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The Machine

It was only a plain grey, steel door at the end of a hallway. But the signs made it clear that it was not to be trifled with.

"NO UNAUTHORIZED PERSONAL"

"HAZARDOUS AREA – KEEP OUT"

Dr. Yvette Rodriguez ignored these as she held the identification badge with her name and picture to a small sensor to the side of the door. There was a click. Yvette pushed the door open and motioned for Dr. Barbara Decker to follow her into the dimly lit room.

"Wait a minute," Yvette said as she started flipping light switches.

Barbara stood in amazement. Dr. Rodriguez had commandeered several dozen room on two floors for her "secret project". Walls and floor had been removed to make a huge room about one hundred feed square and over twenty-five feet tall.

But the size of the room was not the most awe-inspiring sight.

The room was filled with benches full of computers and other electronics as well as an operating table and a compliment of medical equipment. But the machine at the far end overshadowed all of that.

There was a huge circular ring that ran from floor to ceiling. The ring started at the wall and extended about six feet into the room. It was black and looked like the tire from some giant machine.
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It was hard to keep the size in perspective, but at the bottom was a table with a very clear purpose. It was padded and had dozens of restraining devices attached to it. It was at the upper portion of where the giant wheel touched the floor and about three feet above the floor itself.

Barbara walked towards the machine taking in the size and scale of Yvette's project.

At a total loss for words, the only thing Barbara could think to say was, "Fuck!"

She repeated this several times as she walked around the room.

Finally she just stopped and stared as Yvette walked up behind her.

"Fuck!"

Yvette laughed. "Yes, it can do that." Then she wrapped her arms around Barbara and whispered in her ear, "But I think I can do it better."

Barbara laughed, "No doubt about that honey. Now tell me what this monster does."

"Look," Yvette said as she walked over to the giant wheel. There was a small control panel and with the push of a few buttons the restraint table pulled back from the wheel letting Barbara see what was inside.

There were what looked like dildos. Dozens of them. All shapes, sizes, and colors. Some seemed erect while others were limp. Yvette pushed a few more buttons and some became flaccid while others rose and swelled with life.

Barbara leaned forward looking at them in fascination.

Suddenly a short burst of liquid exploded from one of them hitting Barbra in the face. She was startled and pulled back quickly. If Yvette had not been there to catch her, she would have ended up on the floor.

Barbara turned to look at Yvette and Yvette could not help but laugh. There was a gooey substance slowly flowing down Barbara's face. Yvette ran a finger across Barbara's face. The substance stuck to her finger and Yvette made a show of putting her covered finger in her mouth and sucking it sensually.

"Yummy," she told Barbara.

Barbara used her finger and sampled a bit of the substance.

"Sweet. Kind of like honey."

Yvette nodded eagerly and explained, "Yes. That might be a good starting point with some patients. I can also configure it to squirt something much more salty like semen. Or if I need to, I can pump warm water through them. With some different additives, that can be flavored like either fresh or stale urine."

"Watch," Yvette said as she manipulated another control. With a low resonant hum the inner working of the giant wheel began to rotate. As it moved, the dildos slowly disappeared and were replaced by what looked like a woman's widely spread vagina.

"Finger the clit," Yvette prompted.

"I'm not going to get squirted again am I?"

"No silly! Well, actually I could if I want to. But you won't. Finger it."

Barbara bent forward and let her fingers move toward the exposed bud at the top of the very realistic cunt. With a confident and practiced motion she began to swirl her finger around the surface.

"I can set how easy to arouse the woman is," Yvette said. "I'll make this one horny… Just like you," she added in a teasing tone.

Barbara could feel the pretend pussy begin to loosen under her finger. She made an exploratory dip into the slit with one finger and found it warm and moist.

"Wow," she said with a tone of wonderment. "It's so real!"

"Taste it," Yvette prompted.

Barbara was getting aroused by what she had seen so far and leaned forward towards the fuzzy fake hole. Her tongue glanced over the clit and then began to explore the depths. Like the earlier squirt, the juices oozing from it were sweet.

"Mmm," Barbara moaned as she savored the taste.

Suddenly the device gave a lurch like a woman might do as she arched her back. This pressed the pussy into Barbara's face and she continued lapping away. From someplace came moans and faint words of encouragement.

"…so good…"

"…yes baby, please don't stop…"

Barbara was enthralled. With her eyes closed she could almost believe this was the real thing!

Then from somewhere came the plea, "Yes. Oh baby! I'm going to cum!"

The artificial flesh under her twitched and convulsed. Juices flowed from the slit and Barbara eagerly licked them up, savoring the taste. She carefully licked the pussy clean and then stood up.

Part of her felt a sudden shock at being suddenly thrust back into the regular world.

"It was so real," she told Evette. "I felt like I was really eating some woman out…" Her voice drifted off as the thought about this.

Evette smiled. "Think what it would be like if you were subjected to it for hours or days… Or maybe even weeks."

Evette pushed a few buttons and the table with the restraints slowly slid into place. With the push of another button it slowly rotated so that anyone strapped to it would be face down. Then yet another button lowered it and it snapped securely into place at the bottom of the giant wheel.

"Total sensory deprivation except for what we select for the subject to see and experience. Whether we want the experience to be with a male, female, or transgendered person, we just push a few buttons and pick. If we want it to be a fun experience, like you eating pussy, we can do that. If we want it to be a negative experience, say a skanky old pussy or an uncut cock full of head cheese, we can also do that. It is our choice."

"We can make one experience last for hours and then change to a different experience in a few minutes. Look at this."

Evette pushed a few buttons and suddenly the restraint table and the wheel both began to rotate. When the table reached the top it stopped.

"Just now, you were face down with the pussy beneath you. If you were on that table now, the pussy would be over you. Or it could be a cock that is dangling over your lips as you are flat on your back."

Yvette fiddled with more buttons and the table and wheel rotated again. When it reached the bottom, the table disengaged from the wheel and slide out towards the room. Yvette pointed to the table itself.

"There is a bar with clips that can go over the subject's nipples, pinching, squeezing, or, to their senses, even a nibble or bite."

She pointed to a thin tube.

"That is inserted rectally," she explained. She pushed a few buttons and the tube grew in diameter and length. Then it began a cyclic motion of lengthening and shortening.

"That would give you a good butt fuck. And for the front we can either have another penetrating mechanism for a female subject or this for a male."

Evette handed Barbara what looked like a plastic sack. There was a hole in one side.

Pushing still more buttons Evette explained, "That can feel like a warm mouth, a tight ass, or a willing pussy. Whatever we want a male subject to experience based on the scenario and training we are performing."

Barbara looked at Evette.

"So you can put someone in this machine, isolate them from the world, and have them experience just about any type of sexual encounter you can thing of?"

"Exactly. Look at the wheel."

With the restraint table pulled away, the inside of the wheel was visible. Slowly it began to turn.

"The pussy you enjoyed so much. All of those dildos? Basically we can overload the subject's senses with nothing but cocks. There is a single cock and next is a pair of breasts. Here's a nice butt check for the subject to rim. It is like some of the other items and we can have it excrete a sweet, sticky fluid or have it rip loose a simulated bowel movement in the subject's face."

As the wheel rotated Evette explained some of the other positions as they became visible. She stopped again when she reached the one with several dozen dildos.

"There are the lights and sounds that enhance and direct the experience. Put your head close."

Barbara leaned over the machine again. Suddenly a dim light glowed around one of the dildos and it began to expand. There were voices again. This time she it sounded like several men.

"Suck that big black cock of mine."

The dark fleshed dildo expanded and seemed to reach towards Barbara. Without thinking or hesitating, Barbara took it in her mouth and began to suck.

"Swallow my cum bitch."

Suddenly the artificial cock began to twitch and a load of the sweet tasting fluid from earlier filled her mouth. As she licked it clean, the fake dick began to go limp and the light faded. The light other another one began to glow.

"Now it's my turn," said a different male voice. She took the newly offered member into her mouth and began to suck.

There was the sound of men's laughter. Some of the other dildos poked and prodded like they were demanding attention.

"She's liking that."

"Get him off so you can start to work on mine."

"I'll bet she could take two in her mouth at once."

"Shit! I'm cumming!"

Like before, the cock in Barbara's mouth twitched and spewed forth with a load. A male voice gave her words of encouragement.

"That was so good baby. You have to be the best cock sucker around."

Things dimmed and Barbara slowly stood up again.

She had a dazed look in her eyes and Evette stepped in front of her.

"With this machine, we can take our work so much further," Evette said.

Barbara could only nod.

Evette leaned forward, embraced Barbara, and gave her a long, deep kiss.

"I'm sorry baby. I guess I kind of overwhelmed you by springing my new toy on you."

Barbara nodded her head again.

"When you've had new toys before they have been something like a butt plug or a strap-on," Barbara observed. "This one is in a class of its own."

Evette laughed, "Come on honey. Let's go to my room so you can play with some real flesh."

Barbara nodded and took Evette by the hand. They walked through the door. Evette paused and made sure it was securely locked.

Barbara looked at the signs again.

"HAZARDOUS AREA – KEEP OUT"

Barbara knew Evette well enough to know that there were going to be some men tormented beyond endurance that would love to be given the opportunity to do exactly that: keep out. But once they were in Evette's clutches, they belonged to her. And with good reason. Evette and Barbara both had made a career of tormenting men. But there was always a reason. The bastards always deserved it.

She smiled at Evette and they made their way towards the area of the building where they both had apartments.
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Doing Hard Time

Greg “Trig” Triggle was as big and as he was mean. Even in the high security prison that was now his home, he managed to make a habit of getting into trouble. Trig was likely going to be in for life. He was serving twenty-three sequential sentences for rape, battery, attempted murder, possession of a firearm by a felon, and various other charges.

Even if he made it out of here, there were three other states ready to extradite him for similar offenses.

The good news was that Trig was off the street. The bad news was that he had nothing left to loose. Look at him wrong and he was likely to tear into you with the ferocity of an animal. He had almost killed three other convicts in the year he had been here.

Diana Newcome knew this and knew just how dangerous he could be. He worked in the prison's laundry room most days and she was one of the guards there. Diana was careful to never turn her back on Trig. As an interior guard, she only had less than lethal weapons at hand and was not totally convinced that either the stun gun or the pepper spray would stop Trig when he was in one of his rages.
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Trig was not big on brain power, but he could still be devious and dangerous as hell.

He also had not had a woman in a year now and felt a boiling lust inside. Sure he had raped a couple of the other guys. They whimpered and begged just like the women he had raped, but somehow it just wasn't the same.

As the day ended, Trig slipped behind a rolling cart full of dirty laundry. He had been watching Diana for a long time now. He knew the routine. It was time.

One of the guys he had raped repeatedly had agreed to slip into the laundry area just before it closed. As the prisoners trickled out, a guard kept careful count to make sure everyone left. Unfortunately by slipping in unseen, Trig's fellow prisoner had thrown the count off by one.

Now Trig was the only prisoner left in the area and he was carefully concealed. He knew that the two male guards from the area would follow the other prisoners into the main area. Having women in the main area often proved to be disruptive, so Diana would walk towards the back exit and leave for home after a day's work.

Except not today. Trig had other plans.

Diana and the other guards laughed and said their goodbyes. They went out the main doors and she locked them behind her. She turned off most of the lights and made her way towards the other door through the dimly lit room.

Diana had no warning. One moment she was walking and the next she was body slammed from behind.

Diana fell to the floor, stunned. She felt strong hands turning her over as they ripped at her uniform shirt and groped her breasts.

"Oh yeah bitch," came Trig's raspy voice and Diana felt a fear greater than she had ever known. She struggled to upholster her stun gun but he caught her hand and crushed it in his own. 

"Maybe this will make you put up a little less fight you spunky whore," Trig said as he grabbed the stun gun. She was on her back and he was straddling her waist. He raised the stun gun and aimed at her. Their eyes locked and she tried to scream.

When the jolt hit her, it numbed both her body and mind. She could not move or think.

Trig finished ripping off her shirt and bra. He took one breast in his mouth with a vicious bite. He savored the taste of blood and his only real disappointment was that in these circumstances he could not leave her in a state where his ears could hear the music of her screams and pleas.

Trig quickly pulled off his own pants and then worked to get Diana's off. She was now naked and withering on the floor from a combination of being stunned, badly hurt, and terrified.

Trig looked down at her pussy.

"Nice shaved muff you have. Bet the boys like that a lot. I know I'm going to enjoy it."

Trig spit into his hand and rubbed his cock. Not much lube, but it would do.

He was hard as a rock as he spread the helpless guard's legs apart. Then he slid the head of his cock into her cunt. Nice and tight. A bit dry, but he would fix that. Trig slammed forward with all of his weight.

Diana's delicate vaginal walls were no match for nearly three hundred pounds of lust propelled muscle. They tore and ripped.

Trig began fucking hard and fast. The blood from her pussy covered his cock and that excited him all the more.

She twisted and moaned a bit and Trig slapped her hard. He stopped thrusting long enough to lean forward and warn her, "You make a noise or you try to fight, and I will fucking kill you."

For Diana, the new pain overwhelmed the numbness of the stun gun.

"Now for some ass," Trig said with a chuckle.

He climbed off of Diana, picked her up, and threw her over a table. Her ass was now exposed and he spread it and lined up his blood soaked cock. It was tough to get the head of his cock in, but once he did he slammed forward with all of his strength again.

Diana nearly blackout out from the pain. She wanted to scream, but she seemed unable to move or make a noise.

The button! On the table was one of the many alarm buttons at various positions around the room. Her hands were out in front of her and every thrust pushed her forward over the table.

Trig reached around while he fucked her now bloody ass and grabbed her titties. He roughly groped and pinched.

Fortunately he was distracted enough that when she made the effort to stretch forward during one of his thrusts he did not notice. Her finger brushed the button.

A second later with his cock still buried deep his arm wrapped around her neck.

"Nothing personal sweetie, but I have absolutely nothing to lose. I've always wondered what it would feel like to snuff a woman in the middle of a good fuck. Now I'm going to find out. Hell, I'll even be blowing my wad into the ass of a fucking dead cop lady. That really turns me on. Doesn't getting fucked to death by a prisoner kind of light up your kinky fire baby?"

His arm began to squeeze off Diana's air supply. She had no idea if she had hit the button hard enough or not and had started to reconcile herself to the approach of death. At least the pain would end. Her lungs strained in vain and she knew the end was close.

Suddenly Trig jerked straight up as stiff as a board. Then he fell to the floor. The guard who had just shot him with a stun gun looked at Diana and immediately radioed that an officer was down. It took all of the self-restraint he had not to kill Trig as he laid there, but the guard settled for a swift kick to Trig's balls before helping Diana gently to the ground and finding a blanket to cover her with.

She was shaking uncontrollably and blood soon soaked the blanket. Help was arriving now, but the invisible wounds inside her were bleeding and it was a race to save her life.

The prison doctor arrived and started an IV drip to replenish some of the fluid she was losing as she bleed.

Guards had restrained Trig and were roughly escorting him to an isolated emergency detention area.

The exercise yard was cleared and a medical helicopter landed there within 15 minutes of when Diana had touched the red button that had summoned help.

Another 5 minutes and she was hustled to the helicopter on a hastily made litter. In just over a half hour from her press of the button, the helicopter landed near the emergency room of the nearest hospital. The doctors were some of the best in the state and they had been warned what to expect. Internal wounds were always tricky because of the difficulty in fully assessing a patient's state. But they did their best for the next three hours.

When they finished they still felt that it would take a bit of a miracle for her to survive and recover.

Fortunately for Diana, the miracle happened over the next three months as she struggled to recover from the traumatic ordeal that would leave both physical and emotional scars on her for life.


Lonely Housewife

Paulette Cortish was waiting when her husband Sam made it home.

"Had to work late again," he explained as he drug in the door at around 10:00 that night. "This special project they have me working on is killing me."

Paulette appreciated Sam's hard work and the sacrifices he had made so they could enjoy the lifestyle they lived. She hated not seeing him as much lately but understood he had to do what his bosses asked.

"It's okay," she said trying to be a cheerful as she could. "I have dinner warming in the oven for you."

She sat with him at the kitchen table as he ate. The two of them made small talk and then Sam headed to the shower. Paulette was waiting in bed as he dried and came into the bedroom.

Paulette was a beautiful woman. Long blond hair. Big brown eyes. Full lips that were almost always smiling. Sam crawled into bed beside her and she snuggled into him. Almost immediately she felt his dick beginning to stir and stiffen.

She began to gently stroke it as she kissed him. He laid there with his eyes closed. Lately he had been too tired for sex and this left her frustrated. But still, she tried to hide that frustration and focus on him.

Slowly she worked her way down his body and took his semi-rigid cock into her mouth.

He moaned and shifted slightly. She began to work on his shaft. She licked and kissed the sensitive portion near the head and then slowly slid down the length of his shaft. He was just average in size which was okay with Paulette. She loved the fact that she was able to deep throat him without choking or gagging.

Slowly she brought her head back up and again focused her attention on the head of his now swollen cock.

"Oh yes baby," he whispered.

Paulette began working in earnest, fucking the shaft with her warm eager mouth. One of Sam's hands made its way to the back of her head and ran through her hair. His hips began to thrust.

Her head jack hammered up and down. She knew that Sam loved the feeling of her fast, deep strokes.

He moaned again and she felt the flesh of his cock stiffen as it ran across her throat. It began to twitch within her, pumping a load of yummy cum. She had no idea why some women didn't like to swallow. She loved the taste and the feel of the salty and sticky cum that would coat her mouth and throat. She eagerly licked and sucked until she knew he was totally drained.

"Now it's my turn," she whispered in a seductive tone.

Her answer was the sudden sound of Sam beginning to snore.
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Damn! She was so horny and frustrated. It had been weeks since they had made love. She had sucked Sam off several times, but in the end result was always similar to this.

With a sigh she moved to her side of the bed. She opened the drawer to night stand and pulled out a vibrator. It was thick, long, and a deep shade of purple. She gave the base a twist to turn it on and it began its hypnotic humming. She gently worked it into her already moist cunt.

She tried to make the best of things. On the bright side, it was larger and lasted longer than Sam. She plunged it deep into her and then used the fingers of her free hand to press her sensitive clit against the battery powered boner. She almost instantly orgasmed. A half hour and several orgasms later she put the vibrator back in the drawer and closed it.

Then the emotions hit and she cried herself to sleep.
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Special Delivery

Trig realized now that he had been wrong in thinking that he had nothing left to loose. Sure, he was going to be locked up for life, but this state did not have the death penalty. What was the worst they could do? Throw him in solitary confinement or something?

What they were actually going to do had never even crossed his mind. In fact, it had never been done before. His court appointed attorney had fought things, but with one of their own victimized in such a brutal and horrendous fashion the wheels of justice had moved quickly.

He was in the back seat of a van. Two guards were behind him and one beside him. There was the driver and the Deputy Warden. His wrists and ankles were shackled.
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Six months. He had attacked that bitch six months ago and had not seen a single woman or even a picture of a woman in a newspaper or a magazine for those six months. Even the hearing on his punishment had been held within the dark confines of the prison instead of the usual courtroom.

"You sure look pretty," Trig said to the Deputy Warden hoping he could get a reaction from her.

Tammy Barns continues to stare straight ahead through the van's windshield. As Deputy Warden of a men's prison, she had heard her share of trash talk and learned long ago to just ignore it. But given the source, she could not ignore this comment and she boiled with anger inside. She would be glad to deliver this son of a bitch to Yvette. Only now her college roommate was Dr. Rodriguez instead of just plain Yvette. Not that anyone would have ever described Yvette as “plain”. Both women had come a long way from their first meeting as young sorority pledges.

"Almost as pretty as that guard bitch that I… Umph!"

Trig doubled over in pain as the guard beside him used his baton to land a solid, focused blow right to Trigs solar plexus. 

When he regained his breath and was able to talk he asked, "Did you guys see that? That's police brutality or something."

Everyone continued to ignore him as they pulled up to a gate. The driver used an intercom mounted on a post to announce their arrival and the gates opened slowly. The guard pulled the van in and up to the front of a large, industrial looking building. There were no signs to indicate what the facility was. Trig knew it was some kind of medical facility with doctors and stuff. He also knew what they were planning to do. Trig had been in tough situations before. In the back of his mind he still had some unjustifiable confidence that he would figure out a way to beat this rap again this time.

As they stopped the van, the doors opened. The driver and guard got out and pulled Trig from the van. He could only shuffle slowly because of his shackled ankles. The other two guards and Deputy Warden Barns stepped out. With Barns leading and the four men surrounding Trig, they moved towards the front door and entered the lobby.

The lobby was little more than a sally port with no windows and cameras in each corner. There was the door to the outside that had buzzed to let them in and now the door to the interior of the building buzzed and they stepped inside.

This room was more like a normal lobby. There was a receptionist desk which was now unoccupied and several offices behind it. There were several full height windows facing outdoors with each being too narrow for a person to get through even if they were able to break the glass in them.

Two women wearing white lab jackets like a doctor would wear approached down the hall.

Both were babes. One was Hispanic with large brown eyes and black hair that just reached her shoulders. The other looked like one of those foreign girls from Sweden or wherever it was. Her hair was blond and short. Her eyes were a deep blue.

Trig really wished he was meeting these two under different circumstances.

The Hispanic lady moved toward the Deputy Warden. They gave each other a quick hug.

"Yvette", Tammy said. "It's good to see you again."

"It is good to see you also Tammy. I'm just sorry about the original incident that precipitated the need for this visit."

"We'll have to get together soon. When this is all over," Tammy told Evette and Evette nodded.

"Let's make this official. Dr. Evette Rodriguez, I am Deputy Warden Tammy Barns of the state prison system."

She had been holding a folder that she now handed to Yvette.

"Here is the paper work signed by the judge. There is also a letter from the governor agreeing with the court's decision and providing full immunity from any challenges to any actions you take related to carrying out the judge's order. There are several other letters of agreement attached to ensure there are no loopholes or delays. Everyone is onboard with this. The judge's order authorizes the castration and associated treatment of one Greg Triggle, AKA, 'Trig'."

"Your facility has been selected to carry out this procedure and you have been selected as the medical lead."

Yvette nodded and looked at Trig.

Trig was rarely uncomfortable, but right now he felt prematurely emasculated and like the woman was observing him like she would a specimen. Her look held cold indifference. Peopled feared and hated him. Everyone. Always. He couldn't remember the last time he had sensed someone feel indifferent about him.

Yvette nodded. "Bring him in my office."

She opened one of the doors and walked in. The guards escorted Trig in. Yvette set down behind the desk and motioned the guards to allow Trig to set in the single visitor's chair facing her.

"I think it would be best if Mr. Triggle and I spoke privately for about five minutes," she announced.

The guards looked uncertainly at each other. Tammy stood at the door. She was uncomfortable with what Yvette was doing but also had total confidence that it was part of her plan and that she was somehow in control of the situation. Tammy thought back to the nights they had spent together in college. Yvette was always in control. It was like she could read your mind and anticipate what you were going to say and do or what you wanted but didn’t have the nerve to ask for. It was a comfortable feeling to those who loved and trusted her. It was unsettling to most others.

Tammy sighed. "Let's let Dr. Rodriguez have her talk."

She looked at Yvette and added, "We are right outside the door if you need us."

Yvette nodded and the others exited the room leaving her alone with Trig as they closed the door.
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Trig had not seen a woman in six months. He had been under continual surveillance and had not even been able to masturbate in that time. Every time he tried the guard on duty had sprayed him with a powerful and cold stream of water until he would give up in frustration.

He eyed the woman across the table. He really had nothing to lose now. He might be shackled, but he still figured he stood a chance of having at least one more good time. But the woman's stare unnerved him.

"You're a nice…", Trig began but for some reason he stopped as she raised a hand.

"I am Dr. Rodriguez. You may call me doctor or you may address me as ma'am. You are not to speak unless you are spoken to. You are now at Mount Sorrow Hospital although some of the men here simply call it The Asylum for reasons you will come to understand."

"I know that you think you are tough Mr. Triggle. I know that you are thinking you can attack me or somehow get out of this facility. I assure you that you are wrong and that any attempt will have consequences. I also know that you will most likely ignore my warning. But let me explain what is going to happen."

Trig could only listen in fascination as her controlled voice lectured him. This was unlike anything he had experienced.

"You are going to be castrated. That is what the judge has ordered. But he also authorized the care and treatment associated with that procedure and I have significant latitude and discretion when it comes to that treatment."

"I am going to break you Mr. Triggle. I want you to hear the details now… While you can still somewhat understand them. Because once you are broke, you will have no comprehension of reality. You will live in your only little messed up world. I know you are not likely to take me seriously. But this is what is going to happen to you."

"It has been a long six months, has it not Mr. Triggle? Well, the good news is that your waiting will end at some point."

Trig stirred in his seat. What did she mean by that?

"We are going to use a new and innovative treatment mechanism on you. You are going to be our guinea pig in effect. I have no doubt that our procedure will succeed in breaking you. My only doubt is how much of you we can reassemble in a form we find acceptable on the other side of this procedure."

"We will make you totally adverse to women. The very sight of women will repulse you. But you will also obey any woman you encounter."

"We are going to make you feel a lust that rages with more desperation than anything you have ever felt before Mr. Triggle. But instead of it being the kind of lust you have had in the past that drove you to do things to others, this will be a lust that craves for things to be done to you."

"You will lust for other men and only when they use you will you feel the slightest relief. You will crave humiliation at the hands of other men. You will hunger for both cock and cum. You will want your mouth filled. You will eagerly beg men to let you suck them. But even that will not be enough. You will need to be fucked. You will offer up your ass to any and all takers. You will suck one man as another man fucks you. If they change places and one stuffs his feces covered cock in your mouth, you will enjoy it all the more because it ties together the three things that will define your life: anal, oral, and humiliation."

"As I said. I know you do not believe me. I am telling you this now for a reason. There will be a few moments at some point between as your transform from what you are now and into what I have described. You will remember this conversation for a few fleeting moments. You will realize that I was absolutely serious and that everything I promised is coming to pass. You will feel horror and revulsion as you understand that what you were has been crushed and destroyed. You will feel terror at what you know you are about to become."

"But once those few minutes are past, all vestiges of the old ‘Trig’ will be gone. The world will never have to endure the pleasure of that shining personality of yours again Mr. Triggle."

Evette paused. "Do you have any questions before we begin Mr. Triggle?"

Trig thought for a moment, "How about…"

She held her hand up.

"You will learn to address me as Doctor or as a Ma'am when you begin to speak."

Trig thought and started again. "Ma'am. How about you and I have some fun together, bitch?"

Trig had coiled his legs under him and began to spring out of the seat and towards Yvette. As he did he felt four sharp pierces to his buttocks. He was able to take the two steps towards the desk and then fell forward. His face slammed onto the desk and his body slid to the floor.

Blood began to pour from his nose. He was fully awake but could not move his body. No matter how hard he tried, it was like his body was just ignoring his commands.

The guards had heard the sound of his head slamming into the desk and rushed into the room. Now they just stared at what they saw.

"We can take things from here," she told them. Tammy was standing in the door again, shaking her head in disbelief.

Yvette came around the desk carrying a small syringe she had picked up.

"I know you can still hear me Mr. Triggle. I expected you would try something stupid. Men such as yourself always do. In fact, once you had set down you had activated a system that would inject you with a drug to quickly immobilize you as soon as your butt left the seat. Four needles. Any one of them would have been enough to do the job. I’m disappointed. You were too slow Mr. Tiggle. With all four it will be some time before you are able to move again."

She leaned down with the syringe and searched for the right place on his arm.

"I hope you are beginning to realize that I will prevail. We have immobilized your body for a few hours. Now let me give you something to fog your mind for a while. We will let you think on things tonight and begin your session tomorrow."

Tammy looked questioningly at Yvette, "How many sessions and how long do you think it will be before we can have what is left of Trig back?"

Yvette drove the hypodermic needle home and made the injection. She answered Tammy as she watched Trig's eyes begin to glaze.

"Only one session for the psychological modifications. But that session may take several weeks. Then a week or so for the castration and recover. I would say he can be yours again in four to six weeks."

Yvette nodded her head towards the door. Unnoticed two men with a gurney had arrived.

"We can take care of him from her Tammy."

Tammy nodded and started towards the door. Then she paused and turned.

"I'd love to see more of you. Maybe sometime soon?"

Yvette smiled, "I would love to see more of you also. Let's figure out a date."

With that Tammy turned and the guards followed her out.
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Yvette oversaw the orderlies strap Trig to the gurney. He was struggling to keep his thoughts straight.

"Take him to the preparation area. There are two syringes there. Use both and then you may turn in for the evening.

The two men nodded and quietly followed Yvette's directions. As she watched them wheel her latest patient away she remembered how the two orderlies had not been much better than this Trig character when she began their treatment. As successful as the old methods had been she could only imagine how much quicker and drastic the results of her new experimental treatment would be.

Barbara cleared her throat.

"See more of each other, huh? So that's your old college roommate and girlfriend?"

Yvette nodded and asked, "Yes, are you feeling a bit jealous?"

The two smiled at each other and Barbara said, "Not so long as I can seem more of both of you to. You know I'm good about sharing."

Yvette was already aroused. The look of surprise in the man's eyes as he had fallen face first into the desk in front of her. The feeling of control she had over him already. And she had detected just a hint of fear in his eyes before the second injection. She knew that he was beginning to fear what might be in store for him.

Putting that nasty piece of work in his place and knowing she would rid society of the scourge over the coming weeks excited her.

Yvette pulled Barbara close and kissed her deeply on the lips. Their tongues probed and explored each other's mouths. Yvette's hands began to rove over Barbara's body and she felt the woman gasp as they kissed.

Yvette broke away.

"Let's go to my room baby. I need to make love to you. I'm so fucking horny that I could almost do you right here on the desk."

She took another look at the blood from Trig's broken nose on the desk and the floor.

"Shit," she said as she pulled off her lab coat and began to quickly undress. "Why the hell not do it right here on the desk."

Barbara licked her lips and began to strip as Yvette perched on the desk. Then Barbara settled into the desk chair and leaned forward to Yvette's pussy. Yvette spread her legs further, leaned back and sighed. As Barbara's tongue began to work on her cunt she knew it would not take long to orgasm.

Her mouth watered as she thought of her coming turn to begin eating Barbara's lovely pussy.

"Yes honey. Like that. I'm not going to last long."

Minutes later the scream of her orgasming filled the office and hallway. Here at the facility that sound was not unusual at all.


