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“Lewis, go make me a sandwich.”

Mackenzie called out loudly from beneath the frame of a nineteen-sixty-seven Chevrolet Camaro sporting flame-decals which cut brightly across the black-glossy paint. Lewis looked longingly down at her body which lay sprawled out beneath the classic muscle car as she raised both her arms up under the vehicle into the transmission block to install a new clutch assembly. Tattoos of crowns, tribal symbols, dragons, skulls, and flames decorated both her arms creating a near full sleeve of artwork.

Her large breasts, barely covered in her white-tank top, flexed upwards propelled along by the muscular pull of her arms thus heightening her appeal. Beyond this impressive display of strength and womanhood, her long, curvaceous legs protruded from Daisy-duke short shorts. The thinnest bit of tattered denim spread as wide as it possibly could across the opening of her vagina giving only the tiniest veneer of privacy as her legs spread out wide along either side of the rolling cart on which she lay. Lewis’s heart pounded and his cock throbbed at the thought of kneeling down and just sliding a deft little finger in around the edge of that slender shorts hem to touch the delicate and wet tissues underneath. In his dreams, he pondered pressing a furtive tongue against such delicious womanhood and maybe even rendering some pleasure to her.

She rolled the cart down from the underside of the car and snarled, “what are you staring at?”

“You’re beautiful.” He murmured, weakly.

She squinted at him and replied, “and you’re pathetic. Now get to it. My lunch-break is coming up and I didn’t marry you just to have you lurking around my shop.”

Lewis turned to leave the shop as the bell over the old wooden door dinged letting him know that a customer was arriving. He kept walking, not wishing to witness another one of Mackenzie’s interactions with her seemingly never-ending stream of customers. Lewis probably wouldn’t have minded it so much except she never even bothered to treat him the way she treated the jock-boy gearheads that would frequent the shop. They hardly ever seemed to actually buy anything or order any repairs. They all just came…

…for her.

Mackenzie licked her lips at the sound of the bell and hastily slapped the clutch-plate into place making a mental note to return to secure it later. Like a dog salivating for Pavlov’s treatment, Mackenzie’s vagina already grew wet at the thought of which hunk it would get to taste the flavor of today. Mackenzie slid out and hastily wiped her hands with an old cotton rag slightly smudging off a bit of the black grease that covered them. It didn’t matter. Mackenzie knew that other girls needed clean hands, pretty hair, makeup, and shit like that because they were weak and pathetic. All they did was sit around at home waiting for the phone to ring like a bunch of lonely losers. It was just as well they preened and waited because that meant even more boys for Mackenzie. Once she got a hold of one of those throbbing cocks pulsing out the best that a man had to offer, it was only a matter of time before she could milk the owner dry and make him collapse forsaking all other women save for her. Sex for them would never be the same again because it wouldn’t be sex with Mackenzie, and she knew it too. She had lost track of how many cocks she had consumed by mouth or by pussy, but she knew that whatever dick-possessor had just ran her bell was as slated to become her next victim as a lamb being lead to the slaughter.

She stood up and saw an older teenage boy leering at her creepily.

Mackenzie blinked in surprise at first and then a wry smile came to her face. One thing she loved about teenagers was every year she kept getting older, but every year they stayed the same age. It was nice, however. She liked it when naïve boys brought her fresh virgin cocks to destroy.

“What’s your name, kid?” She asked.

“Is it true what they say about you?” He asked back. She twisted her voluptuous lips up thoughtfully and sized up this kid. He wore tight jeans, a white-t-shirt and a mischievous smile. Greasy black hair topped him off and he had a bit of cocky swagger to his stance. Despite this, his hand trembled nervously, and Mackenzie could smell the aromatic stench of virginity on him. Mackenzie reached down and snapped her shorts button letting them fall down her legs revealing her fully shaved pussy. The kid’s eyes widened in shock as she stepped casually out of her shorts and put a hand against his chest pushing him back. He had not expected this.

“Yeah. What your buddies giggled about in the back of the locker room during your circle-jerk is true about me. So, now that you’re here, what you going to do about it, stud?” She kept pushing him backwards this whole time making him retreat awkwardly through her shop as she gently pushed him back to her waiting room with its conveniently oversized couches.

“I…uh…uh… my name is Jeremy.” He stammered out awkwardly.

