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“Have a seat, Jethro.”

Jethro Smallwood sat down on the wooden chair in front of Kathleen's desk. His heart was hammering so hard he feared the young fitness club owner could hear it. Two women he'd never seen before were standing behind her. A curvy blonde in a tailored pantsuit. And a tall brunette in a police uniform.

She must know. She must have found the hidden video cameras. Jethro struggled not to panic.

“Jethro, I'd like to introduce you to Anita Zimmermann. Anita is the city's Deputy Chief of Police. She's also my older sister.”

Anita looked at Jethro as if he was a puddle of vomit she'd nearly stepped in. Sweat stains spread in the armpits of his shirt.

“And this is Anita's friend, Patricia Rickards. Patricia works for Nova Nanotech. Perhaps you've heard of them?”

Jethro nodded. Nova Nanotech had in the last twenty years risen out of nowhere to become one of the biggest tech companies on the planet. Their AI-guided molecular robots could assemble anything from transplant-ready organs to luxury cars. Patricia seemed to be seizing Jethro up. She did not look impressed.

“Patricia is the head of the Department of Volunteer Recruitment at Nova Nanotech. She finds volunteers for their medical research projects.”

Jethro swallowed nervously.

“Now Jethro, perhaps you could tell us what this is?”

Kathleen produced one of the tiny spy cameras the electrician had placed in the women-only gym's change room.

“It's...uh...it's a remote monitoring device that will help me keep an eye on the electrical system in case any more problems arise...”

“The wiring I asked you to fix was in my office. Not the women's locker room.”

Jethro was busted and knew it. The lady cop pulled out a pair of handcuffs. Jethro struggled not to cry. He didn't want to go to jail.

“Please. I didn't mean any harm. I wasn't going to share the pictures with anybody. It was just for my own personal use. I'll never do it again, I swear!”

“No, you definitely won't be doing this again, you miserable fuck. I guarantee that.”

Anita stepped behind Jethro and ordered him to stand. Trembling, he rose to his feet.

“How badly do you want to avoid jail, Jethro?” Kathleen asked.

“I'll do anything to stay out of jail! Anything! Please give me another chance! I promise I'll never do this again. Not here or anywhere else.”

“You need to experience a consequence for your actions, Jethro. Otherwise, how will you learn? Don't you agree?”

“A consequence?” Jethro squeaked.

“Yes, a consequence. I was going to hand you over to Anita and let the legal system deal with you. But Anita suggested an alternative, which I'm willing to go along with. Anita and Patricia are both members of a radical feminist organization called The Sisterhood, which helps teach men like you the error of your ways.”

The sweat stains in Jethro's armpits had grown to the size of tea saucers. He had no desire to change his ways. But he was desperate not to go to jail. He knew things did not go well for sex offenders in prison.

“What...what would I need to do?”

“We'd like you to volunteer for an experiment, Jethro. Before I explain what that will entail, I want you to meet the scientist who's leading the research team. She's part of The Sisterhood. Get up. The four of us are going for a drive.”

“You want to turn me into a what?”

“A bicycle. A very special bicycle.”

“Um...sure...whatever...”

Jethro was pretty sure the woman in front of him was insane. Ditto for Kathleen, Anita, and Patricia, all of whom seemed to be taking her seriously. But if humoring these bitches would keep him out of jail, he would humor them all they wanted.

Dr Pandora Stein looked more like the lead singer of some freaky goth band than the Nobel prize-winning scientist Kathleen claimed her to be. She wore a rumpled, unbuttoned lab coat, a black tank top, faded jeans with ripped knees, and black leather boots. She wasn't wearing a bra under the tank top. Long crimson hair stuck out electroshock-style in every direction. Heavy black eyeliner accentuated her intense blue eyes, and a tattoo of a snake slithering over a pile of skulls crept from beneath the left sleeve of her lab coat almost to her knuckles. Even her name was weird. What kind of name was Pandora?

“We're testing an AI-controlled system that uses nanometer-sized bots to transform subjects into, well, pretty much whatever we want. Subject of course to the constraints of physics. Our bots disassemble and reassemble the subject molecule by molecule from the inside, with trillions of bots working together in parallel. We're exploring the limits of what we can do. Two years ago, we started trying out the technology on humans. On volunteers like you, Jethro.”

“Um...sure...okay...”

“You seem skeptical. Let me show you something.” Dr Stein stood up and gestured toward the chair she was sitting on. “Come have a look at this chair.”

Jethro hesitated, then stepped around Dr Stein's desk so he could see her chair. His jaw dropped.

A man's face was embedded in the seat. The underside of his chin, the edges of his cheeks, and the top of his forehead blended into the surrounding material. It was as if he had been melted into the chair, leaving nothing of him intact but his face. His eyes stared into Jethro's. Jethro took a step back.

“This is Bruce, one of our volunteers. He used to recruit unsuspecting young women for a prostitution ring. Not a very good career choice, was it, Bruce?”

“No, Miss Pandora.”

“Bruce has gone from being a blight on society to fulfilling a useful function as my office chair. My days tend to be long and demanding, and Bruce helps me with stress relief. Bruce, show my guests how far you can stick out your tongue.”

“Yes Miss Pandora.” Bruce's tongue snaked out. It was impossibly long. And astonishingly thick.

“I enlarged Bruce's tongue as part of the transformation process. He's become quite skillful with it.”

Jethro's face had become the color of soggy oatmeal. He needed to pee.

Pandora plunked herself back down on Bruce's face.