The Torment Begins

When Trig awakened he found himself strapped to a table. High above him was the ceiling of what was clearly a large room. He could hear the hum and buzz of various pieces of equipment.

"You're awake," came a voice he recognized as belonging to Dr. Rodriguez.

His mouth was dry but he managed to mutter, "Sure am.." His voice was slurred.

He could not move his head to either side because of some type of restraint that seemed formed around the back of his skull with a strap across his forehead.

Dr. Rodriguez came into view above him.

"We really will get along much better if you follow the rules and address me in the way I requested."

Suddenly his entire body convulsed and it felt like a bolt of lightning had passed through him.

"Pleasure and pain. They are so interrelated Mr. Triggle. And to be completely honest with you, your pain does give me pleasure."

Once again he felt his body convulse from the electric shock applied across it. So far as he could tell, there were metal plates on each side of his lower torso that she could somehow energize.

"After your last incident, Dr. Decker and I made love right there in my office. Your silly attempt to attack me and the bloody nose you had to show for it. Your blood on things was such a turn on. How does it feel to know that your blood and helplessness arouses a woman more than your manhood?"

She appeared again above him, this time holding a small but gleaming scalpel.

"I guess I have to be careful about leaving too many marks. Do you see this?"

She twisted and turned the scalpel so that the light glinted off of it.

"Castration can be done several ways. There is chemical castration which is just a series of injections that would render you impotent. We can also make a small incision to snip things as part of a minimally invasive procedure."

Now she held a small pair of scissors for him to look at.

"Snip. Snip." She said as she open and closed them in a forceful and rapid motion.

"But I really like the good old fashion way. Cut that thing open, pull those things out, cut them off, and then sew you back up."

"Ma'am," Trig managed to say.

Now she stood over him and smiled. "Your manners are improving. That is a good sign."

"Ma'am, will it hurt?"

She laughed.

"So the reality is beginning to sink in?" she taunted.

"It can happen painlessly while you are under anesthesia or…"

Trig felt her hand grasp his balls. She was wearing latex gloves that stuck to and tugged at the skin. She slowly squeezed.

"We can do it with you wide awake, strapped down, and with not even a local anesthesia."

She quickly clasped her hand shut squeezing his balls. He let out an involuntary yell.

When he could speak again he begged, "Ma'am, please…"

Once more she came into view.

"Maybe we should ask Officer Diana Newcome whether or not we should use anesthesia. You didn't have much mercy on her when you tore her genitals and rectum apart."

The cold hatred in her voice cut through any remaining fog in Trig's brain.

"I'm sorry," he whimpered. Never in his life has he apologized. But Yvette knew that his apology was more because of the consequences he faced than out of any true regret for the actions themselves.

"But not as sorry as you will be Mr. Triggle. You think you feel fear now because I'm going to take your balls away from you. When you realize that I am going to take everything away from you and leave you a shell of a man who is used and pitied, then you will really feel fear."

Another jolt of electricity surged through Trig's body. Then another. And still another.

After he had passed out from the torment Yvette went searching for Barbara again.

Barbara joked, "By the time you are done with him, I am going to have eaten your pussy and brought you to so many climaxes that your cunt will be sore for a month."

Then Barbara happily put her tongue back to work on Yvette's drenched and quivering pussy. Yvette though about the fear in the man's eyes and the quiver in his voice and then she felt yet another orgasm overtake her.


Reaching Out

After Sam left for work the next morning, Paulette found herself in a funk.

She thought of her friend Bonnie Sarnes. At one time Bonnie and her husband Craig had been regular guests for dinner and cards. She knew that Bonnie and her husband had seemed to drift away from each other because of Craig’s job. Maybe Bonnie could offer some advice.

Paulette looked up Bonnie's phone number and gave her a call.

"Paulette! It has been forever!"

"I know. We go a few weeks without seeing each other, then get busy, and the next thing you know it has been a year or two."

"I know. How are things?"

"Well, actually I was wondering if we could maybe meet for coffee or something and talk about that. Sam has been working late a lot lately and I need to talk to someone. It just seems like he doesn't have the energy to put into our relationship because he's always tired. I know you kind of had the same thing with Craig at one point."

There was a pause before Bonnie responded.

"Um, things with Craig got kind of bad. He had a bit of a breakdown."

"Oh my god Bonnie! I'm so sorry! Is he doing okay now?"

"Actually no, he's not. Listen I'd love to see you and talk. I just don't think that what happened with Craig is going to be much help for you. His situation was complicated."

"I understand. Hey, let's meet at the mall and do some shopping if you're up to it. Then we can grab coffee or maybe even an early dinner."

"It's a date. How about the new mall downtown that is attached to the old hotel they renovated? There is a little tea room in the hotel that is just perfect."

Paulette suddenly felt happy. "That would be great. I can't wait to see you again Bonnie."


The next afternoon Paulette and Bonnie met at the mall. They shopped for a while, chatting the whole time. Several times Paulette broached the subject of Craig's breakdown but Bonnie seemed to not hear and would change the subject. Eventually Paulette decided she just needed to respect Bonnie's privacy about the issue.

Late in the afternoon they walked toward the area where a large, windowed sky bridge connected the mall to one of the nicer downtown hotels. The sky bridge was new and, towards the middle, one side had an observation platform that let people see the river that ran through the downtown area and on the opposite side of this was a tea room that was a stylish place to be seen.
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When they finished their tea they wandered over the sky bridge towards the hotel.

"It's so beautiful," Paulette observed.

Bonnie agreed.

"I remember when Craig and I spent the weekend here once."

Her voice sounded sad and Paulette laid a sympathetic hand on Bonnie's shoulder.

"You don't seem to want to talk about it, but if you ever do you know I'm a great listener."

Bonnie and Paulette looked at each other for a long moment and then they both smiled.

They walked on in silence. In the hotel atrium there was an exhibit of various types of art by local artist.

Bonnie glanced at Paulette. She did want to talk about Craig but knew that she couldn't, even with a friend she had once been so close to. Paulette caught her glance and they smiled at each other again.

Then Bonnie saw the blood drain from Paulette's face and her eyes widened in surprise. Slowly they narrowed in anger.

"That fucking bastard," she whispered.

Bonnie turned. Across the room she saw a couple checking in. She recognized them instantly.

The young woman had been Craig's secretary at one point. She had been the cause of the issues and what eventually had to be done to deal with them.

The older man with her was Sam, Paulette's husband.

The couple kissed, held hands, and laughed as they headed towards the elevator.

Paulette started to move towards them but Bonnie put a restraining hand out.

Paulette seethed, "I want to tell that bastard off. Working late every evening is he? He's here fucking his new secretary is what he's doing. Then he has been coming home and sticking his filthy dick in my mouth for a quickie before he goes to sleep."

Bonnie's voice was calmer than she felt.

"Paulette, I know you are hurt and angry. I didn't want to talk about Craig, but believe it or not that girl Melody was his secretary and the two of them where carrying on behind my back. I know you want to confront him. I know you want to yell and scream."

"But I have been there. Trust me. Please. If you do what you want to, things just spiral out of control. Where does it end? A divorce? Even if you get most of everything, it means she gets him while you get to try to find a job as a middle-aged housewife with not much in the way of job skills."

"That would be almost a relief to him and a living hell for you. There is a better way to deal with it."

Paulette had watched her husband and his young secretary get into the elevator. As they disappeared from sight, so did her energy. She looked at Bonnie. In the back of her mind was a bit of fear. Bonnie was right. Sam could dump her and take up full time with that slut. And where would she be then?

"What do I do Bonnie?" she asked.

"Do you want revenge?" Bonnie asked.

Paulette was hurt and angry. "Yes."

"So then let's get you some revenge and make sure you are the one who comes out on top," Bonnie told her.

Bonnie went to a bank of phones that lined the wall on one side of the hotel lobby. She pulled a business card from her purse and dialed the number.

"Dr. Rodriguez please," she said as the phone was answered.

There was a pause and then she made a quick explanation.

"I was with a friend. We just saw that same slut that was sleeping with Craig walk into a hotel with my friend's husband. I was wondering if maybe you could help."

She paused and listened.

"Yes, her husband used to work at the same firm as mine. That is how we met. She is very upset. So I think so."

Paulette was still stewing but idly wondered what Bonnie “though so” about.

"Okay. I understand. Tomorrow at 10:00? We will go pick them up now. Thank you doctor. You've done so much for me."

She listened again and then said, "I understand. Goodbye."

Bonnie took Paulette by the hand and they walked across the sky bridge and back to the mall.

There was a small drug store and Bonnie led Paulette in and went to the back counter of the pharmacy.

"I believe you have received a telephone prescription from my doctor," she said.

They had and the prescription was quickly filled. Bonnie led Paulette out and toward the parking area where they both had their cars. She handed Paulette the bottle the pharmacist had given her.

"Break two of the capsules open and mix it with something Sam will eat or drink when he gets home. Pretend that nothing happened. In fact, if you want to torment him a bit, pretend you want to have sex."

Bonnie pointed to the pill bottle that was now in Paulette's hand.

"You feed him two of those a day and he won't be getting it up for anyone. I promise you that. Give them about thirty minutes the first time. But the raging stallion will be gilded and impotent by then if you try to get him to play. Also we meet a doctor who helped me through Craig's situation tomorrow."

Paulette was a bit uncertain. "You mean like a psychiatrist or something?"

"Yes, but a very special one. Trust me Paulette."

Their eyes met again and Paulette nodded and then hugged Bonnie.

"Thank you. I'm not sure what is going to happen, but I feel so much better knowing you are here to help me deal with it."

Bonnie smiled.

"I had to deal with the situation with Craig alone. I've been alone too long. We'll get through this together."

Their eyes exchanged one more long look before they each headed to their cars.


Meeting MISTRESS

Yvette watched as the two orderlies moved Trig's deeply sedated body to the restraining table that was part of her new machine. Barbara was standing beside her and pointed to a sign on top of the console where most of the system was controlled from.

"Why does it say MISTRESS?" she asked.

Yvette smiled, "Well, I figured the machine needed a name other than 'the machine'. So now she is officially christened as MISTRESS."

"Why?"

"It is short for Mental Instruction with Simulated Trauma and Reprogramming using Extreme Sexual Stimulation."

Barbara could only shake her head and joke, "I suspect she will be a harsh MISTRESS for our guest Trig."

"Yes, you suspect right."

“I also suspect it took you a while to come up with a catchy name like that one.”

The orderlies had finished moving Trig and left the room.

Yvette moved towards the table.

"Hey, you're the real doctor here Barbara. I'm just a psychiatrist. How about some help getting this IV and some of the instruments hooked up."

As Barbara helped she couldn't help her curiosity.

"So how is this going to work?"

"Our boy Trig is going to have a series of simulated sexual experiences. By selecting different medications and stimuli, we will be able to basically break those bad old habits of his and then reprogram him with nice new habits."

Yvette was being flippant, but Barbara could tell there was deep seated anger boiling just below the surface.

"And how long will that take?"

"I think around two weeks."

Barbara stopped what she was doing.

"Two weeks? You're going to leaving him hooked to this machine for two weeks?"

"The guard he raped was unable to move out of fear of internal bleeding for over a month. Doctors kept her tightly restrained that whole time out of necessity. They also had to attach a colostomy bag because any kind of bowel movement would likely have ripped open her internal wounds again."

"Okay, so it is two weeks. How do we keep the bastard alive that long with him strapped in there?"

"Well, we will do a couple of things. The IV will be providing him with fluids and electrolytes. He will have a source of calories as part of the simulation."

"What?"

"You remember licking that nice juicy cunt and sucking those cocks when I first showed you the machine?"

"I sure do baby," Barbara said in a sultry voice.

They both laughed.

"Well, that cum actually had calories, vitamins, and minerals in it."

"Doesn't all cum?" Barbara joked and they both laughed again.

"But that is part of the stimulation and reinforcement. When he feels hungry or his blood sugar drops, we will introduce a scenario where the desired behavior is rewarded with nutrients."

"For two weeks?"

"Yes. Two weeks."

Barbara watched as Evette connected the remaining portions of the machine. There was a probe she inserted in Trig's ass and then secured to the restraining table. With a belt she put the bag with an opening that could simulate a mouth, a vagina, or a rectum. A pair of tubes were attached to Trig's breasts. Inside were electronic actuators that could simulate a pinch or a bite.

A set of goggles with wires attached went over Trig's eyes. Small ear buds were inserted and then taped in place.

"Things are just about ready," Yvette told Barbara.

She pointed to a monitor that seemed to show nothing.

"Right now if he woke up, it would look like he is lying in bed facing the ceiling."

Yvette made a few adjustments and suddenly the sound of a baseball game being announced over the radio came from a speaker.

"That is what he is hearing. The color of the ceiling is actually from some of the pictures they used as evidence. It is the color of the ceiling in his old bed room. He was listening to this baseball game when the police showed up. The woman he had raped had been hit over the head with a baseball bat and was on the bed beside him. He told the cops he was just resting."

"She had a concussion but lived, right?" Barbara asked.

Evette nodded.

"Doctors thought that she would have died in another two or three hours without medical attention. At his trial Trig said he could have had a half dozen good fucks before she became a corpse."

Yvette took a syringe and injected a fluid into the IV drip. In a few minutes Trig began to stir although he was unable to move that much because of the restraints.

"It's show time," Evette commented.

She stepped to the controls and pushed several buttons. Then she began typing commands at a computer.

There was a hum and a whirling noise as the restraint table turned over so that Trig was now hanging face down held in place by his restraints. 

As he had rotated Barbara had watched the screen that had shown the bedroom ceiling. The view was like a person suspended above the bed and now looking down.

The giant wheel moved and Barbara noticed that the position that looked like a pair of women's breasts was now at the bottom. 

A few seconds later the restraining table moved forward into the wheel and then moved down.

On the screen a nude and bloodied woman had appeared when the module with the simulated breasts had clicked into place. As the restraining table moved down, the view seemed to be of the person suspended above the bed being lowered.

If Trig had been able to see inside the chamber, he would have seen only darkness. The simulated body parts beneath him could adjust and adapt to an extent. The contour of a face appeared above the breasts. The breasts adjusted in size. On the small googles he wore, his view was of the woman he had raped beneath him. The facial contour was as close of a match as Yvette could manage and the breasts matched the size of those of the woman.

Through small ventilation holes inside the machine, what seemed like a warm, panting breath began to flow in and out past Trig's face.

Yvette had to use some creative license at this point. The idea was to simulate the moments before Trig lost his freedom as closely as possible. But although the woman had been unconscious, Yvette felt that the simulated victim needed to be at least somewhat conscious.

The light gusts of air felt like breaths across Trig's cheek. In his ears was the sound of weak and whimpering pleas for mercy.

"Please. Don't hurt me anymore."

"I'll do anything you want, just don't hurt me."

"Stop. Please stop."

"You're hurting me."

Inside the machine Trig's eyes suddenly opened. What the hell was this? A dream?

Beneath him was that girl Sarah. She was the one whose boyfriend had tracked him down and called the police. She was the bitch he could have fucked a couple of more times before she died.

But that was so long ago wasn't it? Why was she here now?

"Please. Not again. It hurts so bad. Not again."

Barbara watched the scene on the monitor in fascination. On the display, it was like a video game but so very real.

Yvette brought up another display on another screen. This one showed a man's penis surrounded by something at the top and what looked like a limp and pencil thin penis at the bottom.

Yvette quickly explained, "That shows the simulation on Trig's cock and the simulation device in his ass. The cock on the top display is actually fairly close to the real thing. Watch our boy get excited."

Barbara was a doctor. Actually she was a plastic surgeon by trade, but she had interned in an ER and was competent in almost any area of general medicine and minor surgery. She watched another display that showed Trig's heart rate and other vital signs. He was definitely waking up.

The pleas continued in Trig's ear. He muttered something that neither Yvette nor Barbara could understand, but sensors attached to his neck could detect the movement in his vocal cords through bone induction of the vibrations and make fairly educated guesses about what he was saying or trying to say. On yet another monitor these results began to scroll.

TRIG: Shut up bitch.

Barbara watched on one screen as the simulation display of Trig's cock showed him suddenly growing a firm erection. The other screen scrolled showing the results for both voices in the simulation chamber.

SARAH: Please. Not again. It hurts. No. No. Noooo…

As she watched the screen, the sack that had been loosely covering Trig's cock began to squeeze shut almost like a balloon blowing up.

"He feels like he has penetrated her," Yvette said.

Sensors detected the slight movements of Trig's hips as he began to thrust in and out of his victim. Although his actual movements were extremely limited because of the restraints, the commands his mind sent to his muscles and the simulated sensations he was experiencing would leave him with the impression that he was moving much more than he really was.

The voice with pleas to stop continued. Trig's mumbling continued to scroll on the one screen.

TRIG: You want it bitch. All of you sluts want it.

SARAH: Please no. You are tearing me apart.

The virtual reality display showed what Trig was seeing. Beneath him was the helpless Sarah. A smaller view showed things from a third party perspective and Trig's hips were bucking as he fucked her.

SARAH: Don't bite me again. It hurts so bad.

Trig's face grinned inside the darkened machine. Now he felt like he lowered his head, but in fact sensors detected his attempt to move and had moved the simulated victim under him.

TRIG: Don’t bite you like this you fucking piece of shit.

Trig's mouth covered the nipple of one of the simulated breasts and bit hard.

Barbara saw Trig's entire body convulse. The lines on the vitals monitor jumped and oscillated between their limits.

"An electrical shock in response to his action," Yvette explained.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to do anything," the victim's voice pleaded. "Please don't bite again. I'm so tender. Please have some mercy."

TRIG: What the hell did you do to me bitch.

On the screen Barbara watched as Trig again moved his mouth to a nipple and bit.

And again his body convulsed as a surge of electrical energy passed through it.

Over the next half hour Trig bit one of the simulated breasts seven more times. Each time was followed by stronger and stronger shocks.

Finally the pleas to stop biting where heeded. Trigs motions slowed as his body neared falling into physical shock from the pain.

Yvette stepped towards the simulator and made another injection in the IV line connected to Trig.

"We'll give him an hour or so and then see if he remembers the lesson. I would guess he has developed a fairly deep seated aversion to biting women's breasts at this point but we will keep working on punishing that behavior for a couple of days."

Yvette turned and looked at Barbara. Barbara recognized the expression in the other woman’s eyes.

Barbara had to laugh. "You are all horned up again from tormenting our poor Mr. Trig aren’t you?"

Yvette's eyes took on an even sadder look and Barbara relented.

"Well, I wouldn't mind munching on that nice fluffy muff of yours for a bit."

In a desperate tangle of arms as they stripped each other. The two made their way to a sofa that set in one corner of the room.

While MISTRESS hummed and held her prey close, on the far side of the room, Yvette and Barbara were locked together in 69 eagerly eating each other's cunts.


What Ever Happened to Craig?

Bonnie had picked Paulette up the next morning and they made the drive to the doctor's appointment largely in silence. But it was a comfortable silence, not the awkward kind.

They pulled up to the gate for a fenced in building.

Bonnie pushed the button and announced who they were in response to a query. The gates slowly opened and Bonnie pulled up in front of the building and parked.

Bonnie and Paulette walked in the front door. Paulette was surprised to see it was only a small room with one other door.

"Privacy and security is very important at this facility. They deal with some very delicate situations," Bonnie explained as the inner door buzzed and they were able to walk into the lobby.

Waiting for them was a dark haired woman whose eyes quickly sized up Paulette.

She stepped forward and extended a hand.

"I'm Doctor Rodriguez and you must be Paulette. Bonnie says you have a problem that I might be able to help you with. Let's go to my office and discuss things."

They stepped through one of the doors and were in Yvette's office. Yvette had liked what she saw so far about Paulette and she tended to trust Bonnie's judgement. She knew things were at a very difficult stage for Bonnie.

"There is someone else I'd like to invite in for a few minutes if that is okay with you Bonnie," Yvette explained.

Bonnie seemed a bit uncertain and it was now Paulette's turn to comfort her friend. She took Bonnie's hand and squeezed it.

"Okay," Bonnie said. "I guess it isn't like you can totally hide things away from the world forever."

Yvette nodded and pushed a button on telephone set on her desk. Then she looked at Paulette.

"So you are having issues with your husband? I suspect Bonnie has given you the quick overview of how things like that often go. Despite all the complaints by men about their ex-wives, you will tend to find that the court system is very biased against the woman in many cases. You might be the exception, but then again you might not be."

The door to the office opened and an orderly dressed in white motioned for the woman with him to go into Yvette's office. The orderly left, closing the door behind him.

Paulette thought the woman looked familiar. She also seemed a bit scared of Dr. Rodriguez and happy to see Bonnie. Her hair was worn shoulder length and straight. Her makeup was beautifully done with a dark eye shade and bright red lipstick that made her look sexy. Her clothes were less flattering and she wore a very plain gray smock that was in contrast to the black hose and high heels she was wearing.

"Patty," Yvette said, "We have a visitor."

The woman looked at Paulette and smiled.

"It's so good to see you Paulette."

Paulette was surprised. Who was this lady? How had she recognized Paulette?

"I hope you aren't easily shocked," the doctor said to Paulette. Then she looked at the woman she had called Patty.

"Patty, show these women how far you've progressed."

Patty stood up and turned her back towards them. She unbuttoned the top of her smock and drew it carefully over her head.

What was underneath could have been the advertisement for a lingerie store. A black bra, black garter belt, red panties, and black hose. From behind Bonnie and Paulette watched the woman fluff her hair and run her hands up and down the length of her body several times to ensure things were smooth and in place.

With a slow sensual motion she turned and faced her small but appreciative audience. The woman had a nice figure with large, plump breasts that filled the bra. She put one hand on her hip and turned in a full circle showing of again.

"Do you like it?" she asked Bonnie in an eager voice.

Bonnie was stunned. "You look incredible."

Paulette would have to agree.

Dr. Rodriguez spoke up.

"Why don't you test some of what we had talked about Bonnie?"

Bonnie nodded.

"Pamper me," Bonnie said to the woman.

Patty walked towards Bonnie balancing carefully on her high heels. Paulette though it looked like she was still a bit uncomfortable with the heels.

Patty began talking, "Oh honey, I love you so much."

Bonnie smiled but Paulette was shocked.

The woman continued talking as she walked up and began gently massaging Bonnie's neck from behind.

"I have missed you so much, but I have learned so much while I was here. I hope you are proud of me. I have tried to be a good girl and do what they say. Once I learn enough, can I come home?"

Patty now came around to stand in front of Bonnie. Bonnie stood up out of her chair and hugged the woman.

"The doctor says you are doing great," Bonnie told her. "I am proud of you and can't wait to take you home."

Bonnie turned towards Yvette and asked, "How much longer will it be?"

Yvette looked up at the ceiling for a moment.

"We were thinking just a few more days, but I wonder if it might be better if we made it a bit longer if it turns out we can help your friend. You would like to help Paulette with some problems she is having with her husband Sam, wouldn't you Patty?"

Paulette was a bit shocked that the doctor would mention her situation to a patient, but not nearly as shocked by what the next few minutes brought.

Patty turned towards Paulette and giggled.

"Have you finally caught naughty old Sam frolicking around?"

Paulette sat in stunned silence, feeling like she had been punched in the stomach. Who was this? How did she know Sam? What did she mean about "naughty" Sam "frolicking around"? Was this some other whore he had been sleeping with? Why would she know Bonnie?

Yvette could see the confusion in Paulette's eyes.

"I think maybe we should, well, bring certain things up so that we can help Paulette understand what this is about and how we can help her."

Bonnie nodded.

"It's okay Paulette. Really. I know it is a bit overwhelming, but…"

She stopped at a loss for words but then decided to plunge forward.

"Patty, can you show Paulette your nice outfit up close."

Paulette watched the woman walk towards her. She stopped near Paulette's chair and spun around again, slowly. Her hands ran up and down her body.

Paulette stared, fascinated but also feeling light headed. What in the hell was going on here?

Bonnie spoke up, "It's play time."

With the words Paulette could see a change come over Patty's face and in her mannerisms. She licked her lips in a slow, sensuous motion and her hands again moved over her body. As Paulette's eyes followed the motion of the woman's hands, she was suddenly shocked.

In the front of Patty's panties, a large bulge had emerged.

"Would you like to see what I have to play with Paulette?", Patty asked in a low, husky voice. Then her hands slowly peeled down the bright red panties revealing a large, hard cock.

Paulette had heard about crossdressers and transvestites, but was totally unprepared for the experience of one standing only a few feet in front of her with her (it was her, not his, wasn't it, she wondered) swollen cock swaying at eye level.

Patty began to gently stroking her cock.

Dr. Rodriguez now spoke up.

"Patty, Paulette's husband had been cheating on her. I believe you even know the young lady he has been sleeping with. Melody seems to get around. We are going to discuss treatment for her Paulette’s husband. Would you be willing to help us with that?"

Slowly Patty kneeled in front of Paulette and looked up into her eyes with a concerned expression.

"I'm so sorry. Of course I will do anything I can to help. The doctor can help you fix Sam just like she helped Bonnie fix me."

Suddenly it hit Paulette like a bolt of lightning. This "woman" in front of her was actually Craig. Or, rather, this was the woman that Craig had somehow been transformed into.

She looked at Dr. Rodriguez and a nod confirmed her thoughts.

Patty took Paulette's hands in hers.

"The doctor knows just how to fix these things…"


Paulette was still a bit in shock. Patty was gone now and the three women sat in the room.

Bonnie told Paulette, "I hope you understand now why I couldn't say anything about Craig when you asked."

With a rather rueful tone Paulette told her, "I'm not sure I would have believed you if you had tod me everything."

Bonnie was glad that Paulette wasn't angry. She knew this had been a shock on top of the one of catching her husband cheating last night.

Bonnie turned toward Dr. Rodriguez and Paulette's eyes followed.

Dr. Rodriguez began to explain things to Paulette.

"I want to help you, but you have to understand this is a huge commitment and parts are very delicate to talk about. This must remain strictly confidential."

"Like we talked about, if you divorce your husband, things could get messy and you could find yourself in a bind. And what for? Do you plan to date and marry again? Some women do, but personally I've never understood why. If so though, we really have nothing to talk about."

Paulette paused and thought. Then she answered, "I guess I don't see getting married again. After last night I'm not even sure I want a divorce. You should have seen Sam's face after I gave him those pills. He was so embarrassed and apologetic about not being able to get an erection. He was humiliated. I guess I actually kind of enjoyed that."

Dr. Rodriguez nodded and continued.

"Good. As you saw, Bonnie here also chose the path of humiliation and revenge. The woman you just met now worships Bonnie. If Bonnie feels like slurping on a nice hard cock or getting a nice hard fucking, she can have Patty do that for her and Patty will be eager to please. If she want's Patty to eat her pussy after a hard day of shopping at the mall or to rub her feet and suckle on her toes, Patty will be more than happy to oblige. If she wants Patty to go keep herself entertained, she can do that. If she were to want to share Patty with you in some way, Patty would be as eager to please and serve you as she is to please and serve Bonnie."

"We can provide similar treatment to your husband, Sam. But you have to understand certain things. To conventional thinking, there are a number of medical ethics issues involved. I believe the female in a relationship was naturally meant to be dominant. That men were meant to serve. For me, there is no ethical issue in putting them in their rightful place."

"And there is a financial aspect to things. Craig is out of work on long-term disability. He still gets a pay check every two weeks, although it is a bit smaller than it used to be. That will go on until he would normally be eligible for retirement. At that point, he will begin collecting a retirement and pension check.”

“Many of the treatments and drugs we use on him are paid for by his company's insurance plan. None of this will make any of us wealthy, but it provides Bonnie with the basis for a certain degree of financial security."

"But understand. If you decide to go through with this, there is no turning back. You can never change your mind. You can never tell anyone outside this room. I will be putting my trust in you and you are putting your trust in me. That must be absolute."

"Are you certain that this is what you want to do?"

Surprising even herself, Paulette answered without hesitation, "Yes. I'm certain. I want that bastard to grovel, beg, and serve me."

She saw Dr. Rodriguez smile and then say, "You will do good. Let's get the paper work done and plan our course of treatment."



About an hour later Bonnie and Paulette rode along in silence again.

Bonnie finally broke the silence by asking, "Are you okay with things? You aren't mad at me are you?"

Paulette giggled.

"How could I be mad at you? What you did to Craig is fucking awesome! I can't wait to see Sam once he has been through his treatment."

Bonnie was relieved.

"It isn't all easy though," she warned Paulette. "Craig's disability check is about half what his paycheck was. It will probably be the same with Sam."

Paulette though about their beautiful house. The swimming pool in the back yard. The tennis courts up the road. She sighed.

"I have our house sold and have started looking for an apartment," Bonnie said as they pulled into the driveway of Paulette's house.

Paulette looked at Bonnie.

"We used to be such good friends," Paulette reminisced.

Bonnie nodded her head.

"Come in for a drink," Paulette said on an impulse.

The two women walked into the house together. Paulette poured them each a glass of wine and they walked out to the backyard with its flowers and the pool.
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"Are you thinking the same thing I'm thinking?" Paulette asked Bonnie.

"What are you thinking?" Bonnie asked.

"We were close friends for so long. Maybe now is a time for us to get even closer," Paulette said.

Bonnie sipped her wine. "So you are thinking that the two of us pool our resources? That would make things a lot more comfortable for both of us. Also, I'm not sure what it would be like being around an apartment with only some mindless zombie who follows your every command for company. It is kind of a turn on at times, but other times it just seems creepy. I want love. And sex is great and Patty will do whatever I want, but making love is different than just having sex."

Paulette reached over and took Bonnie's hand.

"Things with Sam haven't been the same for a long time. I'm starting to realize it has been years since I have really made love."

Bonnie squeezed Paulette's hand.

"Me to. Maybe we should do something about that."

Their eyes met again. They stood up and embraced. They kissed deeply while their hands explored each other's bodies.

"I've never done this with another woman," Bonnie warned Paulette. “I’m not sure what to do.”

"Me either but I'm guessing we can figure it out," Paulette answered.

They made their way to the master bedroom peeling off their clothes along the way. Soon they were on the bed exploring each other's bodies. Paulette didn't even give a damn when the telephone started rings and the answering machine went off taking a message from Sam that he would be working late again that evening.


Trig's Surrender

Trig's world seemed to fade from one dream to the next. The only certainty was that all of the dreams ended in torment and with him blacking out. Then he would slowly recover only to find himself in the next dream. But the ending was always the same. Pain.

He had lost track of time and would have been surprised to find that he had been in MISTRESS for eight days now. Long enough for him to lose his sense of identity and even his sanity.

