood was causing him to make bad sexual decisions the same way alcohol in the blood causes a drunk to make bad driving decisions. If so, then what Skye was offering him would be a release from his tormenting desires.

Skye reached over and grabbed his chin pulling it up, so that he looked at her.

“I want you to succeed at this task.” She said intimately with a hint of adoration in her voice.

A sad smile spread across his face.

“But I have to know that I can trust you.” She continued more sternly.

He closed his eyes and nodded sadly.

“Selfishly, I would rather have you whole, but if it is only the remaining, non-sexual, parts of you that I get in the end, I can live with that.” Skye said. She seemed lost in thought for a moment before continuing with a snap of her fingers and excitement in her voice

“How about this? The first time you get an inappropriate erection, I’ll only break one of your testicles, but…”

Her voice heightened in her excitement at the thought as she continued “I’ll let you keep the other one. Surely, you can handle succeeding for the rest of the forty days with just one testicle making testosterone. That would only be half of what you have now. Two testicles mean you get two chances. Also, I might get to keep at least some of your manhood for myself and still know that I can trust you. That being said, they are your testicles, so you get some say in what happens to them. What do you think? Should I only break one testicle when you get your first inappropriate erection and let you try again, or do you think I should just go ahead and break both and give up on keeping any of your manhood?”

“Just one.” Regie replied, in an oddly detached monotone. A part of his mind spun at the fact that they were even having this surreal conversation. It almost sounded like Skye was doing him a favor by breaking “only one testicle.”

She smiled and gave him a hug saying, “oh, good. I was really worried you wouldn’t be able to do this. But, with just one testicle, I think you might be able to succeed, and I still get to keep at least some of your sexuality for myself.”

Regie wasn’t quite sure whether to hug her back or flee. He frowned thoughtfully but had to admit that she was right. Perhaps he would be better off with just one ball, or no balls at all. He knew he could trust her decisions for what was best in his life. He hugged her back with a soft sigh of resignation knowing that he would allow her to do whatever she chose to do to him.

That evening passed with the furtive, yet awkward dance married couples perform when the height of drama crashes with the banality of living. For, after the bitter threats were made and tears shed, laundry still needed folded, and coffee still needed prepped for tomorrow morning. The ho-hum reality of co-living passed surreally between the two as they occupied positions both of husband and wife as well as punisher and punished. For indeed, the same woman who threatened to rupture his testicles at an inappropriate stiffening was the same one who counted out clothes hangers to Regie to hang shirts upon and the same one who would join him in watching television as well. Nothing could be done to correlate these divergent realities and Regie tried not to dwell on the dissonance too hard, for it made him yearn to flee from his own wife as if from danger.

Evening drew to an end, and with it came the time that Regie dreaded. He would soon have to decide whether to share the bed with Skye, or to seek cold shelter on the couch in the main living room, as is customary for a man in trouble with his wife. He had been, quietly, throughout the evening trying to gauge Skye’s demeanor. Obviously, she had said he would be spending the night next to her, quite emphasized on it being Skye and not some other woman, but convention said he should make room for her to cool off at least for the first night as she must surely be filled with loathsome anger towards him.

Evening found Regie sitting on the bed pondering his next steps and reviewing the evening in his mind. During the time which came after their ‘erection and punishment’ discussion, Skye’s demeanor had been oddly upbeat, friendly, and almost flirtatious throughout the rest of the evening. He wasn’t sure if she was trying to assure him that she wouldn’t be throwing him out, or perhaps she was goading him on into something disastrous. Though, more likely, he just assumed he had misread her. Regie figured that the loving smiles, the whispered adorations, the warm glances perhaps were more in his mind than truly existent. This thought felt oddly comforting, because the concept of her truly hinting at romance in such a time as this felt too fantastical to even entertain.

Regie made up his mind that she must surely be angry and everything to the contrary he witnessed had been his mind trying to fabricate a pleasant fantasy to cope with the harsh reality that he lived in. He heard her finishing up her shower in the master bathroom and knew she would be coming out soon. He figured it would be best to not trouble her with his presence. He started to pack up the few small items he would need, a pillow, his phone and charger for an alarm clock, a meager blanket from the closet. He tucked these things under his arm so that he would be ready to make a night of it on the couch. His first night as a cheater reluctantly allowed back by his wife would be suitably situated in an uncomfortable place where cheaters belong.

Regie had just collected up the kit when the bathroom door swung open, and Skye appeared. Shockingly, Skye seemed to have something altogether different in mind as she had changed not into the draperies of her standard flannel pajamas, but rather into a silky red, see-through negligee with red lace-panties to match. Regie gulped as he saw this and blinked in confusion. It made no damn sense at all, but his mind raced through possibilities. He considered that maybe she wore these sensual trappings just for herself, because she wanted to ‘feel sexy.’ This thought made sense and he followed it. He eventually chalked Skye’s attire up to that utterly weird way in which women claim to feel ‘better’ after putting on lipstick, despite it being nothing more than a simple cosmetic that does nothing physically beneficial to a woman at all. He considered that Skye had put on sexy lingerie because she wanted to feel better about herself. Clearly, it couldn’t be for his benefit, and so he averted his gaze as to not disrupt her trying to feel better about herself. Regie mumbled weakly about how he was going to sleep on the couch.

“No, you’re not.” Skye remanded him bitterly.

She squinted at him angrily. Although her face was free from cosmetics and her hair let down in a cascade of casual, clumpy blonde curls for the night, she still had an air of mysterious beauty about her. In another situation, perhaps, a man would have enjoyed that beauty, but Regie feared to even fully behold it.

“Look at me.” Skye commanded.

Nervously, Regie looked at his wife. She put her hands on her hips and said, “I already told you that I’m the only one allowed to give you erections.”

Regie nodded silently. His heart pounded in his chest with fear.

She quickly checked her phone and said, “so why don’t you have one yet?”

Regie stammered and sheepishly replied, “I didn’t think you would… er… I would… well… I thought you would be angry… I… uh… didn’t want to get in trouble.”

Skye sighed and said, “it’s not about me being angry and you being in trouble.” She squared her jaw and continued, “It’s about you giving back to me what I deserve.”

Regie asked, “what you deserve? I don’t understand.”

Skye continued emphatically, “The dignity of a wife who is adored by her husband. My rightful and exclusive power over your sexual desire. The security of knowing I am wanted and loved.”

She jabbed an accusatory finger into Regie’s chest and said, “those are the things you took from me when you scampered off like a lost, little puppy to hump some random bitch. I want it all back.”

He stepped back nervously and shivered.