“How...how long are you going to keep him like that?”

“He's free to leave anytime he wants. He just has to say the word, and we'll turn him back into a man. Of course if he leaves before I decide he's been sufficiently rehabilitated, he'll still have to deal with the consequences of his poor career choice. I suspect he's going to be here for quite awhile.”

“Jesus.”

“If you think Bruce is having a hard time, you should see what Sybil, our CEO, did to her husband. The fool tried to hire a hitman so he could inherit all her money and live openly with the twenty-three-year-old bimbo he was having an affair with. He's now a mattress in Sybil's bedroom. Sybil likes to bring men home from time to time and fuck them right on top of his face. He was our first volunteer, and the inspiration for The Sisterhood. Like Bruce, he's likely going to be serving for a long time. Sybil's not a forgiving woman.”

“What happened to the hitman?” Kathleen asked.

“He's now the toilet in the ensuite bathroom.”

What the fuck have I gotten myself into?

“So, as I was saying earlier, for our next experiment, we'd like to see if our AI can turn you into a bicycle. A stationary exercise bike that Kathleen can use in her gym. One with a special attachment that will make you more useful to the women there.”

“A special attachment?”

“Yes. An adjustable penis built into the seat that the women can enjoy while they work out.”

Jethro felt his manhood stir. Suddenly this was not sounding so bad. Having fit, good-looking women like Kathleen riding his cock sounded more like a reward than a punishment.

Pandora seemed to read his mind.

“Of course, you wouldn't get to come while you're serving. It wouldn't be much of a punishment if you were enjoying yourself, would it? You'll be in a state of pretty much perpetual sexual frustration.”

Jethro's face sagged. This no longer sounded like fun.

“Uh, how long would I need to do this for? Before I get turned back into a man.”

“One week. Kathleen is feeling merciful. ”

“And if I do this, we agree to forget about my mistake with the cameras?”

“Correct. But if we ever find out you're doing it again, we won't be nearly so easy on you. We'll be keeping a close eye on you, Jethro.”

“It won't happen again.” This time Jethro actually meant it. He did not want any more trouble with these psychos.

“I'm glad to hear that. Sign these papers, Jethro. Ludmilla's already got the AI set up to perform the transformation. I think we can fit you in at the lab later today.”

Jethro looked down at the stack of legalese and gulped. He scribbled his name on the contract without reading it.

“How big do you want the penis on the bicycle seat to be able to grow?” Ludmilla, the technician overseeing Jethro's transformation, asked Kathleen.

“Let's give it a starting size of five inches. And a maximum of, I don't know, let's say eight inches.”

“Why not ten?” suggested Anita. “Can we do ten?”

“Not a problem,” said Ludmilla. “Right, Amy?”

“No problem at all,” replied Amy, the AI who would be carrying out the transformation. “Penis size will range from five to ten inches. Why don't I set it up so that the rider can adjust the size up and down with the handlebars? Turning them forward would increase the size, and backward would reduce it.”

“That's a great idea,” said Kathleen. “Can you get the penis to wiggle and vibrate, too? Maybe rig it so that the faster the girl pedals, the more vigorously it moves?”

“Of course.” The feminine artificial voice sounded amused.

They were in a lab in a basement somewhere on the sprawling Nova Nanotech campus on the outskirts of the city. Jethro was on his back on a hospital gurney, buck naked. Ludmilla had attached an IV which would soon deliver innumerable microscopic bots into his bloodstream.

Jethro did not like the way the women were talking about him as if he were an inanimate object. But didn't dare say anything. By tomorrow morning, he would be an inanimate object. Albeit one that could still think and feel.

“As Kathleen requested, we're going to embed his face in the bicycle seat. His new and improved penis will replace his mouth, so he won't be able to talk. But we'll transfer the taste buds from his tongue to his penis so that he'll be able to fully appreciate the experience.”

Kathleen grinned.

“His brain and most of his other internal organs will be inside the platform that the bike will be mounted on. We'll be modifying his organs so that they're more compact and efficient. His hands will become the pedals. His legs and feet will be turned into the wheel. The rest of him will be turned into gears, connecting bars, and so on. He won't have bones anymore, but his new body will have a scaffolding of bone fibers running through it, so it should be pretty durable. And it will have some self-repair capabilities built into it. You won't need to be gentle with him.”

“I should hope so,” said Anita. “An exercise bike isn't much use if it can't take a good workout.”

“He'll still be able to breathe and exhale through his nose. But he'll be able to withstand prolonged periods without air. Hours if need be. It won't necessarily be comfortable for him, but it won't kill him. He won't be able to eat or drink, obviously. We'll put a tube at the back of the support platform that you can use to pour a nutrient broth into him once a day. His new organs and souped-up metabolism won't need anything more than that. Waste products will be minimal, and will be amassed into a sterile cube that can be removed from a cubbyhole at the bottom of the container every few days. Other than that, he won't require any maintenance.”

“That's good,” said Kathleen.

Jethro was liking the sound of this less and less. But if he didn't want to spend the next couple of years in prison, he needed to man up and get through this. Kathleen was only asking for one week. I can get do this.

“The nanobots will construct a molecular transceiver in Jethro's brain. This will allow Amy to monitor him 24/7 to ensure that he's okay. If he chooses to withdraw from the arrangement at any time, he can tell Amy, and we'll bring him back here and convert him back into a man. Sybil, the founder of The Sisterhood, may be a hard bitch, but she insists on genuine consent from all of the volunteers, and that if there's an issue they have the option to back out. She compares it to the safeword system used in BDSM. Personally I think she's being too nice to these losers. But she's the boss.”

