
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   Doctor’s Orders: Femdom, Medical Fetish & Chastity
 
   Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Medical Fetish, Castration Fetish, Chastity & more.
 
    
 
   A League of Dominant Women Story
 
    
 
   A BDSM Fetish story, of Female Domination, Forced Feminization, Medical Fetish & Enforced Male Chastity
 
    
 
   All of the sexual content in this Erotic Fiction is between consenting adults who are over the age of 18 and unrelated.
 
    
 
   By Martha Z Kleine
 
    
 
   All rights reserved. None of this work may be reproduced without express permission.
 
   © 2016
 
    
 
   Have you read my full length novella ‘Feminization and Chastity Training for the Sissy Husband’?
 
    
 
   https://www.amazon.co.uk/Feminization-Chastity-Training-Sissy-Husband-ebook/dp/B01H8E536G
 
    
 
   Have you read the ‘The Teacher’s Pet Femdom & BDSM saga’ ? 
 
    
 
   #1 - The Challenge - ASIN: B00KWBDGJE
 
   http://www.amazon.com/The-Challenge-Feminization-Chastity-Domination-ebook/dp/B00KWBDGJE
 
   http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Challenge-Feminization-Chastity-Domination-ebook/dp/B00KWBDGJE
 
    
 
   #2 - The Challenge Continues - ASIN: B00LMRWULM
 
   http://www.amazon.com/The-Challenge-Continues-Feminization-Chastity-ebook/dp/B00LMRWULM
 
   http://www.amazon.co.uk/The-Challenge-Continues-Feminization-Chastity-ebook/dp/B00LMRWULM
 
    
 
   #3 - The Audition – ASIN: B00R0GFB10
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Audition-Feminization-Chastity-Predicament-Teachers-ebook/dp/B00R0GFB10
 
   http://www.amazon.co.uk/Audition-Feminization-Chastity-Predicament-Teachers-ebook/dp/B00R0GFB10
 
    
 
   #4 – Karen Captures – ASIN: B00R0GFB10
 
   http://www.amazon.com/Karen-Captures-Feminization-Chastity-Teachers-ebook/dp/B015X679D6
 
   http://www.amazon.co.uk/Karen-Captures-Feminization-Chastity-Teachers-ebook/dp/B015X679D6
 
    
 
   #5 – A Meeting of Mistresses – ASIN: B01BOOTVZU
 
   https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/B01BOOTVZU/
 
   https://www.amazon.co.uk/gp/product/B01BOOTVZU/
 
    
 
   ‘If you’ve read any of my stories and enjoyed them – please consider leaving a review! I don’t know how many books the ‘Teacher’s Pet Saga’ is going to run to, but nothing encourages me like positive feedback! I desperately need reviews! I know people are enjoying them, because they read the whole series! Just a simple, one line “This was great, I really enjoyed it” or similar will do! It doesn’t have to be an essay. Thanks so much!’
 
    
 
   I have one more episode to conclude the Teacher’s Pet Saga, the question is do you prefer full length novellas or a series of short episodes? I have several stories brewing in my head! But I don’t know whether to make these stories into long standalone stories or series. Let me know your preference in your review!
 
    
 
   ~Martha
 
    
 
   If you’ve enjoyed these stories, you might enjoy the stories which inspired them.
 
    
 
   The Male Bridesmaid by Sabrina Jen Mountford
 
   And
 
   The Photographer by Mia Anne Fisher 
 
    
 
   Read them! You won’t regret it.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Tell Tale Sign
 
    
 
   Anne Stafford was sitting on the sofa, watching the news. She, and her husband Eric were tired, it’d been a long day. Eric sat, knees spread, bottle of beer in hand, feet planted firmly on the floor. Anne sat curled up, her light tan nylons tucked up alongside her bottom. She’d hung her jacket on the living room door-handle. She sipped her wine while the newsreaders droned on about the latest controversy in the government. As she sipped, she turned slightly and extended her petit foot. Her brightly painted toenails were only just visible through the near opaque tights. Her foot slipped gently into Eric’s crotch and she started playfully searching for his genitals with her foot. When she found them, she began gently but firmly massaging them. He turned to her and scowled, pushing her foot from his lap. ‘Knock it off Anne, I’m trying to watch the telly!’
 
   She sighed, withdrawing her foot. ‘You’re such a spoilsport! You never want to have sex anymore.’
 
   ‘Yeah, well I’m tired. It doesn’t help, you going on about it all the time! Just leave it out.’
 
   ‘Fine.’ She agreed grumpily. Frustrated, she gulped her wine down and stormed off to bed. By the time he followed her up, she was fast asleep and she didn’t wake. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The next day Eric rose early and left for work. Leaving a kitchen full of dishes and a laundry basket full of clothes for Anne. She had to be at the office for eleven, that gave her just enough time to sort the house out. After washing the dishes, and wiping the tops in the kitchen, she moved on to the hoovering up. Finally she approached the washing basket. Eric was used to simply dumping his clothes in and walking away. She didn’t usually spend much time inspecting them, but this time his boxer shorts were on top of the pile. They were white, cotton with a black waistband. She picked them up between her long nails, so as not to touch them with her fingers. Shen she studied them closely she saw they were disgusting. A tiny brown skid-mark was present right where his anus would be. Also, at the front there was a greeny, yellow stain. Whatever it was, had dried hard. She wondered what it could be, as she rubbed it in between her fingers. Dry powdery material fell off and it cracked and crunched as she manipulated it. Then she realised what it was and she became even more, disgusted. It was clearly, a cum stain. Somehow he’d cummed his pants at work and now she had dried semen all over her fingers. Cursing under her breath, she washed her hands, the sticky, slightly slimy sensation confirmed her suspicion. She’d have to tackle this later. She threw everything in and started the washer. It was time to go to work.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   That night when Eric got back, Anne had already put her pyjamas on and was sitting watching the television. He hung his jacket on the back of a chair in the kitchen and slumped onto the sofa alongside her. ‘Good day?’
 
   She frowned at him. ‘Hmmph, not really. Do you know what time it is? It’s nearly seven o’clock! Why are you so late?’
 
   He shrugged. ’Yeah, well I had a few emails I wanted to get off, so I stopped for a bit. I called at McDonald’s on the way home.’
 
   ‘You could have called! I made you a baked potato.’
 
   ‘To be fair I didn’t ask you to! Anyway I hate baked potato. I much prefer a big mac and fries!’
 
   She shook her head disapprovingly, ‘I bet you do…. Wasting our money on junk food! There’s something else I need to speak to you about.’
 
   ‘What?’
 
   ‘Well, I came to wash your boxers this morning and there was a shit stain on the back and a cum stain on the front. They were vile!’
 
   He smirked, sheepishly now. ‘Fair’s fair, we did have a curry the night before, you know what my bowels are like.’
 
   She leaned closer now. ‘I appreciate that, but it doesn’t explain the cum stain. Are you tossing off at work?’
 
   ‘Yes, no, well… Not really.’
 
   ‘Urgh! You’re disgusting, I can’t understand what happened to you. You never used to be such a slob.’
 
   ‘Yeah well, we’re married now so we don’t need to make an effort do we?’
 
   ‘Hah! That’s bloody typical of you! It’s ever likely you never want to sleep with me! How often do you masturbate?’
 
   Eric folded his arms tightly now. ‘That’s none of your business!’
 
   ‘I think it is! I’m your WIFE dammit!’
 
   He rolled his eyes, ‘Oh I dunno, every other day? Every day? Depending on what porn I’ve been watching?’
 
   ‘Well it stops! I don’t want you masturbating again.’
 
   ‘Fine, whatever.’ He growled.
 
   For the rest of the evening they sat in silence staring at the scene and avoiding eye-contact. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   For the rest of the week, Anne checked his boxer shorts every day. There were no more signs of wandering hands, but somehow his attitude didn’t change as she’d hoped it would. Was he still masturbating at work, but being more careful? One night, when he’d told her he needed the loo she was passing the toilet, going to put some towels away. As she walked past the bathroom door she heard a muted shuffling. Carefully placing the towels down she took a coin from her jacket pocket and used it to quickly unlock the bathroom door and open it. Eric was busy jacking himself off, of course. He looked up in horror when she bust in. ‘Eric! What are you doing?’
 
   He made eye-contact, then closed his eyes and grimaced, continuing to ‘beat his meat’ while whispering, ‘Hang on… Nearly.’
 
   She watched him spurt a gob of cum up into the air. It started running and trickling over his glans and penis as he panted and sighed with pleasure. Shaking her head, Anne tutted softly. ‘You’re addicted. I’ve had it Eric – I’m divorcing you.’
 
   Eric froze at the mention of divorce. He looked up at her and grimaced - her expression told him, she was deadly serious. Eric’s parents were penniless at the best of times, most of the time they were saddled with mountains of debt. Anne’s parents however were obscenely wealthy, her dad was a merchant banker, who happened to be something of a wizard at playing the stock exchange. Her mother was the chief accountant for a multi-national shipping company and a shareholder. They were so loaded it wasn’t fair. They had a yacht, a collection of expensive vintage cars, a large house in Kensington, a renovated manor in the home counties and an apartment in Monaco. If they divorced, he’d lose half of the house he’d paid for before he met her, and he’d see none of her wealth, because she’d always insisted she wanted to be independent and not rely on her parents. When she inherited she’d be wealthy, beyond wealthy. She’d be so loaded it hurt. He didn’t want to give up on that. They had got on well, if anything his addiction to internet porn had put a damper on their relationship.  After a long pause Eric entered ‘conciliatory mode’, he looked at her. ‘Look, Anne, there’s no need to go there. I’m sorry, I’ll do better! I really don’t’ want a divorce! I still love you, I’m just tired.’
 
   She leaned down to him and glared at him. ‘You want me to stick with you? You get treated for your addiction.’
 
   ‘Anne! It’d be too embarrassing! I can’t go in to the doctors, claiming I’m addicted to wanking!’
 
   ‘You can, and you will – if you want to avoid a divorce. Oh, and I’m coming with you.’
 
   He groaned, she was in one of those moods where she wouldn’t take no for an answer. There was no way she’d back down – it was clear. He threw his arms up. ‘Fine! Whatever, book an appointment, but make sure you get me the old geezer Finlow – at least he’ll understand.’
 
   Anne smiled. ‘Good. I’ll go online and book your appointment. We’ll get you cured… And if we don’t I get half your house and kiss you goodbye!’
 
   


 
   
  
 

The First Appointment
 
    
 
   Eric and Anne were sitting in the waiting room of their local doctor’s surgery. Eric looking nervous and Anne looking rather smug. They’d signed in electronically, and were waiting for him to be called. While they waited though, the receptionist approached. ‘Mr Stafford? Sorry, but Dr Finlow called in sick, he was in this morning, but he went home for lunch and rang to say he wasn’t returning. There wasn’t time to call you. It’s okay though, Dr Stokes had a cancellation so I booked you in.’
 
   Eric frowned. ‘Hang on, Stokes? What’s he like?’
 
   ‘She’ the receptionist corrected. ‘Oh she’s very nice, she’s young but she’s very good. Very knowledgeable and enthusiastic.’
 
   Eric glared at her. ‘Cancel it and let me know when Finlow is back in.’
 
   ‘Eric!’ Anne squeaked, before turning to the receptionist. ‘Don’t cancel it, I’m sure this “Stokes person” is fine.’
 
   Eric was going to complain, but he saw Anne’s expression. He rolled his eyes and grumbled, ‘Alright, might as well get it over with.’
 
   The receptionist left them waiting. Eventually the screen lit up. ‘Mr Stafford to Room 13’. At the same time a beeper sounded. It was time. Anne dragged him by the hand towards the consulting rooms. He felt like a condemned man being led to the gallows. The thought of sitting down and having to explain to some silly young girl, fresh out of med-school that he was addicted to hand-fucking was unbearable. He thought about bolting, but in the end he figured he’d just have to go through with it. There was probably nothing medical that could be done about it, so five minutes of embarrassment and it’d be back to the modus operandi.
 