Yvette and Barbara had watched closely over the days and had seen what they considered his progress but that others might have described as he decent into hell. The last few simulations had required injections of various drugs that were designed to increase and trigger his sex drive. The fact that those injections were now almost twenty times the normally recommended dose was an indication that, on his own, Trig's sex drive had dropped to something well below zero.

"You are sure about this?" Barbara asked.

"I promised him. You wouldn't want me to break a promise would you?"

"I see certain ethical dilemmas in this. It also seems a bit demeaning to you. You are basically going to give him the chance to have sex with you."

Yvette laughed.

"He won't. He can't. Besides, it isn't like it is really me."

Yvette pulled on a headset with a microphone and began pushing buttons while Barbara injected another massive dose of stimulant into the IV line that was connected to Trig.

His body began to stir within the confines of his bounds.

MISTRESS made a whirling noise and Trig was moved towards the top of the giant wheel and turned face up. The motion was enough to cause him to struggle back towards consciousness.

"Come on baby," Yvette said into the microphone she wore.

"Don't you want me?"

"You tried so hard to get me back when we first met."

"Have you changed your mind?"

Trig's vision had become blurred through the days but he now looked up and saw the face of that damned doctor he had met the first day. Only now she was naked and straddling his body.

Yvette had enjoyed filming the holographic images that Trig was now seeing. She had anticipated just what he would feel and how he would react.

Trig saw the face of the image pout.

"I'm starting to think they way over estimated you," Yvette's voice taunted him.

Pushing buttons on the simulator, Trig had the sensation of someone fondling his limp cock.

"You can't even seem to get it up any more," she said to him with a giggle.

"You big old stud. Just a limp little dicky that I can't do anything with."

Motors moved and Trig had the sensation of the woman straddling him riding up and down the area of his hips.

"I can't slide that tiny thing inside me, now can I?"

Trig's world went black and MISTRESS moved and shifted. When Trig's vision came back he was looking down on the lovely and naked body of that bitch, the doctor. The motors, the sounds, the feelings, and the image of Yvette were all perfectly orchestrated.  So far as Trig’s fogged and befuddled mind could tell, it was real.

Outside the machine Yvette and Barbara stared at the various screens. One showed what Trig was seeing. Barbara had to admit that even if nothing stirred inside of him by this point, she was still starting to get damp at the image of a nude and teasing Yvette.

"Don't you want to fuck me?" the voice whispered in Trig's ears.

Trig muttered a response and the machine worked to interpret it.

TRIG: No. Please. No.

Yvette laughed. "You forgot to say ma'am…"

An electrical current jolted through Trig's body, racking it with pain.

Again he was on top of the naked doctor.

"Come on. You know you want to fuck me. Remember that first day and how horny and turned on you were. It was kind of sexy seeing you want me so bad that you lunged out of that chair, shackles and all."

The machine detected more muttering.

TRIG: Ma'am. I'm sorry Ma'am. I didn't mean to be disrespectful. Please have mercy on me. Please.

Yvette laughed again.

"There is no mercy Trig. Do you know how many women you have raped in your mind since we began treatment? There have been 73 women and you have raped them a total of 389 times. And that is in just over one week."

Yvette's voice grew stern. "And now you can't even get hard for me?"

TRIG: Ma'am. I'm so sorry. *unable to interpret*

They did not need the machine to interpret now. They could hear the sound of Trig's sobbing even over the throbbing hum of MISTRESS.

"I told you I would break you and I have. Somewhere inside you understand that don't you?"

Trig continued to sob.

The image in front of his eyes held the scalpel again.

"You have not cum in over six months my toy. Every time you have gotten close, you have behaved badly and we’ve had to punish you. That must be very frustrating. And once we cut those balls off, you will never cum again."

There was a pause…

"I am going to have what you might think is a little bit of mercy my toy. I am going to let you cum. Soon. Very soon. You will never have the ability or the desire to please or rape a woman again. I am the last woman you will look on with any sense of lust."

Again he had the feeling of fingers fondling his limp cock and balls.

"My naked body is the last you will want. But you are afraid to take me. And even if you weren't afraid, you aren’t man enough anymore to even get it up for a woman any longer."

The image moved sensuously. He watched as the image of Yvette ran its hands over her own breasts, then gently pinched and tugged on them. One finger went to her lips while the other continued to tug on the perfectly shaped breast. Her lips parted and her tongue swirled around the finger.

"You want me. But you will never have me. You will never have another woman in your life Mr. Triggle. In fact you will become a man whore. Just like I told you that first day. You will crave humiliation and cock Mr. Triggle. You will hunger for it so deeply. No matter how much of either you get, you will always crave more. That is your fate my toy. I hope you enjoyed those 389 times. Now it is time to start the next 389 times…"

There was a flash of light and another jolt of electricity surged through Trig's body.

He was crying now…

"Look at the tough guy. I think it is time for a little payback."

Trig struggled to look up. He could barely make out the shape of two men standing there. One was a huge fat monster of a man. Lou. He had crossed Lou in prison a couple of times. The other was called Slim. A greasy little guy. Behind them stood a guard watching on. It was Diane Newcome.

In his mind things slowly clicked as the two men approached him. Lou was fat but he was also hung like a fucking horse. He had men begging him for it. His own little gang of cock hungry man sluts that worshiped him. Trig had not liked that. Trig had raped Lou a couple of times in the showers. Lou's followers had quickly deserted Lou and sought the protection found in submitting to Trig or found other ways to feed their lust.

Slim was also hung. Trig had never raped him in the showers for the simple reason that Slim never took showers. He was one of the foulest smelling men Trig had ever met. Trig had beat the shit out of him once in the dinner line.

And the guard. Why had he done what he did? She was a nice lady. Now he was helpless and needed her to protect him from these two. He watched as she turned and walked away.

Gears whirled.

"Suck my cock," said Slim.

The machine pushed Trig's bound head downward towards the swollen artificial dick. The putrid smell of sweat, shit, and fear filled Trig's nose as the cock was forced between his lips.

From behind him he heard Lou's voice questioning, "I wonder if he can take the whole damn thing? I'll even be a nice guy and use a bit of lube. But I'm going to plow your ass deep and hard tough guy."

Barbara watched in fascination as the scene played out across the various screens. Yvette's hands worked rapidly moving the various levers and knobs between typing commanding into MISTRESS's command console.

Yvette looked up at the screen that showed Trig's ass and cock. Barbara's eyes followed her gaze. The anal probe had been inserted for over a week but had not been used for anything. With the tap of a button it quickly inflated to nearly its full size. It filled from near the rectum and up its length.

To Trig, it felt like more than a foot of horse-sized cock had suddenly been shoved into his tender ass. He tried to scream but found the cock in his mouth suddenly pushed deeper. His ass was getting jack hammered unlike anything he had ever experienced and he was unable to breathe because of the cock shoved deep down his throat.

Yvette was timing things carefully.

Trig's cock had been through several hundred cycles of erections and going limp in the last week. She had been careful to only "edge" him, bringing him close to an orgasm but never letting him achieve one. More than six months of lust and frustration was now built up in Trig's balls.

Unable to breathe because of the shaft shoved down his throat, darkness was closing in.

Yvette pushed a button. Small electrical probes in the sheath that surrounded Trig's cock came to life. These were not the high, painful voltages he had suffered through over the previous week. The current from these was barely noticeable to Trig's clouded mind. The current was more of a tickle that throbbed in a certain rhythm.

Inside Trig's head, he hear Lou's voice.

"This faggot must like my big cock. I think he's going to cum!"

Yvette carefully moved a dial clockwise. Suddenly various sensors began to swing wildly.

After six months of torment, Trig's cock now let loose with a torrent of cum.

A few more hard thrusts and the anal probe also began to gush with artificial cum. Just before Trig was going to black out, the cock shoved down his throat backed out slightly and began to squirt a gooey, nasty load of foul tasting cum into his mouth. He choked and gagged but had no choice but to take it. During one gag reflex the artificial cum spewed from his nose like someone who sneezed while drinking a soda.

And the laughs. He could hear both Lou and Slim laughing and congratulating each other on their performance.

The voice of the guard suddenly pierced Trig's brain. "Get away from him."

She was trying to protect him now. What a nice girl. Why the fuck had he been so rough with her? She was so sweet. She hadn’t deserved that. He needed to tell her how sorry he was.

He heard the sound of retreating footsteps. Lou and Slim's voices fades as they continued to joke. They'd be back with some friends later they said.

He heard the sound of leather against concrete. The souls of shoes. It was as if someone had knelt beside him.

"Are you okay? Do I need to take you to the infirmary?" asked the voice of Diane Newcome.

Trig tried to shake his head.

“I know what it’s like to be hurt,” the voice continued. “You hurt me so badly.”

Outside of MISTRESS, Barbara had injected a sedative and soon Trig sunk into blackness again.

Barbara and Yvette looked at each other and then spontaneously exchanged a high five.

"That was perfect!" Barbara exclaimed.

Yvette couldn't help but nod.

Barbara stepped closer and put her arms around Yvette.

"I wouldn't want you to get some kind of rejection complex after he wasn't able to get it up for you. How about you letting me show you just how damn sexy you are."

They kissed and were soon naked on the sofa in the corner of the room making love yet again.

Even unconscious, Trig's body was occasionally wracked with a sob of despair. MISTRESS dutifully broadcast these over a speaker throughout the room.

With their bodies locked together, Yvette's senses were filled. Barbara's tongue was eagerly working on her clit with the finger of one hand was worming its way into Yvette's tight ass. Yvette had her face buried in Barbara's muff and had both arms wrapped around Barbara's waist to hold her close and tight. Right now Yvette just wanted to smother herself in this lovely, furry piece of flesh. And finally, there in the background, she could hear the occasional sobs of the unconscious Trig that were like a music to her hears.

Soon she felt herself approach an orgasm and could tell from the thrashing and twitching that Barbara was about to do the same.

After cumming several more times, they laid together hugging with a peaceful quiet settling between them.

"I love you," Yvette told Barbara.

Yvette often kept her feeling and emotions tightly locked away from view. Barbara never doubted the mutual feelings they had, but it was always nice to her Yvette say those words.

"I love you to honey," Barbara whispered back.

They clung to each other tightly and drifted off into slumber.


Humiliating Hubby

By the time Sam made it home later that evening, Bonnie was gone and Paulette had showered, dressed, and had dinner waiting. Sam seemed a bit distressed and she hoped it was because he had been unable to get it up during his early rendezvous with his secretary.

She handed him a glass and he swallowed it in a few gulps. Later she was glad that she’d put his pill in the drink because he only picked at the dinner she sat out for him.

“I ran into Bonnie Sarnes the other day,” she said.

All she got in reply was a mumbled response that sounded like, “So what.”

“Craig has had something come up that has caused him some issues.”

Paulette thought about just how true that was. His dick had come up and been poking his secretary and after what she had seen of Craig / Patty earlier that day would definitely rate as an issue.

“Bonnie had to sell their house. She has to be out before this weekend. I didn’t have a chance to talk with you and I hope it’s okay, but I invited her to stay here in our guest room while she looks for an apartment or some other arrangements.”

She could see Sam frown. She had expected him to be unhappy. But instead of saying anything, he just sat and pouted as he picked aimlessly at his food.

“I was thinking,” Paulette said. “I know that I’ve never really been open to it before, but you used to want to do a threesome. I know that Bonnie has always liked you a lot and without Craig around…”

She let her voice tapper off. Then she reached out and ran her fingers up and down his leg in a seductive motion.

“Maybe it would be okay if all played together while she’s around. I know she needs something to distract her from all the worrying she has had to do with the move and with Craig’s situation.”

Sam was looking at her with a grin now and nodded his head. What a prick, Paulette though. He would be happy about anything that got him some kinky sex.

“If you aren’t going to eat your dinner, I wouldn’t mind eating your sausage,” Paulette said with a smile.

She got up from the chair and reached out a hand to him. He took it and they walked to the bedroom. They both quickly undressed and Sam laid down on the bed.

Paulette looked at his limp dick and told him, “We’ll have to get Mister Soldier to stand at attention now, won’t we.”

She sat on the bed beside him and leaned forward. Her warm, moist mouth engulfed his entire limp cock.

When they were first married, the bastard had complained that she wouldn’t deep throat him and take his whole cock. For years she had worked to take more and more until she could take all of him. But now he fit in her mouth without her even having to open wide. The pathetic cheat. She focused on the taste. Had his mistress’s pussy juices been on his cock other times she had sucked it over the last few weeks? She tried not to think about that.

Sam moaned and Paulette continued to work with her mouth. 

“Mister Soldier doesn’t seem to want to play,” she muttered once.

She heard what sounded like an embarrassed whimper in response.

With her tongue, she positioned one of the soft folds of flesh between her front teeth. Then she bit.

Sam folded at the middle with his head and his feet coming off the bed in a reflex motion.

“Come on baby, get hard for me,” she said in a stern voice and went back to work.

Sam was too humiliated to complain about what she had just done.

With one hand, she reached up and began to massage one of Sam’s nipples. She roughly pinched that and heard him quickly suck in a breath. She began to aggressively chew and suck on his cock.

“Baby, I need you to get hard for me,” she said and then went back to work.

For ten or so minutes she played rough, but in a subtle way. Finally Sam could take no more.

“Honey,” he said. “I’m sorry. It must be all the working late and the stress.”

She looked up at him with a pout.

“My pussy is so wet. I needed a good fuck.”

And it was indeed wet. Her rough treatment of her unfaithful husband’s cock had turned her on.

“Want to see?” she asked and moved up so she straddled his face.

Sam didn’t like to perform oral sex on her. He had a few times, but always with just a halfhearted interest. Now she lowered her pussy to his mouth.

“If Mister Soldier won’t go into battle, you had better send Mister Tongue,” she told him

He began to eat her pussy. He was actually trying this time. With enough practice he might get good at it.

“Come on honey,” she prodded. “I’m so fucking frustrated.”

Normally she was kind of quiet and did not talk like that, but she wanted to humiliate him and was finding that as she did just that she became further aroused. She began grinding her hips against his face.

As she neared an orgasm she rolled off and laid beside him. It was a bit frustrating, but she was not going to give him the satisfaction of actually making her cum.

“Fine,” she said. “If I don’t excite you any more, just go to sleep like you always do.”

With that she opened the drawer and pulled out her vibrator.

For the next hour she brought herself to a serious of noisy orgasms while Sam laid next to her, limp and humiliated.

By the time she put the vibrator away, she was exhausted.

Talking to herself she muttered, “I hope he can do better than that when Bonnie gets her. Otherwise she’ll be wanting to borrow my vibrator every night.”

Sam laid quietly with tears trickling down his cheeks while she fell quickly into a deep, sound sleep.

Why couldn’t he get an erection? It had happened earlier with his secretary and now again, it just wouldn’t get hard. Both women had tried to work him up, but he still was limp.

And what about Bonnie. Was he going to have his first chance for a threesome and not be able to get it up? God, that would be really humiliating.



Over the next few days, Sam’s problems continued. He made excuses to cancel his evenings out with his secretary to at least save himself the embarrassment with her.

At home each evening, the routine was much the same as that first night. Each night he could sense Paulette’s frustration growing.

Sam helped Bonnie move into the guest bedroom one evening. She didn’t seem to want to talk about Craig too much. Sam wasn’t really in the mood to talk much anyway.

While Sam was bringing more boxes, Bonnie began to unpack her underwear and put it into the dresser drawers. Sam was excited to see the sexy and frilly undies, but that excitement still did not lead to a stirring down below and he became even more worried and humiliated.

That evening Paulette had a quiet discussion with Sam.

“I think Bonnie is really frustrated. If I can get her interested in a threesome, can you get it up for a change?” she asked.

Although he had doubts, Sam’s ego would not let him do anything less than nod eagerly. Surely something that exciting would get him revved up.

“Okay honey,” she said. “You run down to the liquor store and buy us a bottle of Champaign to celebrate Bonnie moving in. While you’re gone I’ll see if I can convince her to do this. You are going to owe me though. And don’t enjoy yourself too much with her.”

Then she said loudly, “Sam’s going to go get a bottle of Champaign and we’re going to have a little celebration Bonnie. We are both so glad you are here.”

Bonnie came out of the guest bedroom where she had been hanging her clothes and unpacking.

“That’s so sweet of you both!”

Bonnie kissed Sam on the cheek.

“Thank you for helping me move.”

Then she kissed Paulette on the lips. Sam noticed and was surprised. Maybe that boded well for this evening.

“And thank you for offering to let me stay here while things get settled.”

She smiled at both of them.

“I just know we’ll have some good times together.”

Sam hurriedly got the keys to the car and headed to the liquor store.

Bonnie and Paulette giggled and joked as they both stripped. They went into the guest bedroom and Bonnie laid down with her back against the headboard. She spread her legs. Her pussy was moist and the lips swollen. Eagerly Paulette crawled between her legs and began lapping away at her pussy.

The plan was for Bonnie to fake a few noisy orgasms, but to their mutual satisfaction there was no need to fake anything. In a few minutes Bonnie climaxed and exploded.

She began moaning and thrashing. Paulette held tightly to the other woman’s legs to keep her face buried in that luscious pussy. Paulette wondered why she had waited so long to try this before. She loved eating pussy and Bonnie had certainly shown a lot of talent when she had eagerly returned the favor earlier in the week during their first time in bed together.

They were so focused on each other that they didn’t even hear Sam’s return. But, as planned, the noise of Bonnie’s orgasms brought him to the doorway of the guest bedroom. On the bed one of his best friend’s wife was naked and spread eagle. And knelling between her legs eating her pussy was his also naked wife.

Sam nearly dropped the bottle of Champaign in shock.

Between orgasms, Bonnie happened to glance up and see Sam.

“Oh,” she said. “I’m glad you’re back!”

Paulette broke away from eating pussy for a moment and said, “I’ve been getting her good and ready for you. She’s nice and wet. Get naked and join us.”

Sam quickly undressed. Oh God. No. Please. Not that.

On the bed with two beautiful and aroused women, his cock swayed limply.

Bonnie looked at him expectantly. He tried without success to stroke himself to an erection.

Now Bonnie and Paulette were both staring at his flaccid dick. He blushed in total humiliation.

“I have a vibrator in my nightstand,” Paulette said to Bonnie.

Bonnie grinned back, “Honey, I’ve got my own and a few other toys right here in my nightstand.”

She reached over, opened the drawer, and pulled several items out.

“Oh,” Paulette squealed, grabbing a two headed dildo. “I’ve always wanted to try one of these.”

She picked it up and slid it easily into Bonnie’s well lubricated pussy. Paulette was wet herself and had no trouble sliding the other end into her own cunt. The two women began to thrash, thrust, and moan.

“That feels so damn good,” Bonnie said. “I haven’t had anyone to play with in so long. It has been so frustrating.”

Paulette grunted and replied, “I haven’t been getting much action either. As you might have noticed”

Sam watched on. The girls ignored him and he soon was huddled into a pitiful heap. The two women continued making love. They embraced and kissed each other deeply while their hips continued to thrust at the plastic dong.

“I’m cumming,” Paulette gasped.

Their arms locked even more tightly around each other as the trusts of their hips took on a more urgent pace. Their lips locked. Joined together from head to belly and with their hips moving in synchronization, they were like a single, finely tuned machine focused totally on pleasing each other.

Their muffled squeals of delight erupted as they both reach an orgasm.

Minutes later they both collapsed, still holding each other tight.

“Shit,” said Paulette. “I needed that.”

Bonnie felt around and grabbed another of her toys from the bed. She got up on her knees. In her hand she held a strap on cock.

“Well baby,” she said. “Let’s see about getting you well fucked.”

She places the straps around her waist and legs. She had a small tube of lubricant that she used and then manipulated the plastic dong so that it began to hum.

“Oh my god!” exclaimed Paulette. “It’s a vibrator to!”

She quickly rose, ready to take it doggie style. Bonnie moved into position and slowly slide it into Paulette’s hungry cunt.

“It’s all warm and tingly,” Paulette said with a sigh.

“Some special lube I bought. It’s called Tingly Twat.”

“Shit yeah. Fuck me baby.”

With that, Bonnie grabbed Paulette by the hips and began trusting in and out of her. Bonnie kept going for nearly a half hour and brought Paulette through so many orgasms that she lost count.

Finally they both collapsed again. 

It was only then that they noticed that Sam had quietly left the room. If they had checked, they would have found him alone and sobbing in humiliation in the master bedroom. But frankly, neither gave a damn and both were exhausted. They feel asleep in each other’s arms on the guest bed.



The next morning Sam awoke alone in the king sized bed. He sniffed wondering if Paulette had left to make him breakfast before he left for work.

Then he heard the noises. The girls were at it again. The shame and humiliation of the night before came rushing back.

He dressed and left for work without looking into the guest bedroom.



When Sam got home that evening Paulette met him at the door.

“Honey,” she said. “I’m worried about you. You have always had so much sex drive and been so good in bed.”

At this Sam felt a bit of pride. Bonnie was standing behind Paulette and he was glad she now knew that his lack of performance was not the norm.

“Bonnie and I need you honey,” Pauletted continued. “Bonnie said that Craig had some issues once and saw a doctor who was a specialist and helped totally change the way he performed in bed. I want you to go. We have an appointment in a half hour. Maybe they can give you some little blue pills or something that we can use when we get home.”

Sam was tired and really didn’t want to go to the doctor, but when Bonnie added, “I know the doctor can help you. And we do need you. We can entertain ourselves for a while, but a piece of rubber isn’t the same as feeling the flesh of the real thing inside you.”

Sam wanted to please both Paulette and Bonnie so badly that he agreed. Before they left for the appointment, Paulette fixed him a quick drink containing another of his pills.

As they headed to the car, Paulette got in to drive and Bonnie hopped into the passenger seat. Sam was a little put out by having to set in the back seat alone, but tried not to show it.

As they pulled onto the highway the girls began to chat.

“I can’t believe I never tried eating pussy before,” Paulette said. “It seems so natural. I love the taste and I love the way you thrash and squirm when you are cumming.”

Bonnie laughed. “I know honey. We should have done this years ago. I had no idea it would be so much fun and taste yummy.”

Paulette said, “Once you get to lickin’, it tastes like chicken.”

Both of the women laughed and Bonnie added, “Craig used to say that it smells like fish but tastes like chicken.”

They laughed again.

“I don’t know what the fuck he was talking about. I love the scent of your pussy when it’s aroused,” Paulette told Bonnie.

Then Paulette sniffed the air a couple of times.

“I think I can smell it right now. You’re horny again aren’t you?”

“Being next to you seems to always get me that way baby.”

Sam sat quietly in the back seat listening to the girls banter back and forth for the rest of the drive.

When they arrived at the facility, he was surprised to find a fenced and gated building set back from the road. Paulette announced who they were over the intercom and the gate opened.

They walked into the outer lobby and then into the inner lobby when the door buzzed.

Standing there were two attractive women dressed professionally and wearing lab jackets.

One with dark hair and a dark complexion stepped forward.

“I’m Dr. Rodriguez,” she said. “And this is my associate, Dr. Decker. We usually don’t see patients this late, but Bonnie has been through so much that we are happy to help the friends who are doing so much to help her.”

Paulette and Sam introduced themselves. Paulette gave no indication that she had been here a few days earlier.

“We will see you in the examination room,” Dr. Rodriguez said as she started down the hall and took Sam into one of the examining rooms.

Dr. Decker waited until Yvette and Sam were out of sight and then told the two women, “Come on. We’ll give you ringside seats.”

They followed her and walked past the examination room where they could hear Sam explaining his issue to the doctor.

Next to it was a room labeled “Observation #1”. Inside was dimly light and a large piece of tinted glass that was a one-way mirror gave them a view into the examination room where Sam was going to undergo his examination.

“This is the speaker that lets us hear what is being said,” Dr. Decker explained and turned up the volume so they could hear Dr. Rodriguez say, “Your wife said that you were unable to get aroused even for a threesome or while she and Bonnie were engaged in sex acts. Is that true?”

The girls giggled and Dr. Decker left and joined Dr. Rodriguez in the examining room.

“We need you to get into this gown,” Dr. Rodriguez told Sam.

He took it expecting them to give him some privacy. Instead they stood and talked while they waited for him to change.

“Sudden onset of something like this isn’t good,” Dr. Rodriguez said to Dr. Decker.

“And when a man is not aroused when two women are engaged in intimacy in front of him, there is usually a real problem,” Said Dr. Decker. “Especially when the women are as attractive as his wife and Bonnie.”

“Well, unless he’s gay or something,” Dr. Rodriguez said and they both laughed.

Meanwhile Sam had decided that he was not going to get any privacy and began to strip.

When he was in the gown, Dr. Decker took his blood pressure and pulse.

“I need to draw a bit of blood for some lab tests,” Dr. Decker explained as she rolled cart with various needles and bottles on it to the exam table where Sam now set. She swabbed an area around his elbow and drew a sample.

“Two more,” she said.

Sam turned away not wanting to watch so he did not notice that actually the second time she “drew a sample”, she had actually made an injection.

When she was done she nodded at Yvette. It would not be long now and Sam would begin feeling groggy and disoriented.

“Sometimes an infection in one area can affect the body in other areas. Have you had a sore throat or anything Mr. Cortish?” asked Dr. Decker.

“No. I’ve felt fine. I just can get an erection, even when I’m with my…”

He broke off. He had been about to say even when he was with his sexy young secretary. Thankfully he caught himself.

But Dr. Rodriguez talked as if he had finished the sentence.

“So you have sexual partners outside your marriage? Unfortunately that is all too common these days, but I’m not here to judge you. Is it with one partner or many?”

“Only one,” Sam blurted out. He didn’t want her to think he was sleeping around with everyone.

“Male or female,” she asked.

“Female,” he exclaimed defensively. Did she think he was a fag or something?

He was beginning to feel a bit light headed. The last few days had been so stressful and this doctor’s exam was nothing like what he expected.

Dr. Decker now took her turn again. “I want to look at your throat. Please open wide.”

She frowned as he opened his mouth.

“Can’t you open it any wider?”

He tried and she began to shine a light down his throat.

“Mr. Cortish, you must keep your mouth widely opened.”

She tried one more time and then let out a frustrated sigh.

“Fine,” she muttered and went to the cabinets against one wall.

She removed a strap with metal attachments at each end. The medical term for the device was a Jennings Gag.

“This should help you keep your mouth open,” she said as she used one of the metal attachments to pry open his mouth. She quickly looped the strap behind his head and placed the other metal attachment on the other side of his mouth. A quick adjustment and Sam was gagged with his mouth wide open. If possible, his eyes were even more widely open with surprise.

[image: ]

“Before you start with that, can you bend over the examining table? I need to perform a digital rectal exam,” Dr. Rodriguez explained.

Sam let the doctors guide him into position and bent over. The feeling of lightheadedness continued and every once in a while his body would shiver.

“You seem to be a bit unsteady Mr. Cortish. You haven’t been drinking by any chance have you?” asked Dr. Decker.

With his mouth pried open by the gag he tried in vain to explain he had only had one little drink before they left the house.

“I’m worried he may have a fall and hurt himself,” Dr. Decker said to Dr. Rodriguez. Then she addressed Sam.

“You seem to be a bit distressed. We want to secure you in a way that ensures your safety.”

She walked behind him and gripped him near one ankle. He felt his leg moved close to one of the legs of the exam table. Although he could not see, Barbara now took a leather strap and secured his ankle to the table. Grasping the other ankle, she spread his legs and repeated the process with his other ankle.

By now Sam was somewhat in a daze. Both Evette and Barbara knew the drug with strike fairly quickly, but its effect would also begin to wear off around a half hour. Timing was everything right now.

“This may be a bit uncomfortable, but it is for your own safety,” Dr. Decker said as she connected a restraint to each wrist and then used leather straps to pull his arm taunt and strait to the legs on the opposite side of the exam table. 

Sam was now bent over the exam table, spread eagle, and fully restrained.

“You can begin the rectal exam now,” Dr. Decker told Dr. Rodriguez.

Sam felt cold lubricant being rubbed around his anus and then a finger inserted. Also inserted was a suppository that would temporarily overcome the medication Paulette had been feeding him on a regular basis. This would allow him to achieve an erection for a few minutes before it wore off.

Dr. Decker used a light and a tongue depressor to look down Sam’s throat as Dr. Rodriguez continued to probe his ass.

“Something doesn’t feel right,” Dr. Rodriguez said.

Sam could swear she put a second finger into him and probed even deeper and harder. It was like she was thrusting in and out, fucking him with her fingers.

Dr. Decker pulled a set of latex gloves and walked behind.

Sam thrashed and tried to scream as she spread his tinder ass even further by slipping in a pair of fingers to join those of her colleague.

“Down here,” Dr. Rodriguez said.

Dr. Decker’s fingers swirled around stretching Sam’s asshole as she pretended to try to find whatever it was Dr. Rodriguez had found.

Although there was nothing to feel, Dr. Decker concurred.

“It does feel a bit unusual. Have you noticed he’s actually getting an erection now?”

Sam had not realized he was getting hard until the doctor had said something. Shit! What the fuck was going on? He was all trussed up here and getting hard while these doctors fingered him but couldn’t get up with his cute young secretary sucking him or for his wife and her best friend doing some serious lesbian pussy munching after inviting him to join them?

Dr. Rodriguez echoed Sam’s thoughts.

“It is interesting that when restrained and having a rectal exam performed he demonstrates definite signs of arousal. I can’t imagine why he wouldn’t when he was with his wife and her friend. She said she had performed fellatio and various other types of stimulation on him.”

Dr. Decker continued the rectal exam.

“I really don’t think that is anything serious in there. I’m thinking a therapeutic enema might help with whatever that is.”

The fingers were removed form Sam’s ass as he heard the doctors remove and replace their latex gloves.

Dr. Decker came around and showed Sam a small bottle with a long plastic nozzle.

“We are going to insert and deliver an enema. It is fairly small and your body should just absorb it over the next few minutes, but if you feel the need to void later feel free to do so.”

She walked back behind him where Yvette was holding a large enema bag attached to a much larger nozzle. Yvette inserted this and was rewarded with a moan of discomfort. Then nearly a liter of saline solution mixed with a fast acting laxative was used to fill Sam’s bowels to the bursting point.

Once this was done the two doctors stood to the side of the room and held a whispered conversation.

Sam began to grunt with a sense of urgency. The gag kept him from being able to say anything. Damn! He felt like his bowels were going to explode. They gurgled and churned. He struggled and strained, making noises to get their attention. But they seemed to be ignoring him. He also felt the prized erection fading. The effects of both the sedative and the chemical allowing him to achieve a temporary erection were wearing off.