Skye stopped jabbing at him and looked down thoughtfully. She reached up running her hands through her hair smoothing it back as she whispered to herself saying, “get it together, Skye, it’s not like you can beat it out of him.” She blew out a sigh and said softly, “You understand what I want back from you. Right?”

Regie nodded.

Skye continued, “put the pillow on the bed and your phone on the charger. You’re fucking your wife tonight, and that’s not an option.”

“Okay.” Regie replied, quietly.

Regie had barely put the pillow back on the bed before Skye was upon him. At her fingertips, his customary V-neck shirt and boxers flew from his body. She undressed him with a bizarre sense of aggressiveness, wrenching the clothing from his body. Her erratic, domineering attitude fluttered between hatred and desire. It still felt unclear as to whether she wanted to have sex with him or beat him savagely. Regie surmised within his mind that she truly did not know herself.  For his part, Regie passively went along with what she was doing to him, too fearful to either initiate anything himself or try and defend himself in any way.

She pushed him back down across the bed where he landed with a whoosh and before he could collect himself, she climbed up onto his legs and straddled his knees.  She grabbed his cock and testicles and he winced half fearing she was going to skip the whole ‘challenge’ and just crush his manhood right away. She did not, rather she cupped his testicles in the warm palm of her left hand and wrapped the fingers of her right hand around his cock with her right pinky resting on his sensor-ring. Throughout all this, fear kept his manhood small, however he did start to feel a flutter of life mulling about within his manhood at her touch.

“This is my property, understand?” Skye said to him, firmly. She gave his cock a gentle squeeze to emphasize her point.

Regie nodded.

He felt her prodding fingers as she gently reached under his nuts pulling them forward and loosening the band wrapped around them and pulling the sensor ring up from his cock “I am the only person on the planet, including yourself, allowed to remove this. Understand?”

Regie nodded.

As the silicone ring pulled free from his cock, it seemed like a weight was lifted from Skye’s shoulders. She smiled and leaned over him, her supple breasts still loosely encased in the negligee, hung both tantalizingly and terrifyingly close to his face as she busied herself with carefully placing the ring on the nightstand.

“When we’re done having sex, we’ll put it back on and you will keep it on until the next time that I am ready to use your cock for sexual pleasure again. Understand?”

Regie gritted his teeth and nodded.

He dared not move a muscle.

“Now take me with unbridled passion.” Skye said with a seductive smile.

Regie still did not dare to move a muscle.

Skye’s sat that way for a moment before her face fell.

“What? What are you waiting for?” She asked.

“I’m… not… sure that I … er… I don’t want to cause any more trouble than what I already did.” Regie stammered out weakly.

Skye looked down sadly. “You are allowed to have me. That’s the point of this entire thing is that you only have me.” She replied softly.

“Okay.” Regie said, still not moving from beneath her.

“I’m doing this to help you succeed at my challenge, understand? I really am hoping you can learn how to be responsible with your manhood so that we get to keep it.” Skye said emphatically.

Regie stared at her silently. She groaned and said “Fine. I’ll keep it simple. If you drain your balls tonight, you won’t be as tempted to get an inappropriate erection later. This will be good for you.”

At these words, Regie’s dick started to stiffen up a little. Skye saw this and said, “that’s the spirit. Go ahead and get stiff then you can ravage me like a wild animal.” Regie shrunk.

Skye frowned lightly and said, “What? What is wrong?”

Regie replied, “I don’t know the thought of ‘taking you’ or ‘ravaging you’ just feels… wrong. Like it’s something I’m not supposed to do.”

Skye countered, “but it’s something you are supposed to do.”

Regie closed his eyes and said, “I’m not there yet.”
 

Skye took this in quietly. “For tonight, I’ll take what I can get, then.” She said. She stabbed a finger into his chest and said, “later on, I’ll expect you to do better, understand? You will have to give me your desire.”

Regie nodded but considered the irony that it was his desire which started this whole mess in the first place. An annoyed look crossed Skye’s face as she scrunched her panties to one side letting the lips of her vagina come into view as they pouted out slightly beneath the lace and a tuft of her pubic hair.

For her part, Skye felt a sullen kind of hollowness at having to do this part herself. A real wife, desired by her husband, wouldn’t even get the chance to mess with her panties. Her man would have ripped them off and been balls-deep inside her already. Clearly, however, Regie wasn’t anywhere near that state of mind. The fact that he had been in that state of mind for another woman dripped venomous hatred deep inside of Skye’s core. Despite having taken control of the situation, by threatening off the rival and cowing her husband, Skye still felt a twinge of hollowness in that Regie viewed her now more as disciplinarian than wife.

Silently, Skye slid her body forward catching Regie’s growing cock with the soft lips between her thighs. She did not truly bring him inside her, rather just took the tip of his head into her labial folds and let it marinade in her womanly juices slightly. His heart raced in trepidation at what might happen next, but a part of his soul felt quenched of fear by the simple fact that this was something she was doing, not him. He couldn’t be the one to blame or the one to screw it up, as long as it was something being done to him.  He closed his eyes not wanting to have Skye judge his staring up at her as being perverted or wrong in some way or another. Mercifully for him, Skye interpreted this act as an indication of his rising sexual pleasure and that Regie had closed his eyes to focus more on the sensation of touch.

“Touch me.” Skye said to him with a whisper. In that moment, Regie realized that his arms had pretty much been at his sides the entire time, save for simply bending his elbows and spreading his hands out across the bedsheets to give space for Skye’s knees on either side of his waist. Gingerly and haltingly, Regie brought his hands up from the bed sheet and brought them to rest as innocuously as he possibly could, given the situation, on Skye’s knees. Skye leaned forward and felt Regie’s warm, firm tip grind gently against the lower part of her clit. The sensation brought a shiver across her abdomen and awoken a desire within her core. She groaned lightly as she tilted her hips slightly further back centering up the tip of Regie’s cock under her clit and gently shifting back and forth to grind her sensitive and sensual part against his. The warm feeling of Regie’s hands resting rather non-sexually on her knees made other parts of her body long for his touch. The more she ground against his purple, smooth head, the more this desire blossomed. For the moment, desire pushed out the anger within her heart.

“Touch me, better.” Skye commanded.

Regie groaned lightly as her thrusts pleasured not only herself but also the sensitive frenulum under the tip of his own cock which rubbed deliciously against its sexual counterpart between her legs. The dance of pleasure stifled his fear and he reached up and placed his hands alongside both her hips feeling her body move and thrust as she grinded her womanhood against him.