   When Anne eventually got to the correct door and rapped on it with her knuckles, a sweet, friendly voice echoed from inside. ‘Come in.’
 
   Anne pushed the door open and shoved Eric in first. He gasped when he saw the doctor. She was young and beautiful. She had brown eyes and dyed blonde hair. She was wearing a tight-fitted, red polo-neck sweater and black trousers, with a crisp, white doctor’s coat over the top. A red stethoscope was hung loosely over her neck. Her hair was tied up, with a few loose folds falling forwards towards her face. She smiled warmly at them both. ‘Please, take a seat. What seems to be the problem?’
 
   Anne shoved Eric into the seat closest the doctor’s desk and sat down next to him. ‘Dr Stokes –‘
 
   ‘Please, you can call me Elise.’ The doctor interrupted. It seemed unusual for a doctor to insist on such informality, but she didn’t seem like the average doctor. She had a hunger in her eyes, she seemed like the sort who would doggedly tackle a problem, relentlessly pursuing a solution until she found one. Anne began again. ‘Elise, my husband Eric here has a problem. He’s addicted to masturbating and needs to learn to control himself.’
 
   She smirked, holding back a chortle. ‘Ahem… Addicted to masturbation? Okay, how long has this been going on Eric?’
 
   He was gobsmacked, left in stunned silence. He only spurred into life when Anne elbowed him hard in the ribs. ‘Erm, ages! It’s been getting more lately though.’
 
   Elise twiddled her pen in her fingers and stared at him seriously. ‘Hmmm, how many times do you masturbate Eric? Do you masturbate to pornography?’
 
   He gritted his teeth, thinking about his wife’s inheritance. ‘Once a day, or every other day… Occasionally twice a day. Yes, I do occasionally masturbate to porn, but usually I can cum just by masturbating and thinking about porn.’
 
   Elise nodded. ‘I see, hmmm, well I suspect you may have something of a porn addiction as well.’
 
   ‘Is there anything that can be done?’ Anne interrupted.
 
   Elise smiled, ‘Oh yes, there’s a variety of options. We can try CBT, hypnosis, aversion therapy, there’s a number of things. There’s a new experimental treatment for the condition which involves chemically castrating him. The drug destroys his libido utterly, leaving him limp and sexless for a while, and when it wears off – it kind of resets things? I run a clinic at the hospital on Friday afternoons. I actually worked on some cutting edge research in the field while I was studying. I’d really like to try and treat him.’
 
   Anne smiled. ‘That sounds great. Book him in!’
 
   Eric frowned. ‘I’m not being castrated!’
 
   ‘Chemically castrated’ Elise interrupted. ‘It’s temporary. We’d just inject a slow-release drug into your bottom. It would start working within a day, inhibiting all the hormone activity from your testicles and destroying your libido. You’d effectively experience what it feels like to be a eunuch for around six months. It can be very effective, it’s worked well in the trials done so far. It’s not like we’d actually be cutting off your balls.’
 
   Anne chuckled at this. ‘Hah! I suppose that’s always a backup plan!’
 
   Elise grew a wicked grin. ‘Well surgery is always an option isn’t it? We don’t like to use surgery as the first choice, but a local anaesthetic, an incision into the scrotum, then snip, snip, tie… A few stitches and hey presto! Those inappropriate thoughts would be gone forever! Masturbation problem solved! I could do him here! I’ve never done a castration before, I’d really love to perform a surgical castration a man if there was a medical argument for it and he was willing to let me castrate him.’
 
   Eric, now red faced and pressing his thighs together, scowled. ‘Stop it! You’re not castrating me!’
 
   Elise sniggered and rested a palm on his knee. ‘I know. Don’t worry sweetie, I’m just teasing. We’ll get you sorted out, balls intact hopefully. I’ll make you an out-patient appointment at the clinic.’
 
   Anne thanked her and she led Eric back into the corridor. Eric grumbling all the way. ‘Stupid bitch! I should have her in court for malpractice! A bit bloody inappropriate joking like that! I can’t believe how unprofessional she was! I want to see another doctor!’
 
   Anne groaned. ‘Oh shut up, she was only joking. I thought she was nice! It does sound like she can help you! Of course if you really want to explain your masturbation and porn addiction to another doctor FINE! I’ll book another appointment, shall I book two, so you can have a second AND a third opinion? Maybe I should just put a billboard up outside our house ‘ “MY HUSBAND IS A PORN ADDICTED WANKER” would that do? Shall I call up the local radio station?’
 
   He rolled his eyes, ‘Oh alright, whatever. I’ll go. If I don’t think she can help though - I’m not going again!’
 
   


 
   
  
 

Dr Elise Stokes’ Clinic
 
    
 
   Eric received his appointment in the post and duly reported to the hospital. After showing his appointment card at reception he was directed towards the sexual health clinic. The clinic was the quietest, far corner of the top floor of the hospital. The rest of the place was bustling, but here, it was as quiet as a graveyard. The only sound he could hear was the scratching of a pen, from behind the receptionist’s counter. When he approached and peered over, he saw a twenty-something girl with red hair, neatly tied back, wearing a blue nurse’s dress scribbling away on a piece of paper. She heard his footsteps and looked up. ‘Yes, can I help you?’
 
   Eric showed the card. ‘I’m here to see Doctor Stokes. Am I in the right place?’
 
   She read the card carefully, then smiled. ‘Ah, right. You’re the guy with the masturbation and porn addiction problem. She’s rescheduled her other patients, I think you’re getting the works today.’
 
   He shuddered. ‘Is that good?’
 
   ‘Well you want to be cured don’t you?’ she suggested.
 
   ‘I’m not sure I do! Hah! Yeah, I suppose. It’s not like I could be any more humiliated!’
 
   Rebecca (According to her name badge) chuckled softly. ‘Oh I don’t know, I’m sure you could be MORE humiliated! I can promise you this, when you leave here you won’t, be masturbating. Doctor Stokes’ methods are very effective. Please take a seat.’
 
   Eric grimaced and wandered back to sit on one of the cheap plastic chairs that adorned the lonely waiting room. Eventually, another young girl, wearing scrubs with a white coat approached from one of the side rooms. ‘Mr Stafford? Could you step this way please?’
 
   He followed her in to the consulting office. She gestured for him to sit by the desk, then followed him, sitting and opening his file. She began by introducing herself as Helen, a medical student and running through the standard, name and date of birth stuff to make sure she had the right patient, scribbling and ticking as he spoke. As he answered, he considered the absurdity of it. What kind of masochist would try to pretend to be someone else to get treated for masturbation addiction? Finally she closed the folder and stood, then handed him a gown. ‘Here, change into this please. No underwear, open at the back. Then hop up onto the table.’
 
   He took it from her and scowled. ‘Look, is this really necessary?’
 
   She shrugged. ‘I don’t make the rules. If you want to be treated, you have to let us examine you.’
 
   ‘Us? I’m not sure I want a team of women examining me!’
 
   She rolled her eyes at him. ‘Oh, don’t be such a baby – it’s nothing we haven’t seen before. Just put the gown on, okay?’
 
   ‘Fine!’
 
   He watched her leave and began nervously getting undressed. He hung his jeans, T-shirt and pants and socks on the back of a chair. Then he slipped his arms forward into the gown and began struggling to do-up the ties at the back. Some were easier than others, eventually he’d done and he sat on the couch waiting for the doctor to appear. 
 
   When she did appear, Helen followed, as did Rebecca, wheeling a stainless steel trolley full of medical equipment. Elise smiled at him. ‘Ah, Eric. So glad you made it. I was worried you’d cancel. Rebecca, could you get him hooked up please?’
 
   ‘Certainly. Give me your arm Mr Stafford.’
 
   He obeyed and watched Rebecca attach a blood pressure cuff to his arm, then a blood oxygen monitor to his finger. As the machine reported his vital signs, Helen dutifully wrote them down. Leaving him connected, Elise approached. ‘Now Mr Stafford, my medical student Helen will be joining us today, as long as you don’t object.’
 
   He glared at her. ‘I do object actually! Can’t we do this alone?’
 
   Elise sighed. ‘No, at the very least Rebecca will be here to assist me and chaperone you. I’m really not prepared to compromise my position by being alone with a male patient.’
 
   He gritted his teeth, ‘Fine! Whatever, let her stay! Go and get some more people if you like.’
 
   ‘No thankyou Mr Stafford, just the three of us will be fine. Now, let’s have a look at you. Lie on your back please.’ 
 
   Begrudgingly, Eric lay back on the couch and tried to relax, while Dr Elise snapped on a pair of white, latex gloves. After lifting the hem of Eric’s gown and resting it on his chest she moved around the other side of the couch and gestured for Rebecca and Helen to come closer. ‘Now, the first thing we need to do in treating masturbation addiction is stopping the masturbation. In order to do that, we’re going to fit a device to the patient. However that device has to be the correct size. Rebecca, could you pass me the medical calipers? Thanks.’
 
   Eric felt vulnerable and exposed as he watched the nurse hand over the measuring device. Then Elise’s hands were on his genitals, manipulating them. She measured the girth and length. As she measured his cock grew rock-hard from the physical contact and he grew red-faced. Helen was ready with a pen, to write down the measurements. Elise called them out. ‘Girth, erect - 18mm, length, erect – 82mm.’
 
   Helen sniggered as she wrote, failing to stifle her amusement at his pathetic size. Elise noticed and spoke. ‘Now, as you can see Mr Stafford has a very small penis. Tiny in fact, I think it’s quite cute. Just like a little boy’s!’
 
   Rebecca burst out laughing too, then whispered to Helen just loud enough for Eric to hear. ‘That really is the tiniest, most pathetic little wiener I’ve ever seen!’
 
   Dr Elise raised a palm to them both. ‘Let’s keep this professional ladies. Mr Stafford has a tiny little cock, which will mean many devices won’t be effective. As a temporary measure we’ll have to fit him with one of the new CB-XS, extra small models. I just hope the steel belt can be made small enough for his tiny dick.’
 
   Eric was now beetroot red and shaking. ‘I’ve had it! I’m leaving! I will not be humiliated like this!’
 
   As tried to sit up Rebecca pushed his shoulders back down. ‘Shush, so you have a small penis, big deal! You’re here now, so you may as well get treated.’
 
   ‘What about this device? I’m not sure I want a device on me!’
 
   ‘It’s just to help you control your urges, please stay calm and relax Mr Stafford. We won’t mention your tiny penis again if you’re sensitive about it. Okay?’
 
   He lay back, and Rebecca, pulled away, folding her arms smugly. Elise pointed to the trolley. ‘Okay, Rebecca, if you could proceed with the hair removal.’
 
   ‘The what?’ Eric gasped. 
 
   ‘Removal of your pubic hair’ Elise explained. ‘The device will be much more comfortable if we thoroughly depilate your genitals. Please lie still and relax.’
 
   He was shaking now, feeling more vulnerable than ever as the still smirking nurse – Rebecca got her shaving things out of the trolley. Once ready, she snapped on some gloves and began gently brushing his crotch with shaving foam. He held his breath when he saw her retrieve a cut-throat razor from the trolley and lean over his groin with it. She glanced up at him as she prepared to shave. ‘Nice and still please Mr Stafford, we don’t want to accidentally give you a castration and penectomy.’
 
   He took short, shallow breaths and lay as still as possible while he felt the wicked sharp blade scrape over his skin. She shaved his entire pubic area, even his shaft and his balls. When she finally put the razor down she smiled at him again. ‘There, all done.’ 
 
   As she wiped the excess shaving foam off with a paper towel Helen started sniggering again. Elise shushed her and picked up the caliper again. ‘Now we can see what we’re doing, I want to take a flaccid measurement. If you could make yourself go soft please Mr Buxton.’
 
   ‘I can’t!’ he growled at her.
 
   Elise leaned in, grinning. ‘That’s okay. I can make you go soft, even if you can’t!’ Rebecca, if you could inject the muscle relaxant and anaesthetic please.’
 