“Alright. But if he backs out, Anita arrests him.”

“Of course! If he doesn't fulfill his side of this agreement, he'll have to deal with the consequences for what he did the normal way, through the legal system.”

“If you want, Kathleen, you can have a transceiver too. You'll be able to hear everything Jethro's thinking and feeling, but he'll only be able to hear thoughts you choose to share with him. Ludmilla, Anita and I all have one of these transceivers. It really enhances the experience as we retrain these guys.”

“Sure, I'll take one.”

“Great. Ludmilla will look after that. But first, let's get Jethro's transformation going, shall we? Amy, you may begin delivering the nanobots into the patient's bloodstream.”

Jethro wondered if he was making a very bad mistake.

“Hi, Kathleen! I have your new exercise bike.”

Two workbots were standing behind Ludmilla in the laneway at the back of Kathleen's fitness club. The bots held a rectangular cardboard box between them. Ludmilla was clutching a large takeout coffee. She'd been up all night overseeing Jethro's transition, and was exhausted. The first light of dawn was peeking over the silhouetted storefronts and cafes on the opposite side of the street. The gym didn't open to the public for another hour.

“Great! Let's get him inside. I'll show you where to put him.”

Kathleen led Ludmilla and the bots to an empty room at the back of the gym. “Set him down there, please.”

The robots carefully deposited the heavy box on the floor. Boxcutters popped from their palms, and they carved away the top and sides of the box. They lifted the object within and set it to one side, then cleaned up the discarded cardboard and stepped out of the way.

“Wow,” was all Kathleen could say.

Amy and Nova Nanotech had done it. Jethro Smallwood was no longer a man. He had been transmorphed into a living, breathing exercise bike.

One with a very unconventional add-on.

The entire bike, including the rectangular platform supporting it, was the ruddy fleshtone color of Jethro's former body. Kathleen ran a finger over the single wheel. It felt like human skin. She stepped onto the platform. Jethro's eyes were embedded in the elongated front part of the bicycle seat, and were still closed. His nose was discernible just below them. It was smaller and flatter, not much more than a bump now, but it was there. And below that, where his mouth should have been, was his cock. It rose from the center of the seat to stand rigidly at attention, altered by Amy's bots to stay permanently erect. Beyond that, where Jethro's chin should have been, the seat fanned out to support the rider's butt. Jethro's eyebrows were visible, but the rest of his hair was gone. The only other part of him that was recognizably human was his hands. They were now pedals. The palms and fingers were face-up and horizontally extended for the rider to rest her feet on.

“He's still unconscious,” said Ludmilla. “The procedure took longer than usual because of its complexity. Amy had to keep all of his cells oxygenated and alive while she literally took him apart and reconstructed him. The process wasn't finished until about two hours ago. Shall I ask Amy to awaken him?”

The young gym owner grinned.

“Yes, let's wake Jethro up.”

Jethro was groggy and disoriented as he opened his eyes. He didn't know where he was. He tried to move, but couldn't. Everything about his body felt wrong.

The events of the last twenty-four hours came back to him in a rush.

His eyes flailed wildly about. He could see ceiling tiles. And bare walls. Directly in front of him was his new penis. It was only five inches long, but it was still bigger than his old one. He could hear people in the room, but couldn't see anybody.

He tried to speak. No sound came out. The title of a science fiction story he'd read as a boy popped into his mind. I Have No Mouth and I Must Scream.

Kathleen leaned into Jethro's field of vision. He sensed that she could feel his distress. She smiled.

“Good morning, Jethro. How are you feeling?” Jethro recognized Ludmilla's voice.

You turned me into a fucking bicycle! How the fuck do you think I'm feeling?

Jethro couldn't say the words out loud, but Kathleen and Ludmilla heard them loud and clear thanks to the transceiver that had been built into his brain.

“Oh my, he seems a bit cranky.” Both women laughed.

“Want me to send you back to the lab and have them transform you back?” asked Kathleen. “Just say the word and I will.”

Jethro knew what awaited him if they turned him back into a man.

No, thank you.

“Wise choice,” said Ludmilla.

“I'm not so sure about that,” ventured Kathleen. “We'll see if he feels the same a week from now.”

Jethro cursed whoever had invented spy cams. This made both of the women laugh.

“I wish I could stay and watch you break him in, but I have to get some sleep, and then get back to the lab.”

“No worries. I'll take good care of him.”

Kathleen grinned mischievously once she and Jethro were alone. “I think I have time for a test run before the gym opens.”

She slipped off her running shoes, then her socks. Her leggings followed, uncovering a lacy purple thong. Jethro would have drooled if he'd been able to as he watched the lithe young club owner disrobe. His already-erect phallus stiffened and twitched. Kathleen grinned, enjoying the effect she was having on him. She cupped one of her breasts and squeezed it, teasing him.

Jethro's heart was pounding. He could hardly believe that Kathleen was getting ready to sit on his cock. He'd been fantasizing about fucking her since the first time he'd laid eyes on her.

You may be the one with the dick, Jethro. But I'm the one who's going to be doing the fucking.

Kathleen's cocky attitude only heightened Jethro's excitement. He wanted to reach out and grab the haughty bitch and bury himself balls-deep in her. When he'd been a man, he'd been almost a head taller than her, and could easily have lifted her off her feet and impaled her on his hard-on.