Skye panted lightly as pleasure built up within her. She wanted more, more of the sensation and more of Regie. Sex with him currently felt like some bizarre mashup of fucking a coma patient and slow dancing in middle school, with the principle enforcing a distance policy between the dancers. Unable to stand the disgusting wholesomeness of the situation, Skye leaned back and crossed her arms in front of her. She grabbed her negligee and in one motion stripped it off over her head letting her soft breasts come out to play. She tossed the negligee aside and fell back onto her hands bracing her upper body against the bed to aid her thrusts. She purposefully leaned further forward than before.

“Suckle my breasts.” She commanded to Regie. Dutifully, he reached up one hand from holding her thigh and caught her voluptuous right breast, rendered all the more impressive in size by the force of gravity which pulled it forward towards him. He sweetly brought her small nipple into his mouth. He dared not look throughout this whole process but smelled the reassuring musk of both her customary perfume and her natural, womanly scents. Her breast felt incredibly soft, like a bag of warm water but more supple, in his hand. Her nipple felt deliciously smooth in his mouth as he playfully compressed it against the roof of his mouth with his tongue. More important than the actual sensations were the realizations of what he was doing. He was suckling a woman’s breast, one of those rare and exotic experiences men only get to have a few times in their life relative to the hours upon days upon weeks upon years they spend staring at a woman’s bosom and wishing they were suckling it.

The submissive trickling sensation Regie provided was enough to push Skye over the edge to a point at which she could enjoy herself. He suckled away at her while she continued to thrust feeling him grow harder and his suckling grow even firmer than before. She felt her own body working up towards an orgasm. Although the sensations she was having were very small and compact, they were in the exact locations they needed to be for maximal effect as the conjoined touch between her clitoris and nipple, which felt massaged in tandem to her thrusts, made her shutter and groan in pleasure. Regie let go of her breast with his mouth and reached down to hold onto her hips with a groan of his own. For the first time, it seemed as if he started to participate in the thrusting as well as he slid his cock forcefully along the delicious grove between her lower lips. Neither sought penetration, as both found pleasure exactly where they were. After a few more thrusts, Skye gasped and whimpered in delight while Regie moaned loudly in pleasure. A spray of sticky, hot semen sprayed up directly from between Sky’s lips and covered both lovers across up their abdomen and chest.

Skye smiled her way into a kiss that she planted deep and passionately on Regie’s lips. He returned the kiss softly. Far be it from minding having his sexual juices sprayed across her belly and along the underside of her breasts, Skye rather enjoyed the feeling of the sticky, white protein. It felt like a trickling little reminder that her husband did still desire her, despite his wanderings. Although her soul felt exalted, her arms felt exhausted. She rolled over collapsed onto the bed next to Regie. After a few panting breaths, she got her heart rate back under control. A few minor tremors flickered the last of the aftershocks of orgasm through her body. After this, a sex-drunk form of boredom set in, and she began casually playing with a cloying little lump of his semen which had trickled into her belly button.

She pinched it between her fingers and felt it adhere them together tightly before stringing out between them as she pried her fingers apart. The fact that men could generate this strange fluid and the knowledge that it could, in theory, cause her to grow a baby (should her birth control fail somehow) filled Skye with the same strange fascination that it had back when she was a young girl learning these things in school. She also pondered what would happen if she did have to break his manhood. Would his semen squeeze out from his cock as she compressed his balls into oblivion? She dismissed this idea figuring the various mechanisms of the male anatomy must surely be more complicated than that.

For his part, Regie lay nearly perfectly still. Sex had come and gone. Now his mind rippled with self-doubts as to whether Skye would become angry again or not. He was not sure what his next move should be for a moment before he finally he slowly rose from the bed.

“Sorry, I made a mess of things.” He mumbled out as he went into the bathroom only to reappear momentarily afterwards with two wadded up bundles of toilet paper. He handed one to Skye while he used the other on his own stomach and chest where his drying semen was already starting to glue the short hairs together in a weird little mat. Skye reluctantly cleaned his semen off her own body. She accepted that she couldn’t wear his manly juices on her all night, as they would dry and crust over time becoming most annoying. Before giving him a kiss goodnight, Skye made sure to reclasp her sensor ring around his cock and check her phone to make sure that he was truly finished with sexuality for the time being.

Morning sunlight filtered in through the kitchen window as the strong smell of Skye’s dark coffee filled the house. Regie chewed on a piece of toast as she took sips from her coffee travel mug in between fussing about with her presentation papers in her leather-bound organizer. “Big client today, wish me luck.” She said to him.

“Good luck.” He absently muttered back before asking, “is this the developer for 23 Leinster Gardens?” Skye nodded and replied, “Yes. Been over a century with a façade at that place. Fair time to bend the old railroad around a proper house. They’re British, so hopefully I understand what they are saying with their bangers and mash and tea-time and such. Any excitement in the world of coding for today?”

Regie shook his head and said, “no excitement. Just logging in and catching up on the projects.” Skye adjusted her black knee-length skirt and crisp blazer over her aqua-marine colored blouse. She said, “well, at least since it’s a work from home, you’ll be safely here away from any temptations out there. Keep your promise in mind…” She grabbed up her phone and said, “…I’ll know if you start thinking about other girls.”

“I understand.” Regie replied sadly.

Skye forced a sad smile and leaned in to gently kiss him one last time before leaving as she said, “I believe in you. You can do this. Okay?” 


“I’ll try.” Regie replied. 

“Don’t try. Do. Besides, how hard can it be to not think about sex?” Skye said casually as she tucked her organizer under her elbow and headed out the door with coffee and phone in hand.

Regie sat in the quiet kitchen alone.

“Just don’t think about it and you’ll be fine.” He whispered to himself. He thought through the day and didn’t have anything particularly sexy going on anyhow. Just a project meeting over video to kick things off followed by answering emails and fixing any bugs in the app design that the robot-debuggers were too dumb to correct themselves. He collected up a mug of coffee and the remains of his toast and setup his laptop on a desk in the breakfast nook of their house. He smiled wryly at the fact that he usually did manage to have at least some breakfast in the “breakfast nook,” despite it having been previously converted into a “temporary” workspace during the early, chaotic days of the pandemic which subsequently became a permanent workspace once corporate discovered it was cheaper to have him work from home than maintain an actual, physical office. Three, large bay windows recessed into a roughly semi-circular shape looked out over their grassy front yard and the street passing by in front of their house. The original banquet bench had been removed to make room for Regie’s desk. Ironically, he did technically have the ever-coveted corner, window office, albeit on the first story of his own house.