   ‘Certainly doctor.’ 
 
   Rebecca donned a fresh pair of gloves and unwrapped a sterile syringe, filling it from a small phial. Then she started vigorously wiping his genitals with a sterile wipe. 
 
   ‘Sharp scratch.’
 
   Eric panicked at this. ‘Stop! I didn’t agree to this!’
 
   Elise sighed. ‘Look stop being such a baby. Nobody likes a whiny patient. We’re just going to make you go flaccid and numb. The drug will wear off after a while. Just relax and keep still.’
 
   Before he could complain he felt Rebecca grab his cock and jab the needle in. He felt the pressure build as she depressed the plunger and his cock started to feel numb. Once she’d emptied the syringe she pulled it out and injected him again at the base of the shaft with a second syringe. Within seconds he couldn’t feel his dick at all. It had gone soft and limp. Elise grabbed it and gave it a little shake to test it. Satisfied that it had gone completely flaccid she measured it again, calling out the measurements for Helen to write down. ‘Girth, flaccid – 15mm. Length, flaccid 40mm.’
 
   Rebecca gasped. ‘Wow, that is tiny! I think that might be the smallest penis in the world! Have you checked with the Guinness Book of Records? You could be record-breaker!’
 
   Eric opened his mouth to complain, then saw her mischievous grin. His cock had gone completely limp and he couldn’t feel it any more. He crossed his arms angrily. Rebecca meanwhile had a brief rummage on the trolley before holding up a see-through plastic device. A small clear tube, with a ring attached. ‘Here we are, one extra-small chastity device – especially for guys with little pencil dicks. Shall we get him fitted?’
 
   Elise nodded and while Helen looked on with curiosity, they dismantled the device, lubed his pathetic little limp penis up and fitted it into the device. Finally she snapped a tiny padlock on to lock it. Then she shook the device, jiggling his little dick inside around. ‘Comfortable?’
 
   ‘I can’t feel my cock!’
 
   ‘Don’t worry, the drug will wear off in a few hours. Now I need you roll onto your side facing away from me and pull your knees up to your chest. I want to check your prostate.’
 
   Eric rolled over compliantly, muttering under his breath. ‘There’s nothing wrong with my prostate.’
 
   Elise leant in and whispered in his ear, ‘Shhhh, that’s for me to decide. It’s worth checking, an enlarged prostate could be a sign of something sinister. It could be affecting your hormone levels and contributing to your problem. Just relax while I lube up.’
 
   He shuddered as he heard the squidge of lube being applied. Then he felt the back of his gown lifted up and a petit finger gently pressing onto his ring. She began by rubbing lube around his anus, then gently probing, with just a fingertip. ‘Deep breath now Mr Stafford. Good, deep breath for me.’
 
   He complied and felt her force her finger deep into his rectum. Then she worked it in and out a little, making him moan softly. ‘I think the patient likes that.’ Sniggered Helen.
 
   ‘Shhh, I’m just trying to find it… Ah, there we go.’ As she spoke Elise rested her finger on his prostate and explored it thoroughly. ‘Hmmm, feels healthy. I’ll just give it a little squeeze.’ 
 
   He felt like he was going to cum, when she pressed hard on his prostate making him groan again and sending his head spinning. He felt another squirt of lube onto his ring and she introduced a second finger, then pressed even harder – making him whimper softly. She pressed, then released, again and again, causing Eric great discomfort. He was beginning to think she was getting some kind of sadistic pleasure out of it. Then she stopped, pulled her fingers out and gave him a gentle pat on the bottom. ‘Now Mr Stafford, I’m going to get Helen to examine you too. Keep your knees pulled up to your chest, deep breath again.’
 
   He heard the sound of lube being applied again, then he felt latex covered fingers gripping his buttocks and pulling them apart to see his hole. He held his breath and felt Helen’s finger slide into his rectum. He could hear Elise tutoring the junior doctor throughout. ‘Now, can you feel the prostate? It’s about the size of a walnut. You might have to reach in a little further. Then press on it, press as hard as you can – it should feel quite squishy.’
 
   ‘Urngh!’ Eric groaned as Helen shoved her finger as hard as she could onto his prostate. Eventually Eric felt Helen gently slide her finger out of his rectum. He listened to Elise talking unseen behind him, while the three women stared at his naked butt. ‘Hang on, stop look – there’s blood on your glove. I think we’ll have to have a look inside. Rebecca, could you pass me a large anal speculum. Mr Stafford, just keep still I’m going to use a speculum to look into your rectum.’
 
   He muttered agreement, feeling helpless to do otherwise. Eventually, after some rummaging on the trolley, and a brief pause – he felt Elise manipulating his buttocks with one hand, then the cold steel of the speculum gently introduced to his ring. ‘Deep breath now.’
 
   Eric took a deep breath as she slid the speculum all the way in. Then he heard a screw turning and felt his anus being opened wider and wider. He kept thinking she had to stop, every turn of the screw got more and more painful he felt like she using the device to rip him apart. ‘Stop!’ he yelped. 
 
   She didn’t. She turned the screw again, opening his rectum wider. ‘Shhhh, just keep still and relax. I haven’t opened you up enough yet. Try to relax your sphincter for me.’
 
   He tried, but Elise, Helen and Rebecca smirking at his naked bottom while the doctor spread his rectal opening as wide as it would go made this challenging. Once she’d opened the spreader to its maximum she let go. ‘There, that’s as wide as we can open. Now - torch. Look, bend down Helen. Can you see that there? That’s a haemorrhoid, it looks quite angry. I think that’s the source of the blood.’
 
   ‘Shall I get a scalpel?’ Helen asked. 
 
   ‘No, I don’t think so. We can excise these, but looking at the size and state of it, I think we’d be better off banding it. Rebecca, pop some bands on a ligator and pass it to me please.’
 
   There was a brief pause, then Elise spoke again. ‘Now Helen, take the ligator. Insert the band end in first, you need to push it hard up onto the pile. Harder, now press hard and release the bands.’
 
   Eric felt Helen ramming the ligator into his rectum, the sensation changed. He heard Helen speak as she pulled the ligator out. ‘So how does it work?’
 
   Elise chuckled softly. ‘Oh, have you ever heard of an elastrator? It’s a bit like that. An elastrator is a device for castrating animals, but you can use them on humans too. Basically it stretches a really tight band over the patient’s testicles, then leaves it there. The band is super tight, so it cuts off the blood supply and the testis die. Hormone function will cease, the only testosterone he’d produce is the same as that a girl produces – from the adrenal glands. It doesn’t take long, but to use this castration method safely, you need to remove the scrotum afterwards, with the band still on, before it becomes gangrenous. Also you have to make sure as not to remove the band too soon after scrotum removal or it can cause a major bleed.’
 
   ‘Excuse me! Can we not talk about castrating?’ Eric shouted from his prone position.
 
   Elise gave him a pat on the bum. ‘Shhhh, we’re doctors talking about a medical procedure! We’re only talking about castrating you, if you don’t keep still and quiet – perhaps we will castrate you?’
 
   Helen and Rebecca sniggered in unison at this. Elise gave him another friendly pat on the bottom. ‘Okay sweetie, you can sit up now. I just want to run a few blood tests, then you can go. Rebecca will take your bloods.’
 
   By the time Eric had shuffled upright, Helen and Elise were walking towards the door, notes in hand and Rebecca was brandishing a tourniquet. ‘Okay give me your arm, palms facing up.’
 
   He waited while she pulled the strap tight around his arm, then unpacked a sterile needle. ‘Sharp scratch.’
 
   It slid in painfully, but quickly and she quickly filled four phials, then removed the needle and pressed some cotton wool onto the wound. ‘Press here.’
 
   He complied and she began feverishly writing on the labelled phials. She then loosened the tourniquet, stuck the cotton wool down with a strip of surgical tape and stood. Smiling at him. ‘All done, you can go now.’
 
   Eric rose, now aware of the plastic device jangling about his crotch. It was comfortable, but he could tell he’d be constantly aware of its presence. ‘Hang on, what about this thing she’s put on me?’
 
   ‘Oh your device? No, that stays on sweetie. We’re treating your masturbation addiction aren’t we? Dr Stokes will write to you when she wants to see you again.’
 
   He muttered to himself and stood, watching her leave. Scowling he pulled the gown off and began getting dressed again. His limp, anaesthetised cock dangled loose in the clear plastic device, but somehow he knew when the drugs wore off it would fill the device. When he finally left the hospital, he was glad to be out of there.
 
   


 
   
  
 

First Night in Chastity
 
    
 
   By the time he got home, the drug injected into Eric’s member hadn’t worn off. The CB-XS chastity device was still jangling loosely about his crotch, with little to no real discomfort. Anne was sitting watching the television with a glass of white wine when he walked through the door. As the door banged shut, she looked up. ‘Hey! How d’ya get on?’
 
   Eric wandered over to the sofa and slumped alongside her. ‘That was the weirdest appointment I’ve ever had.’
 
   ‘Oh? How so?’
 
   ‘Well, first of all Dr Elise and two of her colleagues stood around taking the piss out of me for having a small penis.’ 
 
   Anne interrupted. ‘To be fair you do have a very small dick Eric.’
 
   He glared at her. ‘Shut up! Not you as well! Anyway then put they measured it and injected me with some weird drug, then they fitted some anti-masturbation device to me.’
 
   Anne giggled at this, ‘Anti-masturbation device? Jesus, she doesn’t hang around does she! What’s it like? Can I see it?’
 
   ‘Hmmph! You may as bloody well.’
 
   She gestured towards his belt with her finger. ‘Okay, come and stand in front of me and drop em!’
 
   Slowly, begrudgingly Eric strode in front of the sofa and lowered his trousers and pants. Anne’s eyes widened as the little plastic cock-cage was revealed. She leant forwards and grabbed it between her finger and thumb. ‘This is really cool. I think it’s kind of hot actually. And you can’t masturbate with this on or take it off?’
 
   ‘No, she said it was a temporary device until the proper one gets made. It does mean we can’t have sex.’
 
   Anne smirked at this. ‘Oh I don’t know, there are other ways of us having sex. To be fair your tiny little penis looks all flaccid and pathetic in there anyway. I bet your tongue would be much better for making love to me.’
 
   He groaned. ‘Anne, I’m not in the mood!’
 
   ‘Yes you are. Come here.’
 
   As she beckoned him with her finger he found the device suddenly having a strange effect on him. Something had changed in him, suddenly he was eager – no more than eager – compelled to obey her. ‘Kneel before me sweetie. It’s time you ate pussy.’
 
   He dropped to his knees as she hitched her skirt up and lowered her pants and knickers. He could see already she was warm and moist. The mere thought of making him bring her off with his tongue while he was locked in the chastity device, had turned her on. Anne pushed her knees wider apart, ‘Come on sweetie. Pop your head between my thighs. I want you to kiss me on my other lips now. Like you really mean it!’
 
   Helpless to resist, he obeyed. As his cheeks brushed her thighs he slid his lips into her labia and started probing her vagina with his tongue. She reached down and gently clasped the back of his head. ‘Hmmm, keep going…’
 
   Slowly, he searched for her g-spot with his tongue, as pussy juice ran down his throat and his nostrils were filled with the smell of her sweat and her sex. Hairs from her neatly shave pussy stuck in his teeth as he probed deeper. Then he moved to work on her clitoris. His lips and tongue now dripping with lubrication he sucked on her clitoris, then caressed it with is teeth. He swirled his tongue around it, pushed the hood back with the top of his tongue, then began lapping furiously at it. She lay back relaxed, and loosened her grip on his head, as she started panting slowly. Eventually she came. As she did she pulled his face – hard, into her pussy, almost smothering him. Once the orgasm had subsided she let go and dropped back, sighing with bliss. ‘Oh Eric, that was amazing. That was the best orgasm you’ve given me for years!’
 
   ‘Hmmph! Alright for some! I can’t even feel my dick, let alone make it go hard. Even if it could go hard it’s stuck in this stupid thing.’
 