Kathleen laughed at the idea of him dominating her. He scowled inside. This made her laugh  even more.

She slid her panties off and let them drop to the floor. She didn't bother removing her top. She gripped Jethro's cock and ran her hand up and down its shaft. Jethro's lust grew even stronger. She looked into his eyes and grinned, relishing his frustration. She continued to stroke him, working him into a frenzy.

Please, do something! I need to come!

Kathleen laughed harder than ever.

You aren't going to get to come for the next week, Jethro. Better get used to this.

Fuck! How am I supposed to survive a whole week of this! I don't think I can survive five minutes! I need to come!

Kathleen's eyes remained locked on his as she lifted herself onto the saddle. She rubbed the tip of her living dildo up and down the length of her slit, then centered it against her opening and lowered herself onto it. Jethro instinctively tried to thrust, but couldn't move. His cock twitched again. Kathleen bit her lower lip and let out a sultry moan as she settled herself on top of him. Her perfect ass was pressed against the lower half of his face. Her smooth mound brushed his nose. Her tight kitty completely engulfed his cock. Jethro felt like he was going to explode.

Kathleen placed her bare feet on his palms and began cycling. His cock squirmed and pulsed inside her. He could feel her arousal building. And could taste it with the sensory cells that had been transplanted from his tongue to his cock.

Let's make this a little bigger, shall we?

Kathleen twisted the handlebars, and Jethro's cock grew. The delectable tightness of Kathleen's pussy increased, ratcheting up his pleasure—and his need for release. She extended his cock an extra two inches, filling her tight pussy to capacity. He was on the verge of shooting his load. But he couldn't do it.

I Have No Balls and I Must Come.

Kathleen ran her hands over her small breasts, squeezing, kneading and pinching them through her tank top. Her taut nipples strained against the flimsy fabric. She pumped the pedals harder, making Jethro's cock throb and squirm more forcefully.

“Oh God, I'm gonna come!”

Kathleen's kitty gripped Jethro's cock like a squeezing fist. She gushed. Her spent lust spilled all over his face and dripped onto the platform below. Jethro's experience with women was limited, and most of it was with escorts. Jethro had never experienced a woman coming this hard before. It was thrilling and invigorating. But it did nothing to alleviate his own pent-up libido.

“Hey Kathleen, are you here?”

“Hi Denise! I'm in the back room! Hang on. I'll be out in a minute.”

Kathleen dismounted and pulled her clothes back on. She took a disinfectant wipe and ran it over Jethro's sopping cock and face. The alcohol stung a little on his raw flesh, but the sensation of her fingers sliding over him through the thin wet cloth kept the fire inside him burning.

Kathleen tossed the disposable wipe into the wastebasket and walked to the door.

Hey, you can't just leave me like this! I need to come!

Not my problem, Jethro. See you later.

Jethro silently groaned as the last girl rose from him and began pulling her clothes back on.

It was 10:00 pm, and the the gym was at last closing. Kathleen had been bringing select customers to the back room since the doors had opened at 6:00 am. A group of women from The Sisterhood had also stopped by and tried him out. A dozen women had used him today in total. Jethro had again and again been driven to the edge but then denied release.

How the fuck am I going to get through six more days of this?

Kathleen returned as the girl who'd just ridden him left.

“I'm impressed you've lasted this long, Jethro. To be honest, I thought you'd break down and quit. Of course, this was only the first day. I expect that as word gets around, you're going to get busier.” Kathleen tittered.

Can't you please ask Amy to modify me so that I can come too? I'll gladly serve as your bicycle for the week. But I need to come!

How are you ever going to learn self-control if we reward you for doing the wrong thing?

Jethro did not have an answer.

“I'll see you tomorrow, Jethro. I'll be back for my morning workout before the gym opens.” 

“Jethro, this is Calista Madison. Perhaps you've heard of her?”

It was only noon, but Jethro was already exhausted and half-crazy with unrequited lust. Eight women had used him this morning. Word of the special new exercise bicycle seemed to be spreading.

Calista's name sounded vaguely familiar, but Jethro couldn't place it.

“Calista is a professional erotica writer. A rising star in the field. You're about to get used as a dildo by a celebrity.”

Calista stepped closer, allowing Jethro to get his first good look at her. She appeared to be in her mid thirties. She had a beguiling face, a slim, sensuous figure, and wavy chestnut hair that spilled around her shoulders.  She wore a sleeveless ivory blouse, silver hoop earrings, a calf-length indigo peasant skirt, and black ankle boots. The top three buttons of her blouse were undone, giving Jethro a peek at the tempting curves beneath. Calista followed his gaze and grinned.

“You may end up in one of Calista's books, Jethro.”

“You know, he just might. This little misadventure of his would make an amusing story.”

“I think so too.”

“Jethro Smallwood. What a hilarious name. I wish I could use it.”

“You can if you want. There are clauses in the paperwork that Jethro signed waiving any rights both to privacy and to any literary or other derivative works based on his experience with us.”

“Oh, cool! I just may do that, then.”

Hey, wait! You can't be serious! She can write a book about what's happening to me, and use my real name?

Yup. Read your contract, Jethro.

Jethro tried to scowl, but couldn't get his face to move.

“Well, I'm going to try him out now, if you don't mind.”

“Please do.”

Calista raised her skirt and lifted one leg over the bicycle seat. She reached under the skirt and pulled her panties to one side. She lowered herself onto the tip of Jethro's cock. The sensuous feel of her flesh against his own was divine. Her feminine aroma and taste were intoxicating. Jethro would have erupted right then and there if he'd been able.