“This will be easy.” Regie muttered to himself as the video feed connected showing the other team members. They were mostly dour looking men and a few frumpy women. All bore the same glazed-over apathetic stare a person gives when they are about to embark on a banal quest to carve out a weekly paycheck. Regie could not imagine anything less sexy in his life than a program coding meeting. A few seconds into his team leader’s discussion about the problems with database connectivity to the user interface, Regie found it easy to forget that he was even wearing a sensor at all. A few trivial logistics discussed afterwards and Regie got to work. Under his flitting fingers, lines of hard code warped and melted transmuting the graphical interface dataset into a palpable format for the databases to handle. Regie took a few breaks occasionally, mostly to sip at his own coffee, but otherwise spent the morning awash in a sea of code.

The ache in his buttocks and the clock on the wall reminded him that time had come for his lunch break. He stood up with a stretch and heated up a can of soup from the kitchen. Warm scents of pre-canned sage and salted chicken broth wafted through the air while the spring-time sun burned warmly down outside. An elderly gentleman came walking down the sidewalk in front of his house and crossed over the intersection as he came to it. “I can do this” Regie whispered to himself as he looked out the window. Even though he had just started his ‘bet’ with his wife, he figured that if the remainder of the forty days were as simple to manage as these first four hours had been, then he would be fully forgiven and rid of the dreadful sensor soon enough.

Regie returned to his desk, hot soup in hand, to check some emails from his coworkers. Something in the peripheral of his vision glinted against his eye. It was nothing at first, just a flit of yellowish motion in some far-off place, but it captured his attention and he turned to look at where it had come from. Regie blanched cold as he saw what had caused the yellowish motion.

A young woman, wearing a black jogging bra and spandex shorts combo, ran at a steady pace down the street coming towards him. Her blonde ponytail bounced and swished in tempo to her step. The hair itself looked alive by the way it danced around in a circle over the back of her head. Likewise, her beautiful, and mostly exposed body glistened with tiny beads of sweat in the bright sun. Regie stared at her for a second while her breasts bounced and jostled maddeningly against the stretchy fabric of her sports bra, almost as if they sought to escape while her wide hips flexed back-and-forth in tempo to her pace. 
 

Regie’s phone pinged, and he checked the message, His heart sank when he saw it was from Skye:

“Oh my God, already?! This is so disappointing and here I was hoping to leave you intact. You have until I come home tonight to make your choice, left or right.”

Regie gasped and looked down to realize that in the few short seconds he had spent staring at the jogging girl, he had indeed grown firm with desire. Regie groaned at his own idiocy. The one and only damn thing he wasn’t supposed to do, and he had gone and done it. All the assertations of how easy the challenge would be and confidence in his ability to resist temptation flew out the window and stuck right to the supple ass of that random jogging girl who had just unwittingly damned a man’s testicles to oblivion.

The door flew open, and Skye strode in boldly. Regie sat at the dinner table with his hung held low. To say that the rest of the day had passed in misery and distracted terror would be an understatement. He did still, however, manage to close out the coding and make dinner though a part of him felt odd about cooking food he wasn’t sure if he would get to eat. He had to remind himself that she wasn’t going to kill him, just partially emasculate him. He did, in some odd manner, start to make peace with the concept and even come to agree that perhaps his wife was right. He couldn’t even go four hours without staring at some jogging girl what hope could he have for passing through the space of forty days with both his balls intact. This fantastical thought started to hint at an odd form of release, something akin to a penance being paid, which would help him not only give Skye the righteous revenge she yearned for but also perhaps, in the long run, make him more like the husband she deserved, one that wouldn’t be constantly chasing sexual desire from other girls.

“Well, you had all day. Which one will it be? Left, or right?” Skye growled out.

“Left.” Regie whimpered.

“Take your pants off.”

Regie stood up and slowly removed his pants. Despite how he felt emotionally, his cock bounced out rock hard.

“Seriously?” Skye asked in disbelief.

“I can’t stop it.”

Skye snorted and set her items down walking over to near one of the kitchen walls. “Then I will. Come slide your testicle under my heel. I’ll have it destroyed soon enough.”

Regie’s bare skin prickled against the chill of the air while his cock remained jauntily erect as if it expected something good to happen to it. Although the bulk of his being felt terrified, a part within him felt erotically aroused by what was about to happen. Almost as if the stream of his life followed one steady, expected path and now that stream was going to be interrupted and he would be cast onto a strange new adventure. Simultaneously the sensation that something was about to be done ‘to’ him and that old feeling of desiring punishment roused within is heart. Skye’s take-charge attitude did nothing to subside this feeling as she waited there in her professional garb glaring at him coldly.

Dutifully, Regie slid in with his back up against the wall and facing Skye. The hard-wood floor felt coarse and cold beneath his buttocks. He shivered to think that the very floor he had helped his wife pick out was about to become the other half of the hammer and anvil which would destroy his manhood. Skye turned sideways to him and raised her left heel while placing a hand against the wall over his head to steady herself. Regie situated himself so that he could slide his left testicle passively beneath the hard sole of her left heel shoe. He stared at her black leather pumps which boasted a four-inch heel attached to elegant leather straps that crisscrossed sharply over Skye’s bare foot. Had her shoe been a simple flat, there may perhaps had been an illusion of chance of surviving the injury with only severe pain. Had it been a tall, pointy stiletto perhaps there would have been a chance of escape, in a manner of speaking, as men’s balls tend to slide about within their flexible sack and seem to have an inherent sense for avoiding danger. Neither of these were the case. The heel of her shoe, square in the front and slightly rounded in the back, spread broad enough to completely encompass his entire left testicle and yet her firm toes and ankle boasted of the fact that she only held it aloft with flexure of her muscular leg with no significant support from any other part of her foot. Regie slid his testicle in under her heel knowing it would be the last time it would ever exist.

All of this would have been devastating in and of itself, if it hadn’t been for his cock apparently not getting the message. It felt a final humiliating insult that the warm-bodied organ of reproduction seemed to hug up alongside the very ankle which would soon descend upon his ball. Scandalously, the tip even began to boast a glistening bead of pre-cum. Regie tried not to think about the sensual feeling of his cock pressed against Skye’s muscular ankle, as he knew he had to distance himself from what was about to happen to his nether regions. He closed his eyes not wanting to look. For a moment, he sat like that, with his testicle held firmly in place beneath the heel of the wife he had cheated on. He awaited the pain, but it did not come. Rather he heard Skye say, “I better not damage this.”
 