   Anne chuckled softly,’ Oh come on, there’s more we can do than fucking and cumming. Come on, give me a cuddle.’
 
   Despite feeling disconnected for a long time, he did want a cuddle. They sat together and embraced, then kissed, as they felt the contours of each other’s bodies. Then they hugged again tighter and he started crying softly over her shoulder, muttering between sobs. ‘I feel like a fucking eunuch! I can’t feel anything down there!’
 
   ‘Shhh, it’s just temporary. Don’t worry. Come on, let’s go to bed.’
 
   He agreed and they climbed the stairs together. Despite his frustration, Eric felt strangely calm. When they lay together they embraced again. They both felt like the wounds in their relationship were already starting to heal.
 
   Though they quickly fell asleep, Eric suffered a rude awakening. The drugs to make his penis numb and flaccid wore off. He whimpered as he was brought quickly into consciousness by the great pressure and incredible pain in his crotch. ‘Argh!’
 
   Anne woke up and gasped. ‘What is it Eric?’
 
   ‘Urgh! It’s this thing Doctor Stokes put on me – it’s killing me!’
 
   She snatched the covers down. ‘Let me look!’
 
   He lay back while she inspected his now, almost bulging chastity device. His cock tried to swell to its full erect size, but the device was too small to allow it. It meant his penis pressed against the plastic in every angle. His urethra was pushing through the slit in the front and he felt his balls going numb. ‘Ooh, that doesn’t look good.’
 
   ‘Take it off! Take it off! It’s killing me!’ Eric yelped. 
 
   Anne shrugged. ‘I can’t it’s padlocked and I don’t have a key!’
 
   ‘Break it then! It’s cutting my circulation off!’
 
   Anne sighed. ‘I don’t think Elise will be pleased if we break her device. You’d better keep it on. How about having a cold shower or something?’
 
   He groaned and reached down to the CB-XS. It hurt to touch it. It would have been impossible to remove the device when he was flaccid, but now the difficulty would be tenfold. As he thought about the pain and the denial, it actually aroused him and made him grow harder in the device. After a few moments of whimpering and hoping it would subside he launched himself out of bed and rushed for the bathroom. Kneeling in the shower he turned on the sprayer with cold water and aimed it at his member. The cold water was immediately uncomfortable, but sure enough, after a few moments his penis started to shrivel up and shrink. Soon he was sitting wide-awake in a pool of chilled water, feeling rather sorry for himself. He appreciated the relief though and despite his shivering, decided to stay for a while to make sure. While he sat there, he realised his tiny penis had shrivelled up considerably. It looked half its normal size. This was his chance, he’d try and get it out. 
 
   He started by trying to pull his penis down between the cage and the ring, but it was still too tight. Then he tried pushing his balls one at a time between the cage and the ring, but they were too big to fit and pushing them harder just hurt. Not giving up, he tried twisting the device, tugging at it, and applying soap to the end. Nothing helped. He realised the pins were plastic, he could break it off, but that would just piss Doctor Stokes off. After manipulating the device in every way possible he growled with frustration and gave up. He got out of the ice-cold water, noticing his goose pimples sticking up and dried himself carefully while shivering and chattering his teeth. He needed a wee too. Luckily, the device, despite being very secure allowed him to pee easily, especially as his member had shrunk back inside the tube. He just had to use some toilet paper to dry up the drops. When he climbed back into bed he was tired and thankful to be under the warm covers again.
 
   He was awakened eventually by Anne, playfully jiggling his chastity device about. ‘Come on sleepy head! Wake up!’
 
   Eric groaned. ‘Knock it off Anne! This is not comfortable to have a hard on in!’
 
   She giggled softly, pulling her pyjama bottoms off and knickers down, lying back and spreading her legs. ‘I just find having you all locked up and frustrated so exciting! I’m finding it a real turn-on, I’m thinking we should make this arrangement permanent! Come on, you have to bring me off again!’
 
   Strangely, despite his own frustration, as soon as she mentioned this, it seemed like a good idea. He leaned over and reached down to her vagina. His fingertips slipped over her labia and into her pussy. When he pulled them out they were warm and wet. Without pausing he eased back her clitoral hood and started gently stimulating her, then he sped up. Soon she was moaning softly and close to orgasm. He slowed down, easing off to a gentle massage, then he sped up again. He continued this cycle several times, bringing her closer every time. On the final build-up he continued until she came so hard she groaned and shook audibly. The orgasm left Anne panting and dizzy. It took her a few moments to recover. When she did, she turned to him. ‘Thanks sweetie. Be a darling and go get me a cup of tea.’
 
   Without hesitation he clambered out of bed and headed for the kitchen. Chastity was changing his behaviour, it was changing his attitude. 
 
   


 
   
  
 

After Three Weeks of Chastity
 
    
 
   Eric wore the device for three weeks, each week getting more and more frustrating. He regularly found himself woken up by nocturnal erections and he also found himself obeying and striving to please Anne, more and more. He found himself giving her two orgasms a day, often using his tongue and doing all the household chores. Gradually, he found himself morphing into her pussy whipped slaveboy. Eric however, was going insane with frustration. One day, when he was back from work early, he decided to have yet another go at removing the device. He took a warm shower and used lots of soap to make his cock and his device more slippery. He spent ages, under the warm stream of water, lathering, pulling, tugging. At one point he felt like he might get one ball out, he tried to bend the pins and ease the cage and the ring apart… Only the pins both snapped. He gasped, both relieved and in fear. Still, it was done now so he had to take advantage. Leaving the ring around the base of his cock and balls he removed the cage and began masturbating in the shower, thinking about the last three weeks of frustration and denial. When he came, his knees buckled and he shot out a short, sharp stream of thick white goop, which landed on his leg and trickled down into the shower tray. He only just managed to hold himself upright. Washing the sticky semen off his leg took forever. As he scrubbed he started feeling guilty and worried about what Anne and Dr Stokes might say. 
 
   After washing himself it was easy to remove the ring. He dried himself and dressed, panicking about what he was going to tell Anne. Eventually Anne arrived back from work. He was sitting in the lounge when she slammed the front door shut. ‘Hey Eric! I’m back! Orgasm time!’
 
   She stopped and stared when she saw the parts of the device sitting separately on the coffee table. Striding closer, she pointed at them. ‘What happened?’
 
   ‘Erm, I was trying to get it comfy – it was pinching see… Anyway the pins snapped, I have no idea how. Must be really weak plastic.’
 
   She grabbed one of the pieces with the pins attached and started trying to snap it in her fingers. She could barely bend it. ‘That’s odd Eric, they don’t seem weak to me. Still it doesn’t matter. Elise called me and said your new device has turned up. She said you could pop in to the GP’s to have it fitted this evening.’
 
   ‘Wonderful.’ Eric muttered in a deadpan tone.
 
   ‘Great, get your coat – I’ll run you down. I take it you haven’t masturbated since the device broke?’
 
   He stood and headed towards the coat hooks. ‘Anne, it’s been weeks! I couldn’t help it! This thing has been driving me insane.’
 
   She scowled at him now, clearly unhappy. ‘Fine! But you won’t be getting out again, Elise has assured me the bespoke device is very secure.’
 
   Within the hour, they were back at the doctor’s surgery, this time however they were called into another room – one of the clinics.
 
   When they entered Dr Elise Stokes was sitting at a desk, writing notes. She looked up as they entered. ‘Mr and Mrs Stafford. Hi. You’re here for your new device.’
 
   Before Eric could speak Anne smacked the broken remains of the old device on her desk. ‘I’m afraid he’s had an accident. He’s admitted he masturbated once the device was off too.’
 
   Elise tutted softly under her breath. ‘Dear me, Mr Stafford, if I’m going to cure you – I need you to work with me.’
 
   ‘Sorry.’ Eric muttered.
 
   ‘Eric, I need to have a quiet word with your wife. I want to suggest a part of your treatment that might be a little bit controversial, and I need her to consent to it.’
 
   He nodded, feeling a little sorry for himself, while his wife and the doctor left the room. When they returned Anne was smiling and had a spring in her step. She was obviously happy about whatever Elise had suggested. Elise pulled back a curtain to reveal a gynaecology chair. ‘Mr Stafford, your blood test flagged up a few things. I’m concerned about your bladder. I’d normally refer you to the hospital but I think it’s so urgent I want to give you a cystoscopy right now.’
 
   Eric, squeezed his thighs together in fear. ‘A what-oscopy?’
 
   ‘A cystoscopy, I want to look inside your bladder. Please, there’s a gown on the chair, if you could get changed and hop up for me.’
 
   This sounded serious. Eric stepped up to the chair and heard Elise swish the curtain shut after him. After a few minutes he pulled the curtain back and popped his head out. ‘Erm, okay.’
 
   Elise stood and approached. ‘Great, hop up onto the chair then.’
 
   The gown flapping about his ankles, his clothes piled neatly on the floor – he sat in the chair. Elise gently, but firmly lifted his ankles into the medical stirrups attached to the chair, one after another. Eric frowned at this. ‘Is this really necessary?’
 
   Elise smiled. ‘Just relax, I need to examine you. Once I have you secure, I’m going to insert a camera up your urethra, then expand your bladder with some sterile water. You’ll feel some discomfort, and you might pass some blood when you urinate afterwards, but I’ll give you a local anaesthetic before we start.’
 
   As she talked, she buckled up the ankle straps on the stirrups tightly. His ankles firmly strapped in she moved to his arms. The chair had arm rests sticking out at right angles to the chair, so the patient could be secured in the crucifix position. She took one wrist after the other, and fastened a leather medical restraint to each, then secured it to the arm rest – immobilizing him completely. Eric was shaking now. ‘What are you doing? I thought you were working down there? Why do you need to restrain my arms?’
 
   She shrugged. ‘Oh, patients often have an urge to reach down when the tube goes in. Trust me, it’s much easier and safer if you’re immobilized.’
 
   Now fully strapped down, he was shaking and struggling in the restraints. Elise pulled the curtain aside so Anne could watch. Then she removed a padded plate from under Eric’s bottom and pushed his knees wider for better access. From a trolley next to the chair she took a plastic apron and mask and put them on. Then she snapped on a pair of latex gloves. ‘Now Mr Stafford, I’m going to inject you with a local anaesthetic, please try to relax.’
 
   He whimpered when she slid the needle into his cock and started injecting. He did have an urge to reach down and stop her, but he was helpless. Once she’d emptied the syringe, she pulled it out leaving a tiny spot of blood at the injection site. His penis quickly started to feel numb. She didn’t wait for it to take full effect, instead she pulled up a chair and lubed up the tip of her cystoscope. Taking his limp, anaesthetised dick between her fingers she started inserting, sliding the cystoscope deep into his urethra. She met some resistance near the base of the shaft. ‘Try to pee for me Mr Stafford. Good.’
 
   He was helpless to obey her, as he did, he felt her slip the camera through the sphincter into his bladder. ‘Now I’m going to pump some water in to expand your bladder for a better look.’
 
   As she spoke he felt it, gushing into his bladder and expanding it. He felt bloated, full and desperate to pee, but she was busy manoeuvring the cystoscope around, examining all of the interior of his bladder. She seemed to take a sadistic pleasure in making him squirm and wince as she twisted and pulled the cystoscope. Eric lay back, trying to relax, but struggling. He could see her peering into the scope – she was taking forever! ‘Stop! I need to pee!’
 
   She peeped over her mask. ‘Shhhh, you can’t pee until I decide to let you pee and I haven’t finished examining you. Just lie back and relax. I’ll be done when I’m done.’
 
   He groaned and frowned when he heard Anne chuckle softly from her position seated away from the chair. She pulled, tugged and twisted again. It felt like torture, and made him grit his teeth, but she was relentless. He could feel the tube with the camera on the end filling his urethra and the sterile water filling his bladder to bursting point. Just when he thought it would never end she rose, leaving the cystoscope in. ‘There, I think that looks healthy. Must have been a false alarm. Now Mr Stafford, do you know what this is?’
 