Suddenly fluid erupted from Sam’s ass. It squirt across the room, splashing loudly on the floor until it slowed to a trickle running down his legs.

Sam felt the burn of deep embarrassment and humiliation.

“Oh dear,” said Dr. Rodriguez.

Dr. Decker clicked her tongue like someone getting ready to scold a school boy and then sighed.

“These things happen Mr. Cortish. Don’t you worry. We’ll get an orderly to help clean up the mess in the room and all over you.”

Sam was quietly crying as they left the room. It seemed like an eternity, but eventually two men in white uniforms entered. They had a bucket of water and a mop. Sam was still bound and helpless. He had not thought it was possible, but the presence of the two men added even more shame to his situation.

He heard them whispering and then the sound of a zipper.

One of the men came around to the front of the table and stood in front of Sam. Sam could see a huge bulge in the man’s pants. At first he was simply jealous of the man’s virility, but then worry set in. The man leaned down and whispered in Sam’s ear.

“The fumes from the cleaning supplies can sometimes get to a man. They get delusional and have hallucinations.”

Sam felt fingers begin to lube and probe his exposed ass. At the same time, the orderly was able to insert the small pill Dr. Rodriguez had given him. It was another of the suppositories that would allow Sam to achieve a temporary erection in a few minutes.

“It can make men go crazy and say all kinds of strange things. Silly things that nobody would believe. Too much can even be fatal.”

Sam felt his cheeks spread and something began to push against his tightly puckered anus.

“You be a nice boy and things will go fine. You fuck around with us or try to make a scene and I’ll dunk your head in a bucket of bleach and tell the doctors you went crazy on us.”

A noise came from Sam as the other orderly penetrated his ass.

“Shit, he’s tight,” the man said to the orderly in front of Sam as he began to slide in an out of Sam’s ass.

“Crazy people end up in the other ward. For a long, long time. We work over there to, so we’d get to see a lot of each other. Full of crazy people. And also a few guys who tried to rat us out for having a little fun. You don’t want to go there do you?”

Sam felt the man behind him sliding his cock in and out of Sam’s ass. He was being butt fucked. He had begged Paulette for anal over the years. Once she had said he needed to have it done to him so he really understood what it felt like. Now that was exactly what was happening.

“So you’ll be a good boy,” the orderly asked?

Sam nodded.

The orderly in front of him now unzipped his pants and revealed a huge erection. His cock was long and thick with the head uncut. The man grasped it in one hand and guided it towards Sam’s mouth. As the man held Sam’s head between strong hands and the gag held his mouth open, Sam could do little to resist as the man slid the head of his cock between Sam’s lips.

The man moaned.

“He has a nice wet mouth to. I’d love to remove the gag so he could put his lips to work on me, but I’m afraid he’d be screaming if we did that. Especially when you finish with that tiny pecker of yours and I slide a real cock into him.”

Oh god, Sam though. 

The man behind reached under Sam as he fucked him.

“Hey, he’s getting all hard. I though he was here because he couldn’t do that.”

“Must like fucking and sucking. He’s one of those fags who tries to keep it secret. Doesn’t understand that a piece of ass is a piece of ass and any eager mouth is like a bit of heaven.”

Grunts and groans came from the man fucking Sam’s ass and Sam’s sensitive turd tunnel felt the man’s cock stiffen and begin to twitch. With a concerto of grunts and moans, the man blew his wad deep inside Sam.

When he was done he told the other orderly.

“Sloppy seconds are yours.”

“Shit, your pitiful load is nothing more than a little bit of lube getting him ready to take a real man.”

The man pulled from Sam’s mouth. Sam gave quiet thanks for that until he felt the man begin to mount him from behind and slide in. He was huge! Sam could feel the difference. It took nearly five minutes for the man to work the entire length of his massive cock into Sam’s bowels. Sam squirmed and made noises the whole time, but the man’s progress was relentless.

Finally he was fully in and began to fuck Sam in long, deep strokes.

The man grunted and groaned sounding like some kind of animal in heat.

Once Sam was spread, it didn’t hurt as bad, but each time the man thrust fully forward there was a twitch of pain in Sam’s gut. Sam felt the guilty realization that as the man slid back out the feeling of flesh against forbidden flesh almost felt good.

The man who had first fucked Sam began to grope at Sam’s cock.

“Seems like a waste of a good hard on.”

He came around to the front. Sam saw the man’s shriveled and spent cock. A part of Sam was fascinated to see the first cock to ever fuck him.

The man bent down and removed the leather strap that tugged at Sam’s wrist while leaving the restraint around his wrist in place. The man held the arm and moved it to Sam’s back where the other orderly took hold. They worked with practiced precision and it was clear they were used to dealing with people who were not always cooperative.

He did the same with Sam’s other wrist and then bound the restraints together so that Sam’s arms were bound behind him.

Through all of this, the other man had not missed a single stroke. With a bit more ability to move, some instinct in Sam began to cause him to work his own hips in time to the man who was violating him.

The other orderly now freed Sam’s ankles.

The man fucking him pushed in deep and held it in. The two orderlies worked together and quickly flipped Sam to his back. Then the man buried inside him put Sam’s legs up. With one leg on each side of his head and resting on a shoulder, the man began fucking Sam at a steady pace again.

The other orderly adjusted the exam bed using various levers and Sam had a view of the animal of a man who was fucking him. He saw his own stiff cock swaying with each stroke. The second orderly then bent over and kissed Sam’s stomach. His head and mouth worked downward. As the man took Sam in his mouth, Sam let out a gasp.

God, this felt so good. He had felt so much stress the last few weeks about not being able to perform. He always had to do all the work and when he couldn’t it was so humiliating. But now he was just a passive observer of his body being used by one man for his pleaser while a second man eagerly sucked Sam’s cock.

A part of Sam felt peace and relief. It was like he was a voyeur watching the violation of his body, not a victim. In fact, he though, this is something he could do this every night and enjoy it. Who needed all the stress women added to life anyway? Damn, was he actually gay? Sam didn’t give a damn right now and just enjoyed being fucked and sucked by two experienced men.

Soon the man fucking him began to grimace and his pace sped up. “Shit, I’m going to cum!”

The other man’s sucking became more urgent as if driven by some deep hunger.

Sam couldn’t speak but tried to grunt to show he was about to cum also.

The huge cock slammed one last time deep into his ass and exploded in an orgasm.

Sam’s cock erupted at the same time and the man sucking it greedily milked him.

It seemed like the cock inside Sam pumped for minutes and Sam never remembered an orgasm of his own that had lasted so long. He felt the relief of squirt after squirt of cum leaving his balls and being drank by the eager cock sucker who was working on him.

Finally, both Sam and the man inside him were spent.

The man who had sucked Sam off straightened up. He opened his mouth and showed that a part of Sam’s load still resting on his tongue. He swirled it around his mouth and then swallowed.

He complimented Sam, “That was a huge and tasty load. I thought you were going to choke me on it for a while there.”

Sam wanted to explain that he had been unable to get an erection or to cum for so long. He wanted to thank the man for relieving the intense frustration of the last few weeks.

The orderlies quickly redressed and then removed the restraints from Sam’s wrists.

“You get dressed and then the doctors want to see you. I’ll wait in the hall.”

As soon as the men left, Sam’s gut knotted. What had he just done? He wasn’t gay. He’d never been with another man. But two stranger had both just used him and left him deeply satisfied.

And he had gotten so hard for them, but he couldn’t with two women getting it on together. 

What had happened to him?



The orderly led Sam toward the doctor’s office in silence. Sam felt a sense of release at having finally been able to have an orgasm, but with each step the pain from his well-used anus reminded him of his encounter.

Well, at least nobody had to know. Little did Sam suspect that the orderlies had been acting on very detailed instructions from Dr. Rodriguez and that cameras in the examination room had allowed his wife and the other women to see every moment of his encounter.

They were talking about how Sam seemed to turn into a man slut so fast when they heard steps in the hall. Sam walked in and found Paulette and Bonnie with the two doctors.

Dr. Rodriguez looked at some papers and then began to speak.

“Mr. Cortish, some of the stimulus responses and other things we have seen this evening worry me a bit. I don’t want you to go back to work right away. I am thinking you should probably rest until we receive some of the other lab results. Our business office with get with your insurance company and your employer tomorrow to handle the details, so there is no need for you to worry about that. I have also prescribed a few things I think will help us make progress with your situation. Please try not to worry, but we do need to get to the bottom of this.”

Sam was stunned. A few minutes ago he was wondering if he was gay and feeling relieved to have blown a wad. Now the doctor was telling him this. He could only nod in silence.

Paulette seemed to take charge. She took the pills the doctor offered and made sure she understood the schedule they were to be taken on. She then took Sam by the arm and guided him to the car, placing him in the back seat. 

She was so caring and kind. She was always strong. Sam wondered why he had ever felt the need to stray or even suggest a threesome. He was so lucky to have Paulette.

On the drive home Paulette and Bonnie continued their banter.

“It’s going to be late by the time we get home and get Sam to bed.”

“Shit honey, it’s going to be even later when I get you to bed and I have some definite needs for you to help me take care of.”

“Well, at least I have pills to help take care of Sam’s problems for now. Taking care of your problems requires a lot more hands on attention.”

The girls laughed and continued to joke on the drive back home.

Sam sat with tears of shame and humiliation dripping from his eyes and the cum of two total stranger seeping slowly from his tender ass.

Milking Him Dry

Trig had waited nearly six long months for that first orgasm. Over the following 72 hours he would have over two hundred more. With electrical stimulation, Yvette was able to bring Trig to an orgasm at will. A few buttons and knobs would send small, carefully selected electrical impulses through his groin and almost instantly his cock would begin to twitch and pump uncontrollably.

Almost all of these were tied to a common theme that was along the lines of his first orgasm within MISTRESS. He would awake to find himself naked and surrounded by other prisoners. Then they would rape him until a female guard came to his rescue.

Or was it really rape? For most of the first day, Trig fought and resisted. He tried to pull back from the cocks that slid relentlessly towards his mouth. A few times he went so far as to bit, but this was always followed by an intense, painful electrical shock along with the cock swelling in size and plunging deeper into his throat.

His ass was raw. In the simulation, he had been butt fucked by nearly a dozen men an hour that first day. And without exception, their cocks were huge. They would torment him about his bleeding ass and seemed to get joy from his pain. They would pump huge loads of cum into the depths of his butt until it was physically impossible to fill him with more without risking some type of rupture of his bowels. Following this, he often lost control and would spew the load back out just like someone would after being filled with an enema.

With ever cock that went into his mouth or his ass, there was now the familiar taunting.

"He fucking loves cock. Look at that man. He's going to squirt just sucking my dick."

"I never saw someone get so excited about having their butt torn open faggot. Shit, you are dribbling cum by the gallons."

"Hey, everyone gets a turn. I can't believe how he just keeps cumming over and over every time somebody else gets a turn humping his ass."

And, over time, Trig began to realize that the voices were right. It seemed impossible, but within a minute of being penetrated orally or anally, Trig would feel his cock swell and then go into the spasms of an orgasm.

While to Trig, this seemed to be some reflex of his body and the voices said it was because he was a man whore, the reality was that Yvette had total control over this. It was part of Trig's treatment. She carefully watched the gauges and monitors showing Trig's vital signs. She had used electro-stimulation to make men orgasm before, but so far as she was aware nobody had tried it on this scale and with this frequency.

Several times over those three days she had injected Trig with a narcotic relaxant and a pain killer. Not enough pain killer to actually stop the pain. That would spoil her fun. But enough to keep Trig from blacking out from the pain or actually going into a state of potentially fatal physical shock.

She used the machine to skewer him with a cock that was as thick as her coffee mug and fed him with one that extended his jaws to their limits. Once he was fully violated, she twisted the controls and Trig began an uncontrollable orgasm in response to the invasion of his body. Then she simulated both cocks cumming to prolonged orgasms.

At one point, almost five gallons of cum pumped into Trig's ass in the period of one hour. During that same period three gallons were pumped into his mouth. Portions of this dribbled out and some even spewed from his nose at times, but he managed to swallow the impressive amount of nearly a gallon.

And for that entire hour his cock danced, driven by electrical impulses that drove him to one long, constant orgasm.

To be more precise, it was exactly 1 hour, 2 minutes, and 34 seconds when Yvette saw Trig’s blood oxygen level suddenly plunge while his pulse became rapid but faint. These were dangerous signs that his body was near collapse and part of her was tempted to find out how much sexual stimulation it would take to kill a man, but there was so much more in store for Trig that she did not want to spoil.

She quickly pushed a few buttons. The electro-stimulation causing his prolonged orgasm stopped. The inflatable tube that was buried deep in his ass deflated and stopped pumping its gooey fluid into his bowels. The dildo that was in his mouth also shrunk and stop spewing its load. It temporarily went into a safety mode where it in effect vacuumed the cum from Trig's mouth to ensure the airway was clear and he would not aspirate which would have resulting in him literally drowning in cum. Then MISTRESS began to provide him a steady flow of oxygen.

Trig's vital signs slowly moved back to the safe zone. Just to be sure, Yvette gave him and injection of another stimulant to strengthen the pumping of his heart.

The pain killer had done its job well. Trig did not black out even though his body had nearly ceased to function under the relentless demands placed on it.

Barbara had seen the last part of this. She knew what Trig had done in the past and felt no real sympathy for him, but at the same time she would never have the deep drive that Yvette felt to use, humiliate, and torture men. As she had many times before, she wondered just exactly where this drive and hatred that filled Yvette had originated. Yvette talked about her childhood and college years. She had known she was a lesbian with some dominant bisexual tendencies from the time of becoming aware of her sexuality itself. As she entered college, fate had sent Tammy Barns to be her roommates and they had quickly become lovers.

The first Yvette really seemed to express this side of herself was during grad school and later in medical school. She had become a dominitrix with a paying cliental that included several of her professors, the president of the university, the local police chief, and the city's mayor. There was no affection for these men, but Barbara did not hear the tone of disdain in her voice until she talked about the spoiled, rich young men who would serially seduce innocent co-eds as if it were some kind of status symbol.

They came to her for the discipline and punishment they secretly craved. Away from home and missing the discipline figure of their mothers, many sought her out. And from behind the laytex mask and outfit that hid her identity, Yvette would relentlessly crush them one by one.

Some begged her to castrate them. Some were surgically castrated. Others were chemically castrated so there was virtually no trace. She fed them drugs and chemicals so they were dependent on her. They would beg her for mercy and then beg her to resume their punishment.

Even in those early days Yvette had understood that there was a line. Some of those men she tormented could easily have become haters of women and a danger to the women they might later encounters. Yvette had taken care to learn how to manipulate them until they craved humiliation and worshiped women.

Some she had transitioned from living as young men to living as young women. She always wondered how that went over when they went back home to mommy and daddy for more money over the next school break.

A select few she had turned into man whores, just like she was doing with Trig now. They would never find satisfaction from women unless it was in the form of control and humiliation. Instead they craved to service other men. Their minds were consumed with a hunger for cock. Most of these were bad men. Men who abused or hurt women. Yvette was, so to speak, judge, jury, and executioner.

Yvette turned from the machine and smiled at Barbara. Whatever made her tick, Barbara loved Yvette totally and completely. Barbara smiled back and watched Yvette put on the headset again.

"I know you can hear me Trig."

The machine tried in vain to interpret the muttering noises he made.

"Was that good honey? Did you enjoy that? You ate so much yummy cum and offered up your ass for all those real man to use just like a good man slut toy should. You have come so far darling and I'm excited by the progress we have made. Before long this will all be over. Then you can go back to your nice little prison and service all those bad, naughty, horny men. I know they will be impressed with how talented your mouth has become. And the muscles of your ass relax with just the thought of a nice hard cock slamming into your bowels. Those men will have fun with you my sweet.  So much fun. Every day. Several times a day. Sometimes in large gangs. For the rest of your life. Is there still enough of your brain working to see the irony in that? You will satisfy the urges of those disgusting men as long as you live. That will be your one purpose and contribution in life. To be a man whore.  Maybe that will keep one of them satisfied and keep them from doing what you did to Diane Newcome to some other woman someday. That might be your redemption."

A loud wail followed by the sounds of sobbing came from within the machine. MISTRESS began interpreting the movements of the muscles that would normally control Trig's voice and displaying them.

TRIG: I'm sorry!

TRIG: *unable to interpret*

TRIG: I'm sorry!

TRIG: *unable to interpret*

TRIG: I'm sorry!

TRIG: *unable to interpret*

As the machine scrolled on with his pitiful pleas, Yvette injected a sedative in the IV line. A few minutes later Trig was asleep. She had no way of knowing it, but at this point he was tormented as much by his own mind during these periods of sleep as he was by Yvette and MISTRESS when he was conscious.

Yvette turned to Barbara.

"I'm sorry," she said. "I know that I have been so demanding on you because my work gets me so aroused. I think I'll go take a shower."

Barbara grinned.

"Not alone you won't. You think I don't enjoy making love to you every chance I get? Let's go get naked in the hot tub and relax for a while. Then we can try out my new strap-on. It's purple and has glitter in it. It's so cute."

The women smiled and took each other by the hand. They walked happily out of the room for a few hours of fun together leaving Trig in the unforgiving hands of MISTRESS.

Sam, Meet the Person Formerly Known as Craig

Over the next few days following his visit to the clinic, Sam took the various pills that Dr. Rodriguez had prescribed. These include a combination of drugs that introduced artificial hormones, continued to prevent him from achieving an erection, and generally softened his mind in a way that would make him more pliable once his formal transition began.

The first day he had telephoned the office. His secretary, Melody, seemed worried and told him that human resources had been by saying he might not be back for some time because of some type of medical issue. She tried to ask questions, but he didn’t want to discuss his performance problems and the fact that he had gone to the clinic. When Melody began to ask about when they could have another intimate rendezvous, he made excuses and said he had to hang up now.

Paulette and Bonnie settled him in the guest bedroom. He slept nearly 12 hours a day and was not particularly lucid at times. He did not even seem to notice when the truck came to accept the donation of all his clothes except the single sweat suit he wore on those occasions when he would wander around the house. Bonnie’s clothes now filled what had once been his half of the master bedroom closet.

Sam also kept mentally reliving the experience he had with the two orderlies. At night he would lay in the guest bed and try to masturbate his uncooperative cock. One evening he worked up the nerve to check the bed stand drawer. Inside was a tube of lubricant and a big, wonderful vibrator. He had happily sucked on this for nearly a half hour before lubing his own ass and slowly inserting it.

It felt so good. But it also felt naughty and degrading. We humped against the firm surface of the bed in a rhythmic pattern and it almost felt like he was being fucked. Almost…

God he wanted the real thing again… Instead of a threesome with Paulette and Bonnie, he loved for the freedom of submitting to the pair of lusty men. What was happening to him?

Through all of this, several discrete cameras watched his every moment. A recording of everything was kept and the girls would sometimes set in the master bedroom and turn the television to watch the various cameras as they watched Sam’s slow decent.

When Paulette told him it was time for his follow up appointment, the girls’ chatter in the car didn’t even register this time. Instead he sat in the back seat wondering if he would get to be alone with the orderlies. He found himself even wondering if maybe there were more than two and they would invite some of the others.

Shit, taking on and having to satisfy a dozen men was not threatening, but rather thrilling, to him.



In the cold light of the examining room, Dr. Rodriguez looked intently at the folder in her hands and frowned. Across the room Sam watched her with a worried look on his face. It seemed like the erectile dysfunction had hit so quickly and totally. He hoped the doctor would be able to fix it with a few pills or something.

"Well," Yvette began. "There are some things in the test results that concern me. Candidly, I'm surprised that you were ever as virile as your wife says you once were. Would you please strip and put on that exam gown?"

The doctor's eyes returned to the folder but Sam was still somewhat embarrassed as he removed his clothes. The exam gown was so tiny that it barely covered anything. Sam felt exposed and vulnerable as he sat on the exam table.

"If you will lay back now. Good. I know this is a bit uncomfortable for you, but without a through exam we can't be sure of what is going on. I will need some help with this process."

As if on cue, the door opened and a woman slipped into the examination room. Sam though she looked vaguely familiar but couldn't place her. She was wearing a mask over her mouth and nose but when Sam met her eyes they seemed to somehow express a comforting welcome and he knew there was a friendly smile under her mask. He actually felt an unexplainable sense of relief. She was wearing pink scrubs which were similar to what Dr. Rodriguez was wearing beneath her white lab coat.

Sam leaned back so he was lying flat on the exam table. Overhead was a monitor that showed only a blank, white display.

"We are going to show you images and introduce various types of stimulation. We will use the results to make the find diagnosis and determine the proper course of treatment."

Sam nodded and the screen suddenly came to light. There were pictures of women shown one after another with each on the screen about fifteen seconds. 

Sam heard the snap of a latex glove being put on and felt a hand begin to gently rub of his genitals.

"Both manual and visual stimulation for two minutes. No noticeable response," said the doctor's voice.

The pictures changed a bit. Now the women were dressed in lingerie or wearing bathing suits. This went on for several minutes and again he felt the doctor gently rubbing his pubic area.

"Photos of scantily clad women and manual stimulation. No response to the stimulus yet."

Sam overheard Dr. Rodriguez quietly whisper to her assistant, “A girl could get a complex from playing with a guy’s balls and not getting any response.”

The assistant giggled, but then step up and put a reassuring hand on Sam’s shoulder.

“You’re doing find,” she said. “Just keep watching.”

Sam found the woman strangely reassuring and smiled up at her before looking back at the screen.

Now the pictures were of women. Naked. In provocative poses. The gentle massaging of his cock continued as the pictures on the screen became more and more sexually explicit. And then the pictures were replaced with short video clips, each lasting less than a minute. A woman masturbating. Two women curled together in the 69 position and orally servicing each other. A woman being fucked. A gang bang with a woman taking three cocks that spread every hole wide.

"Interesting. Explicit material and manual stimulation. Still not indication of arousal."

Sam felt humiliated and embarrassed.

"I am going to use a bit of gel. It may be a little cold at first."

He heard the squishing fart-like noise of gel being squeezed from a tube. It was cold at first but now the doctor's motions changed. She was stroking his cock, clearly trying to work him to an erection.

"Push the button to start Series B on the monitor Patty."

Now there women were gone. Instead there were men. Strong and confident. Ruefully Sam thought that he was once like that. Now he was here with two women having his cock stroked and he couldn't even get it up. His face burned in shame.

Now the men on the screen were naked. Strangely, Sam felt a stirring in his groins.

"Some response is now evident, but it is only minimal."

On the screen a man was masturbating. Now two men were locked together servicing each other orally. Then two more men joined the first pair and while they still eagerly sucked each other, the other men line up behind them and slid huge, erect cocks deep inside the ass of each men in the first pair. There was a close up of a man's ass being violated by a large cock while the man's own cock was limp and flopped with each thrust of the man fucking him.

Sam’s mind thought back to what he and the two orderlies had done in this very room. On this very exam table.

"A full erection has developed."

Sam was shocked. He had been so intent on the screen that he had not even realized he had grown hard as the doctor's hand continued to stroke his cock. Shit! Being limp was bad enough, but now the doctor saw him get hard watching gay porn. She probably thought he was gay. Even worse, Sam was beginning to wonder if she was right as he began to think longingly about the orderlies. Somehow he knew they would be able to get him hard. What was happening to him?

Yvette's face had a smile on it. The lubricating gel she had used contained a stimulant that was strong enough to overcome the effects of the medicine Sam's wife had been feeding him and which had rendered him impotent.

"This may be uncomfortable Sam, but we need to see if you are capable of achieving an orgasm."

God, he had not even remotely had a stirring since his last visit here. The doctor's hand pumped away at his now hard shaft as Sam continued to watch the porn on the screen.  Two men were now doing things to each other at the command of a woman dressed in latex and holding a whip. She made them do filthy things. One was forced to lick the other man's asshole and then they switched positions and one urinated into the other's mouth.

Sam felt so close to an orgasm.

"We are going to try some other forms of stimulation Sam. Please try to stay relaxed and watch the monitor."

The porn continued. Men were locked in cages while other men were forced to service them. Women were always in the back ground. Giving the orders. Cracking the whip. Being worshipped.

"Patty, go ahead."

Sam felt a pair of gloved hands begin to play with his nipples. At first they gently massaged them, but then they began to pinch and tug at them. Sam felt so close to cumming but could not seem to push himself over the edge.

"I am going to inject a muscle relaxant for the next part of the exam."

Sam felt a needle prick his skin. A muscles relaxant? Why?

Yvette continued to work Sam's cock in an experienced and practiced motion the whole time. The injection was not a muscle relaxant. In fact, it was a narcotic that would dull Sam's senses and thinking.

"I am going to try digital rectal stimulation. Just relax."

Sam felt the doctor's second hand begin probing between his ass cheeks while the other hand continued to jack his cock. Suddenly her finger was inside him. There was a warm feeling that soaked through his body from where he had been penetrated. What he didn't know was that her fingers had inserted a suppository that had been shoved home by the finger that now wiggled inside of him. It was a strong sexual stimulant that would allow him to climax.

"He is close. Definite arousal from the digital simulation. I believe the subject is approaching an orgasm."

On the screen there was now a man. No, not a man. A woman with a cock. A crossdresser or a transvestite? He or she was being fucked by a woman wearing a massive strap-on cock.

"Sam, I know you are close. I want to help you find some relief. Some things we can't stimulate. It is highly irregular but I want to help you Sam. Will you trust me and let me help you?"

Sam felt so close, but kept falling just short of reaching a precious orgasm. All Sam could manage in response to her question was a strained, croaking, "Yes. Please…"

"It will be okay Sam. Patty, we need your special skills."

Sam stared at the screen feeling the doctor's hand and finger. So close. Yvette’s years of practice as Mistress R served her well and she knew exactly when to slow the tempo of her work to bring him to the very edge but never let him cross into the realm of an orgasm.

Then the lights dimmed, the screen went blank, and the doctor stopped her efforts. 

"What?" he began.

"Trust me Sam."

He felt a warm gentle wash cloth wipe away the lube from his cock. In the dim light he could made out the doctor's assistant. Patty wasn't it? She had removed the mask from her face. She was so beautiful. But in fact, she had removed much more. Sam could seem her bare flesh with her breasts covered by a bra.

Patty came up beside the exam table and climbed up a small step stool. Sam could now see her crotch.

Oh god. Oh dear god.

She had a cock. A lovely, hard cock.

"I think he is ready Patty."

Patty bent forward and moved her mouth towards Sam's erect cock. As she opened her mouth and took him in, he felt a sensation unlike anything he had felt before.

"Now mount him Patty. Just relax Sam. Do what feels natural."

As Patty continued to eagerly suck his cock she positioned the rest of her body so that her cock was now over Sam's head. He looked up in fascination and it slowly lowered towards his mouth. Her pubic hair was shaved. Her balls were so smooth and there was only a small fuzzy mound of hair left directly above the cock.

Without thinking, he opened his mouth and took the beautiful woman's beautiful cock into his mouth. He eagerly began to suck.

"Here Patty. The digital stimulation worked so well, why don't you try this."

Again Sam felt something probe between his ass checks. Then it was slowly slide inside of him.

Oh shit! It was a vibrator and the minute Patty turned it on Sam felt ready to explode. The vibrator sent waves of pleasure shimmering through his ass and into his very pit of his soul.

He began to greedily suck at Patty's cock. The salty taste of precum filled his mouth and he felt Patty begin to thrust into his face using his mouth for her pleasure. But it was okay. He was doing the same.

They both thrashed on the exam table for several minutes with Patty continued to slide the vibrator in and out of Sam's willing ass.

"I'm going to cum," Patty gasped and then went back to work on Sam's cock.

"Me to baby," Sam said and eagerly sucked with even more desperation knowing they both were so close.

Suddenly Sam felt Patty's cock stiffen. Then it began to spasm as it spewed her wonderful cum into his willing mouth. At the same time his cock exploded in his first orgasm in weeks. Patty eagerly drank his load.

Five minutes later they were both spent and satisfied. Their bodies remained locked together.

Sam was drifting in and out of awareness, partially because of the intensity of his sexual release and in part because of the narcotic Evette had injected earlier.

Now he sense the doctor was near him. Evette whispered in his ear.

"Well Sam. I think we have figured out what it takes to arouse you. You have kept this suppressed and hidden for so long, but for some reason in the last few weeks the effort became too much. Maybe it was the sense of guilt that pushed you over the edge. I believe you said you were sleeping with your secretary? That may have led to the feelings that caused these symptoms to manifest themselves. But now that we understand, we can help you. We have a very special treatment that is perfectly suited for you condition."

Patty shifted around. She was lying beside him now and kissed him. He returned the kiss. She snuggled against him and he could feel her now limp cock pressed against his flesh.

"Patty had the same type of problem when she first came to us. Why don't I leave you two together for a while and she can explain what the treatment is like. She is doing so much better after her own treatment, don't you think? I believe you even knew her before her treatment began, but you probably knew her as Craig."

Somewhere in the back of Sam's fogged mind, this last sentence registered. That was why she had looked familiar. Craig was Patty. Or was Patty actually Craig? He was a she now? Or was she kind of a he but a she at the same time.

Patty kissed Sam again and suddenly none of that mattered. "The treatments are wonderful," she explained to Sam. "I never knew just how satisfying life could be. The doctor has been so nice and helped me so much. It was a shock to Bonnie I'm sure, but now Bonnie understands. She tells me what to do and if I obey her I get a reward. You were a reward for doing what the doctor and Bonnie asked me to do. Such a yummy reward. I love the taste of cum. Did you like the taste of my cum? I know you did because the doctor says you are just like I was before. I loved cum but didn't know it. I just needed the women to tell me what to do. I love the new me. The real me. Being Craig was a mistake and I never want to go back. I love being Patty. And I love satisfying my Mistresses and they say that now I can also satisfy you sometimes."

Slowly Patty worked her way down Sam's body and took his limp dick in her mouth. To his surprise he began to stir again.

Now the doctor was there beside him again. She leaned down and whispered in his ear. "You two have fun. Play a bit. Relax. Enjoy. We will help you transition over the next few weeks. I know you will find it very rewarding after the weeks of frustration."

"But I'm not a her. I'm a him. I'm Sam…" His voice trailed off.

Gently Yvette gave him another injection. He would be groggy for a while and probably finally pass out in about an hour. That would be plenty of time and Patty knew just what to do. After all, she had undergone the same process just a few weeks earlier.