She knelt gently down in front of him. Despite his terror, Regie opened his eyes and couldn’t help staring at his wife. The very woman who was about to put him in agony and take away part of his manhood forever still appeared beautiful and, in some odd sense of the word, even more gorgeously powerful than ever before. She carefully reached down and slid her warm fingers under his testicles. For a moment, Regie wondered if she had changed her mind, but she said “this is expensive” as she simply slid off the restraining band which held his sensor on and, with great difficulty because of his erect state, pulled his sensor off. Regie tried not to groan as her fingers slipped on the silicone ring and brushed lightly across his cock.

“Seriously, why are you hard? Do you think I’m not serious about breaking you?” Skye demanded. Regie replied softly “I think I’m hard because I know you will. It’s difficult to explain.” Skye sighed as she stared at Regie’s manhood. She pocketed the sensor and reached out wrapping her fingers around his firm cock. “I won’t lie. I am going to miss this. I can’t even begin to explain how devastated I was when my phone gave a notification today. You couldn’t even last half a day.”

“I know. I was disappointed to.”

“Who was she?”


“I don’t know her name. Just… some girl jogging out on the sidewalk. I saw her from my workstation and…” Regie trailed off not wanting to continue. 

Skye’s hand began massaging Regie’s firm head with the tip of her thumb. She had not decided to do this, rather her hand seemed to be guided by some blend of muscle memory and instinct. Regie whimpered but Skye said, “go ahead and enjoy what little bit you can for now.”

Regie flexed lightly and trembled as pleasure mixed with fear coursed through his system. Skye said “This is exactly why I’m giving you two chances on this. You will get to keep your right testicle. I’ll be careful not to damage it. I’m really hopeful that with just one testicle working, you’ll be able to control yourself. I really hope that with only half the oversexed desire you possess, that you can truly be mine and mine alone as you are meant to be.” By now she had transitioned to truly masturbating him gently pulsing her hand up and down sending shivers of pleasure through his system and expanding the bead of precum into a near trickle.

Skye reached out her other hand and ran a finger along the tip of Regie’s cock collecting up his precum onto the tip of her finger. He watched in astonishment as she brought her finger to her lips and sucked his precum off it. “It’s too bad I have to do this. I always liked how warm and salty your juice tastes. I suppose I’ll have to make do with a little less salt.”

She kept hold of his cock as she slid her foot back in with her toe pressing in underneath his thigh and her heel precariously suspended over his left ball. She gently hugged his throbbing hot cock against her ankle for a second before letting it go.

She stood up and placed both hands against the wall “go ahead and hold onto my leg to brace yourself.” Regie leaned forward slightly and reached his arms around her flexed, powerful leg. The sensual curves of her calves, the seductive swelling of her thighs taunted him oddly as the very aspects of allure would now become the mechanism of his destruction. Still, he couldn’t hate that leg any more than he could hate its owner and he looked up with an incredible view at the white cotton panties she wore which peeked out from the folds of her black knee length skirt.  Regie looked at this as she stared down at him from between the two rounded mounds of her breasts pushing outwards against her blouse and blazer. The irony of how such a short distance, in the way of things, between being deliciously between her thighs or precipitously beneath her heel held within it the difference between heaven and hell did not escape him. He knew that he would be staring up at the thinnest strip of cloth covering his wife’s sweet pussy at the same moment that she would stomp his manhood out of existence. Skye noticed his stare and she gave him a sad smile saying, “Do you like the view from down there?”

“A little.” Regie replied.

“I’m glad to hear that. Go ahead and enjoy it. There’s no shame in holding onto the leg that will break your balls. If anything, it’s kind of a turn on for me as to how obedient you are being about all of this. Though, I think part of that is because deep down inside you know you’ll be a better husband for me with only one ball instead of two.”

“I hope.” Regie replied.

“We’ll find out together.” Skye said reassuringly.

“Ready?” Skye asked with a breathless air of expectation.

Regie nodded and said, “I’m ready. And…I’m sorry.”

“I forgive you.” Skye said softly

With that said, Skye flexed her leg and shifted her weight. It wasn’t a kick or a stomp, rather a nearly imperceptible movement of simply changing the flex of her legs. This brought her entire weight down through the hard heel directly into Regie’s left testicle. Pain exploded from his groin as a nearly audible pop sound burst from what had once been part of his manhood. Hot and icy sensations of agony shot directly up into his body. True to her word, he wrapped arms around the very same muscular leg which had just destroyed part of his manhood and stifled his scream against her smooth-shaven thigh. Despite the agonizing pain, something surreally sexual flooded through his body almost akin to an orgasm and he felt his cock begin jostling about on top of Skye’s foot. He looked down as his body convulsed in shock to see that his cock was sprayed semen all over both her foot and the very shoe which had just ruptured and destroyed a part of his manhood forever. Tears came to his eyes at the simultaneous extremes of sensation, and he had to bury his face once more into her sumptuous thigh to suppress his scream.

It felt like hours but was likely mere seconds before Skye pulled back her leg and knelt once more in front of him shushing “Shhh…. Shhh..., the worst of it is over now, okay. You don’t have to do that again. I felt it pop beneath my heel, so we broke it on the first trye.”

Regie shuddered as Skye pulled him in for a warm hug saying, “it’s okay. That testicle won’t cause trouble for either of us ever again. I’ll get you an ice pack and some Advil.”

Regie sat on the couch with an icepack pressed hard against his throbbing crotch. Skye brought in plates of food and said, “I would rather join you in here than eat alone at the table. Are you doing okay?”

Regie took the plate of food from her with sallow eyes and set it on the TV tray in front of him saying, “as good as I can be, I guess.” Skye slid off her shoes and took up a cross-legged perch in a strangely casual manner facing towards him on the couch. She set her own plate of food down on a TV tray and took a bite. While chewing she asked curiously, “what does it feel like? Now that you are down a testicle.” Regie felt oddly perturbed by his strange status as celebrity within the house. Though, perhaps, he did deserve at least some basic accolades for having willingly sacrificed half his manhood for the sake of their relationship.

“It hurts.” He muttered.

“Would you like me to get you more Advil?” Skye asked. Her attitude seemed so shifted from earlier that it felt odd to imagine that the same woman who had just crushed him beneath her heel was now taking care of him so tenderly. “Thanks, but I don’t think that will help.” Regie said. Skye nodded and reached down to pick up and inspect her shoe. It bore faint, whitish stains across the black leather straps where the last cum his left testicle would ever produce lay drying. “You know, I wondered if doing this would squeeze cum out of you. I actually chided myself for being so naïve in thinking men so biologically simple, like squeezing juice from a grape, but it looks like it did exactly that.  I suppose the pain was much too great, but part of me almost hopes you felt at least a little bit of pleasure from the release. A little final farewell to your sexuality.”