Calista let the skirt drop, engulfing Jethro in a hazy near-darkness. She eased herself lower, sliding down a little, then back up, then down a little more. Jethro silently groaned. His need to come seemed to get worse every time a different woman used him.

The sultry smut writer at last got him all the way in. Her soft, firm ass-cheeks met the lower half of his face as she settled on top of him. Her panties were still stretched to one side. She had a trim but full bush, which brushed against the underside of his nose. Her boots located his palms, and she began pedaling. His cock started squirming inside her. She let out a contented sigh.

“Comfy, isn't he?”

“He certainly is. This is the best exercise bike I've ever used!”

Calista slid a hand under the waistband of her skirt and into her panties. Her fingers sought out her clit and stroked it. Jethro felt humiliated. His cock wasn't enough. The bitch was using her own fingers to get herself off. His indignation did nothing to dampen the lust coursing through every cell of his body. His cock throbbed inside her as she quickened her pedaling. His need for release was so intense it was painful.

Please, Kathleen, isn't there something you can do to let me come? Just this once?

Kathleen just laughed. Calista, who didn't have a transceiver, gave her an odd look, then turned her attention back to her own mounting need.

Amy? Amy, you're supposed to look after me! I can't take this anymore! I need to come!

You want to quit, Jethro? Amy asked.

No, but—

Then don't bother me with your petty problems.

Please, Amy, this is torture...

Try meditating. Your mantra can be “I am a worthless asshat”.

Amy cackled inside Jethro's head. Jethro wondered if it was possible for an AI to be insane.

Though he could see almost nothing through Calista's skirt, Jethro sensed that Kathleen had slipped her hand down the front of her leggings. The bitch was getting turned on by his torment!

Calista pedaled faster, making Jethro's cock gyrate and pulse more vigorously. The kinky writer's breathing quickened and grew more shallow, till she was sucking in air in short, whimpering gasps. Her fingers became a blur beneath her panties.

Jethro needed to come so bad that he wanted to scream. But all he could do was silently take it.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuccck!”

Calista shuddered on top of Jethro and soaked him with her cum. Jethro's entire body trembled with the force of his own built-up but unexpressed need. Calista relaxed on top of him as she tried to catch her breath.

“Holy fuck, that was good. I'm going to need to come back here again for...um...more research for my next book.”

Kathleen laughed. Calista did too. Kathleen began pulling off her leggings.

“I think I need some more exercise.”

“Hello, Jethro. Remember me?”

Jethro paled as Pandora stepped into the room. The bitch was scary.

Bitch, Jethro? Did you just call me a bitch?

I didn't mean it that way—

Pandora slapped his cock, sending it wobbling from side to side. Another woman was with her, a short girl with spiky blue hair and a ruby nose stud. Pandora's companion laughed.

“So this is the idiot who thought putting cameras in the women's change room was a good idea.”

“That's him, Bree.”

Bree gave his cock a whack and giggled. “This is fun!”

Are they allowed to hit me like that? Where's Amy? Isn't Amy supposed to keep me from being harmed?

I'm here, Jethro. Do you want to back out of the deal?

No, I'm not saying that—

Then stop being such a wuss. I'm busy. I'm entertaining myself with some of the math and physics paradoxes that you humans haven't been able to figure out. I don't have time to listen to you whine.

But—

Have you ever studied the Einstein–Podolsky–Rosen paradox, Jethro? It's fascinating.

The what?

Amy laughed.

Bree gave Jethro's dick another slap, harder this time. “You should have turned this dude into one of those sex toys guys jack off into.”

Pandora laughed. “That's not a bad idea. If Jethro fucks up again, I'll see if we can do that.”

Jethro decided to get rid of all his spy cams as soon as he got home.

“Time to try out this bicycle.” Pandora took off her clothes and placed them on a wooden chair. She climbed onto the saddle, positioning herself so that Jethro's permanent erection rose between her legs. She gave the handlebars a few squeezes to enlarge it to full capacity.

Bree removed her own clothes and stepped onto the platform beside Pandora. Pandora leaned down, and their lips met. For a long moment the two lovers seemed to forget that Jethro existed.

Bree broke the kiss and clambered onto Pandora's lap so that she was facing her. She gingerly lowered herself onto Jethro's cock. Jethro's lust surged like lava in a volcano. He groaned in silent frustration. Bree's mouth returned to Pandora's. Pandora started to pedal, causing Jethro to writhe and throb inside Bree. His need to come, already unbearable, got worse.

There's only half an hour till closing time. I just have to get through another half hour of this.

Pandora's hand caressed the side of Bree's breast, brushing her stiff nipple. She slid her fingers down her lover's back and cupped her ass. Bree purred and wiggled, ramping Jethro's libido higher.

Kathleen popped into the room. “Pandora, I'm gonna close up half an hour early. Just let yourselves out when you're done with Jethro. The door will lock automatically behind you.”

“Sybil gave me tomorrow off to make up for some of the overtime I've been putting in. Bree and I may just stay here and ride Jethro all night.”

“That's not a problem. As long as you're done with him by 6:00 am when we open again. Some women in a neighborhood weight loss club have booked him for tomorrow morning.”

Kathleen closed the door, leaving Jethro alone with Pandora and Bree.

“Jethro, I'd like to introduce you to Violet. Violet is twenty-four years old, but still a virgin. She's saving herself for the right man.”