Dr. Rodriguez looked down at the figure on the examination table. "No honey. Sam is gone. He is gone forever and you can't be Sam any more. You are Tabitha now."

Patty squealed with delight.

"Oh Tabitha! I love that name and we will have so much fun playing together. I hope Bonnie and Paulette will let us play together sometimes when we go home."

As Yvette walked towards the door she heard Patty begin doing just what she had been told to do.

"You enjoyed the vibrator so much Tabitha. Now I'm going to fuck you. We aren't supposed to call it a dick. It's a clit. And you don't have an asshole. That is your pussy or your ass pussy."

Patty giggled.

"Doesn't that sound so nasty? I just know you'll love the feeling of me sticking my nice hard clitty right up your ass pussy. Turn over and kneel for me now Tabitha."

In a daze, Tabitha did as she was told. Yvette stood watching just long enough to see Patty mount and penetrate this latest patient. Then she closed the door and left.



Back in her office she met with Paulette and Bonnie.

“We have formally started the treatment. I think that Patty will be useful as we progress with the transition. Since the intent is for the two of you to be together and to have them together, the bonding they can experience over the next few weeks should be beneficial.”

“My office made the various calls and is in the process of completing all of the paperwork. His company has received my diagnosis and is putting him on long-term disability. His paycheck will be reduced to two-thirds of its regular amount, but I believe that, with the arrangement you two have made with each other, you should be secure financially.”

Yvette looked at them with a steady gaze.

“As we have discussed. This is a permanent arrangement. I will be billing various medical expenses that insurance will pay. You each are receiving disability payments in your husband’s names. With the various cosmetic surgery, there is no way to return them to their previous physical condition. Mentally the process I will be putting them through is popularly called forced feminization, although I rarely find that much force is needed. But once that is complete, almost all vestige of what they once were will be erased from their mind over the next few months.”

“We understand doctor,” said Paulette as she and Bonnie stood up to leave. “I don’t know how we can ever show our thanks to you and Dr. Decker. Maybe you could come by for drinks around the pool some evening.”

“Actually I don’t even know if I could find a bathing suit these days,” Yvette said, knowing exactly where things were headed.

“Well,” Bonnie chimed in, “Actually Paulette and I usually don’t bother with bathing suits anyway.”

Yvette smiled. Now it was her turn to end this conversation with a provocative comment of her own.

“Maybe Barbara and I could join you some evening in a few months. I would love to see how Patty and Tabitha have progressed. And if we all happen to get wet in the process, well…”

Bonnie and Paulette both smiled. Bonnie licked her lips in a suggestive manner and then they said their goodbyes.


A New Employee

For Evette, men tended to fall into one of four groups. For the most part, they were merely a commodity she dealt with much as a farmer might deal in cattle or bushels of wheat. Both Sam and Craig had fallen into this category.

Another group was those who she found to be useful or potentially useful. Yes, the governor had written a nice proclamation giving her immunity for her actions in carrying out the orders of a judge. But what nobody knew that he also regularly visited her as Mistress R and had since his days as the mayor of the small college town where she had gone to school. Dressed in latex, she would spank and whip him as he was bound and helpless, bent over a specially constructed saw horse. On occasion she would even allow the governor an hour or two playing with one of the men she was in the process of feminizing. All men had a fascination with feminized sissies whether they would admit it or not. And, should she ever have the need, there were huge amounts of secretly recorded video of him and many other powerful men for her to use as leverage.

The third group were those like Trig who repulsed her and represented all she hated about men. Her reach was long and many more of these feel into her clutches than one might think. Some were broken men who were offered back to society when she was finished. Some, like the orderlies around the facility, were useful to her the way a farmer might have use a mule to pull a plow at one time. Some simply disappeared after her experiments and torment were completed. If some men could not deal with the mental torment she instilled in them and decided to take the easy way out with a handful of pills or by hanging themselves using a pair of pantyhose, it was of no consequence to her.

The forth group was a small one. Max Barrymore was an engineer she had met during her med school residency. He had gone on to develop a number of electronic and mechanical medical devices. He had even helped with much of the construction of MISTRESS. They were on and off lovers and he was the only man where she would describe their intimacy as making love.

Another member of this forth group was Waitly Phillips. Years ago Waitly had waded into the middle of a gang rape of a woman she had treated early in her career. Unarmed and taking on a half dozen young men armed with knives and chains, he had left one dead, one with a broken spine confining him to a wheelchair for live, and one with a concusion that led to permanent brain damage and a vegetative state. The other three were in bad shape, but the bruises and broken bones they suffered would heal with time.

Impressed by what she had read in the police report as she prepared to treat the female victim, Yvette had sought Waitly out. Initially she was disappointed at what she found. He turned out to be an unemployed drunk. They had sat in the cheap room he rented and talked through most of the night of that first meeting.

Waitly had been in the military and then later became a mercenary. In telling his stories, he did not brag. He and a small group had once attacked a slave market freeing dozens of young girls. He had saved a young lady who had been raped and whose father was stoning her in a so called honor killing. The stories were terrible ones, yet Yvette could not help but feel that it was men like this that fought to make the world a better place. He had not become a mercenary for financial gain, but rather to try to fight for those unable to fight for themselves. He also had been a gentleman through the hours they sat side by side on the small bed in his tiny room.

Yvette had started seeing Waitly as a patient on a pro bono basis. Over time he was able to process the horror of what he had seen and lived. He had quit drinking and went back to college on a scholarship that Yvette had helped arrange through some of her “clients”. 

Now Waitly was a successful private investigator that Yvette used at times for various assignments. Now she was reading through for the second time a report that he had provided the previous day.

There was a knock at the door and Barbara poked her head in.

"A visitor to see you," she announced. 

The young lady she ushered in was pretty. Yvette understood why first Craig and later Sam were so eager to bed this one.

The girl seemed a bit timid and Yvette stood up and walked around the desk. She extended her hand and introduced herself. 

"I'm Dr. Rodriguez," she said. "I understand you are concerned about one of our patients."

The girl cleared her throat.

"I'm Melody Marcus," she said. "I was hoping to talk to Sam Cortish. He hasn't been to work in two weeks and I'm worried about him."

Yvette motioned the girl towards a visitor chair and took her own seat.

"I really shouldn't talk about a patient with anyone other than his family. I think his wife is planning to visit later. Perhaps you would like to ask her about his condition?"

Yvette saw a shrewd look enter Melody's eyes. She knew exactly what the girl was wondering. Did people know she had been having an affair with her boss?

"I don't want to be any trouble. I was just worried about him and thought maybe I could see him."

Yvette picked up the folder holding Waitly's report.

"Are you more worried about his condition or about getting him to approve another bogus expense report check in time for you to make the payment on that new car of yours?"

Silence hung for moments before Yvette continued. From the look in the girl’s eyes, Yvette knew she had hit a homerun with that comment.

"The extra three to five thousand a month for travel expenses must be handy for someone who makes half of that in salary."

There was a frightened look in the girl's eyes now. She was in over her head and knew it.

"After you see Sam Corthis, maybe you would also like to see Craig Sarnes? He's here for treatment also. It looks like he was showing he had two assistants in the payroll system, but there was really only you, wasn’t there? From your bank statements it appears you were getting both of the paychecks. And of course we know what Mr. Sarnes was getting in return."

Yvette paused again. The girl was shaking and near tears.

"Melody, I have no desire to do anything that would hurt you. Under the right circumstances, I think we might even become friends. You are beautiful, smart, and determined. I like that."

Yvette had moved around her desk. Now she leaned back against the desk and studied the girl in front of her.

Yvette could see the wary and appraising look she received as the girl studied her.

"Would you be interested in a proposition?"

The girl considered that for a moment. 

"Maybe..."

"There can be no maybe. If not, you are free to leave. I don't plan to do anything with the information I have. You would, however, have those various expenses and bills along with the car payment to deal with."

"If you agree and later try to take advantage of me, things will go badly for you. A girl taking money from her bosses in return for sexual favors is not looked on favorably by society. And that money coming from a fraudulent source that she was aware of… Well, I suspect that would be good for several years in prison. I would destroy you if you tried to play me for a fool."

"Why did you get yourself into this mess Melody?" Yvette asked.

Melody thought for a moment and decided that she had nothing to lose.

"They were both pigs. They needed a new secretary because they ran the other ones off. Both would grope me or kiss my neck when they bent over me to look at something. Half the time that something they were looking at was down my blouse.  I figured what the hell. Make the assholes pay. If I'm going to get felt up all the time, why not make some money out of it?"

She paused and then added. There was more, but it was deeply personal.

“I needed the money,” she simply added.

Yvette nodded and reached behind her and held up an envelope for Melody to see.

"This is a five thousand dollar check. This is a signing bonus and that will be your monthly salary if you accept the position I'm going to offer you. But understand, you are in deep now. What I have to offer will take you even deeper. You have to trust me and do what I say. I promise that I will take care of you and I would not offer the position if I did not believe that you were well suited for it and that it was well suited for you. But there is no room for insubordination or for you to change your mind on a whim a few weeks from now."

Melody thought for a minute. 

"Is it legal?" She asked. 

"Not even remotely," Yvette answer candidly.

"Would I be a prostitute?"

"Money for sex? Maybe a bit on occasion, but that would not be your primary responsibility. And in those situations I can assure you your safety and that you would be well rewarded."

Yvette paused and then added, "You might have to sleep with the boss now and then. But then you are already used to that."

"But I thought you'd be my boss...," Melody began and then stopped.

Yvette smile, "Yes, I would be as a matter of fact." Then in a more serious tone she added, "Please take a few minutes to think it over. This is not a trivial decision and, as I said, you are free to walk away at this point if you choose to do so. Actually you can keep that check whatever your decision. I know that you have certain financial obligations that are import to you."

Melody though about what she had heard so far. At first the doctor had seemed cold and remote, but she seemed to be candid and straight forward. Melody understood that this must be something very big. She had scratched and clawed her way out of the small town and to the big city. She didn't like sleeping with those men, but it was what it took to get ahead. There was also something about Dr. Rodriguez that just gave her a feeling of safety and comfort now that all the cards were on the table. She had not felt that much these last few months.

"I've never been with another woman like that," she admitted to Yvette.

Yvette stepped forward and leaned down. Bringing her mouth close to Melody's ear she whispered, "It would be my privilege to give you private lessons. Virgin pussy turns me on." Then she moved her mouth to Melody's and kissed the young girl long and hard.

Melody smelled the scent of her perfume and her head was spinning as she opened her mouth and returned the doctor's kiss. Their tongues swirled around and Melody felt herself becoming aroused.

Yvette pulled away slowly and leaned on the desk again.

"I'm in," Melody said. "I don't know what the hell I'm getting into, but I want to be part of whatever it is you have going." She stood up and came close to Yvette. "And I will give you and the job everything I have to offer."

Now Melody moved her lips towards Yvette and the two kissed again as their hands groped and kneaded each other.

Finally Yvette pulled back. "I am glad made that decision. I think you have great potential. Now, would you like to see Mr. Cortish and Mr. Sarnes and the special treatment they are receiving here?"

Melody was a bit hesitant but nodded yes.

"Don't worry, we will be voyeurs. We can watch them without them knowing it..."

Yvette took Melody by the hand and led her out of the office.



As they walked down the hall, Yvette pointed out various things to Melody.

"Over there is the pharmacy. All bulk medications are stored there and dispensed as needed."

"You can see the courtyard here. That building on the other side has several apartments where most of the staff live. There's a vacant apartment that I hope you will move into. There is a separate entrance and exit for that wing of the facility. Barbara and I kind of live to work and work to live, so we don't have much of a social life."

"Back there and down those stairs is what we call the dungeon. I'll show you that later. In fact, we have a special visitor coming later that I would like you to meet. There is home with a garage about a half mile up the road. That is where visitors park and then they enter the dungeon by walking through an underground tunnel. The mayor had that built as a storm drain a few years back. He didn't want to risk people seeing his fancy car pull up here and start asking questions."

"There are three wings to the building on this side and this is where they meet. One houses what I would call 'normal' patients. My primary area of focus is helping battered and abused women. There is a community area, a kitchen, a small movie theater with a popcorn machine, and other things to make life as normal as possible as they heal. No men are allowed in that wing. Ever. We usually have about a dozen women in treatment at any given time.”

“The second wing is where the male patients are. They range from rapists to serial seducers to philandering husbands. We offer a variety of treatments depending on what results we want to achieve. A woman might be satisfied just to have her husband stop cheating on her. With a rapist, we would try treatments that reduce or eliminate their sex drive and make then adverse to physical contact with women."

Melody looked at Yvette questioningly, "Is that where Craig and Sam are?"

Yvette smiled and shook her head no.

"The third wing is what we call our research wing. There are very few people who have seen it and remember much about it or the treatments they receive there. I am trusting you Melody. More than I would typically trust someone I know so little about. And there is something in that wing that I am afraid you may find painful. But in that wing, we make our own rules. Some may seem harsh. But there are two things I want you to see in there. I want you to understand, both more about the facility and what we do and even a bit more about me."

Yvette held her ID card to the card reader on the research wing and held the door open for Melody. Ahead was a hallway with about a dozen doors on each side. There was also one door at the end of the hall with a warning sign on it.

"These rooms are a mix. Most on the left-hand side are holding rooms that are like small apartments for people under treatment. I'll show you one of those in a bit. On the right are three examination rooms. Each examination room also has an observation room that uses one-way glass so we can watch what is going on. Each examination room also has video and audio monitoring and recording. You are on camera almost everywhere. Nobody sets and watches your every move, but I wanted you to be aware of it."

Yvette stopped, made a stern face, and wagged her finger at Melody.

"Just don't let me catch you picking your nose on camera or you will be in trouble young lady," Yvette said in a mock harsh voice.

Melody laughed for the first time. She also knew she should be worried out of her mind by what she was seeing and going to see, but instead she felt an excitement and comfort with it. She trusted Yvette.

"Yes ma'am," she answered in and attempt at a serious voice. “But is it okay if I masturbate from time to time?”

They both laughed.

"What you are about to see is going to be a bit of a shock. It's okay to just take your time processing it or to ask questions. I want you to feel comfortable with what we have going on."

Melody nodded as they walked by a room with a sign announcing Exam Room #1. The next door was labeled Observation Room #1.

"It really will be a shock," Yvette warned. "I'm not even exactly sure what we'll see, but it probably isn't anything you would expect."

"Does it have to do with Craig or Sam?" Melody asked.

"Oh yes. Very much so."

Yvette used a key to open the observation room and let Melody in.  The audio was turned on and they could hear sounds from the next room.

A high pitched voice exclaimed, "You are so tight. Are you enjoying it?"

Melody stood in shock as she looked through the one-way glass and into the next room. On the exam table was Sam. He was on his hands and knees. Behind him was a woman. Except this woman had a cock. She also looked vaguely familiar. Melody looked closer. On the woman with a cock's ankle was a small tattoo that she recognized.

"Sam? Craig?"

She fainted.



"You are so tight. Are you enjoying it?" Patty asked Tabitha.

Tabitha. Sam was gone now. Tabitha was here. The drugs were wreaking havoc with Tabitha's mind.

"Oh yes. Your clitty feels so good fucking my pussy," Tabitha tried to use the right words. She wanted to please the doctor and her new friend Patty. It was funny that at one time Craig and Sam had been friends. They had golfed together and stuff like that. But now that they were gone, Patty and Tabitha could be friends. And they could do stuff together also. But the stuff they could do together was a lot more fun that golf!

"Keep fucking me," Tabitha begged as she rocked back and forth.

"Oh sweetie, I'm going to cum!"

"Yes!  My pussy has only been filled one time before and it felt so good. I hope you squirt a lot!"



In the observation room, Melody was setting in a chair. Yvette was honestly concerned as she ran a damp, cool rag across the girl’s forehead.

"I am so sorry," Yvette said. "You get used to things and forget what a shock they can be to others. I should have known better."

Melody took a sip from a cup of water Yvette had given her and continued watching what was happening in the next room through the glass. Now the woman she knew had once been Craig was on her back with her legs stretched towards the ceiling. Sam was fucking her, or was it him, in the ass. But they kept calling each other Patty and Tabitha.

"Oh my God," Melody said. "Did I cause this? You said you treat men who cheat on their wives. Are they here because of me? Are they like that because of me?"

Yvette thought for a few moments before answering.

"I won't lie to you Melody. We have to be able to trust each other. Their wives caught them cheating with you. And their wives decided this was the way they wanted to deal with the situation. You are seeing one side of this and I will explain the other sides to you over the next few days. There are financial considerations. What if one of them had decided to leave their wife for you? Where would that have left the wife?"

Melody shook her head, "I didn't want either of them to leave their wife. I didn't even want to be screwing around with either of them. I just needed some extra money to have a decent life and to help…"

Her voice trailed off.

Yvette nodded, "I know. But men will be men. Well, unless we turn them into women."

Even with the seriousness of the situation both women had to laugh.

"They might have left their wives assuming you would be happy to have them. Men overestimate themselves and how much their sexual prowess impresses us women. Sooner or later things would have happened whether or not you had been around. They are the ones who screwed up. They are the ones who endure the consequences."

A long moan came from the next room as Sam exploded into an orgasm. The two hugged and kissed. They chattered away like girls and laid down next to each other. They whispered and giggled. Soon they both drifted to sleep.

"Although I must say that they seem to actually be enjoying the consequences at this point. It is a bit confusing right now. Sam just showed up a few hours ago and I started his change to Tabitha just before you got here. So he has no makeup, clothing, or anything to make him look feminine. On the other hand, Craig is long gone. Patty has had breast augmentation surgery, we have modified her vocal cords to raise the pitch of her voice. We are about halfway through the laser hair removal portion of things so we still have to regularly shave her body. Her hair has grown out and been styled. Her wardrobe is what you would expect from any woman who likes to dress provocatively. She can even walk in high heels now. It will take us about six weeks to get Tabitha to that same point."

"And then what," Melody asked.

"Then they go home. Their wives have actually decided to pool resources. They have a nice house in the suburbs. Patty and Tabitha will keep a low profile. There are financial arrangements so that their wives will be comfortable. I actually think they are going to enjoy their new toys more than they expect. And their toys will enjoy serving them."

Things were finally soaking in for Melody.

"Wow. I'll bet their wives are pissed at me."

Yvette gave this some thought.

"You know, once they get used to having Patty and Tabitha around they may actually be grateful to you. But for now it would probably be better if you avoided them."

"Shit yes," Melody said in a serious tone. If they would do that to their fucking husbands who knew what the hell they might want to do to her.

"There is one more thing I want you to see. It will probably be an even bigger shock. If you would rather wait, you can."

"I think I'd rather just get the surprises out of the way if that's okay," Melody said.

Yvette nodded. "I know about your mom, " she began.

Melody felt like she had been punched in the stomach. She looked at Yvette in shock.

"It was terrible. I am so sorry. It is the victims like your mom that really motivate me Melody. Patty and Tabitha are ways to sharpen the axe if I can use the analogy. But the axe itself is meant for the sexual predators. We have the man who raped your mother here. He is undergoing a new, experimental treatment just down the hall."

"Triggle is here?" Melody asked in shock. "They said we would know if he ever got out of prison. They actually swore he would never really get out even on parole."

"He is far from a free man honey," Yvette assured Melody. "He raped a female prison guard a few weeks ago. There is actually a court order for him to be castrated and treated at our facility. When we are done with him, he goes back to serving his sentence."

"Castration?" Melody asked. "I may be new, but let me cut the nuts off the son of a bitch who raped and beat my mom!"

Yvette put a hand on Melody's shoulder.

"We might just arrange for you to do the honors with the scalpel later. But right now he is undergoing some conditioning therapy."

"Like them?" Melody said with a node towards the exam table in the next room.

"No, nothing like them. Patty and Tabitha will be women in every sense with the exception of one feature of their anatomy. They will be submissive and now they will be playmates for each other as well as toys for their wives. Mentally, they will feel about the way a normal person does at the start of a buzz from drinking. Intellectually they will probably eventually settle to something like the fifth or sixth grade level. Because of that, the way they act may remind you of teenage girls at times. They have changed, but their change is more about control and security than about true suffering. In fact, they will worship and cherish their wives in their new role."

"On the other hand, Mr. Triggle is fast becoming a man whore with a total aversion to females. He will fear and respect any woman he encounters, although I expect that will be a rare event when he returns to prison. But he will have an insatiable desire for cock and cum along with the deep humiliation of that need. He will beg the other prisoners to use and abuse him. If things go as I expect, he will only be able to achieve an orgasm in one way. That is for two or more men to take him at the same time. That will cause an erection and quickly lead to a spontaneous ejection that the will have no control over. And even that will be taken away with the castration and he will be limp and impotent the rest of his life."

"In some deep corner, there will be enough of him left to watch his decent into a living hell. I want him to suffer and that means part of him has to understand the pitiful thing he will become. But it will be so hidden away that only his dreams at night will offer him anything close to what we would call sanity. When we finish and he is sent back, he will be driven by a reflexive and instinctual need to be a sexual object for men to use."

Melody considered this and nodded.

"He is in the room at the end of the hall undergoing treatment."

Melody followed Yvette out the door of the observation room after one last glance at the two figures nestled together on the table of the examination room.

At the end of the hall, Yvette used her identification card to open the door. She held it open for Melody.

“Melody,” she said. “I would like for you to meet MISTRESS.”

Melody stood in awe and listened as Yvette began to explain.


Man to Man

Trig's world had changed and things were so different. Before there had been only torment and pain. Each time he had fought his way back to consciousness he knew that it would end in agony as he faded back into the darkness.

But now there was hope. Trig had learned that if he eagerly offered his ass and mouth to real men, he was rewarded. The feeling of being fucked had felt unnatural at first, but now Trig could not get enough of it. And slurping down that yummy cum… He couldn’t believe all those times in prison where he had raped another man, forcing the man to suck his cock. Now, Trig thought, I want to rape them and make them let me suck their cock and feed me their cum.

Now as he drifted back to consciousness he could hear the voices of many men.

“He’s waking up. I get first shot at his ass.”

“I’ve been saving this load all week to feed him.”

“I’m okay getting sloppy seconds. That cum drenched ass makes for better sliding and riding.”

“He’s such a fucking whore. I love hearing him beg for more once he’s drain a man’s cock and is hungry for the next one.”

Trig knew the crowd of men was talking about him. Sure, it was humiliating to beg and be used, but he couldn’t help it if he loved it. And they might tease him at times, but they never turned down a shot at his ass or mouth.

He mumbled, ‘Hey guys. Who’s going to fuck my ass and mouth first?”

He opened his eyes and around a dozen dicks of all shapes, sizes and colors were slowly swaying before him.

“Don’t worry guys, I’ll take care of everyone. Someone, please get my ass. I need to feel a cock in my ass.”

Then the leaned forward to take the largest cock in his mouth first in hopes that it would also deliver the biggest load. Maybe it would even get stiff again and he would get butt fucked with it.

Then he felt a cock slide into his ass. Shit! It was a big one to!

With a pair of huge cock buried in both his holes, Trig quickly went to work doing everything he could to satisfy both men.
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As soon as the cock in his mouth had cum and was sucked dry, Trig eagerly selected another cock. This one was uncut and he savored the taste of head cheese as he worked his tongue around it. Then he greedily opened wide and swallowed it whole.

He felt and heard the man using his ass climax. The cock pumped its load and then shrank. But seconds later it was replaced by another. This one was a bit smaller, but the guy was pounding Trig’s ass like a fucking jackhammer. Suddenly the cock in his mouth also began to slide in and out in a desperate motion.

Trig just relaxed and enjoyed the feeling of two cocks working on him from each end. Soon these two also came to be replaced by a third pair.

And then a forth.

And then a fifth.

And a sixth.

A seventh.

Trig lost count. Even though he wanted to keep going, a darkness closed in as he drifted into unconsciousness. But this time he was happy. With cum dribbling from his mouth and ass, he drifted off hoping he could get fucked again soon.



Yvette, on the other hand, had not lost count.

He had serviced 17 pairs of cocks this session before she had administered the tranquilizer. At this point in things, she wanted the experience of being used to be a pleasant one for Trig. By reinforcing that, it would build a habit. And once that habit became an ingrained behavior, only a determined expert spending weeks or months of unending time treating him would have any hope of helping Trig break it.

And nobody was going to try to help Trig become the monster he had once been again.

He would be a cock slurping, ass spreading, man whore for the rest of his life.

Yvette smiled. Maybe she’s go check on how Patty and Tabitha were progressing. It was probably a bit early, but maybe she would let the pair play with a woman. Or with two women. After all that is where they would ultimately end up.

She went in search of Barbara so they could go visit the two sissies who were now in the middle of their transition.


Waitly’s Report

Yvette had asked Waitly to take a quick look at the young woman who had been sleeping with Paulette and Bonnie’s husbands. Was she just some slut who was hopping beds? Originally it was just mild, idle curiosity, but as Yvette read through the report Waitly had provided she had begun to form a different opinion of Miss Melody Marcus.

She read Waitly’s summary first.

PRIVILEGED INFORMATION

Protected by Attorney / Client Confidentiality

Report by Waitly Phillips summarizing the background investigation of one Melody Suzette Marcus.

The subject was born and raised in the small town of Cedarville, approximately one hour’s drive from the city. Her father was a police officer and was killed in the line of duty when responding to an armed robbery at a local jewelry store. He was posthumously awarded the medal of valor for his action which likely prevented the death of several people who were about to be taken hostage before his entry into the store.

The subject was three years old at the time of his death. The subject’s mother, one Alydia Gail Marcus (commonly known as Liddy) was pregnant at the time and gave birth to a girl, one Harmony Denise Marcus, three months after her husband’s death. Mrs. Marcus raised the subject and her sister. She never remarried and, as far as can be determined, did not date after her husband’s death.

The subject graduated high school three years ago. Her grades were above average and she was accepted to at least one college, but instead moved to the city to take an entry level position working as a secretary for Craig Sarnes.

Personnel information is confidential and that obtained here was offered and shared by a cooperative contact.

(Yvette smiled at this. The contact was a long-time “client” with a fetish for being dressed in diapers and disciplined by “mommy”. Yvette was sure he had done all he could to be helpful. He would not want to make mommy unhappy.)

After approximately six months, personnel records indicate that Mr. Sarnes hired a second secretary because of additional work load. The name for this person was Jane D’Moore. There is no evidence that this employee actually existed. D’Moore may be a play on words for “Do More”, but that is speculation. The pay checks made out to D’Moore were routinely cashed at a check cashing business that required ID. Our contact was able to get a limited amount of information because he is an officer of the company who wrote the checks. The checks were typically endorsed to allow payment to the “bearer” and the ID indicates that Mr. Sarnes typically cashed the checks. Our contact was surprised to find this, but has agreed not to pursue the matter unless we provide the approval for him to do so.

Mr. Sarnes was routinely seeing the subject twice a week in the evenings during this period. It is my understanding that when Mrs. Sarnes found out about these meetings, she sought your assistance in dealing with the situation. No further investigation was performed in that area.

The subject temporarily worked for the same firm as a secretary to one Mrs. Agatha Speers, but left to join Mr. Cortish’s firm as his personal secretary after about two months of working for Mrs. Spears.

Almost immediately after taking the new job, expense reports for reimbursement of business travel expenses were submitted on a regular, monthly basis by the subject. These were approved by Mr. Cortish. There is no evidence that any actual business travel occurred in relation to these submissions. This information was provided by a second cooperative contact who has also agreed not to pursue the matter without our approval.

(Yvette had to grimly smile at this. This contact was into scat and loved for women to use him as their personal toilette. Yvette had a special restraining bench with a set located over the head of the person being restrained to allow just this. She found this repulsive, but he was an infrequent visitor and a useful contact. She had actually found that allowing some of the abused women she treated to use the man in this manner was therapeutic.)

On the surface, the only significant indication that the subject has had additional disposable income was the recent purchase of a car. The car is used and the salesman indicated that the subject had said something along the lines of never expecting to own such a nice car. The salesman had offered to take her current car in trade but she declined.

My initial hypothesis was that she must be saving the money, but yet another cooperative contact provided information related to the subject’s bank account.

(The bank vice president who loved to crossdresser and submit to Mistress R’s strap-on cock.)

There are regular payments for an apartment located near the state college and checks made out to the subject’s sister. It also appears that she has been helping her sister with tuition and other expenses. The subject also apparently provided her original vehicle to her sister for use in commuting home to visit their mother on a regular basis.

In conducting further research on the subject’s sister I found that their mother had been the victim of a sexual assault approximately two years ago.

Mrs. Marcus was visiting a neighbor when one Greg Triggle (aka, “Trigs”) forced entry and took Mrs. Marcus, the neighbor, and the neighbor’s daughter hostage. I have attached copies of certain police reports and court records related to this assault, but will provide a summary here.

Triggle forced the daughter to tie up her mother and Mrs. Marcus. Triggle then sexually assaulted the daughter for approximately one hour. At that point, he violently slammed her head against the floor, rendering her unconscious for a period. Triggle then proceeded to rape both Mrs. Marcus and her neighbor. While this was occurring, the daughter recovered consciousness. Mrs. Marcus reported that the young woman begged Triggle to leave the two older women alone and that he could do what he wanted to her in return.

Triggle’s response was that he could “fuck these old bitchs”  and then have his way with the daughter anyway. Mrs. Marcus and her neighbor were both badly beaten in addition to being brutally raped and sodomized.

The neighbor’s daughter was assaulted a second time lasting approximately another hour. At that point, Triggle drug the daughter to the bathroom by her feet. He used a belt to form a noose and hung the young lady from the shower rod. He then left the premises.

The shower rod broke and the daughter survived. I was unable to get detailed medical records, but a source indicated that the girl has recovered physically, but has “disconnected” (the source’s word) from the world refusing to talk or interact with others. She is currently in an assisted living center.

Although I normally try to stick with facts and minimal conclusions, after this investigation I feel compelled to add my impression regarding the subject.

It appears that she came to the city in hopes of a better job. She appears to have saved money and expressed an interest in returning to college. After her mother’s assault, it appears that her sister temporarily resided with the subject and later started college on a partial scholarship. The subject apparently provides the additional funds needed by her sister to continue attending college.

It also appears that several checks were written to the hospital treating her mother and the other victims of the sexual assault. She also apparently pays for someone to regularly assist her mother with shopping and housekeeping since the assault.

It is my opinion that she’s a good kid who is in a bad situation. Losing the extra income is likely to force her sister to drop out of college or maybe force the subject to engage in other and more risky activities to get the money necessary to keep her sister in college.