“Maybe, but I don’t want to do it again.”

Skye set her shoe back down and smiled warmly at him patting a gently hand on his shoulder saying “You won’t have to. I’m confident you can succeed now with just one testicle. Thirty-nine days from now we can take the sensor off. Besides, it’s not like you’re celibate. Once you heal up enough for sexual activity, you can fuck me with your one remaining ball to your heart’s content. That’s something to look forward to, right?”

“I suppose it is...” Regie said with a sigh. He lifted the ice pack gently. His cock now lay deflated and defeated while the left side of his scrotum burned with a bright, angry red color.

“…But not tonight.” He finished.

The next morning loud screeching filled the air of their household. “You really don’t need to help. I can do this.” Skye protested lightly.

“I’m just sore, not totally helpless.” Regie replied as he pushed against the opposite side of his desk. Wood scraped against wood as the two of them slid his desk around to face inside towards the open floored kitchen. “At least this way, jogging girls won’t be distracting you while you work.” Skye said.

“Thanks for helping me do this.” Regie replied.

Skye smiled and replied “If pushing a few bits of wood around helps you succeed at keeping the remaining half of your manhood I’m all for it. I can live without sex and if that’s what we have to do so I can trust you, so be it. Still, life would be more fun if I can still feel you inside me from time to time.”

As Skye gathered up her things to go, Reggie cast a wary eye out the window. She could see his unease and she hugged him in close. He felt her warm, powerful body wrapping around him and smelled her sweet perfume. Despite their proximity, his aching manhood did not even proffer up the slightest of reaction and he wondered at the odd sensation which was akin to hugging his grandmother. Regie wondered if this is what life was like without maddening desire and he started to consider how this might be an upgrade. Better than scratching the itch was to simply not have the itch at all and Regie allowed himself to simply bathe in the experience of holding Skye without contemplating his slim odds at getting in a quickie with her before she had to head off to work. “You’re going to be fine, okay. I know you can do this.” Skye whispered to him reassuringly. She held him back a bit and asked, “Do you think you can do this?”

“I feel more like I can do it today than I could yesterday.” Regie looked off dreamily and continued “It’s like part of me that was always screaming to get laid finally shut up.” Skye smiled broadly and gave him a warm kiss saying, “this could be the start of a better life for us both. Good luck coding, I’ll see you tonight.”

Regie entered into his flow. He combatted the constant pain in his groin which occasionally cropped up to remind him of the peril he faced by pouring his focus and attention onto his job. Surprisingly, he debugged and corrected hundreds of more errors than he normally would, even catching a few mistakes that had slipped past his team members. Before long, evening came, and with-it Skye arrived thrusting him deep into her arms with accolades of joy at his success. In this way, one day passed into another and soon Regie began to notice other changes in his life. Not only was he more productive, but he began to enjoy deep conversations with Skye late into the night, long after he would normally have passed out after a short round of mere lovemaking. Some part of his core which identified Skye as ‘fuckable’ first and as a human second seemed corroded and missing such that the latter began to supersede the former. His love for her as a person grew in ways his previously lust-addled mind couldn’t imagine. As time passed, his wretchedly destroyed ball slowly healed within itself as the angry red flush swelled and changed to a deathly black followed by a slow transition to green and yellow as the last vestiges of the left-hand side of his manhood resorbed to non-existence.

Thirty-eight more days of tight control passed by more quickly than Regie feared it would such that, by the time the doorbell rang, he had nearly lost track of how many days were left in his state of control. He looked up from his computer in surprise. He hadn’t ordered anything which would give reason for delivery, and he surely didn’t expect any visitors. Curiously and cautiously, he went to the door and opened it to peer out through the storm door to the porch.

His mouth fell open in shock as he saw Julie standing on his front porch. She had a smirk on her face and in no way could be construed to even occupy the same universe, much less be the same woman, as the long-ago participant in that dour and heated conversation with an angry Skye. She had tied her long brown hair into incongruous pigtails. This clashed ridiculously with her true age as an adult and also spoke ominous volumes towards her intentions. Her light, floral-print cotton sundress bore a plunging neckline which depicted faint, broad cleavage bearing no strap or other mark of a bra on underneath. The lower hem of her dress barely covered past her crotch. 

Regie felt the simultaneous desire to lay cock inside the lithe body beneath that barely-there dress and also to drive her away. There was something sickeningly unwelcome in the sight of her and, for the moment, he pondered yelling at her to go away and slamming the door shut. However, had any doubt of her intention at that point existed, she removed it entirely as she quietly reached under the front hem of her short dress and lifted it letting Regie gain full view of the puckering little lips of her completely shaved vagina. She chuckled mockingly and said in a sing-song voice, “little pig, little pig, let me in.”

Regie could not help but stare. He did not want to stare, but he truly could not help but stare. A part of him began to rouse dangerously firm in penetrative desires while his higher mind kicked into overdrive.

“Why are you here?” He spat out the words bitterly.

“You wouldn’t answer my texts.” Julie replied.

“My wife blocked your number. You remember my wife, the woman you said, ‘I’m sorry’ to.” Regie growled out.

Julie lowered her dress and snorted indignantly, “Yes, I remember that angry old boar. I also remember she’s going to be at work today until after five which means we get to have a full seven hours of fun before old miss Killjoy comes back.”

Regie blinked at her. He remembered the day Julie had first taken notice of him and his awe at the fact that such a beautiful woman would even want him. Now, however, her nature was starting to grow clear to him.

Regie squinted at her suspiciously and asked, “Why me?”

“Huh?”
 

“A woman like you could have just about any man she wants, so why me?”

Julie took this in thoughtfully for a moment and replied, “how about we discuss that after you’ve nutted inside of me. Come on…” She raised her hand to her mouth and gently licked the tip of her finger saying, “I’m offering you paradise.”

“I’m married and you know it.”

Julie pouted and sighed. She dropped her head and said, “okay, okay… at least let me in so we can talk. I… I just don’t feel right about the way things left off between us.” Her eyes turned dark as she continued “the way you threw me aside, like I was nothing, just because that angry old slag told you to. At the very least you owe me an explanation.”

Julie looked up at him hopefully and continued softly, “…please.”

Regie peered out the door and looked suspiciously up and down the block. All his neighbors were either at work or busy with their own lives. None of them would see, much less remember and care enough to report, him letting a scantily clad woman into the house.