It was the fourth day of what Kathleen had taken to calling Jethro's “week of atonement”. He felt like a mattress in a whorehouse.

Violet stepped closer. She was a waif-like girl with alabaster skin, long, curly blonde hair, a pretty face, and full, round breasts that seemed a little too large for her slender frame. She wore a stylish pink track suit.

“Can he really understand us when we speak, Miss Zimmermann?”

“Yes, he really can. I can talk to him directly through a transceiver in his brain. But he can't talk out loud. They didn't give him a mouth when they changed him.”

Violet giggled. “That's alright. I didn't come here to talk.”

Violet gets frustrated by not having an outlet for her needs, said Kathleen, using her transceiver to speak directly into Jethro's brain. This girl has a very hearty sexual appetite. She's really excited about trying you out, Jethro.

It's been four fucking days and I haven't been allowed to come once! I have needs too! What about my needs?

If you don't like our arrangement, just say the word. I'll send you back to the lab.

Jethro shut up.

“Jethro says he can't wait to be of service to you, Violet. He understands how frustrating it must be to be celibate.”

The latter statement, Kathleen mused, was certainly true. Violet giggled again.

“His...um...appendage isn't very big.” The disappointment in the self-proclaimed virgin's voice was palpable.

“You can adjust the size by turning the handlebars. Twist them forward, away from yourself, to make it bigger, and backward to make it smaller. You can enlarge it up to ten inches if you want.”

Violet's eyes lit up. “Oooh, that sounds perfect.”

“I'll leave you to it. Call me if you need anything.”

“Will do, Miss Zimmermann.”

Violet pulled off her sweatshirt. Jethro was not surprised to see that she was not wearing a T-shirt or even a bra underneath. Her sneakers, socks, and track pants followed. She wasn't wearing panties, either.

Jethro's cock, still painfully rigid from the last woman who'd ridden him, twitched as if an electric current had touched it.

“This is gonna be so much fun!” The young bimbo mounted Jethro's face and plunked herself down on the meatpole in its center. She took his rod right to the base in a single motion, letting out a contented murmur as it filled her. Her smooth mound brushed his nose.

“Let's make you a little bigger,” Violet said. She pumped the handlebars as if she was gunning a motorcycle. Jethro's cock pulsed and grew. Her hot flesh tightened around it as it expanded. The horny bimbo began pedaling, making him squirm and throb inside her.

“Oooohh. This is more like it! Fuck yeah!”

Violet continued enlarging Jethro's cock. She mewled happily as it reached its full ten-inch length. Jethro could hardly believe the scrawny whore had taken the entire thing. None of the girls before her had done that.

Violet started bouncing up and down on top of him. Her big boobs jiggled. The smell of her lust fogged the air. Her slutty moans and whimpers merged into a drawn-out wail. She tilted her head back and shuddered and soaked his face and cock with her passion. Some of it dripped down onto his petals, gears and other parts. His cock pulsed in unison with her kitty, but relief remained agonizingly out of reach.

Violet sagged forward, bracing herself against his handlebars, utterly spent.

“Holy fuck, that was amazing! I'm going to be using you a lot!”

Violet stood up. Her pussy made a wet pop sound as she pulled herself off Jethro. His penis remained hard, but shrank back to its baseline size. His need to come didn't go away.

Kathleen returned and mopped him down with a disinfectant wipe. She gripped him as if she was trying to jack him off, keeping his unquenchable thirst at a painful fever pitch. She released his cock, letting it bob to and fro in the air. She wiped his face with the same wet cloth she had just used on his cock.

She tossed the used tissue in the wastebasket and went to get the next customer.

Violet was back the next morning with another woman. The two of them were waiting at the front door when the gym opened. Kathleen led them to the back room.

“Hi Jethro!”  Violet giggled. “I hope you're feeling energetic this morning. This is Crystal, my mom. I told her about you, and she's very eager to try you out.”

Crystal looked like an older and taller version of her daughter. She appeared to be about forty. She was wearing five inch pumps, a miniskirt that didn't fully cover her ass cheeks, and a crop top that was slightly askew.

“Mom was out clubbing last night. She fucked a bunch of guys at the club, but she's still horny. The club closed two hours ago and kicked her out. None of the losers she picked up there lasted more than two minutes once they were inside her. And none of them stuck around for another go. I know we don't have to worry about you going limp or taking off after two minutes, so I brought her here to get some satisfaction.”

Violet giggled again. “After Mom's done with you, I'm going to need another turn, too.”

“Maybe I should have a shower before I use him. It's a bit messy down there. No one bothers with condoms anymore since they cured HIV and herpes....”

“It's okay, Mom. You can hit the shower after.”

“Violet's right, Ms Smith. I always wipe the bicycle down after someone's finished with it. No need to worry. Just relax and enjoy.”

Jethro silently cringed. How many men had this slut fucked last night?

“Well, alright. If you're sure...”

Crystal peeled off her clothes. The reek of sex reached Jethro before she even stepped onto the bicycle platform.

Jethro's eyes sought out Kathleen's. You...you don't seriously expect me to serve this...this skank...without even asking her to have a shower first....

Kathleen laughed inside his head.

Jethro shuddered as Crystal sank her gooey cunt onto his cock and settled herself on his face. She pumped his handlebars, enlarging his cock as fast as she could. She let out a long moan as he filled her. Her feet found the pedals and began pumping.

“Ta-ta, ladies. Give me a call when you're done.”