I also feel compelled to add that if I were allowed a few minutes alone with Triggle, I would rid the world of a truly evil individual.



Yvette had thumbed through some of the attached documents, but Waitly’s summary had hit the major points. Yvette pinched her lower lip and tugged at it as she thought.

Shortly afterward, Melody had arrived for that first meeting with Yvette.


The Governor Arrives

Governor Richard Bartlett was aging. In his youth he had cut a strong and imposing figure. To an extent he still did, but he was older now than when this had begun. He had expected it to lose its thrill and excitement like his other little adventures always eventually had. But over the years, Mistress R had ensured that this one never became boring. He also suspected it never would.

He drove his car down the street with a barricade to his left. After a mile there was a curve and he came back on the other side of the barricade. This was the last of several maneuvers that were used to make certain nobody was following him.

He had approved a special budget allocation for the project at the request of the mayor. In theory, it was there for use by undercover law enforcement officers wanting to ensure nobody was following them. He suspected he and the mayor used it far more often than any police officer ever had. He was well aware that the mayor was another of Mistress R’s clients.

He pulled up in the driveway in front of a modest house. A few seconds later the garage door opened automatically. He inched forward and the door closed slowly behind him.

In the garage beside where he had parked his car was a plain, white van with no windows in the rear portion. He knew this was how most people arrived--locked in the darkness of the back of that van with no idea where their ultimate destination was. Most were forced to strip naked at another location so there was no chance that a mobile phone or camera could be concealed on their person.

Mistress R, or Dr. Yvette Rodriguez as he knew here on a professional basis, trusted him. In return, he trusted her. She was a young girl in graduate school when they first met. He was mayor of the small college town back in those days. She had helped him in his rise to power and he had helped her establish her clinic and realize her dream.

He got out of the car and walked towards a closet in one corner of the garage. He opened the door and inside was a set of stairs that led downward. He walked down them into the concrete tunnel about ten feet underground. This had been another special request by the mayor that he had approved special budget funds for. But the engineers had misjudged portions of the water runoff and the storm sewer was found unnecessary and simply forgotten and abandoned.

Or so most people thought. Now he started the half mile walk down it. Dim lights were set every fifty yards. Ahead he saw an area where the pipe expanded into a small area. This had been an intersection and a single section of pipe went to the left and another to the right. The area on the right hand side was better lit than the tunnel itself.

Instead of the rounded bottom of the tunnel, a floor had been built here. It was, in essence, a small dressing room.  Against the back wall was a clothes rack. Hanging on it were various garments that had been set out for him. He removed the jacket of his suit and carefully hung it on a spare hanger. Then he proceeded to get undressed, meticulously hanging each piece of clothing as he removed it.

If someone had been there to watch, they would have been shocked to see that as he removed his trousers, he was wearing a garter belt, hose, and panties beneath.

And someone was watching. From the darkened area across the main tunnel there was a laugh.

The governor was not surprised. It was rare, but occasionally she did meet him her.

"It is good to see that you obey your Mistress's orders," said the voice he knew to belong to Dr. Rodriguez. He also knew better than to address her by name.

"Yes Mistress R," he said. "My pleasure comes from serving you."

"And so does your pain governor."

There was suddenly the sharp crack of a whip. He could not see anything in the darkness, so he sat down at the vanity that was beside the clothes rack.

"I will finish getting ready and look forward to whatever you may offer, be it pleasure or pain, Mistress R."

He selected a lipstick from the back of the vanity and carefully applied it. Then he put on eye shadow. He also selected a pair of clip-on ear rings and a gaudy necklace that struck his fancy. Then he pulled a dressing gown that was open in the front and trimmed in fake fur and put it on.

"I am ready Mistress R. I hope I did not keep you waiting too long."

She slowly came out of the darkness across the tunnel. Her walk was sensuous and confident. She was dressed head to toe in latex. She wore high heels that let her tower over him.

"I can be patient when necessary. I have a surprise for you this evening."

He had no idea what to expect. During the last election one surprise had involved being wrapped and mummified, then chained against the wall of the dungeon. Shortly afterward he was surprised to see his opponent show up for a session with Mistress R. The governor liked the thrill of submission but was not into intense pain. His opponent apparently was.

The next day, a newspaper editor who knew exactly what getting into the unmarked and windowless white van meant called the governor’s opponent and asked him about being seen entering a white van.

"Well, I guess as long as you are in a distant second place, there isn't really any story there. If you were to move ahead in the polls, as a reporter I would have an obligation to dig deeper into that somewhat mysterious behavior."

With that, the opponent had effectively stopped campaigning. On his next visit, Mistress R had given the newspaper editor a bit of special treatment for the favor. On the opponent’s next visit, Mistress R had expressed disappointment that he was being such a wimp instead of making a serious run for the governor’s office. But the governor had no doubt who had orchestrated the entire episode.

"Mistress R, I am humbled that you feel I am worthy of a surprise," the governor said.

He pulled on a pair of rather short heels. He had tried but never gotten the hang of walking in them. Instead of the gentle rolling motion of his Mistress, he clopped along putting both toe and heal down together. There was only twenty feet of tunnel before the came to a wooden wall with a wooden door. It was trimmed in black iron and on each side was an electric light that gave a very convincing imitation of a flaming torch.

Above the door was a sign that simply said, "Ye' that enter the dungeon must first abandon hope."

The governor opened the door and bowed his head as his Mistress walked past him and into the room.

Then the governor followed and entered the dungeon.



Melody had never imagined such places existed other than on movie sets. Granted, it would probably only be for XXX rated movies at that.

She and Evette had walked down a flight of stairs the flared wide at the bottom. The walls of the room were a uniform brown cement. There were chains, spikes, and eyelets scattered along the wall. Overhead there were large beams holding up a ceiling made from planks of rough wood.

Evette pointed to some of the items.

"That is like a mummy case. Some guys love to be wrapped up tightly and put inside it. We can open eye holes if we want. Sometimes we girls play with each other while they watch helplessly."

"There is a special saw horse. It is up on that platform so we can make sure their heads are pointing down when we tie their wrists. The platform puts their ass at waist height and when you step off of the platform their mouth is at waist height. You have to be a bit careful. A man can aspirate if he throws up as you make him gag on your strap-on."

"The bed is big enough for several of us to romp on. There are plenty of chains and restraints to allow us to play just about any way you can imagine. And probably a few ways you would never imagine."

Melody glanced at Evette and caught her mischievous grin. Melody couldn't help but grin back.

"There is a rack to stretch someone out. We have the standard X frame to bind someone to. Over in that cabinet are things like nipple clips, butt plugs, and other accessories. In that corner there is a hose and shower. We can do enema play there. That bench is for men who want to be urinated on or who are into scat. Not my thing, but I do it occasionally just to humiliate certain men."

Yvette walked towards the end of the room and opened a door that Melody had not previously noticed.

"Our dressing room," she explained.

Inside were various costumes. There was leather and latex in different styles and color. There were also long black dresses.

"Some men are into rather dark rituals. We can be a witch or whatever they like."

Yvette pointed to various knives and guns.

"Fake," she explained. "But part of this is about giving the men the experience they want. Tonight that is latex. She pulled a set of cloths off the clothes rod. It was a purple latex corset.

"There are hose, boots, and everything else to match. We'll set them outside so you can put them on, but I'd like you to just be in your panties and bra when he arrives. He is very loyal and hasn't played with anyone else without my permission over the years. I like to offer him a little variety when possible."

Melody was curious and asked, "Why do you want to please these men? Make their fantasies come true? Cater to them? It seems the opposite of what you do to some other men."

This was a hard question for Yvette.

"I can't always explain things. I am a psychiatrist and I'll be the first to admit I have no idea how my mind works at times. A few men are good. More seem to be evil and we deal with them upstairs in a variety of ways. Others are just…"

Yvette's voice trailed off and she shrugged her shoulders.

"At one point these kind of men provided the money I needed to go to school and get started. A few still do. They are very wealthy men who can afford to pay well. When we first met I told you there would be rewards if you had to trade sex for money. Next week I will introduce you to a man who will write you a check for $10,000 if you will straddle his face and wet your panties for him. He will let it drip on him and then suck at your panties. If you can piss on him two or three times and suck him off 69 style while he is smothered in your damp panties, he would probably write you a second check for the same amount."

"Damn," Melody said.

"By the way, down here I am only called Mistress R and you will be Mistress M. Some of the men are called by names, others I just use whatever degrading term comes to mind. I kind of get a potty mouth sometimes."

Yvette pointed to the wall.

"There is a clock up there, but you have to look hard to see it. I will show you the whole setup later, but normally men arrive around 6:30. A few drive themselves, but the others we pick up. Those men have no idea where they are or who we are. Some of them I don't trust that much, but they are useful. In those cases we might use some kind of narcotic to daze them a bit prior to their delivery here."

"The men prepare just outside that other door down there. Depending on who it is we may feminize them or they might just come in wearing boxers. Or diapers. Go figure that one. A few come in nude, but for some reason most men don't seem to like to do that even if they have to strip first thing."

"They wait out in the dressing area. There is a phone there that we can call them on and tell them to come in. Other times one of us will go out and escort them in. We have made other arrangements at times, but that covers most situations."

"Usually a session lasts one and a half hours. We start at 7:00 and finish at 8:30. If there is blood, urine, scat, or God knows what else involved, we will hose them off in the corner. Usually we use that bucket with fairly harsh soap and those bristly brushes to scrub them down."

Yvette looked at the clock.

"It is about show time. Barbara is upstairs watching on the monitors. Everything is recorded. Barbara watches from the time they enter the garage until they leave the garage. If anything seems wrong, she'll jump into the middle of things. We also have the orderlies to help if needed."

"Let me help you put your mask on."

The latex mask was covered with various straps and zippers. Yvette's experienced fingers had it adjusted and on Melody in minutes.

"Are you okay with stripping down to your bra and panties?" Yvette asked.

"I'm not exactly modest," Melody replied as she quickly striped down. She took the pair of purple panties and the purple bra that Yvette offered.

"You have a lovely body," Yvette observed in a matter of fact tone.

"Thank you," Melody said. "You are just incredible. You are so smart and confident. And you are so sexy. I can't wait until it is just us."

Yvette smile, "Well, thank you. I'm going to go wait for our guest now. I want to tell him there will be a surprise. When he gets here we will put him over the saw horse. He likes to be spanked and whipped. I'll take the lead for now but we'll get you involved."

"Does he have a name or do we just call him dirty words?" Melody asked.

"Oh honey," said Yvette. "You'll recognize him from television and the newspapers. He's the governor."

As Yvette pulled on her outfit and headed to the door to the tunnel Melody could only shake her head in wonder.

"What an incredible woman."

Melody watched Yvette's ass sway as she walked and let out a wolf whistle.

From a speaker hidden somewhere came Barbara's voice.

"That's my girlfriend you're whistling at."

Yvette kept pause at the door and announced, "It will be good for you to learn to share honey."

Then she was gone.

Melody let out a sigh. "Wow!"

Barbara's voice came over the speaker again.

"Yep, she's quite a woman. By the way, you look yummy enough to eat in those undies."

Melody giggled.

"I'll shut up now," Barbara's voice said. "But I am watching you guys. Just relax Mistress M. Mistress R will show you the ropes. And I mean that literally. Give me a butt wiggle so I can make sure the cameras are focused."

Melody turned around so her ass faced the room and gave a quick set of wiggles.

"Nice ass Mistress M," said Barbara's voice. "See you on the other side sweetie."

Mistress M. Melody kind of liked that.


Alone With Her Thoughts

The daughter of the neighbor referred to in Waitly’s report had a name. She was Allisson Heckle. The attack had been years earlier, but Allison relived it every day over and over. It didn’t matter whether she was awake or asleep. It was always there.

She had begged the man to use her and had been fully willing to sacrifice herself to save her mother and her mother’s friend. But the man had simply laughed and had his way with all of them.

She remember his brutal use of the older ladies. Every time Allison had a bowel movement, the stench would bring back some of the most horrifying memories. The man anally penetrating her mom. His filthy penis covered in her mother’s blood and feces. Her being forced to take him in her mouth. How she had gagged.

Then he had violated her anally and forced her to again suck his filthy penis clean. After using her for what seemed like forever he reach an orgasm in her ass, so this time there was his filthy slimy cum added to the blood and feces.

Allison sat and stared. She tuned out the world. Maybe she could silence the screams and pleas and threats and words of humiliation she heard in her head. For years she had tried. God how she had tried. And always she failed.


Transition

For the first few days, Tabitha had her own room. There was a steady stream of visitors giving her medications, doing examinations, or taking her to other parts of the facility where things like the laser hair removal were performed.

On the third day, Dr. Decker had come and explained it was time for Tabitha to receive her breasts. She explained that this, even more than what was between a person’s legs, largely defined how they were viewed in terms of gender by society at large.

Tabatha was excited. She loved playing with Patty’s titties and now she was going to have a set of her own. She hoped Patty would enjoy them. And Paulette. How she longed to make things up to her lovely and caring Paulette.

The procedure was completed without any issues. Dr. Decker was a professional and had an excellent eye for various additional little touches that could make her patient look even more feminine. She was able to make Tabitha’s lips a bit fuller and with some delicate work around the eyes, she was able to make her eyes appear wider. Barbara loved the large, doll-like eyes she gave some of the patients. It was kind of like a perpetual look of surprise, but it fit well with their regressed mental capacities.

Two days after that, Tabitha and Patty were put in a room together. Other than counseling sessions or other appointment, the two spent almost all of their time together. One thing Yvette instilled in each of her feminized patients was a way to turn on and off their ability to get an erection. Most of the spouses of her feminized subjects often left them in a state where they would not be aroused and would remain fairly passive. By nature of the feminization treatment, they tended to become easy to control and manipulate. Some of this was because of the regiment of drugs they took as part of the process, but only Yvette and Barbara knew that another part of the reason was a special invasive treatment they used on the brains of their subjects. Small, carefully placed needles were inserted through the skull and electrical currents destroyed portion of the brain that had to do with masculinity and tended to dull other parts as a side effect.



With both Patty and Tabitha, the command, “It’s play time…” followed by their name would put them into an aroused state and allow them fairly normal functioning of their penises, or their “clitties” as Yvette coached them to call it.

Saying “Play time is over now…” followed by their name would have the effect of making them more passive and mentally insensitive to any attempts at arousal. Another use for this was if they were to go out in public for some reason. Unsightly bulges might raise questions in those situations. 

There was a third command. “Naughty girl, time out for…” followed by their name. This would allow them to feel extreme arousal, but prevent them from achieving an erection or having an orgasm. This could be used for punishment and then “play time” could start once they had been punished or it could be used for additional torment.

The wife of one particularly abusive husband Yvette had feminized often used this command. At the country club she belonged to, there were men’s and women’s locker rooms. In one corner of the men’s locker room there was a small alcove which had a hole in the wall at about waist level. The room on the other side of this wall was a small supply closet.

The wife would lock her feminized mate in the room several times a week as a “time out”. The desperate sissy would suck cock after cock with a new one being offered up as soon as one had been drained of its load. Sometimes she would back her ass against the wall and beg to be fucked.

The wife had actually installed small, discrete cameras in both the closet and that corner of the locker room.

At first this had allowed her to watch the culmination of her formerly abusive husband’s humiliation and frustration. There was a young woman who now lived with the wife. This young woman was truly transgendered and had sought out the facility and Dr. Rodriguez to help her with her male to female transition. She and the wife had met during her husband’s course of treatments and became emotionally attached.

The young girl was a computer geek at heart and had figured out how to put the video live on the internet. At first this was only for Yvette and Barbara to use for observation purposes. They both had been outraged at reading the series of reports from the various emergency room visits the woman had made because of her husband’s physical abuse and felt it was rewarding to see him in his new situation as a feminized slut.

Later the young woman who had set things up began to offer subscriptions to a select and discrete set of clients. Now there were hundreds of men who would watch the “she-male” or “transvestite” (Yvette hated both of those terms, to her, once the feminization process started the subject was always referred to in a feminine manner) hard at work at her private glory hole on a fairly regular schedule.

The manager of the club looked the other way at this activity so long as they protected the privacy of the club and the other members. Well, as long as they protected their privacy and he also got to play with the slutty cock sucking sissy one on one for an hour or so at his apartment above the club. The wife had found that the manager was ever more receptive when her former mate was finished for the day and told it was “play time”. The taste of the remnants of the cum of a dozen other men in their kisses and being able to worship the sissy’s “clittie” with his mouth and ass was something the manager seemed to  enjoy immensely. 

The woman was wealthy now that she controlled the estate that had formerly belonged to her husband, so money was not an issue. In fact, all the money made from the web site was donated to a local shelter for battered women. So now the feminized mate who had once done the battering was showing off her cock sucking abilities for random men around the world and the money her acts brought in was going to help those who were battered. The manager of the club had even agreed to host an annual fundraising golfing and dinner event to help the shelter. Yvette and Barbara always enjoyed seeing type of “symmetry” or “closure” in some of the cases.



With both Patty and Tabitha, Yvette carefully instilled and tested the command phrases. They both responded flawlessly and she could give each a command in the presence of the other and as long as she addressed them by name, only the one the command was intended for would respond.

Pairing up a couple like this was something Yvette had not previously done. She kept details notes and records of Patty and Tabitha’s interaction. She was amazed at the bond they developed. Usually the transitioned subjects were dealt with individually and Yvette had been afraid that the two might develop some jealously or have the kind of falling outs. Given that there mental age was somewhere in the early teens at best, these types of girlish behaviors would not have been unexpected.

But Yvette found that when one of the orderlies was in their room and they had been given permission to play, the two seemed to work very much in tandem with each other. She found it interesting that although it was unspoken, her records clearly showed that the girls “took turns” when it came to men. If one had been fucked or had been on the receiving end of a load of cum from one of the men the last time, they would play in a way where the other one would be on the receiving end the next time.

They also could keep each other entertained for hours. The fact that both had originally had a high sex drive which had been part of what got them into trouble showed. The longest marathon session Yvette recorded was one lasting 27 hours. Yvette had seen these kinds of long running sessions with patients under the influence of stimulants, but the sissies did this with any type of medication. They both fell asleep exhausted after that, but after a few hours of sleep were back at it again.

Because of this, Yvette had to be careful to make sure play time was over most evenings before bedtime. After some initial observations and experiments, she would only allow them “play time” for a few hours each day.

Even aside from sex, the two seemed to be inseparable. They walked around the facility hand-in-hand and were happy when they had chores like cooking or cleaning their room so long as they could do it together. Once Yvette had tried to see what would happen if one was disciplined and sent to her room. She did this with Patty, telling her to stand facing one corner of the girls’ bedroom. With any prompting or explanation, Tabitha went to stand in another corner.

Yvette had decided it would be worthwhile to look for another paired set to transition together to see if this was normal or something special between these two.


Asking a Favor

Melody was nestled between Yvette and Barbara. They had made love and now they were just enjoying the feel of being together with each other. Eventually Barbara got up to go to the bathroom and then went to the kitchen to fix them something to eat.

Melody was nervous.

“Yvette?” she asked tentatively.

“Yes,” Yvette answered. She knew people and knew that this was not the start of some casual chit-chat.

“You’ve done so much for me. You know about what happened to my mother years ago, but there are things you don’t know about her and my sister.”

“Honey,” Yvette said, “I may know more than you think. Before we met I had a friend do some digging. That is how I knew about how you were getting extra money from Craig and Sam. I understand and you don’t owe me any explanation or details that you aren’t comfortable sharing.”

Melody was silent for several moments and then asked, “Can I ask you a favor? You have done so much already. But I would do anything. I’ll stay here and help you forever. Those men who want to do foul and nasty things can do them to me and you can keep the money. I just want to help my sister, my mom, and my best friend.”

“Your best friend?” Yvette queried. This was new.

“I grew up next door to my best friend. She and I did everything together. Her name is Allison and she was so kind and sweet. She was raped at the same time as my mother. God it was awful visiting them all in the hospital. She never got over it. She’s locked away at a hospital and hasn’t said a word since that day. She just has a blank look. I visit her when I can and talk. But I don’t know if she can even hear me. She just sets and stares.”

“Oh dear,” said Yvette in a worried tone. “Honey, sometimes it is best for the people treating a patient to not have an emotional connection or attachment. I’m sure the doctors there are doing all the right things for her. Bringing her here could be traumatic. I might not be able to do anything. Then you would have the reminder of what happened and of my failure right here for you to see every day. I could maybe visit her…”

Yvette was rarely at a loss for words, but her voice trailed off. She was behind Melody with her arms around the girl. She felt Melody’s warm tears trickle from the girl’s check and down Yvette’s arm. Then she felt the girl’s body shudder with suppressed sobs.

Yvette thought hard. She would bring the girl here in a heartbeat if she really believed she could “fix” things. But then again, she was not bound by some of the ethical constraints of some of her colleges. She did not doubt they had tried, but maybe there were things she could do that they could not. And maybe there was a way to take advantage to Triggle’s presence at the facility.

“What the fuck,” Yvette said after a few minutes. “I’ve been fixing broken women for years. Part of me is scared I will fail and disappoint you Melody. But I think that would be better than both of us knowing I had never even tried.”

Yvette sighed, “I’ll make arrangements to have her transferred to our facility. But please understand, I will do my best. But my best may not be good enough to really make a difference.”

Melody was now openly sobbing and Yvette held her tight.

“Thank you,” Melody said over and over between the sobs.

Barbara glanced back in to see what was going on. Over the years she and Yvette had grown close enough that communications did not always require words. Barbara nodded and walked back toward the front of the apartment. A few minutes later she was back. Still naked, the medical satchel she carried in her hands looked out of place.

She sat on the bed and ran her hands over Melody’s face.

“It will be okay honey,” she said in a reassuring voice. Let me give you something that will help you relax a bit.”

Melody nodded as she continued to sob.

Barbara filled syringe from bottle inside the bag, took Melody’s arm, and injected it. A few minutes later Melody was asleep.

”What happened?” Barbara asked Yvette.

Yvette explained and told Barbara what she was thinking.

“Shit,” Barbara said. “I guess we have to try, but that is one of your wilder plans.”

If Trig who was strapped and trapped in the bowels of MISTRESS had heard this, he might have argued that at least one of Yvette’s plans had been far wilder.


Home Cumming

After another late night of wildly making love until the early morning hours, Paulette and Bonnie were now awake and dressing with care.

Bonnie considered several dresses but finally asked Paulette her opinion.

“I’m thinking basic black,” Paulette said.

“Why? To mourn the fact that Sam is gone and now there is Tabitha?”

Paulette gave Bonnie a hug and a quick kiss.

“There isn’t any mourning about that baby. I’m very happy and excited about what I’ve got. I was just thinking black because it’s sexy as hell.”

Paulette pulled on black pantyhose and a short black dress with a low-cut front that accentuated her breasts. She admired her figure in the mirror.

“You know,” she observed, “I think Tabitha’s breast implants may actually be larger than mine.”

She inspected her figure in the mirror again.

Bonnie was wearing lacy red panties and a matching bra as she walked up behind Paulette and put her arms around the woman’s waist.

“Honey, never forget. Tabitha and Patty are play things. They were worthless pieces of shit that have been recycled into a nice pair of toys for us to play with. No matter how big their titties or those clitties of theirs may be, they are nothing more than pets. And they no serve no purpose other than to serve and entertain us.”

The women kissed again. Long, hard, and deep.

“I need to finish getting dressing,” Bonnie observed as she picked up a red dress and looked for her red high heels.

Minutes later they were in the car and headed towards the facility.



Meanwhile, at the facility both Patty and Tabitha were also taking great care as they prepared for their departure.

“I hope the girls will let us keep playing together,” Patty said in worried voice.

“Honey,” said Tabitha, “The important thing is that we will be with them and able to serve them. I love you sweetie, but we belong to them.”

Patty turned from the mirror and wrapped her arms around Tabitha.

“I just know we’ll be able to be together somehow,” she said as she kissed the other sissy long and deep.

Five days before they had been told that playtime was over. While they had continued to be affectionate, neither had orgasmed in that time and there was a pent up desire suppressed deep inside both of them.

Both had only a few outfits and had packed. Not knowing what their new role would be, both wore simple maid outfits with white garter belts, panties, and hose. When they were ready they went to a waiting room near the lobby. This room was designed to provide a comfortable environment for those who visited and was more like a living room than anything else. The sissies set side-by-side on one of the sofas and waited.

When Paulette and Bonnie arrived, Yvette met them in the lobby. She gave each of the women a hug and a quick kiss on the cheek. A sexual tension crackled as she touched them. Those who met Yvette, both women and men, often found themselves instantly attracted to her magnetic personality. When she allowed that to couple with feelings of lust, few could resist the attraction.

“The in-patient treatments are complete. I believe both of you have worked with our business office to ensure that the financial arrangements were completed and were satisfactory?”

Both of the women nodded and Paulette added, “The disability checks have been coming in regularly. Everyone has been so sympathetic and helpful. I did get a call from the secretary that caused this a while back but I haven’t heard from her since.”

Yvette’s talent was persuasion.

“I know it would be easy to focus anger on the girl, but if it had not been her it would likely have been someone else. And, in a way, she is the one responsible for bringing you two together and for your decisions about the treatment of your sissies. I know you will likely never feel particularly thankful to her, but I hope you will find it in your heart to forgive her and move on. As a professional, I can assure you that is the best way to have closure for the past and fully enjoy the future.”

“Now, shall we meet them?”

The two wives followed Yvette to the waiting room. As they entered, two lovely women dressed in maid uniforms rose from where they had been setting on a sofa. They quickly gave a curtsey to the group of women who entered.

“Girls,” Yvette said, “It is time for you to return to your mistresses and owners.”

The sissies walked forward holding hands, but each sissy approached their wife and gave another courtesy.

“My,” said Paulette as she studied Tabitha. “You have grown into a very sexy and attractive sissy Tabitha.”

Tabatha grinned with happiness.

“You have to,” Bonnie said to Patty and now Patty blushed and smiled.

“They tend to be a quiet pair and have grown very close over the course of their treatment.”

The sissy took each other by the hand, smiled broadly, and nodded.

Looking at Paulette and Barbara, Yvette said, “You know the various things we have talked about. Make sure they take their medications on a regular basis. We will perform routine blood tests and have follow ups about once a month over the first year, but there should be no issues. If you have any questions, feel free to call. We do have the video feed from the girls’ bedroom so we may check on them from time to time.”

Then Yvette looked at Patty and Tabitha.

“You both have done very well. You know your place and how to act. You are friends, but you each know who you belong to. You are their pet. You will be loyal and responsive to their needs and commands. You will do as you are told.”

The sissy’s both nodded solemnly.

Suddenly Tabitha gushed, “Thank you so much doctor! For everything! You have made Patty and I so happy and taught us so much. We are looking forward to going home with our mistresses.”

Yvette nodded.

“Unless there are any questions, you are all free to go.”

With another hug for the wives, Yvette added, “And Dr. Decker and I will definitely take you up on that invitation for a visit in a few weeks. We can check on the progress of the girls and maybe explore some other things.”

“We’d love that,” said Bonnie with a sincere smile.

After a few more pleasantries, the wives walked to their car followed by their sissies.

The women got into the front seat and the sissies both got into the back.

Patty and Tabitha held hands and watched the scenery as they drove. This time, the wives did not banter. They were filled with a combination of excitement and nervousness. They had settled into a comfortable routine and wondered how the introduction of the sissies to the mix would affect that.

When they got home, the wives showed the sissies to the guest bedroom and told them they had a half hour to unpack and settle in.

“What are we going to do after that,” Bonnie asked Paulette.

Paulette shrugged.

“Yvette said they haven’t been allowed to play in a while. And I have to admit that I’m looking forward to trying things out. How about you?”

Bonnie nodded. 



A half hour later Paulette went to the guest room and found the sissies setting on the bed, side by side and holding hands again.

“You may join Bonnie and I in the master’s suite,” she told them.

They followed her as she walked towards the master bedroom.

With Sam long gone, Paulette and Yvette had made several changes to the bedroom they now shared. There was an oversized bed that was nearly ten feet square. The room was painted brightly and had a distinctly feminine touch. On the ceiling and at various points around the wall, there were mirrors. The lights were dim and several candles flickered on tables around the room.

Paulette stopped beside Bonnie.

“Tabitha, I need some help with the zipper on my dress.”

Tabitha approached Paulette and said, “Yes ma’am.” as she reached forward and began to slowly lower the zipper. When it reached bottom, Tabitha helpfully held the dress while Paulette wiggled out.

Tabitha gasped. “You are so beautiful,” she said.

Paulette smiled and turned to face her.

“Oh my darling sissy Tabitha. I believe I am going to enjoy this.”

Bonnie looked at Patty and said, “Patty, I could also use some assistance.”

Patty went through a similar routine.

Both Paulette and Bonnie now stood wearing only their lingerie and heels, Bonnie in red and Paulette in black.

“Now you may help each other disrobe,” said Paulette.

Patty and Tabitha nodded, approached each other, and then wrapped their arms round each other. They gently kissed as they reached behind each other lowering the zippers on their matching maid’s uniforms. Then Patty had a thought.

“Mistresses, I hope it is okay that we touched and kissed. We are used to showing our affection for each other openly, but want to do what you desire.”

Bonnie nodded. “It’s okay. If there is anyone else around, you need to control your urges. But with Paulette and I you may show small signs of affection when you want.”

The sissies smiled happily and nodded. They were going to get to maintain their close relationship!

With the dresses unzipped, the sissies each wiggled and freed themselves from the garments. They carefully folded their dresses and set them on a dresser. Then they turned and faced the women.

Both Paulette and Bonnie had to stare in admiration.

“Wow”, said Bonnie and Paulette had to node in agreement.

The sissies were both beautiful. Their hair was carefully combed and now shoulder length. All of their body hair had been removed except for Patty’s pubic bush. Bonnie had chosen a small blunt triangle of close trimmed hair for Patty while Paulette had choses to have all of Tabitha’s pubic hair removed.

Bonnie and Paulette had spent a few minutes planning this first encounter.

They now stripped naked and kicked their heels to one side. The climbed on the bed. Lying beside each other and with their head’s propped on several pillows, they held hands and looked quickly at each other.

This was it…

“Time to play Patty and Tabitha,” said Paulette. “Come over here and eat our pussies for us.”

The sissies eagerly came to the bed and crawled between the legs of the woman they had once called their wife.

Paulette could not believe how talented Tabitha’s tongue was.

“Oh shit darling. Have you been practicing without me?”