“Fine, but just to talk.” Regie firmly warned.

He pushed the storm door open, and Julie stepped into his house. She smiled as she said, “everything is just as I remember it. I have so many good memories which happened here.”

“I made many mistakes with you here.” Regie said, in a correcting tone of voice.

“Oh, don’t be so hard on yourself.” Julie replied, playfully.

She nodded towards him and said, “you seem well. Honestly after her rather one-sided discussion with me, I half figured that ogre intended to break you in half. You should have heard of the horrible things she planned to do to you.” Julie stepped in close as Regie backed up against the wall. She continued, “mercifully, you seem no worse for the wear. Your manhood is intact, right?”

Regie panted lightly in a mix of fear and desire.

He breathlessly asked, “She told you?”

Julie nodded saying, “she told me what she planned to do to you. I begged her not to harm you and I’m hoping she cooled off before destroying the parts of you that don’t grow back.”

She lay soft hands on either side of his shoulders and leaned in close. Their faces were mere inches away and she licked her lips sweetly before she said, “my favorite parts of you.” She knelt in and gently kissed his lips while pressing her soft body warmly against his letting him feel her inviting flesh firmly compress upon him.

Regie didn’t want to return that kiss.

He didn’t want to feel his cock grow firm against her.

He didn’t want to do any of this, but, for a moment,

…he did it anyways.

In a delicious moment, as sweet as cyanide-laced candy, he felt the forbidden flesh and tasted the forbidden lips. He began to feel his body succumb to her desire until an old ache, a small pain, brought him back into the present and returned to him a presence of mind. He broke the kiss and pressed his hands against her pushing her back slightly.

He stared at her lightly in a new light. Once upon a time he considered her desire for him to be some form of a miracle, a random once in a life-time stupid form of luck. But this was no accident, no fluke, no mistake. She had come on her own, dressed for action and prepared to seduce. And now he could see past the sexuality of the situation to know why.

“You’re a thief.” He said.

Julie scoffed, “I haven’t pocketed your wallet, if that’s some childish fear of yours.”

“No. You’re stealing something which doesn’t belong to you.”

“What?”

“Me.”

Julie smiled sinisterly and said, “I don’t care who you belong to.”

“It’s the thrill of it, isn’t it?”

Julie’s eyes grew angry. “You think I’m only here for the thrill of taking something which doesn’t belong to me?”

“Yes.”

She feigned shock and asked, “Is that all we are to you?”
 

Regie thought back. When Julie first took notice of him, the thrill of forbidden sex had been the only thought in his mind. The once in a lifetime chance to experience the pussy of a woman way out of his league and one who, unbelievably, wanted to give it to him. He thought through the nature of their tryst and came to the realization that he barely knew Julie at all. He didn’t know her family, her religion (if any), her hopes, her desires, her dreams, any of that. Likewise, they had never really worked to achieve anything more complicated than unlatching her bra. Their relationship had been nothing but the thrill of it.

Regie frowned angrily as he contemplated what had just happened.

After everything Skye had tried to teach him. After everything he had sacrificed, Julie showed up on his doorstep wearing pigtails and little else, flashed her pussy at him, and he…

…let her in?

What the fuck did he expect?

Beyond this anger at himself came an anger towards her. She knew exactly what she was doing. He gritted his teeth and said, “I used to think I was lucky to have you, but now I realize you only ever came because you liked stealing something that didn’t belong to you.”

“And is that a problem?” Julie coyly asked.

“Get out of my house.” Regie said pushing her back.

“What?” Julie shouted in disbelief.

“Go” Regie commanded.

Julie protested “I told your wife that I was sorry.”

“You were only sorry that you got caught.” Regie grunted.

Regie shoved her back towards the door and she asked, “But, what about the beautiful time we had together?”

“That was a mistake that I won’t ever make again. Leave and don’t ever come back.”

With that said, Regie shoved her: thin sundress, convenient pigtails, soft breasts, shaved pussy, and all back out the door. He slammed the door shut, twisted the deadbolt, and balled up on the ground leaning against it.

“My god, what would have happened if I had been whole?” He whispered to himself in fearful agony.

He looked up and saw his phone light up on his desk.

Slowly, he raised to his feet.

He gingerly peaked out the window towards his front doorstep to see Julie driving off angrily in her hard-top convertible. She held her hand out the window with middle finger raised and shouted “bastard!” Her anger came softly muffled through the glass and wood of the front of his house. He sighed, relieved both by the fact that she was leaving, and also by her brazen antipathy which bespoke the end of any illusion of a relationship between them and confirmed in his own mind that he had made the right choice.

He padded back over and picked up his phone

“I saw you get hard just now, but it’s day forty and I did promise you only forty days. It was probably just a memory of me, anyhow.”

Regie pouted. One lie would be all it would take to keep the other ball. One lie and no pain. One lie and…

…he would be easy pickings for the next girl who wanted to steal something that didn’t belong to her.

“We need to talk when you get home.”

He texted back.

Later that night found them around the kitchen table. Skye held her stoic silence while Regie recounted truthfully what had happened to him that morning. As soon as he finished, Skye hissed through gritted teeth “I am going to murder that bitch and then I’m going to die and go to fucking hell just so I can murder that fucking whore again!”

“It’s not her.” Regie said with tears forming on the edges of his eyes.

“Of course, it was fucking her. That god-damn bitch shows up on the fucking doorstep of my fucking house and fucking shows off her god-damn pussy to my fucking husband…” Skye screamed, furiously.
 

“I opened the door to let her in.” Regie said.

Skye shivered trying to compose herself. She forced calmness in her voice as she said, “a mistake any man would have made.”

“Yes, but you see the problem. I didn’t want to open the door. She didn’t force me to open the door.”
 

Regie looked off sadly and said, “but I still opened that door.”

He shook his head and whimpered, “I almost went right back to her. Like some heroin addict facing a needle, I almost went right back to that lifestyle. I almost ruined everything I had with you and for what, some pathetic little thief living for the thrill of taking something that didn’t belong to her.” He shuddered and said, “and to think of how fully she had tricked me before into thinking her and I had something special.”

Skye’s eyes narrowed as she said, “you still have that shovel in the back shed, right? If we bury her deep enough, police dogs shouldn’t be able to sniff out her corpse.”

“That’s not the point.” Regie replied emphatically.

Skye blinked at him in surprise.

Regie said with a shudder. “As long as I have desire, that desire can be controlled. As long as I can be controlled…” He sniffed back a tear saying “…I’m vulnerable to being stolen from you again. And… I don’t want to lose you.”