   He looked, still squirming with the cystoscope shoved right up his urethra. She was holding what looked like a large pair of steel pliers with a little green, thick, elastic band on little pegs. ‘No.’
 
   Elise grinned. ‘Well, remember a few weeks ago when I was talking to Rebecca and Helen about how a haemorrhoid ligator being a bit like an elastrator? Well this is an actual elastrator. This particular one is very popular for castrating goats. Now seeing as you’ve been naughty and broken my device, I’m going to elastrate you! I’m going to pop your balls through the band, then take the band off the elastrator. It’s very tight, it will cut off the blood supply to your testicles. They’ll start to die after about fifteen minutes. As we’re treating you for addiction you aren’t considered compos mentis, so your wife – Anne has been asked to sign consent. She consents to this treatment. Call it aversion therapy.’
 
   He started struggling in his restraints now, clearly terrified. Elise held a latex gloved finger to her lips though. ‘Shhhh, stop struggling or I’ll elastrate you and leave it on. If you relax, you don’t struggle and you’re good, I might, might cut the band before your testicles die. Here’s the deal. I’m going to elastrate you, and then you’re going to bring me, and your wife off with your tongue. As soon as we’ve both had an orgasm, I’ll cut the band. However I will not cut it before you’ve brought both of us off with your tongue. Nothing like a time-limit to motivate a person is there? So, I suggest you do your best to make us both cum. After all, your balls depend on it!’
 
   Eric looked horrified at Anne, but she just grinned. ‘I’ve signed consent! I know this is unorthodox, but I really think it will teach you a lesson not to disobey. Besides, I know how good you are, I’m sure you can do this! Good luck Eric!’
 
   Elise had sat between his knees again. He was helpless to stop her. He felt soft, latex gloved hands gently manipulating his balls. She peeped up over her mask at him. ‘Just relax while I get this on you. Make it easy for me. Good boy. Oh, that’s one in! Now for the other…’
 
   He could feel her working one ball through the band. Then the other. She spend some time getting as much of his scrotum through the band as possible and lining the balls and spermatic cords up properly. Then she threaded a length of string through the band and placed a pair of surgical scissors ready. His heart started to race as she started peeling the band off the metal pegs on the elastrator. The cystoscope had been torture, but this was hell. He started shaking as she pulled the band off the third peg. Suddenly the band was beginning to feel tight and his balls were beginning to feel numb. A couple more seconds and she held up the now empty elastrator. ‘There, you’re elastrated! Time to get busy eh?’
 
   As she walked around to the headrest of the chair she electrically tilted the chair back so his head was at the lowest point.  His crotch was in severe pain, but his balls were feeling number and number. When she lowered her tights and knickers, hitched her skirt up and rested her neatly shaved pussy on his mouth – he didn’t need telling what to do. Frantically, he began licking, sucking, flicking his tongue, nibbling, teasing her clitoris – anything to get her off. Elise was sighing blissfully, and lying forwards on him, resting her breasts on his belly and playing with his elastrated balls while he licked, and sucked, and she rocked her hips about, fucking him in the face. It took minutes until he felt the tell-tale shudder, then the slow pulsating of the muscles in her groin as she orgasmed and orgasmed. She’d taken no time at all. Slowly, sighing with happiness, she dismounted. His mouth was full of pussy juice and he could feel pubes stuck in his teeth. His balls hurt even more now and he was starting to panic. ‘Come on! Get it off! Cut the band!’
 
   Elise leant down to his face. ‘Shhh, there’s no rush! You have plenty of time. That was good. I might get you to do that again. Hmmm, you’re looking stressed, I wonder what your heart rate is like?’ 
 
   She put her stethoscope in her ears and lifted his gown up higher and rested the end of the stethoscope over where his heart was. He was panicking, his heart raced faster. Eventually she sighed. ‘Mr Stafford, your heart is racing. I really can’t let you continue until you relax. I don’t want you to have a heart attack.’
 
   ‘Then take the band off!’
 
   ‘Sorry sweetie, rules are rules. I’ll cut the band when you’ve brought us both off. However I’m not going to let you service Anne until your heart rate is back to normal. Just relax.’
 
   Eric whimpered and suddenly focused on relaxing, desperate to slow his heart down. He could feel it slowing. He tried to forget about the elastrator band slowly killing his balls. After thirty seconds he looked hopefully at Elise. ‘Better?’
 
   Continuing to hold her stethoscope over his heart, she listened carefully and stared at the clock on the wall. After thirty seconds she smiled at him. ‘Better, but not good enough. Relax, just relax. The sooner you can relax and show your heart down – the sooner I’ll let you get to work on Anne. The clocks ticking, I think you’ve only got seven or so minutes left and you haven’t even started on your wife. I think you might have to accept that you’re losing your balls.’
 
   His heart fell, but as it did he felt a strange calm. He was lying on a gynaecology chair, restrained and with an elastrator band slowly killing his testicles. Elise, still listening to his heart smiled. ‘There, good boy. That’s much better. Okay Anne, he’s ready for you.’
 
   Eric’s wife rose, dropped her knickers and planted her vagina on his mouth. His balls felt cold, numb and dead now, but he couldn’t give up. He licked, he nibbled, he probed deep, deep with his tongue into her pussy and swirled his tongue around her clitoris, tickling her clitoral hood back and stimulating her fast. However she wasn’t coming. He worked faster, frantically trying to bring her off, willing her to cum… Then she shuddered and came with a groan. 
 
   She dismounted and put herself back together. Dr Stokes didn’t remove the band straight away, she stood between his knees and looked him in the eye. ‘Now, Mr Stafford. Do you promise not to break any more of my chastity devices? Can you promise me you’ll stay in my devices willingly until I see fit to discharge you? No more escape attempts?’
 
   ‘Yes! Yes! Just cut the band!’
 
   ‘Promise?’
 
   ‘Yes! I promise I’ll wear any device willingly! I won’t try to escape!’ he pleaded.
 
   ‘Good. Next time, I won’t cut the band off – I’ll let the blood vessels heal shut and cut your scrotum off instead.’
 
   There was a sharp snapping noise as she cut the band and he squealed in pain as the band twanged him and blood started to rush back into his balls. He moaned softly and whimpered. Anne had sat back down now, looking elated and happy. Elise didn’t wait for him to recover, she removed the cystoscope which she’d left in from the cystoscopy. 
 
   Red-faced with relief, Eric barely noticed as Elise unpacked a more severe, spike-lined chastity device and fixed it onto his still anaesthetised cock. It was a small, bespoke device with sharp, cruel spikes which would cruelly punish even the slightest erection. Once he was snuggly into the new device Elise smiled at him. ‘There, that’s you fitted! Just to let you know, this is a very special device. I’ve locked it onto you now. I should warn you it has an anti-tamper feature. Remember those little green elastrator bands? Like the one I just popped around your balls for a bit? Well, there’s one of those in the ring section of this device. If you attempt to pick the lock, pull out of the device, or cut the lock – the elastrator band will be released around your cock and balls. Only there won’t be a handy piece of string passed through to help you cut it off. Basically it will elastrate you. So don’t be tempted to tamper! Otherwise you’ll end up a eunuch. Now you can go, get changed. I’ll see you at the clinic on Tuesday for your next session.’
 
   


 
   
  
 

The New Device
 
    
 
   The second device was more brutal and punitive than the first one by a long shot. Eric didn’t notice it the night Elise elastrated him. His penis remained anaesthetised for the evening, but when he woke up in the early hours with an erection – the pain was intense. Anne woke with a start, as he squirmed and whimpered, desperately trying to lower his erection. Eric, didn’t dare try to manipulate the device or pull it off. The fear and anxiety of Dr Stokes’ elastrating had been branded onto his mind. He was terrified of the embedded elastrator band being released and castrating him. So he held the device on and allowed it to punish his erection. Anne of course was finding this amusing. Again she suggested a cold shower and again it helped – eventually. Every night, every stray thought, punished Eric mercilessly. He began to dread and fear erotic thoughts, he found his best options were to focus on his work and on pleasing Anne. This of course made him very productive and pleased Anne no end. He started to feel like a sex-less slave, always a breath away from a stinging punishment. Yet the fear of being elastrated made him happy to bear every punishment and kept him terrified of trying to remove the device. He had more than one nightmare about waking up and finding his cock and balls missing. The thought occurred that she’d made the anti-tamper feature up, but he brushed it aside. He couldn’t risk it. 
 
   On the Monday before his appointment with Dr Stokes, Anne came home in a chirpy mood. As she clicked the door shut after she called to Eric from the hall. ‘Eric, wait five minutes then come upstairs, I’ve got a treat for you.’
 
   Eric, now unable to question or disobey Anne, followed her up as soon as five minutes had passed. When he got to the bedroom, she’d undressed and was now standing there, naked except for a huge, flesh coloured strap on dildo – complete with dangling fake testicles. Her pert breasts betrayed the blatant symbol of masculinity between her legs. She beckoned him to the bed with her finger. ‘Come on Erica, you’re going to be my bitch tonight! I’m going to fuck you so hard you scream! I’m going to rip that sweet little ass of yours wide open! Now get naked and assume the position!’
 
   It was obvious what she meant. He quickly stripped and bent over the bed, exposing his bare buttocks. Anne, didn’t penetrate him immediately. Watching Dr Stokes elastrate him and having him in chastity was changing her personality too – bringing out a darker, dominant side. She removed his leather belt from the loops on his trousers and doubled it up. He felt her gently stroke his buttocks with it. ‘Before I fuck you, I’m going to thrash you… And I’m going to enjoy it. Open your mouth.’ He obeyed of course and she took his leather belt and pushed it between his teeth. ‘Now bite down bitch, I don’t want you disturbing the neighbours.’
 
   He obeyed, biting hard onto the belt and shaking with fear. She took her own, slender leather belt and gave it an experimental swish. Satisfied, she whipped him as hard as she could, right across the buttocks making him give out a muffled scream. Anne laughed at this and whipped him again harder. Soon she was working up a sweat, painting crimson stripes across his backside. It was also making her moist. For his part, Eric was enduring a double torture - the scalding strokes on his bottom and the punitive chastity device, spiking his penis every time it tried to grow erect. After two dozen strokes she threw the belt aside and screamed at him. ‘Alright bitch, it’s time to suck cock.’
 
   Eric, obeyed immediately, kneeling before her and taking the giant plastic phallus into his mouth. It tasted dead and rubbery. As he sucked, Anne grabbed his head and started rocking her hips, fucking him in the face. He felt the little plastic testicles slap into his chin, he felt the rubber glans plug itself into the hole separating his mouth from his throat. It made him gag, but Anne held tight, fucking his face even harder. Eventually she withdrew and the strap-on was glistening with saliva. Eric was panting, gasping for breath, but Anne gave no respite. ‘Assume the position bitch!’
 
   He leaned over the bed and presented his naked ass for her to penetrate. His cock was trying so hard to become erect, it had gone numb. He felt her slender fingertips on his hips, then she rammed her cock up his ass – hard. He felt his sphincter forced open as she slid in and out, back and forth. She gripped his hips harder and started rocking her hips as she slid in and out, her hips kissing his buttocks and making little slapping sounds. Eric, being helplessly pegged by wife started whimpering, but this if anything egged her on. She grabbed his wrists and pinned them together on his back, then fucked him even harder. Having her chaste husband, pinned on the bed, brutally fucking him – turned Anne on to a new level. She could feel herself getting close to orgasm. The sensation of the strap on harness rubbing against her clit was almost enough to bring her off. It wasn’t enough though, she needed his tongue. 
 
   In one swift motion she ripped her strap on out and yanked the buckles undone. As it fell to the floor she jumped onto the bed and lay back – spreading her knees. ‘Lick my pussy bitch! Now!’
 