Tabitha broke away only long enough to reply, “Dr. Rodriguez and Dr. Decker helped train us.”

Damn. Paulette was thinking maybe she should volunteer at the “facility” to be available for practice by the new sissies who needed to practice what the doctors had taught the new sissies they treated.

Bonnie was moaning. She let go of Paulette’s hand and put both hands behind Patty’s head, pushing the eager sissy deeper into her cunt.

“Cumming…” Paulette struggled to get the word out. Tabitha’s oral talents had literally taken her breath away and was bringing her to a climax quicker than she had ever experienced.

Her pussy exploded in an orgasm and juices leaked out into Tabitha’s eager mouth.

It was only a few minutes later when Bonnie let out what started as a moan and then became a scream. Her body quivered and shaked in an intense orgasm.

The sissies continued using their finely honed oral talent for the next half hour with both Paulette and Bonnie experiencing orgasm after orgasm.

Bonnie rolled over on her tummy.

“Patty, give my asshole some oral attention.”

Without hesitating Patty spread Bonnie’s cheeks, buried her face between them, and eagerly probed the tightly puckered hole with her tongue.

Paulette began to tug Tabitha up.

“Fuck me with that swollen sissy clit of yours,” she commanded.

Tabitha quickly crawled forward and slid her swollen shaft into Paulette and began a rhythmic, thrusting motion.

Bonnie could not believe how good having her ass eaten felt! She had originally meant to humiliate Patty, but quickly decided this would be a regular part of their play. When Patty worked one hand under Bonnie and began rubbing her clit, Bonnie spontaneously exploded into another orgasm. Bonnie worked her legs until she was kneeling.

“I want fucked to Patty.”

Patty mounted Bonnie doggie style and slide in and out of her slick love tunnel.

Bonnie looked over at Paulette and was fascinated to see the way her breasts swayed with each of Tabitha’s thrusts. Rearranging a bit, she was able to begin nurseing on one of the woman’s nipples. Slowly they both shifted a bit and Paulette had Bonnie’s tits swinging wildly above her face. She pulled Bonnie down and the women 69ed each others breasts while being fucked.

Bonnie was sobbing from the intensity of the experience and Paulette’s mind was reeling. And the sissies fucked them on and on. Finally Bonnie couldn’t take much more.

“You can cum now Patty.”

“Oh thank you ma’am.”

Patty’s thrusts quickened. It had been days since her last orgasm, but pleasing her mistress came first and she had carefully paced herself to avoid cumming. Now she was quickly approaching an orgasm.

“You to Tabitha,” Paulette said, “Cum for me honey.”

Tabitha’s hips moved eagerly.

At nearly the same instance, the sissies let forth a torrent of cum in the girls’ pussies. It seemed like the sissies orgasms lasted for two or three minutes as they twitched and pumped their load into the willing pussies they now worshiped and served.

Moments later the four had collapsed in a pile on the bed.

Looking at Bonnie, Paulette gasped, “How many times did you cum?”

“I have no fucking idea. Twenty? Thirty? Maybe more. And you?”

“I have no fucking idea either.”

The girls began to laugh.

Paulette could feel Tabitha’s load beginning to dribble from within the depths of her cunt.

“Oh dear,” she said. “I hate for all that yummy cum to go to waste.”

Patty eagerly crawled over and began lapping away at Paulette’s pussy, savoring the taste of Tabitha’s spent cum mixed with Paulette’s own juices.

Bonnie watched for a minute and then noticed Tabitha looking at her.

“Fuck yea baby,” Bonnie told the sissy. “You clean my pussy up good, okay?”

Tabitha nodded and quickly buried her face in Bonnie’s cunt.

Over the next fifteen minutes both women experienced another intense series of orgasms.

Paulette and Bonnie were both spent.

“Patty and Tabitha, why don’t you play with each other’s clits for a while so Bonnie and I can rest,” Paulette said.
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While Paulette and Bonnie laid watching, the two sissies quickly locked into the 69 position and began sucking their partner. They rolled around on the bed taking turns being on top and giggling as they played.

Soon they both were hard again. Without the need for words, Tabitha moved and knelt so that Patty could take her from behind. 

“I need your swollen clitty up my pussy baby,” Tabitha said and was immediately rewarded with results. 

Patty leaned forward and used her tongue to moisten Tabitha’s hole and then gently slid her shaft in.

Paulette and Bonnie watched in fascination as one sissy fucked the other. Tabitha’s swollen member and her breasts swayed in rhythm to the pounding her hole was taking. Soon Patty warned her, “I’m going to cum baby!”

Patty exploded inside Tabitha. As soon as she was fully spent Tabitha exclaimed, “My turn.”

Now the ritual was repeated again. Tabitha slid into Patty and fucked her. Soon Tabitha reached a climax.

Then the two collapsed and kissed for a while.

Then they returned to the 69 position and sucked each other clean. Straining, they also began to lick their partner’s hole and the soiled cum that was leaking from it.

Paulette and Bonnie stared in disbelief.

“I never thought I would say this, but I think we are both going to be oversexed if we try to keep up with those two,” Bonnie said.

Paulette could only nod in agreement.

“I think we need to rest some. Play time is over Patty and Tabitha.”

The two sissies obediently subsided their activity and moved so that they were cuddled in each other’s arms.

Paulette and Bonnie followed their example and nestled together.

Soon all four were peacefully asleep.


The Package Arrives

A week after the decision had been made, Allison was loaded into an ambulance for the hour long trip to the new facility. Yvette had spent dozens of hours studying various reports and test results. She had spent hours on the phone with the doctors treating Allison. She had even talked with both Allison’s and Melody’s mothers. That had probably been the toughest thing to this point.

When Allison arrived she was brought into a triage area where she was transferred from the ambulance gurney to one that belonged to the facility. The ambulance drivers were happy to be on their way back home and left as quickly as they could.

Melody held Allison’s hand while Yvette looked on. Nothing she had heard really increased her confidence that she could help the young woman, but she would try. She could never remember feeling like she did at this point. This one was deeply personal.

The orderlies wheeled Allison towards her room. Melody watched and then frowned.

“Why are they taking her to the experimental wing instead of the women’s wing.”

Yvette put an arm around Melody.

“All I can do in the women’s wing is more of what has already been tried at the other facility. Trust me. I am going to do my best. I promise. But I am going to have to try some treatments that are non-traditional to say the least.”

Melody nodded. She couldn’t think of anyone she would trust more in this situation than Yvette.



Allison was on the bed in the examination room. Yvette had gently put a pair of goggles over her eyes and earphones over her ears.

Yvette hated hypnosis. Most of the time it didn’t work and sometimes it fucked thing up even worse than they were to start with. But she knew she had to have some kind of starting point with Allison.

Small screens inside the goggles played a soothing patterns of colors. Quiet and gentle music played in the headphones.

Barbara stood across the room and was watching various machines that were connected to Allison.

“She’s awake,” Barbara said. “She just…” Barbara didn’t need to describe things further.

Melody sat in the corner and watched the two women she had grown so close to in the last few weeks work on the best friend she had grown up with.

Yvette slipped on a headset and adjusted its microphone.

“Allison. We are going to help you. Your friend Melody is here and asked us to help you.”

Barbara looked closely at certain vital signs.

“I think she is hearing you. Talk about Melody some more. That seemed to get a response.”

Yvette nodded.

“Melody is so worried about you honey. Melody is right here and will help you along with us. Melody trusts us and I need you to trust us also.”

Barbara watched a very noticeable response and nodded to Yvette. Yvette took off the head set and motioned for Melody to come over.

“We are winging it here, but that’s what we have to do to help her. I want you to talk to her.”

Melody pulled back.

“But what do I say?”

Yvette pointed to the computer screen.

“I’ll type. You read what I tell you to say. And for god’s sake, do your best to sound upbeat and positive.”

Then Yvette took Melody’s hands.

“I can’t do this alone Melody. But I think maybe all of us working together can.”

Melody nodded and Yvette began typing on the screen.

“Allison. It’s me Melody.”

Barbara let out a gasp. “That got results! Keep going!”

“I miss you Allison. I want you to come back. Your mommy misses you and so do I. Your mommy was hurt, but she’s better now. But she wants you back. I know it must be hard. Please trust me. Please trust my friends.”

Melody took her friends hand in her own and continued reading.

“You were brave and strong Allison. And you still are. Don’t let him win.”

Melody’s eyes drifted from the monitor and to her friend’s face. Tears filled her eyes and she couldn’t read the words on the screen any more.

“I love you Allison. You’re my best friend. I need you back.”

Suddenly Melody felt Allison’s hand grasp her own. On Barbara’s screen, the reading shifted and settled into a new and different pattern.

Yvette grabbed a second microphone and switched it on quickly.

“Allison, it’s me, Melody’s friend. I need to remove some equipment. I want you to see Melody.”

Yvette switched off the microphone and quickly moved to remove the earphones and goggles from Allison’s head.

Melody pull off her own headset and stood, looking down at her friend.

Barbara quietly muttered, “Vitals are strong. Much more activity than before.”

Yvette was watching intently.

Allison’s vacant eyes seemed to try to focus. Then her gaze shifted towards were Melody stood still holding her hand. A smile broke her face.

Melody broke down, “You are going to be okay!”

Yvette moved to stand beside Melody.

“Allison, I’m a doctor and we are going to keep helping you. Melody is my friend. You and I are going to figure out how to get you all better for her sake. And your mother’s sake.”

Melody looked at Allison and asked, “Do you understand? We’re helping you. Yvette is so smart.”

Allison continued to smile and her eyes moved around the room, but she was still silent. Other than her grasp on Melody’s hand and her smile, the only motion was that of her eyes.

Yvette put an arm around Melody.

“This will take several steps honey. We just took a big one, but we have a few more to go.”

Then she looked down at Allison.

“But we’ll keep taking steps together until you make it all the way back Allison. I promise.”

Now there was a slight nod.

“Melody, Barbara and I are going to let you have some time alone with Allison. She can hear you, so just talk about things. Talk about things you did growing up. Try to bring back good memories. Barbara and I will be back in about an hour so Allison can get some sleep. You know how to page us if you need us.”

Melody nodded. As Evette and Barbara walked out they heard Melody…

“Do you remember that time in fourth grade where we had the snow day?”

Yvette quietly closed the door and looked at Barbara.

“You are amazing, “Barbara told her.

Yvette shrugged. 

“You made more progress in a few hours than they did at the other hospital in years.”

Yvette’s eyes met Barbara’s.

“I can’t let Melody down.”

Barbara took Evette’s hand and they walked to grab a cup of coffee.


Released

Trig was happily sucking a large black cock while he was getting fucked. This was his favorite thing in the whole world. Why had he wasted so much of his life before discovering this? Shit, there was always plenty of cock and ass around prison. In the jargon, why had he spent so long pitching instead of catching? He couldn’t wait to get back to all those yummy, big, cum-filled cocks at the prison.

For days now every waking moment had been filled with his ass and mouth being violated by a parade of different cocks and characters. Trig had been in the simulation so long that any boundary between it and the real world had long since disappeared. The whole time there were voices taunting him. The guys laughed at him until he latched on to their cock and started sucking away. Then all they did was moan. Trig loved to make the men moan.

On the fringe of his vision at times there were women. He always ignored them and tried to focus on sucking cock instead. He recognized Diana Newcome, the guard he had been so bad to. And Deputy Warden Burns. Sometimes there was that doctor lady. His mind shuddered within itself when he would see her. Part of him would momentarily remember what he had been and feel revulsion at what she had turned him into. But that feeling was fleeting, lasting only a fraction of a second before it was gone and he would return to happily serving every cock that was offered up.

There was that other doctor lady and someone he hadn’t seen before. Now the one he didn’t know was there where he could not turn away. She was holding the hand of another girl. He did recognize that girl. She was one he had been mean to. He remembered her and the two nice older ladies he had done horrible things to.

“I’m Melody,” the girl’s voice filled his head making it throb with pain. “Allison is my friend.”

Now standing behind them were both of the doctors.

The girl’s voice continued, “Dr. Rodriguez says I get to cut one of your balls off. Isn’t that cool? And Allison is going to get to cut off the other one. Then she’ll do something with some of the nerves before she sews you back up. Won’t that be fun?”

All four of them were laughing at him now. Trig broke into a cold sweat. The tiny piece of the old Trig that was left heard and understood all of this with horror. That corner of his mind fought to make its way to the front again. But it was engulfed in a wave of desperate fear and lust.

Trig thankfully saw two guards walking by.

“Hey guys,” he tried to yell. “Want to come fuck my mouth and ass? I won’t tell any of the other guards.”

That spark of his mind now collapsed as he opened his mouth to receive one cock while another wormed its way into his ass.

If he sucked and fucked hard enough, maybe he wouldn’t hear the women laughing at him anymore.

He renewed his efforts and tried to thrust back at the cock in his ass to drive it just a little bit deeper.



Barbara had watched as Yvette had played this final piece of simulation for Trig. And, for the first time, Melody also stood looking.

“He’s been in there three weeks now?” she asked.

Barbara nodded. “Three weeks of pure hell. Yvette has figured out how to break a man and then rebuild him just the way she wants him.”

Melody looked on in awe.

Yvette turned to Barbara.

“Can you give him the sedative? I think it is time to bring him out.”

Barbara made an injection into the IV line that had kept him hydrated. Although after a few days Yvette had experienced another flash of brilliance and added a display. There were three numbers on it. The one on the right indicated that 457.3 gallons of simulated cum had been pumped into Trig’s ass by the simulated penises. The next one showed that 203.7 gallons had been pumped into Trig’s sometimes willing and sometimes not so willing mouth. The last number showed he has swallowed 56.8 gallons of the cum pumped into his mouth. The rest had dribbled out of his lips or dripped through his nose when there would be a particularly forceful ejection.

“Holy shit,” Barbara muttered as she thought about that. This guy was slurping down something like three gallons a day of cum?

Yvette was working levers and knobs. The restraining board moved to the bottom and rotated so that Trig was now facing up. For the first time, his face was no longer inside the simulation ring. Slowly the restraining table pulled back from where it had been slotted into the giant wheel.

Trig now lay naked in front of the three of them.

Barbara was shocked. As a doctor she could understand just what she was seeing.

Trig’s muscle mass had wasted away and his once muscular arms and legs were now boney and flabby. His chest was shrunken and his stomach was distended. Barbara and Yvette had talked about this after Barbara reviewed some of the readings from the medical telemetry units. The normal gut functions had ceased and Trig had lived solely on a liquid diet of simulated cum. The only solid food he had received had been in the form of simulated feces excreted by one of the asses housed at some point along the giant wheel. Barbara had suggested adding some protein to this, but by that time Trig’s gut had probably lost its ability to process food anyway.

He had been shaved before entering MISTRESS. Now he had a beard and shaggy head of hair. Blood stained the corners of his mouth and had mixed with his beard. His mouth had been spread so wide, so often and for so long that his lips were split and bleeding.

His entire body was covered with filth. Some was simulated cum, scat, or blood. Other was the real thing from Trig himself. He had also vomited a few times. The machine had provisions for doing some amount of cleaning, but could not handle all of the body fluids squirting and seeping around.

Yvette began removing the various sensors and devices.

“You know what we totally forgot?” Barbara said as she pried his mouth open to check his throat and mouth. “We should have included fluoride or something in the mixture to help with his teeth. This boy is going to spend some time with a dentist after this.”

Yvette nodded.

“You’re right. Maybe one of the bays can be modified with some kind of cock with bristles to take care of that. I also want to add some kind of enema device so we don’t have to deal with random bowel movements.”

As she removed the strap across his chest, you could see his raw, bloody nipples.

Removing the bladder like device from around his cock, it was shriveled and blistered.

“Not enough lube sometimes I guess,” Yvette said.

She slowly removed the anal probe. There was nearly 18 inches to it and they had been able to work Trig up to being able to handle it fully inflated to the diameter of a fist for the full 18 inches. The blood and simulated cum than now seeped from his rectum showed the price of this achievement.

Melody had been quiet the whole time.

Yvette and Barbara walked to a sink and rinsed up while Melody continued to stare at the man on the table.

“You bastard,” she muttered. For almost any other human being her heart would have been filled with pity to find them in this condition. Knowing what this man had done, she could find nothing but hate inside of her.

Yvette and Barbara were back.

“I don’t know exactly if or how this might help Allison. We have video and we’ll have pictures. We could show her this, but I’m actually thinking it might be better for you to just verbally explain what we’ve done. I’d like to save actually seeing him, whether it is a photograph or in person, for later. But she is your friend and I respect your judgement Melody.”

Melody nearly responded out of anger. But then she realized that Yvette had actually asked for her opinion. And Allison deserved what was best for her, not what would satisfy Melody’s own anger or sense of revenge. She thought for nearly a minute before responding.

“I’ll go tell her about it. I think you are right. Seeing him at this point might do more harm than good. There isn’t even much to look at.”

Yvette nodded. Over the last few weeks both she and Barbara had become very close to Melody. Instead of the arrogant home wrecker they had originally expected, they had found a kind, smart, hardworking, and very sexy young lady.

“Okay. You go spend some time with Allison. We’ll give her the sedatives for the evening in an hour or so. I’m going to have the orderlies clean up here and take him to one of the examination rooms.


Long Road

A week later Trig was nearly physically recovered. The orderlies had shaved and bathed him before taking him to the exam room. One of the female nurses on staff had visited several times a day. She would feed him and clean him. Three days later she helped him to the small restroom that was part of the exam room.

With careful medical attention, the only physical evidence of Trig’s initial treatment was his gaunt and shrunken body.

Yvette, Barbara, and Melody watched at times. Trig’s aversion to the female nurse’s touch was clear. He avoided all eye contact with her. When he began speaking again, he addressed her as “ma’am” and was always polite.

Later in the week the two male orderlies went into his room to change the linens on his bed.

Trig perked up and watched the beefy pair of men do their job.

When they were finished Trig finally worked up the nerve.

“Hey guys, want a blow job or to fuck me? Just a quickie. Nobody will know.”

They ignored him and left the room. Trig began to sob.

“I need it so bad,” he whimpered.

Then he pulled up his exam gown and tried to masturbate. His limp cock would not respond. He thought there might be a small drip of precum and carefully used his finger to brush it off and then taste it.

“Mmmm,” he said and began to work even more desperately beating off his limp dick.

With the other hand he reached behind and worked a figure into his rectum. 

“Oh,” he sighed in a happy voice.

But a half hour later, he still had only a few drops of precum to show for all his effort.

He pulled the fingers from his ass and laid down. Then he began sucking them clean one at a time. He was making a happy humming noise as he did this.

One the other side of the one-way glass, the girls watched.

“Yuck,” said Melody.

“I agree,” said Yvette.

Barbara placed a hand on both of her colleagues’ shapely rumps.

“Not into scat,” Barbara said. “But I’d love to rim those cute asses of yours.”

Melody giggled.

“It’s a date,” said Evette and the three headed back to the living area.


Water Sports

As Evette had promised, another evening of play in the dungeon approached. Evette was dressed in a one piece suit that snuggly fit over her body and showed off every curve. Melody wore a mask that would have suited the Lone Ranger had it not been blue with a frilly white trim. She also wore an oversized cotton teeshirt that was designed as sleepwear with only a pair of blue panties with frills beneath.

Evette had made Melody begin drinking iced tea in copious amounts several hours earlier. Melody had started hitting the bathroom every ten or fifteen minutes soon after. There were several glasses of iced tea spread around the dungeon so that Melody could continue to drink them through the evening’s play.

Evette had told the man there was a new playmate to meet. She had met the man in the outer area and escorted him in. The man entered wearing a suit, but quickly stripped to his boxer shorts.

Melody was miserable. There was no pretending about this. Her legs were crossed and she needed to take a piss! It had been a half hour and she knew she couldn’t hold it much longer.

Melody pleaded with Evette, “I’m going to wet myself. I need to go so bad.”

The man did not hesitate. He crossed the room, dropped to his knees, and began to nuzzle Melody’s panty clad crotch with his nose and mouth. As he licked at her panties, she knew she could not hold it any longer.

Piss exploded from her. The stream was so strong at first that it passed through the panties and formed a small fountain. The man latched on to this eagerly sucking and nursing through the cotton fabric. The stream weakened but continued for nearly a minute. The man sucked, licked, and nuzzled the entire time.

As she finished she slowly peeled off the soaked panties. The man eagerly began to lick the drops of golden urine that clung to her mass of bushy pubic hair. Then he laid down on a nearby bench. Yvette had early told Melody what to do. While Evette used leather restraints to bind the man’s hands under the bench, Yvette held the dripping panties over his face. She squeezed and a trickle fell into his eager, waiting mouth. She slowly lowered them and stuffed the piss drenched panties into his mouth. He began to happily chew and suck on them.
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Now Yvette came over and straddled the man’s face.

“Mistress M will be your main entertainment this evening Mr. Dillon, but I do have to take a leak myself.”

She separated a discrete seam in the one piece outfit to expose her pussy and in a few seconds she showered his face with another stream of glistening she-piss.

The man made such happy noises as he continued to chew and suck on the pair of Melody’s panties that was now saturated again.

Melody looked at the man. Mr. Dillon? He owned Dillon’s Grocers which had stores all over the state. In fact, Allison had actually worked at the one back home one summer during high school. Who would have thought?

Melody announce to nobody in particular, “I need to clean up a bit.”

She stripped off the tee shirt and rinsed off. She picked up a fluffy cotton towel to dry her damp body as Yvette walked up to her.

Without any warning or explanation, Yvette kissed Melody hard and deeply. Melody returned the kiss.

“Now go get ready darling,” Yvette said a few minutes later when their lips parted.

In the dressing room, Melody grabbed a large glass of iced tea. She used a straw and drank the entire glass as quickly as possible. She was already feeling the urge to pee again.

This time she chose a pink mask, a tight fitting pink tank top that was cut off just long enough to barely cover her breasts, a pair of pink cotton panties, and some pink shorts that reminded her of the ones she had worn playing volley ball back in school.

She sipped a bit out of another glass of iced tea and returned to the room.

Yvette was unbinding the man’s wrists.

“It might be nice of you to offer Mistress M some token of your appreciation for using you like a human toilet Mr. Dillon.”

The man went toward his clothes and dug out a check book.

“Make it out to the Pet Rescue Society,” Yvette told the man. This was one of the things Yvette had explained to Melody that made Melody respect how smart the woman was. There were several non-profit organizations that the wealthy clients could write checks to. This made them tax deductible for the clients and also allowed the women to cloak their identity. Yvette had several set up and had given Melody the Pet Rescue Society to use for her own.

The man tore off the check and reached out towards Melody.

“Mistress M,” he said. “I want you to piss in my mouth and over my face. I want to see it shower from that lovely pussy of yours. I want to taste it and smell the scent of your damp cunt. I want to lick and suck you. I want you to humiliate me. Feed me your wet, soiled panties.”

Melody took the check. Like Evette had guessed, it was for $10,000.

“Oh my,” Melody said. “I’ve got to go again.”

Evette guided the man to the bench and bound his hands again. Melody walked towards the bench shedding her tight shorts as the man watched. She straddled him wearing only her panties. She rubbed against his face with her panty-clad pussy and then with her ass. Finally when she couldn’t hold it any longer she let go with her second stream of piss.

She lowered her crotch to his mouth as the flow continued and he eagerly opened wide and tried to nurse on her flowing cunt.

She had to admit that she felt a certain warmth towards the man who had just written her a $10,000 check. She leaned forward with her damp cunt still smothering his face and freed his cock from the boxer shorts. She quickly took him in her mouth and began to suck and work on his cock. The man was obviously excited and she could taste the precum dripping from his cock.

After a few minutes she realized she needed to piss again.

“Oh dear,” she said, “I’m going to wet myself again!”

The man began to greedily nurse on her crotch as she began to take the entire length of his cock down her throat. Her head bobbed up and down and suddenly she felt herself turn loose a third stream of warm, yellow piss. Almost instantly the man’s cock swelled and exploded in her mouth. She eagerly sucked him as he nursed on her urine. Minutes later his cock was drained and licked clean.

Melody stood up and peeled off another pair of wet panties while he watched. Again, she let them dribble in his mouth as she slowly lowered then and then stuff his mouth full.

“I might even have a little bit left,” she said as she straddled the bench and let go with a short torrent of piss over his face and mouth.

“I’m so embarrassed. I need to clean up again,” she said.

Over the next hour and a half, she went through thirteen pairs of panties. Once she fondled his cock until he wet himself. She direct the stream up his tummy and then, on impulse on her face. She also was able to get the grocer up two more times and suck him off.

The end of their session drew to a close just after she finished cleaning up the gooey cum from his third orgasm. She licked her lips and stood up as Evette freed the man.

Melody wandered to the table where she had set the check and studied it again. Wow! That was a lot of money. $3,333 per blow job or about $770 for each pair of panties she had wet. She wonder how one was supposed to count and measure such things.

Suddenly a pair of fingers plucked the check from her hand.

“You really weren’t that good,” said Mr. Dillon sternly. Then with a smile he handed her another check and tore the first one to shreds.

The new one was for $50,000. She remembered Yvette’s coaching, but it was tough not to be emotional. Trying to sound cold and aloof she told the man, “Mistress M would be pleased to use your mouth to relieve herself in again sometime soon.”

“Two weeks?” he asked. She nodded her agreement.

Yvette escorted Mr. Dillon out than then returned.

“Thank you,” Melody said. “I know my sister can finish college now. That means so much to me.”

“You are welcome Melody,” said Yvette. She typically kept her emotions under tight control, but now she hugged Melody. “You are a very special young lady. And Barbara and I are glad we have become friends with you and that we have been able to help you, your friend Allison, and now your sister.”

“Amen,” came Barbara’s voice from one of the hidden speakers. 

“I’ve got to piss again,” said Melony in a serious voice. “Really!”

Yvette laughed as Melody rushed to find a restroom.


Decisions. Decisions.

Allison’s progress had been painfully slow but steady. She would nod now and her eyes watched everything around her. Instead of being slowly spoon feed, she now ate on her own. She and Melody had actually gone on a picnic one afternoon.

But Allison remained silent and at times her eyes would suddenly fill with a fearful and haunted.

Melody talked to her one evening.

“The bad man was caught. He is actually a prisoner here right now.”

She saw fear grow in Allison’s eyes.

“It’s safe. You know Yvette would never do anything that would put either of us in danger.”

Then she paused.

“Not intentionally anyway. Yvette asked me a question and I don’t know the answer. It is so important and I feel so bad that I’m not sure what to do.”

“Yvette says I can do things to the bad man. Terrible and twisted things. He’s helpless now and I would have the power over him.”

“Yvette says that maybe it would help you to watch me do those things to him. Would it? Would you like to watch me rape the man who raped you?”

Melody knew that inside, Allison was processing and thinking. How could the girl even have a context to consider that kind of question in? Melody would not have had a clue just a few short weeks ago.

Melody looked at Allison.

“I’m sorry if I’ve upset you. We just want to find a way to help you. I shouldn’t have mentioned anything about the bad man.”

But Allison stared at Melody for a minute. Her chin trembled and Melody thought her friend was close to tears.

“Hurt him.”

Melody stared at Allison.

“You talked,” Melody said in an awed voice.

“Hurt him for me and our moms,” Allison said.
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There was a physical and emotional toil in that for both of them. Melody quickly told Evette about Allison’s speaking and her decision. Then Melody took Allison back to her apartment. She didn’t want Allison in the experimental section any more.

They dressed for bed with Allison borrowing a pair of footie pajamas with a pattern showing zebra’s playing football. Melody giggled as she pulled on her own pink nightie.
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The two girls laid down in the dark bedroom.

“It’s like a sleep over when we were kids. I’m so glad you are here Allison. And I’m so sorry I couldn’t help you sooner. You were my best friend.”

Melody thought and shifted so she could put an arm over Allison.

“No. There is no ‘were’. You are my bestie and you always will be.”

Allison snuggled into Melody’s embrace and sighed.

“Safe,” Allison whispered and Melody felt tears sting her eyes.

Soon Allison was asleep for the first time in years with no medication. Also for the first time in years, her dreams were pleasant ones. One’s about her and Melody playing as children.


Paybacks Are Hell

Yvette and Melody spent most of the next two days together. There were a few breaks where Melody could spend time with Allison and Yvette could made the rounds with her patients. But there was so much for Melody to learn.

Yvette was a patient teacher who spent hours going over every detail.

“You get this down honey, and some of the clients in the dungeon will be begging for you instead of me before long,” Evette joked.

Melody smiled.

“I have the best teacher ever and I’m doing it for my best friend.”

Then Melody thought about all that Yvette and Barbara had done for her and for Allison.

“Is it okay if I have three best friends?” Melody asked.

The two smiled at each other and Yvette gave Melody a huge.

“Sure, as long as I can to.”



The next day was the day. Melody took the place of the nurse who had been taking care of Trig. She took him breakfast. 

“You are so shy” she told him.

Trig just put his head down and ate his breakfast faster.

“Don’t you get lonely?” she asked him.

There was a slight shake of his head as he continued eating.

“I get lonely sometimes,” Melody said and she slowly ran a finger up Trig’s leg and towards his crotch in a suggestive manner.

The man sprung out of his chair, scattering what was left of his breakfast.

Trig turned his eyes to the floor and started shaking.

“I like cock,” he said. “I’m lonely without cock ma’am.”

The man slid down the wall crying.

Melody’s voice turned stern.

“You need to clean up the fucking mess you just made you pitiful little faggot!”

Trembling and shaking, Trig crawled around the floor cleaning up his spilt breakfast.

“I think you missed a spot you pathetic piece of shit,” she said as she pointed it out.

He quickly cleaned it and huddled against the wall.

“Is it clean?” she asked him.

Trig nodded his head.

“Then prove it you pitiful little sissy boy. Lick the floor to show me just how clean it is.”

Crying and shaking, Trig began to lick the floor in front of him.

Melody walked over to where he was crawling and put her foot in front of him.

“You got some egg on my shoe shit head. Lick it off.”

Trig began licking at Melody’s shoe.

“Make sure the other one is clean you limp little man whore.”

Trig began to lick her other shoe until she backed away.

“So you want some cock, huh?” she asked him.

Trig eagerly looked up and nodded, but then quickly diverted his eyes back to the floor.

“I’ll get you some cock you filthy slut,” Melody said.

Then she wheeled the breakfast cart out of the room.



In the observation room next door, two sets of eyes had watched.

Barbara spoke first.

“Wow. She’s a natural at that. She really will have the submissive men lined up begging for appointments in the dungeon.”