“So, what should we do?” Skye asked, she jerked her head to the side saying, “after we murder the bitch, of course.”

Regie smiled sadly as his eyes grew distant and he replied “murder won’t solve anything. She’s gone, anyhow. The problem is that I can’t be trusted.” He closed his eyes and said, “I think you should break my remaining testicle.”

“But you passed my test. I mean, if we start counting day forty from the first day instead of the first day at home, which I technically did not specify in the beginning.” Skye protested.

“Skye, I opened the door for a pigtailed ex-affair flashing her pussy.” Regie pressed. He gestured towards his crotch saying, “I don’t even trust me with this testicle anymore.”

Skye sighed.

“I’m going to miss having sex with you.”

“Somedays, I feel like we’ve gotten closer with less of it.” Regie countered.

Skye nodded “I agree. I’ll go put my heels on. Go ahead and get your body ready for my footfall.”

Something felt weirdly familiar about the cold wall and the coarse wooden floor against his back and buttocks as Regie sat in his accustomed crushing spot along the kitchen wall. His cock stood rock hard and erect as he couldn’t quell the bizarre excitement in his heart to experience the gender-crushing blow once again. Skye came back wearing a pair of familiar looking black leather pumps. These looked rather in place along with her professional blazer and knee length skirt. Regie smiled lightly at the sight of his powerful wife coming to end his manhood forever and free him from dumb decisions driven by desire. Regie squinted as he noticed a trail of crusting white along one side of her shoes.

“Are those the exact same pair of shoes you used last time?”

“I felt it was only proper to have a single pair of shoes for this purpose.”

Regie gestured asking, “You never cleaned them off.”
 

Skye looked down at them and lightly tipped up on one toe as she did so. She said, “of course not. I’ll never clean these off. I want to keep a part of you with me, even after crushing your manhood.” She smiled and kicked up her foot lightly showing off the other one saying, “tonight you’re going to make these a matching pair. Do you like this shoe? It will be the one that crushes your last remaining testicle.”

Regie nodded as his breath came in shallow pants. His cock shivered and bounced not of his will.

“You’re turned on by this, aren’t you?” Skye asked, coyly.

Regie shivered and said “I shouldn’t be, but, yes, part of me is. That’s stupid, right?”

Skye shook her head and stepped over to him. She gently knelt in front of him and began gently unlatching the sensor lock. “it’s not stupid. It’s better that this turns you on. I’m glad that I get to be the one to give you your last sexual experience ever. Thank you for letting me have that privilege.”

She set the sensor aside. Instead of standing, she sat back onto her buttocks sliding her feet out in front of her. She reached out with her hand and gently lifted Regie’s cock and slid her foot in underneath squaring up his last testicle under her heel. In her seated position, however she was not putting any weight on it rather just holding it under her heel.

“So, husband, before I end your testicle is there any last experience you would want?” Skye asked as she unbuttoned her blazer revealing that she wore no blouse underneath. Regie’s eyes went wide with shock, but Skye casually shimmied her ample chest with a chuckle saying “I took off my blouse. I just wanted to give you one last nice view while you could still enjoy it. Same for anything else you would like, sexually, it’s all on the table here.” Regie’s mind raced through all the imaginable possibilities that sex offered, but he shook his head to chase them away saying “If we do too much, I might change my mind.”

“Then how about you decorate my shoe for me.” Skye said as she reached a hand down and clasped Regie’s cock close to her ankle. She began rocking her foot back and forth which simultaneously brought ecstatic joy to Regie’s cock head by the massage and little pains of warning from his balls as her hard heel rolled about on top of them. Regie could not deny the fact that he truly enjoyed both sensations.

Skye could see Regie groan in pleasure as he leaned his head back.

“Yeah, that will work. A nice little christening of this shoe, giving it a final dedication of the last of your sexuality. Be a good boy and spray the last bit of cum you’ll ever produce on the foot and shoe which will soon end your manhood forever.” She whispered seductively.

Regie whimpered and Skye smiled as she continued “you like that thought, don’t you. I suppose you’re right about changing your mind. I’ll be a big girl and not get jealous of my foot getting the last fuck you’ll ever give.”

Skye ran her thumb across the tip of Regie’s head drawing along with it a bit of the precum. She let go of his cock with her hand and drew it to her lips licking away at the snack saying, “just as salty as you were before. Too bad it ends tonight. You feel it though, right, the pressure on your last ball from the bottom of my heel?”

Regie nodded and Skye flexed her foot squeezing harder making him gasp in pain, “your pick, I can crush the cum out of you or rub the cum out of you. I would rather rub it out of you but it’s your ball so your decision.”

“Go ahead and rub it out of me. I want to be able to feel it.” Regie whispered.

Skye reached down and took hold of his cock once more running her thumb along his tip sensually. “Good, I want your last sexual experience to be pleasure as well. You have my firm heel holding your testicle to remind you of what happens immediately afterwards. Don’t worry. I won’t lose my nerve at this point, even if you beg me to stop. Now let me help you leave your mark on this fine leather shoe which will end your manhood forever.”

Skye slowly rose to her feet and bent over. Her soft breasts fell deliciously forward from between her open blazer, and she reached down to massage his cock against her ankle. “I’ll wait until you’ve just finished cumming, then I’ll crush you, understand? You feel my sharp heel holding your last ball steady underneath so it cannot escape. The moment you cum, your manhood will be destroyed.” Regie nodded as his body shivered with anticipation.

Skye quickened the pace of her massage “you ready to cum?”

Regie nodded. He could not stop from trembling and his body felt on edge of orgasm.

“I’ll count you down then.” Skye said with a smile.

“Five

Four

Three

Two

One

Now, cum like a good boy for me and I’ll take care of the rest.”

Regie groaned loudly as he squirted sticky, hot cum all over Skye’s foot, ankle, and shoe. He gasped and panted after a few squirts feeling her heel grow heavier as the fateful time had arrived. Within seconds after the ecstasy came agony as Skye shifted her weight crushing his last remaining testicle sending sharp shards of incapacitating pain throughout his body. Regie knew what to expect this time, however, and he hugged close on to the very same leg which had just destroyed him burying his face into her thigh. After a second, she released her foot and fell to her knees grabbing Regie up in a hug.

“It’s okay. You did it. The worst is over. Just breathe through the pain.” She spoke reassuringly to him.

Tears began to roll down Regie’s cheeks as he hugged onto his wife.

“I love you, Skye.” He panted out to her

“I love you too, Regie.” She replied.

She smiled and continued, “I’ll get you an ice pack.”
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