   Eric didn’t need telling twice, he dived forwards, smothering his face in her crotch, then licking inside her cunt and up and down the sides of her labia. As she started moaning softly he turned his attention to her clitoris and started frantically licking, sucking and nibbling, anything to get her off. When she came it was explosive. She arched her back and let out a loud grunt. She held his face in her groin as she came. He could feel her whole body pulsating with sexual energy. It was strange, they weren’t having sex, but it felt like the best sex they’d had since they’d got married.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Aversion Therapy
 
    
 
   Eric turned up at the clinic on Tuesday as promised, hoping Elise would remove the painful chastity device. Of course he’d be disappointed. When he reported in at reception, he was directed towards the MRI scanning suite. Elise, Helen and Rebecca were waiting for him. As he walked through the door Rebecca thrust a gown at him. ‘Okay sweetie, get changed, we haven’t got all day.’
 
   Eric eyed Elise nervously. ‘What’s going on?’
 
   ‘Oh, I’m going to start the next stage of your treatment today. Pop the gown on please so we can get you into the scanner.’
 
   He took it and walked behind a privacy screen. After going through the routine of stripping, then sliding his arms in and struggling to tie the tassles, he emerged. Helen, still wearing the blue nurse’s dress opened the door to the room with the MRI scanner and ushered him through. The scanning table was lowered and Helen and Rebecca helped him up onto it. Then Helen opened up the head cage and put some earphones on him. Then Helen carefully pulled his eyelids open and kept them open by inserting plastic ocular speculums. She dropped some eye drops in to keep his eyes from drying out, then Rebecca closed the head cage, leaving only a small window in the plastic to see through. As the table started rising, he felt Rebecca and Helen restraining his wrists and ankles, immobilizing him. By the time the table started sliding back into the scanner he couldn’t move his hands or feet. When the table slowed to a halt, Eric found himself staring up at a screen. He heard Dr Elise Stokes through the earphones now. ‘Mr Stafford. I’m going to show you a series of pornographic images and videos now, while scanning your brain. This will allow me to ascertain what you find most arousing and I’ll be able to display pornography which is more to your taste. The pain of becoming erect, in the device, will discourage you from finding pornography arousing and in fact make you fear pornography. This is a four hour session. Hopefully by the end, you’ll be cured.’
 
   He gulped. The machine was whirring away, scanning his brain. There was no hiding his feelings, his soul was laid bare for Dr Elise, Rebecca and Helen to examine. Slowly images and clips started appearing on the screen. They started off with naked women, then couples having sex, then lesbian couples having sex… Then came the BDSM. It started out light, but became more and more extreme as the film played. Throughout of course, his poor cock was desperately trying to grow onto the spikes. The cage prevented him turning his head. The ocular speculums prevented him closing his eyes. He was helpless to lie, watching increasingly intense porn as his cock pierced itself on the spikes again and again. Whenever he found a clip more arousing, he found similar clips being played until the fear of the chastity device caused him to not find the clip arousing. His eyes started to dry a little – being unable to blink, but the pain in his crotch was making his eyes water – keeping them moist. After around an hour of this torture, he found his fear was quashing his arousal. At this point the table slid out and nurse Rebecca approached. She opened the head cage and held a small blue pill out. ‘Open.’
 
   He obeyed and she popped the pill in, then offered a straw from a glass of water up. ‘Now swallow – good boy.’
 
   Once he’d swallowed, she began putting the cage back on. He looked up to her. ‘What was that?’
 
   She smiled. ‘Oh, viagra! We’re finding your arousal response is starting to go down, so to make sure the treatment is effective we’ve administered a drug. Just relax, Dr Stokes thinks the treatment is going well.’
 
   He watched her vanish as the table slid back into the scanner for another round of torture. The images came thick and fast, lesbians, strap on play, chastity, female domination, forced bi scenes, every kink and fetish was explored and the ones he found arousing started to come around more and more frequently. He began sobbing as the drug started working and his cock started pushing harder and harder on the spikes. By the time the four hour session was up he was a quivering mess, terrified of porn and dreading even the slightest arousal. 
 
   Rebecca and Helen released him from the scanner and he walked shakily to the control booth. Dr Stokes greeted him there. ‘Mr Stafford! You’re doing really well. I think that was a good, effective treatment. Now, I want to talk to you about castration. I can see you suffered some real discomfort there, so I want to offer you some release. If you want some respite, I can chemically castrate you. You’ll feel no arousal and hence no erections for around three months. Would you like me to go ahead?’
 
   Eric didn’t hesitate. ‘Yes!’
 
   ‘Good boy, hop up onto the couch, I’m going to inject it into your bottom.’
 
   He climbed up and curled up into a ball facing away from her. It felt strange volunteering to be castrated, even if it was only temporary. He could hear the rattle of things being prepared, then he felt a sharp prick on his buttock. She slid the needle in deep, right into the muscle – then he felt the pressure of the injection going slowly in. Finally she pulled the needle out and gave his bottom a little pat. ‘There, all done. You’re castrated! We’ll see you in three months to see how you’re getting on.’
 
   Eric slid off and turned to face her. ‘What about this device? Are you taking it off?’
 
   Elise smiled. ‘Sorry sweetie, it stays on. We wouldn’t you trying to sneak in a naughty orgasm if the drug wore off earlier than expected? This way if it wears off early there’s an incentive for you to come back and get a top up isn’t there?’
 
   He shuddered. He was beginning to think agreeing to be treated for masturbation addiction wasn’t worth it after all. He changed and left the clinic, as he drove home he began to feel the effects of the chemical castration. His libido simply withered away and dissolved, leaving him feeling almost sexless. 
 
   Over the following weeks, he didn’t suffer from the chastity device. If anything being chemically castrated was something of a respite. Whenever he did think about masturbating he found himself in fear. The memory of being forced to watch hard core, extreme porn – tailored to his tastes, while in the scanner and the severe, erection punishing chastity device… Arousal had become terrifying. He found himself focusing more and more on pleasing Anne, both emotionally and sexually. She found herself having to do less and less chores around the house. The trouble was there was one thing missing. Sex.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Cuckolded
 
    
 
   After a couple of weeks of being effectively sterile, Eric began to get used to his new sexless state and even treasure it. Anne, enjoyed having him service her orally twice a day, but somehow it was different without Eric’s sexual frustration. One day, when Eric got home, he went up to the bedroom to get changed, only to find Anne there, stripped down to her lingerie. She was wearing all her sexiest things, including stockings and suspenders and expensive matching set of bra and panties. He frowned at her as she turned to greet him. ‘What’s going on? Are we going out?’
 
   She chuckled and approached, dropping her hands onto his shoulders and standing close enough that he could smell her perfume. ‘No. I’m going out. I think you’re doing really well. I’m confident Dr Stokes is going to cure you of your addiction, but I can’t wait that long. To be honest your pathetic little pencil dick has never really satisfied me anyway. Don’t worry we’re not breaking up. I’m still your wife, I’m just going to have look outside of our marriage for my sexual pleasure. I’ve always wanted a more manly lover and I think now is the time. I can appreciate you might be nervous about me sleeping with other men. So I’ve come up with a way of reassuring you. Here’s the deal. I can fuck, whoever I want, but I will never fuck any man twice – except you. Once you’re cured of course. Do you agree to that?’
 
   His eyes traced her curvaceous body from head to stocking-clad toes. She was beautiful and sexy. He was seeing her in a new light. He found he DID want to have sex with her, but his pathetic little dick was not only all shrivelled up and useless from the chemical castration, but also imprisoned in the punitive chastity device. He knew a year ago he would not have agreed to this, but Dr Stokes’ treatment plan was messing with his head. He shrugged. ‘Well, I can understand you still want to have sex. I suppose I can accept you having sex with other men. It is better that you agree to only ever sleep with a man once.’
 
   She smiled, her ruby red lipstick glistening in the light and reached up to pat him on the cheek. ‘Good! Good boy. In that case you can help me get ready for my stud lover. You can help me look sexy for him! What should I wear?’
 
   ‘Where are you going? Are you just going to pick up some guy from a bar?’
 
   She shook her head. ‘No, not tonight. I’ve been invited to our company director’s house. He’s having a cocktail party and has invited some of our clients. He’s been flirting with me for ages. Tonight, I think he’s going to get what he wants! I’m going to have a few cocktails, flirt with him a bit… Well, seduce him. Then I’m going to give him the fucking of his life. He won’t know it, but while I’m on top, fucking his brains out – I’m going to be getting off on the fact that my pathetic little pencil dick husband, is sitting at home, chemically castrated and in chastity – wondering what I’m doing. I think it’s hot. I’ve not been this excited in ages. Now come on what should I wear? I want to look sexy!’
 
   He looked through her wardrobe of dresses, skirts and blouses. After a brief deliberation he pulled out a black satin shirt and a pin stripe suit grey suit with a jacket and knee-length skirt. She nodded approval. ‘I like it, professional, but sexy. Come on, you can dress me. I’ll wear that nice diamond necklace you bought me for a first anniversary present I think.’
 
   He helped her on with the shirt and the suit, zipping the skirt up to the small of her back for her and holding the jacket out so she could feed her arms in. It felt strange, but strangely arousing to be sending his wife off to have sex with another man. It was the first time he’d felt anything like arousal since Dr Elise had chemically castrated him. For a moment he worried about the device, with its concealed elastrator band. However despite his mental arousal, his dick was still shrivelled up and useless – not even trying to grow in its spiked cage. 
 
   Once she was dressed she did a few finishing touches to her makeup and hair, then left, calling to him as she closed the door. ‘Don’t wait up!’
 
   That was it. She was gone. He parked himself in front of the television and tried to settle down to a film. It was hard though, all he could think of was Anne, flirting and trying to seduce her boss. She’d be unbuttoning her shirt to amplify her breasts and give a glimpse of her lingerie. She’d be doing her ‘touchy feely’ thing where she’d grab her bosses hands and arms. She’d be getting right into his face, so he could smell her perfume, laughing at his jokes and complimenting him. At around eleven, the phone rang. Was it Anne? Had she had too much to drink and needed picking up? It was plausible, but he somehow doubted it. The number on the caller display was Anne’s mobile. However when he picked it up he could hear her muffled, as if from a distance away. She wasn’t talking to him. He could hear the hustle and bustle of the party, then heard a click and it was suddenly quieter. He heard a male voice. ‘God you’re sexy! You don’t know how long I’ve wanted to put my cock in you!’
 
   Then he heard Anne’s voice. Had she put him on speaker phone on purpose? ‘I know, I’ve been looking forward to this too. I’m so glad you invited me tonight, without my deadbeat husband.’
 
   ‘Yeah, I was going to mention that – I thought you were married.’
 
   ‘I am, and he’s sweet. But he’s a pathetic lover. He’s got a tiny little pencil dick – about the size of a clitoris. He’s really more like a girlfriend than a husband to be honest. Sometimes I think I should put him in a dress!’
 
   ‘Hah! Doesn’t he mind?’
 
   Anne’s voice took on a slightly mocking tone now. ‘Oh I’m sure he would if he knew. But it wouldn’t matter. I’m the one in charge of our relationship. If he so much as looks at a girl, he’s out, but I fuck who I want, when I want and right now – that’s you.’
 
   Eric listened on. He could hear clothes being removed and thrown aside. Then he hear Anne’s voice again. ‘Whoah, that has to be the biggest cock I’ve ever seen! I wish my pathetic husband was hung like that. Sit on the edge of the bed, I want to suck you off first.’
 
   Eric quivered as he heard the sounds narrate the action, slurping sucking and moans of pleasure. He could image his wife kneeling, grasping the boss’s cock firmly in her hand and sliding the glans right into the throat, then sliding her lips over his shaft as she pulled off. The sound effects display continued for a few moments, then he heard his wife panting. ‘Now! Lie back on the bed. I’m going on top.’
 
   There was a shuffling, then he heard the male voice gasp. ‘Whoah! This is the first time a woman’s pinned my wrists down to the bed to have sex!’
 
   Eric imagined his now dominant wife, sitting astride her boss, pinning his wrists into the duvet. He heard Anne chuckle. ‘We’re not having sex, I’m going to fuck you! I’m going to fuck you so hard it hurts. Then, you’re going to lick my cunt clean of your semen. Then, if you can get it up again, I’m going to fuck you again.’
 