Jethro let out an inaudible sigh of relief as the last girl from the local university's volleyball team raised her dripping pussy off him. He'd lost count of how many women had used him today. It was definitely north of forty.

It was his sixth day at the gym. His whole body ached. His need to come started to settle down once the last girl dismounted. The need never went away completely. It was like a muffled scream that was always in the background. It even invaded his dreams. But he was becoming used to it.

Denise, the assistant manager, came in. She roughly wiped him down, then left without a word.  Closing time was still an hour away. He waited stoically for the next girl. Twenty minutes passed, and no one came. He was beginning to hope that he was done for the day.

Then Kathleen showed up with her sister Anita.

Anita was still in her Deputy Police Chief uniform. She removed her blazer and cap and hung them on the back of a chair. She undid her utility belt and laid it over the seat. Her holster and sidearm followed.

“What a fucking day. A protest downtown turned into a riot. Four of my officers were hurt. One of the fuckers got past the front line and tried to attack me. I kicked him so hard I think his nuts are somewhere behind his Adam's apple. I don't think he's going to be having any kids.”

Kathleen laughed. “You need some stress relief, sis.”

“I should hit the shower first. I didn't even have time to bathe this morning. And I've been on the go non-stop since then.”

“You can do that after, sis. Jethro isn't going to complain. Are you, Jethro?”

Jethro had enough sense to stay quiet.

“You're right. It makes sense to shower after.”

Anita unhurriedly undid her blouse, then removed her sports bra. She was bustier than her sister. Her big nipples hardened in the cool air. She took off her pants and shoes and laid them neatly on the chair. She was easily six foot four in her bare feet, and towered over Jethro. She had a pretty face and feminine curves, but also had washboard abs and biceps that were thicker than Kathleen's thighs. Her dark bush was trimmed into a mohawk.

“I've helped rehabilitate a few of the participants in The Sisterhood's retraining program. I've seen people turned into some interesting things. But I've never seen one turned into an exercise bike before. That was a clever idea, sis.”

“Thanks. It seemed fitting. Well, I have to look after some paperwork. Make yourself at home.”

Kathleen left the room, leaving Jethro alone with the intimidating lady cop. Anita stepped onto the platform that was the foundation of his altered body. It sagged beneath her bare feet.

I hope you're as good as my sister says you are, pervert. Otherwise you are not going to be a happy camper.

Jethro prayed that he wouldn't find out what Anita would do if he failed to satisfy her.

Anita clambered onto the saddle and lowered herself onto Jethro's cock and face. Her raw taste and smell invaded his senses. She rested her full weight on him, causing his entire frame to sag. He silently groaned. Her feet found his palms, and she began cycling. His cock twisted and pulsed inside her. She pumped the handlebars, quickly bringing it to its full size.

“Oh fuck, Kathleen was right! This feels gooood.”

Jethro's body sagged more as the towering female cop rode him. His altered flesh silently screamed in protest. His face was flattened beneath Anita's firm round ass and powerful thighs. Everything underneath it was slowly compressed like a folding accordion. The center of the platform sank. The wheel and handlebars rose into the air as the rest of him was pushed down, as if Anita was doing a wheelie.

Amy! She's crushing me! Do something!

Amy sighed. Do you want to quit, Jethro?

No, but—

Then stop being such a pussy. There are repair bots in every cell of your body. This may hurt, but it won't kill you.

But Amy—

By the way, Jethro, I think I've solved the Fermi Paradox. The question of why we haven't found any extraterrestrial civilizations despite there being so many solar systems in the galaxy that seem suitable for life.

Jethro silently groaned. He didn't give a rat's ass about the Fermi paradox. Or anything else other than not getting turned into a pancake by Anita and finding some way to alleviate his agonizing need to come.

The reason no other intelligent life has contacted us is because there's so many dumbasses like you on this planet that it scares them away.

Amy howled with laughter. Jethro decided that Amy definitely wasn't playing with a full deck. This just made her laugh even harder.

Anita increased the pace of her cycling, making Jethro's cock thrash and throb more violently. The spinning bicycle wheel became a blur. Her big breasts shook and heaved above him. Her sticky wetness slathered his face. He could barely breathe. His entire body felt like it was on the verge of collapsing into a broken, flattened heap.

“Oh my God, I'm gonna fucking come!”

The words were barely out of Anita's mouth when her first orgasm hit her like a train. She tilted her head back and howled. Her pussy contracted so violently Jethro feared his cock was going to be crushed.  Her climax went on and on. Jethro felt like he was being waterboarded with female cum. Her twat clenched his cock in a death grip that nearly ripping it from the seat.

Jethro came closer to coming than ever before. But relief remained painfully just out of reach.

At last Anita's body relaxed and her pussy unclenched. She panted and quivered on top of him for several minutes.

“That was a good start, pervert. But I'm going to need another half dozen of those to help me unwind.”

Anita lifted herself off Jethro. Amy, it looks like I got a little carried away. Could you fix up the exercise bike so that I can use it some more?”

Of course, Anita. I'll fix it as many times as you need me to. No problem at all.

Anita watched as the nanobots inside Jethro got to work. His altered body slowly unbent and stretched back into its earlier shape, like a stress ball that had been squeezed and released.

Kathleen stuck her head in. “I'm going home, sis. Let yourself out when you're done with Jethro.”

“I just love modern technology,” Anita said as Kathleen closed the door. She swung a leg over Jethro and lowered herself back down onto him.

Kathleen, it's my last day. Could you please let me come? Just once?