“Well,” Evette said in a mock, serious voice. “She did have a damn good teacher. She was a fast learner. Not like another student I remember trying to train.”

Evette gave Barbara a playful swat on the butt.

Walking hand in hand, they left the room.



Yvette helped Melody prepare for the next part of the plan. “Come on Nurse Ratchet. Your big scene is coming up.”



Trig knew the routine. He didn’t like it. But he knew it. It was almost noon and the key in the door meant the nurse was bringing him lunch.

A tiny voice whispered inside his mind. “She was a pretty girl.” He shuddered and remembered how repulsive it had felt when she touched him.

The door opened and the nurse walked in. But she wasn’t pushing a lunch cart. She was always pushing a lunch cart. That is what happened every day at noon.

She stood looking at him.

“I could get in trouble for this,” she said. “But you said you like cock, right?”

Trig looked up and nodded eagerly. Maybe the nice orderlies who had changed his blanket were coming back.

The nurse was in pink scrubs and carried a pink backpack.

“If you want cock, you watch. Don’t you dare take your eyes off of me you piece of shit. If you do, I swear you’ll never see another cock as long as you live out your pitiful little life.”

He looked up at her and nodded.

“For cock?” he asked.

“Yep, watch me close and you’ll get a nice serving of cock.”

She began to unbutton the front of the shirt she wore.

Trig started to turn away and Melody’s stern voice cut the air.

“I said keep your eyes on me you pathetic little turd! Now you fucking keep your eyes on me!”

“Yes ma’am,” he answered meekly.

The shirt fell open and she shrugged her shoulders so it came off. Underneath was a black leather corset.

“You wouldn’t know what to do with a real woman, would you?”

Trig wanted to look away but couldn’t. He needed cock and she promised he would get it.

“No ma’am. I wouldn’t.”

Now she was peeling off her uniform pants. Beneath were a black garter belt holding up black hose. Bright red panties showed.

She slowly turned. From this side the one-way glass was a mirror and Melody admired herself in it.

Her eyes locked with Trig’s eyes.

Staring at him she knelt slightly and picked up the backpack. She pulled out a tall black leather boot and leaned against the wall as she pulled it on. Then she pulled out the other boot and pulled it on.

She spun again.

“Get naked,” she told Trig.

Trig meekly complied.

“Now up on the exam table. On your knees.”

Again he did as ordered not daring to ask question or stop watching her. He just wanted some cock. Surely she would have mercy on him and find someone. There had to be some man around who needed a nice blow job or who would be willing to fuck his ass.

Out of the backpack came a variety of leather straps.

First she roughly put straps around his wrists binding them to restraint points on the table.

She put a collar on him and then a leash.

“Good doggie,” she said with a laugh.

She tied the leash to a restraint and Trig could barely move his head.

She went behind him. He couldn’t see her now. He hoped she would understand that it was because of the leash and not deny him that yummy cock she had promised.

She pulled one leg far to the side and strapped his ankle down. Then she roughly pulled the other ankle into position and did the same.

She wrapped one knee and fed the leather strap under the exam table. Then she looped it around his other knee. A couple of tugs and she latched it so that his knees were wide spread.

She put a large leather belt around his waist. This was then clipped to restraints also.

He heard her walk around towards the front of the table.

She was putting a leather belt on herself, working the straps with nimble and sure fingers.

She stood about a yard in front of him looking at him.

“Keep looking,” she ordered.

She pulled one final item from the backpack and then tossed the bag to the side.

In her hands was a massive plastic cock. She spread her legs slightly and brought it to her crotch. With a quick motion there was the snap of something falling into place.

She moved her hand away and the cock swung freely in front of her.

“Here is your mother fucking cock you shoe licking piece of worthless shit. Now beg me for it.”
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Trig was stunned. He needed real cock. He didn’t want to touch a woman. He needed a man. Actually he needed a couple of men. Men who knew how to treat him. How to fuck him and feed him.

“Ma’am,” he said. “I wanted real cock, ma’am.”

“You don’t think I’m fucking good enough for you? I’ll show you how a woman can use a cock on a pathetic man whore like you.”

She walked behind him and he could feel her mount the table.

“Ma’am,” he began.

And then she mounted him. No lube. No mercy. Just the relentless plowing forward of the giant plastic dong that swung from the harness of her strap-on.

There were a pair of handles on the belt she had placed around Trig’s waist and she gripped these as she plunged further and further into him.

Trig cried out in pain. Part of him longed to be penetrated, but his sensitive and only recently healed rectum and bowels screamed out in pain.

“Please ma’am,” he begged. “Don’t. Please stop ma’am.”

“Did my mother ask you to stop?”

Melody pushed another inch in slowly.

“And you sure as hell didn’t stop for my best friend. She was ready to do anything you wanted if you would have just left our mothers alone. But you had to violate them all.”

She shoved the last bit into his ass and then began to slowly back out.

“My mom. My best friend. My best friend’s mom. You just had to fucking rape, sodomize, and beat the living shit out of all three of them.”

The massive dong was almost out now. It was covered in shit and blood.

She pulled out and watched his rectum pucker shut quickly.

”You didn’t stop for them, did you bastard?”

“I’m so sorry ma’am. I was a bad man then. I don’t know why I did things to women. I should have let men do things to me.”

“How many men have a cock this size?”

Melody grasped the handles on the belt and pushed forward in one hard motion. Trig’s hole ripped open under the relentless pressure and the blood lubricated it as it quickly filled his bowels.

She listed to him scream.

She began to fuck him. Hard. Relentless.

Every time he would stop writhing in pain and screaming, she would pull back out. As soon as his rectum puckered, she would slam forward and begin the hard ride again. She lost track of time. Her hands gripped the handles on the belt tightly. Now when she would pull out, Trig’s asshole just remained a gaping hole.

“That’s no fucking fun,” she said as she crawled off the table.

She went to the backpack and pulled out a butt plug that was far beyond anything anyone could possibly take. She pulled out a tube of cream and smeared the tip. She rubbed it against Trig’s gapping asshole and the chemicals caused his hole to try to pucker once more. Then with a relentless shove she buried nearly five pounds of massive rubber in his ass.

The screaming started again as she walked to the front of the table.

“You probably don’t even remember what you did to my best friend,” Melody said, her voice seething with hatred.

“Whatever it was, I am so sorry ma’am. I promise I won’t never do anything like that again.”

She grasped the leash to the collar and pulled hard as she moved towards his mouth.

“Lick your shit and blood off of my pretty cock,” she ordered.

“No, please…”

The strap-on pressed against his lips. He tried to keep his mouth shut, but Yvette had prepared Melody for this. She made a V shape with her fingers on the hand not holding the leash and poked Trig sharply in the eyes.

With his vision blurred and in excruciating pain, Trig opened his mouth to let out another scream. Instead the huge plastic dong slid into his mouth and began its relentless journey down his throat. He could not breathe. He choked on the foul taste of shit mixed with blood.

Programmed into Trig’s mind was a reflex that he could not understand or control. With both his ass and mouth being violated, his cock which had been limp for so long began to stiffen.

Yvette has also prepared Melody for this. Still holding the leash and keeping her cock in his mouth, she leaned back. Her free hand touched Trig’s hard cock.

“All excited aren’t you, you sick pathetic piece of worthless flesh.”

Melody slid her fingers up and down Trig’s shaft a few time, but it was pure reflex that caused him to stiffen. When it began to squirt it’s cum, Melody tried to cup her hand under his twitching cock and catch as much of his cum as she could.

She pulled her cock from his mouth and showed him her hand.

“Lick your cum off my hand,” she ordered.

Through blurred eyes he could barely see the hand but tugged against the leash.

”You want me to fucking poke your eyes again? Because if you make me mad, I might just gouge one out and feed it to you.”

Reluctantly Trig opened his mouth as her hand clamped over it, his tongue worked to lick the cum. It tasted so good. Why had he resisted this. He began to eagerly lick her hand until it was clean.

“Now clean my cock that good,” she ordered.

Without the will or energy to resist further, Trig began to lick and suck on the large plastic dong.

Several times he tried to deep throat it and, to Melody’s amazement, almost succeeded. Nearly ten minutes later the dildo was clean and glistened with the moisture from Trig’s tongue.

“You worthless piece of trash. I would kill you right now if I didn’t know that you are going to suffer every hour of every day for the rest of your pathetic life.”

She jerked at the leash.

“You butt fucked may mama!” she screamed at him.

She jerked again.

“You took away my best friend with the disgusting things you did to her!”

She jerked a third time.

“You ever do anything to any woman, any where, any time, every again and I will hunt you down. I will rape your fucking ass and mouth. I will cut you and gouge your fucking eyes out!”

Then she leaned forward and whispered.

“But if you listen to women and obey them, there are rewards. You still want cock don’t you?”

Trig could only whimper. 

“I know you’ll miss my cock, but I have some friends who will play for a while.”

Melody picked up her nurse’s uniform and backpack. She walked to the door and opened it.

“He’s ready for you guys now,” she said.

The two orderlies walked in.

One complained to the other, “We always end up cleaning up other people’s fucking messes.”

Both had once been violent men and although it had been long before MISTRESS, Yvette had broke and trained them also.

The second one laughed, “That was kind of like a joke, huh? People’s fucking messes? And this mess is from her fucking him I’ll bet.”

Now the first one laughed.

“I hadn’t thought about that,” he said as he gripped the butt plug and yanked it out. They started water running in the sink and began cleaning up.

Trig was still fully restrained. Now he whispered, “Hey guys. Wanna fuck me and let me suck you? I won’t tell anyone.”

The two orderlies looked at each other. Dr. Rodriguez had told them that this patient was now at a point in his treatment where it was okay for them to play. One shrugged and began to undress. The other followed his lead. Both were going to enjoy this. They never understood why they liked women and had been so bad to them before either. Not when you could play with another man.



Melody entered the observation room and looked through the mirror. Allison had her hands cupped over the sides of her eyes and was staring into the examination room intently. Evette and Barbara where silent. The young girl had stood without moving from the time Melody had entered the room.

Melody was still in her corset and boots. She watched as the two orderlies stripped. One mounted Trig from behind and the other offered up his slab of meat for Trig’s oral attention.

They could hear slurping and happy hums from Trig until Yvette reached over and turned down the volume. Even then Yvette and Barbara noticed the reflex action as Trig had an erection and shot his load again.

Yvette turned to Melody who was standing behind her friend. The disappointment showed on her face.

”You were perfect honey. Just like we talked about. Nobody could have done it any better.”

Melody put her arms around Allisson’s waist and hugged the traumatized girl. They would find a way. She knew Yvette would figure out something.

“You are a good best friend,” Barbara told Melody.

Suddenly Allison snuggled back against Melody.

“The best, best friend,” Allison said and giggled.

“Allison?” Melody asked in a questioning voice.

“God the memories hurt. They would never go away until you helped me. They still creep up on me. I don’t want to go back to the dark place again Melody.”

Yvette looked at Melody. Both of the girls were smiling.

“We will help you stay out of the darkness,” Yvette said in her best professional voice.

Allisson looked at Yvette and said, ”I know. I feel safe here.”

Barbara glanced back through the glass. The orderlies where switching ends. She found it funny that Trig was okay with a feces covered penis when it belonged to a man, not a woman.

“You are a hopeless voyeur,” Yvette said as she nudged Barbara. “This. Watching us on the surveillance system. Gez, you have just got to watch it all don’t you?”

“There’s a lot to see around here,” Barbara joked,

“It has been a long morning. Why don’t we take a break and maybe even grab a nap,” Yvette said as she walked towards the door. The others followed. Melody and Allisson walked down the hall towards Melody’s apartment in the living area. Their heads were close and they were talking as they walked. Every once in a while they would laugh.

Suddenly Yvette felt Barbara’s arms wrap around her from behind. 

“Forget grabbing a nap. I want to grab that luscious ass of yours and do something really nasty to it.”

They followed the girls towards the living area.


Under the Knife

Trig was tightly strapped to a table. A curtain separated his head from the rest of his body. His chest and torso were beneath a piece of wood that covered it except for a hole where his cock and balls protruded. In addition to the straps, this top board was bolted down to the operating table. The bolts had been tightened until there was significant pressure on Trig’s body.

On that side of the curtain, Melody and Allison stood. At times they held hands and put their heads together in whispered conversations.

Barbara was the surgeon. She was in the process of swabbing Trig’s cock with an antiseptic in preparation for the operation when Yvette steeped around the curtain so she could see Trig’s face. He was conscious but groggy.

Carefully Yvette reached into her blouse and removed her necklace. It was in the shape of a small sea shell.

“They say, Mr. Triggle, that if you put your ear to a sea shell, you can hear the ocean. But with this one, you will hear me.”

In the back of Trig’s mind something stirred and struggled.

“At first, I thought I would simply break your spirit. But I wanted you here today. The real you. The evil you. The you that is about to be destroyed.”

“Can you pull me the injection,” came Barbara’s voice from the other side of the curtain.

Yvette picked up a syringe and bottle. Holding them over Trig’s open eyes, she slowly filled the syringe.
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“In the conditioning, there were subtle messages. The sea shell brings you back to us once Mr. Triggle.”

“What do you want,” he muttered. He was back, but it took a tremendous effort for him mind not to collapse back under the weight of weeks of conditioning. Yvette could see the struggle in his eyes.

“Just once. My job is to eradicate the world of vermin such as yourself. Two young women who you hurt deeply are on the other side of the curtain. You have one testical to offer as a sort of sacrifice for each of them.

“You will be conscious in a way. You will be aware of everything and feel everything. The pain will be excruciating I believe. Dr. Decker is skilled. I suspect the scalpel is sharp enough that you won’t even initially feel the incision.”
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Yvette reached over and selected one of the scalpels from the tray and showed it to Trig.

“On the other hand, when the girls actually cut your nuts off it will very likely hurt like hell.”

She dangled the sea shell again.

“It only works once Mr. Triggle. When you pass out from the pain, you will become what I have made you. You will be a man whore surrounded by unpleasant men who I am sure will make good use of the skills you have developed over the course of your treatment. Do you realize you swallowed 56.8 gallons of cum during your conditioning? I suspect that is some kind of record. You were so eager for it that you nearly destroyed your digestive system by overloading it with gulp after gulp of gooey, sticky, salty cum.”

With hard eyes she looked down at him.

“It is almost time. Goodbye Mr. Triggle. For good this time. We need to finish this up. The poor girls are waiting patiently with their scissors.”

Yvette carefully put the necklace back on. Trig’s eyes followed it as it dropped into place between Yvette’s breasts.

“Do you remember that first day in the office,” Evette taunted him.

“The last thing you did before your butt got shot full of sedatives was call me a bitch. Would it make you feel better to do that one last time before we cut your nuts off? We are going to enjoy doing that so much Mr. Triggle.”

“No!” Trig spit out the word.

Yvette smiled down at him as Barbara made the injection. Feeling the prick on his arm Trig panicked.

“No you bitch! No! Pleases stop! Stop! Stop! Stop! Bitch…”

The sedative kicked in and he no longer had control off his body or his voice. The doctor hovered over him.

Inside he silently screemed, but his body would not respond. Not so much as a twitch.

Yvette looked around and told the other, “Now, let’s get started.”
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Barbara picked up a pair of clamps and connected them to Trig’s scrotum. She stretched these out tightly and secured them to small pegs that were on the board that covered Trig’s body.

Melody and Allison watched in fascination.

“Either of you can change your mind at any time,” Barbara told the girls. “I can finish things up if needed. Surgery of any kind is not for the faint of heart. And just imagining being a man and getting your ball’s sliced off kind of makes me cringe.”

Melody squeezed Allison’s hand.

“We’re okay so far. We want to do this.”

Barbara nodded and leaned forward with the scalpel. With one swift and confident motion she sliced open the delicate skin of the scrotum.

“The bag is opened,” she said. “Let’s see what’s inside.

Trig lay motionless but heard every word. Oh god. No. Please god. Not this.

Barbara slowly pealed the skin back.

“There’s one… Let’s see here… Alright. There’s two.”

She used the scalpel to show the girls where they would make the cuts.

Melody moved to one side of the table and Allison to the other. Barbara handed each a small pair of surgical snips.

“Okay girls,” she said. “Get ready. Move yours a little bit more forward Melody. Okay, we agreed to do both at one time. That way neither of you begins or ends the process alone. We do this together. We’re a team.”

Inside his head Trig was screaming over and over again, but his vocal cords would not move.

“Three. Two. One. Now!”

At Barbara’s command, both girls squeezed tightly. The strands of flesh that had once attached each of Trig’s balls to his body were now broken.

Despite the sedative, a long howl of horror and pain came from Trig’s mouth.

Blood was flowing rapidly. Barbara removed the now useless testicals. Using a special tool she quickly placed small items that looked like tiny rubber bands over the now useless but bleeding veins and arteries that had once nourished Trig’s testicals. She used the scalpel a few more times and removed two chucks of flesh from Trig’s scrotum. She readjusted the clamps and then used a thread and needle to sew up the incision.

“If you don’t remove a portion of the skin, they still have a dangly bag even if it’s empty. This way Mr. Triggle will have nothing but taunt skin where his balls once hung. Anyone seeing him will know instantly that something is wrong. He can never hid the fact that he was castrated.”

While Barbara finished sewing Yvette had drawn another syringe.

Barbara now toke the syringe.

“It probably isn’t necessary. I would guess the pain and shock has put him fully under. But just in case, this will knock him out for about six hours.”

As Barbara plunged the syringe home Yvette quietly said, “Goodbye Mr. Triggle.”



Yvette knew the signs. Although both girls had been strong and done the deed, they were not unscathed.

“What you just did was the ending. Don’t look back. Well, actually that’s impossible unfortunately. But do your best not to look back. And as a doctor, I have a prescription for you two. The doctor thinks you each need a large chocolate milkshake.”

The girls laughed and walked with Yvette and Barbara back to the apartment area. By the time they had finished their milkshakes the girls were recounting the tail of their first time as surgeons with giggles and laughs.

Yvette was happy that what had happened had so quickly faded into a memory that could be joked about.


Back to His Cage

Deputy Warden Tammy Burns gripped the steering wheel and concentrated on her driving as she led the two vehicle convoy to the facility. Beside her, Diana Newcome sat rigid, quietly facing forward and looking grimly serious in her prison guard uniform. Behind them was the transportation van with a driver and two guards.

Tammy cleared her throat. “Don’t feel like you have to see him. Nobody would blame you if you changed your mind.”

Diana took nothing for granted these days. She gave her boss’s words careful consideration. “I nearly died… I fought for my life every day for over a month. When they said it was okay, I put on the uniform and headed back inside the walls. I’ve fought too hard to not face this last battle.”

Tammy nodded and reached out, putting a hand on Diana’s knee. “You are strong and an inspiration to a lot of people.”

“I didn’t feel so strong back then,” said Diana.

“You were,” Tammy said. “You might not have felt strong, but you kept your mind. You hit the alarm button. You held on to life when the doctor had told me he didn’t expect you to survive the helicopter flight to the hospital. You were incredibly strong. Then and now.”

They drove on in silence, but the strain was gone and this was a comfortable silence.

A half-hour later they pulled up in front of the facility.

Tammy and Diana stepped out of the car and two of the guards exited the prisoner transport van.

There was a small group waiting to greet them.

Yvette gave Tammy a quick hug and smile. Then she turned to Diana Necome. “I thought you might change your mind, but I’m glad you are here to see this. This is my college Dr. Barbara Decker, our assistant Melody Marcus, and our associate Waitly Phillips.”

Tammy and Diana nodded at the small group.

Yvette continued, “The court order authorizing the castration and treatment of Mr. Triggle has been completed.”

Yvette took a folder she was holding and handed it to the Deputy Warden.

“And we are ready to turn him back over to the custody of the state.”

Yvette looked over at the two guards who had exited the van and then at Tammy. She tilted her head slightly leaving an unvoiced question in the air.

“They can be trusted,” Tammy said.

Yvette nodded and turned, leading the group into the facility. As they entered, Barbara and Melody discretely peeled away from the group. They walked quickly to the room where the video surveillance cameras were monitored. As they entered the room, Allison turned and nodded at them.

“This time he really is going back into prison for the rest of his life,” Barbara said. “I hope that brings some closure for you.”

Allison nodded, “It will. When he walks out that door, I am going to let some of the most unpleasant thoughts and memories of my life leave with him.”

Barbara hugged the girl and sat beside her. Melody sat on the other side holding Allison’s hand.

They began to watch the screens.



Yvette used her badge to unlock the door to the experimental wing.

She turned, “And you would like a demonstration of the results of the treatment?”

The question was directed at the Deputy Warden, but Yvette’s eyes were on Diana, the guard.

Both nodded. Tammy had told Diana what to expect.

Yvette turned to the two large, burly male guards who had accompanied the group and would be escorting Trig back to prison. “He is in here. Give us just a few minutes to get settled in the next room. You have my assurance on our discretion. We will not allow whatever happens in that room to leave this building.”

Diana gave each of the men a quick hug. “Thank you guys.”

One of them shrugged and the looked at her and simply said, “We take care of our own.”

Diana nodded. Then she, Tammy, Yvette, and Waitly turned and walked to the observation room. The women lined up in from of the one-way glass and looked in the room. Waitly stood quietly and discreetly behind them.

Looking inside the room, they saw Trig huddled in one corner and talking to himself. Yvette turned up the volume so they could hear what he was saying.

“…out of here. I just want to go back. The guys will be glad to see me and I’ll be glad to see the guys. No more lady doctors. Just us guys. We’ll have fun together. I want to make sure they have fun. I’ve learned so much…”

He continued to ramble on in a slow and disjointed string of sentences.

Then the door opened. The two guards entered and carefully shut the door behind them.

Trig looked up and smiled at them from his corner. He stood up and walked to the exam table. Crawling up, he waited doggie style.

“You aren’t the two from before. You’re new.” His face scrunched up in concentration. “You were guards at the prison. I miss the prison.”

“You’ll be going back soon,” said one of the guards.

Trig smiled. “Would you like a blow job first? I love giving blow jobs.” The guard stepped towards Trig. Trig eagerly began fumbling with the zipper of the guard’s uniform. Trig glanced at the second guard and pleaded, “Please fuck me! I’ll suck you to, but I really need a cock in my ass.”

By now he had the first guard’s fly open and had worked the guard’s dick free. He eagerly took it in his mouth and began to suck. He made happy humming noises as he greedily slurped on the man.

The second guard had stepped behind Trig. The guard dropped his pants to around his ankle, spread Trig’s ass cheeks, spit to lube him up slightly, and then began to work his much larger than average dick into the pitiful man’s ass.

Trig moaned and squirmed.

“You are so big! It hurts a little, but I still like it!”

“It doesn’t hurt as bad as you hurt Newcome,” the guard said and he shoved forcefully forward.

Trig’s back tried to arch, but the other guard grabbed his head and shoved the entire length of his cock down Trig’s throat. Trig had become very good at giving head, but had been caught off guard by this sudden and forceful penetration.

Below Trig, his tiny, shriveled dick barely was big enough to sway with the forceful thrusts of the guards. Carefully programed reflexes kicked in. Normally they would have released the hormones that would arouse Trig to a quick orgasm. Since the castration, their only impact was to give Trig a growing sense of frustration and desperation.

He began to rock back and forth, fucking the guard behind him as he took the one in front deeply in his throat with each cycle forward. He began to sob desperately.

Freeing his mouth momentarily, he told the guards, “I don’t know why I can’t cum.” He then returned desperately to work on both pricks.

The guard in front of him laughed. “Because they cut your god damn nuts off asshole.”



In the observation room, they watched.

Yvette had a distracted interest. For her, the crushing of Trig’s very essence was a job now completed. She knew exactly how he would react and respond to things.

Deputy Warden Burns watched in fascination. This animal had once been one of the most dangerous criminals in her prison. Previously, the thought of sending unarmed guards into a room with him would have been incomprehensible.

“Shit,” she said to Yvette. “You did exactly what you said you would. He’s like some kind of submissive man whore now.”

Diana Newcome had been watching and suddenly felt light headed. A pair of strong hands gripped her arms as she swayed.

“Are you okay?” Waitly asked in a concerned voice.

Yvette grabbed a chair and Waitly guided Diana into it. Then Yvette grabbed a bottle of water for the traumatized guard.

After taking a seat and a sip of water, she nodded. “I’m okay. It just brings back a lot of things.”

Waitly squatted beside the chair putting on of his hands over hers. Yvette gave the man a curious look. She knew the signs of his protective instinct kicking in. Then she went back to watching the examination room again.



The guard behind was curious. Just what did a guy with his nuts cut off look like.

He grasped Trig and, in a forceful motion, rolled him on his back. The guard in front adjusted Trig’s head so it was over the edge of the exam table and then began to roughly fuck his face.

The second guard put one of Trig’s legs over each shoulder and penetrated him again.

He looked down at Trig’s crotch. At one point, there had been a “lineup” for a rape victim that had not seen the man’s face. There were photos Trig’s cock and several others in the lineup for her to look at. Unfortunately she had not been able to pick him out of the lineup, but the picture was still in Trig’s prison file. He had one been well endowed with a dangling back and a large pair of balls. His pubic area was covered with dark, curly hair.

Now his cock was nearly non-existent. Maybe an inch long at most?

His bag showed a scar from the castration, but all of the excess skin had been removed so it was taunt against his body with not even a bulge. 

And the hair was gone. The guard thought they might have shaved it as part of the castration process, but actually Barbara had used the laser hair removal system so that Trig was left with nothing but a smooth, hairless pubic area.

All vestiges of his manhood were gone.

Minutes later, both guards had dumped their load. Trig willingly licked them both clean before they pulled up their trousers.

They handed him his prison clothes. Trig didn’t even seem to notice that his underwear was a bright pink instead of the standard white. The crew in the laundry room had “accidently” washed them with some bright red material which had caused them to stain pink. They had always been afraid around Trig, not knowing what might set him off. But Newcome had a reputation as a fair guard who didn’t abuse her power. They had quietly let her know that Trig’s new “pink undies” were their way of expressing their support for her. 

Once he was dressed, the guards put him in shackles. As they left the room, they others joined them again. Newcome looked at Trig and Trig quickly averted his eyes and mumbled what sounded like, “Sorry.”

As he shuffled toward the front door Yvette walked beside Tammy.

“If this is successful, maybe we can use the approach on some of the other violent sex offenders we have problems with,” she told Yvette.

“You bring ‘em, we’ll break ‘em,” Yvette said with a smile.



Waitly was talking with Diana.

“It took a lot of guts to go back to work after what happened,” he told her.

“I wanted to prove to myself I could do it. I set a goal of making it through at least six months. It hasn’t been as bad as I thought. There are some nice people who have been supportive. But I still will probably look at my options in a few months.”

“Have you ever considered becoming a private investigator?”

Diana laughed. “Every evening when I’d watch them in the television shows growing up.”

“Well, it isn’t exactly like that,” Waitly said with a smile. “But when you are ready for a change, we should talk.”

Yvette overheard this and smiled to herself. Diana was a strong woman and Waitly was a good man. They both had demons in their past. Maybe they would make a nice couple.



As the van pulled way, Trig gave a sigh of relief.

“I’m glad to get out of there,” he said. “I can’t wait to get back to the prison and all those cocks.”

He looked at the guard beside him. “Can I suck you off while we’re driving back?”

The guard unzipped his pants and freed his cock. Soon Trig was happily sucking away.


The Aftermath

At first, Trig’s return had created a discipline problem. He was raped several time by various gangs but never seemed to learn his lesson. As soon as he would recover and be released from the infirmary he was out begging another group of men for sex.

Over time, the novelty of having such a wanton man whore among them wore off. For those at the bottom of the prisoner hierarchy, Trig was their release. Most days Trig would just set off in a corner of the shower room. Small groups of two, three or four men would show up, spend fifteen minutes playing with the man slut, and then dump their loads.

Trig always hummed happily as he sucked and was fucked. His shriveled cock had almost totally drawn back into his body. Even men really weren’t that into fucking other guys could put him on his hands and knees and pretend he was just some really ugly chick they were going to butt fuck. With his shriveled cock and no scrotum that wasn’t even far from the truth when he was raped in some dark corner of the prison.

But every once in a while in his dreams, that small corner of his brain that remembered what he had been and understood what had happened to him would surge forth. At these times he would wake up in a cold sweat screaming. He had learned his best coping mechanism at these times was to bury himself in an orgy of men so he could focus on all those lovely cocks instead of dwelling on how Dr. Rodriguez had left him shattered and broken.



Allison would have panic attacks when she saw a man, even if he was in the distance. There were two large apartments in the living area. Given the reality of things, Barbara gave up her apartment and moved in with Yvette. This left the other large apartment open for Melody and Allison. They had been friends for so long, but after Allison’s institutionalization they had both changed and worked to get to know each other again.

Despite her fear of men, Allison still loved to hear Melody’s stories about how Melody would use and abuse the visitors to the Dungeon. Every once in a while Allison would even set with Barbara among the monitors and watch Melody and Yvette play with the men in the Dungeon.

For nearly a year they slept in the same bed with Allison snuggled in Melody’s arms because of the sense of security it gave her. One evening Allison laid facing Melody as they talked. Without warning, she had kissed Melody. Then they made love over and over until they both were exhausted and drifted off to sleep.

Allison had been a virgin when she was raped. Opening up, even to Melody, took time and trust, but they had made that journey together and would journey through the future together also.



A few months later, Diana Nowcome left her job at the prison. She had received a sizable settlement from the state as a result of the attack. She wanted to go to work for Waitly. At first she was insistent on buying half of the firm with her settlement and becoming a full partner with Waitly. Waitly pointed out that she would also get half of the company under the community property laws of the state if she agreed to marry him. Soon after, they announced their engagement.

Yvette and Waitly had been and continued to be close, but there had never been a sexual element to their relationship. Yvette liked Waitly and knew that he needed a woman whom he could both view as an equal yet feel like he was protecting and she was happy that he had found someone who offered this unique balance.



Yvette and Barbara continued their work. With the precedence set, several more men who were classified as sexual predators were delivered to the clinic for treatment and castration. At the prison, there were whispers of how the men came back as broken man whores. They viewed Dr. Rodriguez with a fear and respect that they offered few of those in authority. Although she would never know just how many lives she had touched, more than one man decided that the crime was not worth the time—especially if part of that time was spent receiving special treatments from the doctor. There were times when these men would see a woman alone and vulnerable. The temptation would set in, but fear would push it to one side.

A saying grew among some. “When the doctor cuts, there go your nuts.”
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