   There was silence, then a sound of breathing. Then the banging of a headboard hitting a wall and faster panting. The banging sped up and the male voice started groaning, but Anne didn’t stop. The sound painted a vivid picture in Eric’s head. His wife pinning her boss down, his dick deep inside her as she rocked her hips backwards and forwards. Eventually she screamed ‘Yes!’ then started sighing. After a brief pause, he heard again. ‘Now lick me clean! I want your lips on my pussy!’
 
   Eric almost put the phone down at that. But he didn’t. He carried on listening to the audio sex-show his wife and her boss were putting on. Sure enough after he’d thoroughly licked her pussy out he heard shuffling then the male voice again. ‘Oh, all fours eh?’
 
   Anne sounded mischievous. ‘Yep! I want you kneel behind and fuck me like a dog!’
 
   Again, a short pause, then he heard the slapping of hips on buttocks, moaning and the headboard banging again. Anne’s voice joined the cacophony. ‘Spank me!’
 
   ‘What?’
 
   She sounded frustrated now. Like she wanted to cum a second time and was close, but needed more stimulation. ‘Spank me while you fuck me!’
 
   Eric hear the slap of a palm on a buttock. He tried to imagine the awkwardness of spanking a girl while you fucked her doggy-style. Somehow the guy was managing it. He heard several sharp snaps as the guy smacked his wife on her bare buttocks. Anne screamed now. ‘Harder! Spank me harder! Insult me!’
 
   The sound of spanking grew louder still and the male voice echoed around the room. ‘You’re a dirty whore! You’re a dirty fucking slut!’
 
   The insults continued, punctuated by the sound of spanking, then Anne and her boss groaned in near unison and they collapsed on the bed. Eric held his breath, almost in tears at the thought of his wife having violent sex with her well-hung boss. He glanced at the clock, it was nearly one in the morning – they’d be having sex for nearly two hours. He thought about going to bed when he heard Anne’s voice again. ‘Come here. Kiss me.’
 
   ‘What about your husband? Don’t you have to get back?’
 
   ‘Awww, fuck him, he can get his own breakfast. I want to wake up in a real man’s arms tomorrow.  Plus I want us to fuck again before breakfast.’
 
   The man laughed and suddenly all Eric cold hear was the rustling of sheets and the sound of enthusiastic snogging.
 
   It was a long night for Eric. He lay in bed, thinking about Anne fucking the life out of her boss while he lay alone, chemically castrated and in chastity. Eventually he cried himself to sleep. Anne didn’t turn up the next morning, she eventually rolled in after work, with a spring in her step. He was sitting watching the television, he looked up to greet her. ‘Anne! Good night last night?’
 
   She smiled warmly. ‘You bet! I had the best night I’ve had in ages.’
 
   ‘Did you erm…’
 
   She rolled her eyes at this. ‘Don’t be a tease Eric, you know I did. I rang you on speaker phone remember? Didn’t you hear us? It’d be a real shame if you’d missed it. God he was good. It was the best sex I’ve had in years. It actually got me thinking about something too.’
 
   ‘What?’ Eric asked.
 
   ‘Well, ‘ Anne began. ‘seeing as your little dick is essentially useless now. You’re kind of not really a man any more are you?’
 
   ‘What do you mean?’ Eric gasped.
 
   ‘Well, you’re more like a girlfriend? Or a lesbian lover or something? Come upstairs, I want to try something.’
 
   He followed her bewildered up the stairs. She took him into the bedroom and opened her side of the wardrobe. ‘You liked choosing my clothes the other day didn’t you?’
 
   He shuddered, but remained silent. Grabbing a dress from the wardrobe she held it against him. ‘I’m thinking, seeing as you’re not a man any more, maybe we should make you a girl?’
 
   Eric went red in the face. ‘I’m not a girl!’
 
   ‘No, but you could be! Just bear with me. Take your clothes off. I want to see if I can make you pass.’
 
   ‘Why?’
 
   ‘Eric, just do it. You know I’m the one in charge in this relationship.’
 
   Defeated, he bowed his head and began getting undressed. While he did, she rummaged through her underwear drawer and picked out a bra, knickers and a pair of stockings. As he finally removed his boxers, she thrust the panties at him. ‘Here, put these on,’ 
 
   ‘Anne!’
 
   ‘Stop whining and just do it! Put one leg in, good, good boy, now the other, now pull them up.’
 
   Helpless to obey, he did as she said. Pulling the lacy satin underwear right up and over his chastity device. When he looked up she was holding the bra out. ‘Now pop your arms in here. I’ll fasten you up and adjust the straps.’
 
   He held his arms forwards and allowed her to pull the bra onto him and fasten it at the back. She stood back and looked at him. ‘Hmmm, you’re the wrong shape. Wait there, let me try something.’
 
   He stood, watching, while she retrieved a white cardboard box and a black, satin corset. Eric glared at her when she opened the box to reveal a pair of flesh coloured breast forms. ‘You’ve been planning this!’
 
   Anne nodded. ‘It was Dr Elise’s suggestion actually. She said it would be good for you to experience femininity. She thought it might help you empathise with me. Now stand still while I pop these in.’
 
   Elise Stokes! That doctor had arranged this! He should have guessed. As he seethed, Anne approached and slid the breast forms into his bra, then grabbed the corset and fastened it around his waist. She pulled the laces tight, eventually pressing her knee on the small of his back to get it as tight as possible. He felt his internal organs being compressed and pushed upwards, taking his breath away. She began tugging and tugging, desperately trying to lace as tight as she could. When she finally he tied off, he could barely breath. Now when she stepped back and looked at him she seemed smug and satisfied. ‘Good, that’s much better. Now I think we need to get rid of that nasty leg and arm hair if we’re going to make you pass. Wait here while I get my laser hair remover.’
 
   ‘Hang on!’ Eric protested, ‘Isn’t that one of those new Class 1 permanent hair removal lasers?’
 
   ‘Yup, so we’ll only have to do you the once!’
 
   ‘Wait I’m not sure about this.’
 
   ‘Pfft! It’s not your choice is it? I’m charge of this relationship and I’ve decided you’re going to be a girl. You’re mainly here to be my servant anyway, so perhaps I should make you wear a pretty maid’s dress and be my chaste, sissy maid? Lie back and let me get rid of those nasty hairs.’
 
   Half an hour later, Eric had been thoroughly depilated. His legs and arms felt silky smooth and feminine. Anne, had chosen him some stockings and showed him how to attach them to the suspender belt. She’d picked him out some shoes and a pretty, tight fitted floral print dress, which showed off his new feminine hour-glass figure. Now he was sitting at the dressing table, looking into Anne’s face as she brushed on bronzer. She’d already put on foundation. She added eye-liner, mascara, eye-shadow, lipstick. She didn’t go for the trashy, prostitute look – she simply worked hard to make him look as naturally feminine as possible. She glued on some seriously impractical, long false nails and painted them glistening red. For the final touch she slipped a wig-cap onto him and fitted a shoulder length brown wig – styled into a bob.
 
   Anne stood back and admired her handiwork. He more than passed, he looked sexy and very feminine. She grabbed his shoulders and dragged him in front of the mirror. When he stared at his reflection, he had to admit he did look very feminine. Anne pushed his chin up with her finger, making him look at himself more thoroughly. ‘Well what do you think? Don’t you think you make a pretty girl?’
 
   He shuddered as he stared the beautiful woman facing him. ‘I do, you’ve done a good job but…’
 
   ‘Shhh, you’re my girlfriend now. We’re going on a girl’s night out. We’re going to go for a drink, then we’re going to a club. We’re going to see if we can pull some guys tonight.’
 
   Eric screwed his face up. ‘Urgh! Guys! I’m not gay!’
 
   ‘Shhh, don’ t be a baby. You’re my pre-op transgender friend ‘Erica’ now. We’re going to go out and get you some cock to suck, maybe even get you fucked. Now, let’s go.’
 
   


 
   
  
 

The Night Out
 
    
 
   Within the hour they were sitting in a cocktail bar in town, watching revellers come and go. They did draw some admiring glances and number of guys offered to buy them drinks. Eric of course really fancied a pint of lager, but the image wouldn’t do according to Anne. He found himself drinking white wine and cocktails, then hobbling around, desperately trying to get used to the high-heels Anne had picked out for him. Being utterly feminized, he of course eventually had to visit the ladies. Taking a cubicle and sitting to pee was a bizarre first experience. He could have shut the cubicle door, hitched the hem of his dress and peed standing of course. However if someone had bent down and seen his high-heeled feet under the cubicle door, pointing the wrong way – he’d have been exposed. Sitting and peeing like a girl was much more incognito, as much as he disliked it. Anne of course came too and afterwards she helped him to touch up his make up in front of mirrors.
 
   By midnight, Anne had dragged Eric off to a club and he found himself on a packed dancefloor, with guys rubbing themselves up against him and dancing flirtatiously. The dancefloor had been Anne’s idea. He felt too vulnerable and helpless in the crowd. As soon as he could, he retired to a booth. Two guys did sit with them. A Spaniard called Romeo and his British friend – Aaron. They talked for a while, about their jobs, the weather and the other small-talk which people used to break the ice. They bought Anne and Eric drinks and before long Romeo had expressed that he fancied Erica. At this point Anne had revealed that Erica was pre-op transsexual. To Eric’s initial dismay, this didn’t faze Romeo. When Romeo and Aaron went to the bar, Anne leaned over to Eric. ‘Now Erica, Romeo seems quite interested in you. I really want to fuck Aaron tonight, you’d better not screw it up for me or I’ll tell them the truth. When he gets back, I want you to kiss him. If he wants to fuck your virgin ass tonight – you let him, if he wants you to suck his cock – you suck it. Got it?’
 
   Before he could answer Romeo and Aaron returned. They slid the glasses onto the table and wriggled into place, brushing up against them. Terrified of Anne explaining the truth Eric tried the look with Romeo. That glance that suggested, ‘kiss me’. To his surprise and horror, Romeo reciprocated and leaned closer, tilting his head. In a heartbeat, Romeos hands were all over Eric and they were snogging passionately. Eric felt Romeo’s strong hands gripping him, holding him in place as they snogged. The man’s tongue explored his mouth thoroughly, making him feel even more feminine. Out of the corner of his eye Eric spotted Anne snogging Aaron. He should have cared, but he felt like a girl being swept off her feet by Romeo. The passion continued for a while, when the club closed, the four ended up in a taxi heading back to Romeo’s place. Eric watched Aaron lead his wife by the hand off to the spare room. Then Romeo, led him to the master bedroom. It smelt subtly musky, of masculine, male scent. The bed was made up with chocolate brown satin sheets and pillows. Romeo led him to the bed and pulled him down. They cuddled, kissed and explored each other’s bodies with their hands. Romeo’s adventurous nature was revealed when he gasped under his breath as they kissed. ‘I’ve never fucked a transgender woman before… I can’t wait to ram my cock up your ass. You have to suck me off, now.’
 
   Anne had gotten what she wanted by this point, but Eric had played his part so long - he’d forgotten he was playing a part. In seconds he was kneeling on the floor as Romeo sat on edge of the bed. His fingers reached up to unbutton Romeo’s shirt. Then his hands slid down the muscular torso to remove Romeo’s trousers. His cock was huge and throbbing with sexual energy. Eric leant in and slipped the giant cock into his mouth. Red lipstick slid over Romeo’s glans as Eric began deep throating him. He massaged Romeo’s balls, closed his eyes and sucked cock. Strangely he felt more female than male at this point. He enjoyed it, he felt disappointed when Romeo withdrew his cock. ‘Come on, palms on the bed, I want to fuck you.’
 