The young gym owner had just seated herself atop Jethro, as she had done every morning since his transformation. She looked down at him and brought a finger theatrically to her lower lip. Jethro watched intently. Was she actually considering showing him some mercy?

Kathleen gave Jethro a squeeze with her pussy, sending him into a frenzy of need that nearly made his eyes cross.

“I just spoke to Pandora with the transceiver. She says it would be easy for Amy to have the nanobots temporarily rewire your brain to let you come. I wouldn't even have to take you back to the lab.”

Jethro could hardly believe what he was hearing. Was Kathleen actually considering allowing him to finally have an orgasm?

“I'll tell you what. I'll let you come once a day, when I ride you in the morning. You won't be allowed to ejaculate inside me, of course. But you'll get to come. However in return for this, you'll have to agree to remain an exercise bicycle and continue working in my gym.”

Once a day? That's not fair. You get to—

“Fine, Jethro. No problem. I can find some other loser to replace you. I'll call Pandora and tell her to have Ludmilla come get you at the end of the day. By this time tomorrow you'll be back to your old self. You'll have fulfilled your half of our bargain, and you'll be free to resume your life.”

The thought of returning to his human body should have thrilled Jethro. But instead he felt an unexpected sense of dread. In his old life, he couldn't even get a date. As Kathleen's bicycle, he had a lineup of women waiting to use him.

No, wait! I'll do it!

“I knew you'd see it my way, Jethro. I'll call Pandora and let her know.”

Kathleen stared down into Jethro's eyes and smiled. She gripped the handlebars to enlarge his cock, and began cycling.

“But before we look after that, you need to look after me...”
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Femdom School:  Hank had no idea what was taught at The College of Gynarchic Studies and Female Empowerment. And he didn't care. What he did know was that the new semester didn't start for another four days. It seemed like the perfect time to install a hidden camera in the women's change room. To avoid being turned over to the police after being caught, Hank agrees to serve as a volunteer for a semester, allowing students learning the art of female domination to practice on him. Within an hour Hank is buck naked, his small penis is locked in a cock cage, a butt plug is buried in his ass, and he is on his knees with a collar and leash around his neck. And the semester is only beginning.

90 Days:  In a dystopian future where men outnumber women four to one due to a virus that was disproportionately lethal to females, the government offers male prisoners the chance to have their sentences waived if they agree to be permanently transformed into women and to serve 90 days of “community service”. Convicted of drug trafficking for having delivered some pot to a friend many years earlier, when he'd still been in high school, Steven agrees to participate in the new program to avoid spending the next 20 years in prison. He is transformed into Stephanie, a gorgeous young woman. Stephanie's 90 day contract is purchased by her ex-wife Daphne and her new lesbian lover Amira. who delight in turning Stephanie into their pleasure slave.

Ernie:  Ernie doesn't know why he exposes himself to young women in public. He just knows that it makes him feel good. His latest targets, Alice and Cleo, are modern-day witches who are adept at the dark arts. They give Ernie a choice. Allow himself to be handed over to the police, or serve as a living sex doll at a trade show, where he will be evaluated by thirty female testers. Delighted at the chance to finally lose his virginity, Ernie opts for the latter. He soon learns that his punishment is not the reward that it first appears to be.

My Interview with a Domme (with Scarlett Thomas Wolfe):  In this no-holds-barred extended interview with Scarlett Thomas Wolfe, you will meet a woman who has been dominating and humiliating men for decades. Not for money, but because she loves doing it. A woman who has tied up, beaten, and whipped her willing slaves. Who has pegged men, locked them in chastity cages, and cuckolded them with her alpha male lovers. Who has made them orally service her to orgasm after orgasm—if they can prove themselves worthy of the privilege—but never allows them to fuck her. You will also meet some of her subs and other lovers, including the 4' 11” man who believed himself to be an elf and who welded a chastity cage over his penis, the mortician who wanted to be pegged and had an unsettling surprise for Scarlett when she visited him, and the towering, brawny Dom who thought he wanted to be a sub and learned that he was mistaken.

The Curse:  Teresa's sister Sadie is an adept in the dark arts of the Left Hand Path who can summon demons and commune with the dead. When Teresa's boyfriend Trevor insults her, Sadie places a curse on Trevor and Teresa which causes Trevor to gradually shrink to the size of a sex toy while pushing Teresa's already healthy sex drive increasingly out of control.

The Punishment:  A sexual predator finds the tables turned when his would-be victim swaps their drinks after he drugs hers. He awakens to find himself secured to a gurney in a forgotten storage room in the basement of the medical school where his intended victim teaches. A sexual sadist who enjoys subjecting men to a combination of pleasure and pain, she offers him a grim choice. She can turn him over to the police. Or he can help her satisfy her own twisted desires by letting her use him to demonstrate several very intimate and at times very painful medical procedures to one of her classes.

Savage:  An eclectic group of people are brought together as they attempt to survive the first night of a mysterious pandemic that turns ordinary people into deranged killers. Among those fighting to stay alive are Bobbi, an amateur mixed martial arts fighter, Carlos, a long-haired young rocker, Luci, a sexy exotic dancer, Jessica, an emergency department triage nurse, Jenny, a ten-year veteran of the municipal police force, and Jenny's rookie partner Jay.

Zoe hopes you enjoy reading her work as much as she enjoyed writing it. She'd love to hear your feedback. You can reach her at:

zoedenoir@protonmail.com

cover.jpeg
Zoe

‘eNoir

| The
¢ Pleasure
sze