   Eric obeyed, hitching his dress up and placing both hands palm-down on the bed. He felt a thrill he’d not felt in years as he waited for Romeo to penetrate him. When Romeo gently lined his glans up with his ring and rammed his cock right in his ass – it sent a shiver up his spine. He felt big, strong hands grab his hips and the more masculine man started fucking him hard – up the ass. He felt like he was being ripped apart, but it was pleasant. He felt like a real girl and he didn’t want it to end. Despite his chemically castrated state he sighed with bliss. After fucking him so hard his feet lifted from the floor for five minutes Romeo groaned and shuddered. Eric could feel the giant cock pulsating and pumping his ass full of cum. When Romeo released him he turned and wrapped his arms around Romeo’s neck, embracing and kissing him. They collapsed on the bed together, lying each other’s arms. Eric considered going to the bathroom to poo out Romeo’s semen, but he didn’t want to. He wanted to keep the man’s spunk in his ass as long as possible. After cuddling and caressing each other for a while, Eric felt Romeo’s cock get hard again and he knew what to do. He dragged Romeo to the end of the bed and knelt between his knees. This time he sucked him off harder, giving it everything he had. When Romeo came for the second time he pulled Eric’s head into his crotch, almost choking him with his cock. Helpless in his inescapable grasp, Eric knelt submissively while Romeo pumped gob after gob of thick, slimy semen down his throat. Filling him with cum at both ends.  When he finally fell asleep in Romeo’s arms he was tired but happy. 
 
   The worrying thing when he woke up alongside this big, strong man who had filled him with cum, top and bottom was that he felt happy. He felt Anne had been right, perhaps he was better off a girl? The men cooked Anne and Erica some breakfast, then dropped them off at the station. As they walked back home, Anne turned to Eric. ‘Well, did you enjoy being penetrated? Are you ready to be a fulltime girl?’
 
   Eric shuddered and thought about the hot, passionate sex he’d had with Romeo. ‘I don’t know. I don’t know myself any more. What about us too?’
 
   She chuckled. ‘We’re still married! You can be my bitch, I’ll be honest, the more I think about you being a girl the more I like it. I love the thought of you being fucked senseless while your little cock is trapped in its tiny dick-cage. I think when you see Dr Stokes again you should ask her to let you keep the device on. Maybe chemically castrate you again so you can stay free of those horrible male hormones?’
 
   


 
   
  
 

Discharged
 
    
 
   Life continued. Anne continued to encourage Eric to be Erica and to dress and act feminine. He was nervous when she suggested they box up his male clothes and pack them away in the loft. It felt like a point of no return. They had several more girl’s nights out and days out. He found himself getting excited about dresses, shoes and makeup. He forgot about porn and masturbation. The chastity device became a part of him, completely comfortable and as forgotten as his masturbation habit…
 
   Then the chemical castration began to wear off. Eric found his testosterone levels rising and he began to resent wearing lingerie, dresses and high-heels. Anne noticed he’d began neglecting his makeup. He began to crave an orgasm again, he began longing for porn and ejaculation. Every time he thought about it, he found his penis growing in the spiked chastity device, quickly becoming painful. It was time to see Doctor Stokes again.
 
   Eric and Anne turned up for his appointment together. Sitting opposite her desk, Eric, now completely disgruntled about his feminine state, had returned to male clothes. He glared at Dr Stokes. ‘I’ve had enough! I want out of this device! I don’t want treating any more!’
 
   Anne was shivering and morose at this. She’d liked him better as a girl, she really didn’t want this. Elise looked at Anne. ‘How do you feel about this?’
 
   ‘Sad. I liked him better as a girl. I wish we could just castrate him permanently and give him a sex change against his will.’
 
   Eric turned and stared at her. ‘Anne!’
 
   Anne shrugged childishly. ‘It’s true!’
 
   Elise twiddled her pen in her fingers. ‘How did you feel being castrated? Did you feel calmer?’
 
   Eric thought for a moment, he couldn’t lie. ‘Yeah, I suppose I did but –‘
 
   ‘And did you feel happy?’
 
   He was shaking now, the fact was he had been happy. ‘Yeah, I suppose.’
 
   Elise sighed and clicked her pen onto her desk. ‘Look Eric, the way I see it, and I’m going to do a little bit of marriage counselling here as a free extra for you. The way I see it you have a few options open to you. Your marriage to Anne simply doesn’t work with you as a testosterone fuelled, red-blooded male. It doesn’t work. The first things first, you need to accept that. You could get a divorce and live a single life, watching porn until your eyes fall out and wanking yourself silly every night. However I don’t think that’s what you want. Is it?’
 
   He thought about it for a moment. It was kind of tempting, it was alluring. The mere thought of it made his member grow in the spiked cage. The fact was though, he still loved Anne and enjoyed her company. He’d enjoyed her company more as her girlfriend. ‘No, you’re right I don’t want that. Perhaps you’d better give me a top up of the chemical castration again?’
 
   Elise chuckled. ‘That’s not really a solution though is it? It’s a sticking plaster? Really if we’re going to sort you out, we ought to sort you out properly. If you want to stay with Anne and you want your relationship to work, I think we need to have those balls off. Clearly your male hormones are the problem.’
 
   Eric went white as a sheet. Elise continued. ‘Okay, here’s option one. I could get my elastrator out again and pop a band on your balls. You could go home, let your balls die, then you could pop in to have your scrotum removed once the band has done its job. Option two, we could get you on female hormones and start you on the traditional gender reassignment route. You’d have to start living twenty-four seven as a woman and after two years of hormones and experience we could book you in for full gender reassignment surgery.’
 
   Eric was looking paler with every suggestion. ‘I take it there isn’t an option three?’
 
   Elise smiled. ‘Actually, you’re in luck. There is an option three.’ She opened her desk drawer and pulled a blister of tablets out. They were little capsules, one side green, one side full of sinister looking multi-coloured power. Eric leaned closer and stared at the pills. ‘What are those?’
 
   ‘These’ Elise began ‘are the newly approved TG Femecol. It’s a drug developed by an Anita Grey. There’ve been a few tests where it’s worked. Take one of these pills now and you will become a girl.’
 
   Eric burst out laughing and Anne smirked. Eventually he looked up, wiping the tears from his eyes. ‘A pill? That turns you into a girl? Hah!’
 
   Elise rose, got a cup of water from the water cooler against the wall, then popped a tabled from the blister. She held them out to Eric. ‘It sounds like magic, but it’s not. It’s science. It’s a genetically engineered virus which enters your body and spreads. Every cell has its male chromosome destroyed and replaced with a copy of the female chromosome. It causes your cells to make the necessary changes to your body. One pill, you become a girl. If don’t believe me, take one.’
 
   Eric looked at the pill and the plastic cup of water. It was ridiculous. He grabbed the cup and the pill, threw the pill into his mouth and washed it straight down. ‘Hah! There! I don’t believe you! Now can you take the chastity device off?’
 
   Dr Elise smirked, but then her expression turned to one of satisfaction and triumph. ‘You won’t need the device removing now Erica. Your cock and balls with shrivel up, get pulled back into your groin and be reconfigured as ovaries and a vagina. Don’t believe me? Go home and come back tomorrow. I’ll remove the device then.’
 
   Eric rose. ‘Hah! Fine! I’ll see you tomorrow.’
 
   Elise watched Eric and Anne head for the door and called after them in a sweet, but mocking tone. ‘Bye Erica! Enjoy your new life as a girl!’
 
   


 
   
  
 

A New Life
 
    
 
   Within minutes Eric was feeling tired. So, so tired. Anne had to drive the car home and when they got home, she had to help Eric upstairs and into bed. She didn’t really believe in the pill, but part of her hoped. She’d far preferred Erica to Eric. 
 
   Eric felt like he was going into a coma. He began to suspect the pill had been a strong sedative, when Anne put him in bed he could hardly keep his eyes open. When he woke, it was dark outside and his whole body was burning. He tried to scream, but barely a squeak came out. He felt hot and shivery and like he was covered in cramps. He had a pounding headache which ebbed and throbbed, like there was a giant stamping relentlessly on his head. Just as the pain and discomfort got unbearable, he passed out. 
 
   He was awakened the second time by Anne shaking him vigorously. ‘Eric! Eric!’
 
   He opened his eyes and looked blearily at her. ‘What? Huh?’
 
   He’d gasped at the sound of his own voice. It was a pitch higher and softer. He sounded how he would have sounded as a young boy or… He shuddered at the thought. ‘What’s wrong with you? You look like you’ve seen a ghost?’
 
   He froze and clasped a hand over his mouth. The voice hadn’t been his own, but that of a young girl. ‘What’s happened to me?’
 
   Again, gone was his male voice, replaced by a soft feminine one. Anne slowly peeled back the covers and they both stared in horror and awe at Eric’s body. He’d shrunk, losing a few inches of height and he was slimmer, his hair had grown long and thick overnight and his flat, wide chest was now narrow and sporting two, pert breasts. ‘Oh god!’
 
   Eric stared at the two round breasts rising from his chest. He started reaching for his crotch, then stopped and looked at Anne pleadingly. ‘I can’t look. You’ll have to look for me.’
 
   Anne’s shaking hand reached towards his groin. She pulled his pyjama bottoms down, then his boxers and she stared. The chastity device was resting empty in his boxers. His cock and balls had vanished, only to be replaced by a naked, but perfectly formed vagina. Anne reached down and gently rubbed his clitoris, making his shiver. Then she slid her finger between his labia and probed his vagina deeply. It was real. She held her breath and looked him in the eye. His features had softened and his face had become rounder. She spat it out quickly, almost not believing it herself. ‘Eric, I don’t know how, but it worked. You’re Erica now.’
 
   He reached down to his crotch, whimpering when he felt the distinct absence of male genitalia. Tears started welling up in his eyes, but Anne wiped them away. ‘Shhh, don’t cry. This is a good thing. This is what I want anyway. Come on, let’s get ready. I’m going to have to take you shopping!’
 
   She helped him out of bed. He was unsteady on his feet, ill-at-ease with his new frame. When he waddled to the toilet he felt his waist was narrower and his hips wider. He was a good six inches shorter and suddenly the world seemed bigger. When he sat to pee, he peed for ages, spraying white, powdery material onto the side of the bowl – the remnants of his masculinity about to be flushed away forever. Everything felt wrong and weird, but at the same time it felt right. He felt more alive than he’d felt in a long time. He showered and as the warm water streamed over his body he explored it, feeling every curve, from his slim waist to well-padded buttocks, from his perfectly formed vagina to his pert breasts. When he climbed out, he felt refreshed and ready to face his new life. Every action felt new, even the simple act of turning a door-handle required more effort, due to his reduced muscle mass. Anne was holding up a dress which she’d not worn for years - a maroon, lined day dress with a low-cut front to show off the breasts. She was as giddy as a schoolgirl. Eric hadn’t seen her this excited since their wedding day. Anne helped him dry his now long and thick hair, then helped him to dress and apply his makeup. They eschewed breakfast and left the house hand in hand, ready to rediscover themselves and their new relationship…
 
    
 
   ~fin
 
    
 
   -          Enjoy? Please, please, please leave me a review! Also please read my ‘Teacher’s Pet Saga’ I have loads more stories to write, but I don’t know whether to do more series or standalones. Let me know what you’d prefer in your review! The Teacher’s Pet Saga has one more part to conclude it (Part 6). It will be out soon! Follow my Amazon Author Page and Follow me on Goodreads to receive notification when it’s out.
 
    
 
   Interested in the Transgender Pill mentioned in this story?
 
    
 
    ‘These’ Elise began ‘are the newly approved TG Femecol. It’s a drug developed by an Anita Grey. There’ve been a few tests where it’s worked. One of these pills now and you will become a girl.’
 
    
 
   These pills are the product of the twisted imagination of Sabrina Jen Mountford and feature heavily in the following Sabrina Jen Mountford stories:-
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
    	                              Gender Swap : Anita's Transgender Pill|ASIN: B00CIZZO92
 
   
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
    
    	                              Gender Swap : Anita's Transgender Pill 2 : An Accidental Transformation|ASIN: B00GWOWAV0
 
   
 
   
  
 

 
 
    
 
    
    	                              Latex Slave Sissy Maid : A Transgender Tale of Mind Control and Forced Feminization|ASIN: B00HG1K17I
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