“Everyone calls me Mac. So, Jeremy, have you ever sucked a girl’s clit before?”

“No… uh… no ma’am.”

“I told you my name’s Mac, not Ma’am! Get on your knees.”

Jeremy fell to his knees next to a small coffee table in the waiting room which boasted about a dozen Motor Week magazines. Mackenzie grabbed the back of his head as she thrust her hips forward. “Then it’s time for you to stick your tongue out and taste a real woman for a change.” Jeremy did as he was instructed, and Mac smiled lightly as his soft pink tongue caressed her clit delicately.

“Ohh… good boy. You’re a natural.” She murmured as she continued to grind her crotch on his face. “That’s it. Keep licking to get may vag’ good and ready to eat your cock. Give a nice wet kiss to the vagina that’s going to take your virginity away so hard that no other girl will ever be able to please you again.”

Jeremy softly placed his hands on the inked flesh of either side of Mackenzie’s hips. For a moment, Mackenzie feared he might push her back in a vain attempt to free his face from her pussy, but instead he curled his fingers around the flesh of her buttocks and pulled her in reaching his tongue even further back and curling the tip of it lightly inside of her.

“Ooh… eager boy.” Mackenzie groaned in pleasure.  She looked down and playfully ran her fingers through his hair saying “I’m wet enough now. Break out that tool in your pants and show me what kind of caliber it is.” Jeremy shivered with anticipation as beads of sweat ran down his forehead. He rose to his feet, eagerly unclasped his large belt-buckle, and shoved his pants down letting his ten-inch cock swing out.

“Nice!” Mackenzie hissed out through gritted teeth as she beheld the purple-tipped veiny shaft. She swung her hand underneath and grabbed his nuts giving them a soft squeeze which brought a look of fear and shock to his face as he started to press away from her. She shushed him saying “just checking under your hood. Don’t be afraid. I ain’t gonna hurt you. If I broke your manhood now, what would I have to play with later.”

She casually slid him onto one of her couches where he laid out with his massive erection sticking straight up at the ceiling. A mixture of hope and panic stood out in his expression and for a moment Mackenzie just stared down at him with a smile. She loved this moment, the moment before she takes a new boy and teaches his cock what it feels like to be a man. She loved that look of pathetic virtue on their faces as they realize what is soon to come and they both simultaneously dread it and secretly hope for it. It’s the last time in their lives they will make such an expression as her pussy would soon swallow their dick whole making them wince in fear at the implications of what had just happened. Then she would cover their mouths, as she doesn’t like being distracted during a good fucking. She would watch their eyes as they make that beautiful transition from fear to resistance to acceptance as they lose all will and succumb to their innate desire to submissively let her have her way with their soft and warm bodies. It didn’t matter what the man was like, they all fell to her the same way. Soon, each and every one would keep coming back to Mac’s Garage as Mackenzie would keep them cumming again and again.

“Get in me, loser. We’re fucking.” Mackenzie said with a cocky sneer as she straddled Jeremy. She centered her hips and took a sweet little seat right on top of his delicious cock. He started to say something, but she shoved her left hand over his mouth and pinned his arm down with her right hand. She stared into his eyes with a sinister smile as she began pumping away at his massive manhood with her hips. Mackenzie couldn’t lie, even to herself, about how impressed she felt with Jeremy’s cock. The monster banged around the inside of her vagina stretching out every single wall in a tasty manner making her feel nicely filled. She ground against this, feeling his cock pulsating away deep inside her as she pressed her sensitive clitoris, well primed by his tongue, against the tiny patch of treasure-trail just north of his cock feeling the warm flesh and soft-bristled hairs tickle her womanhood. For his part, Jeremy actually started to fight back against this, seemingly having encountered a change of mind as he started to feebly push against her.

“Shh… just let it go. You stepped into my garage and now your virginity is mine to take.” Mackenzie whispered to him.

His eyes flashed with fear and confusion.

“Once you squirt it in me, it will be over. You’ll have lost your virginity on an old couch in the back of a car-shop. It doesn’t matter if you do it now or after a few hundred more pumps. I’m going to keep fucking you until you can’t hold back anymore. You’re going to feed my womanhood with that firehose you got between your legs. It’s just a matter of time, now. But go ahead, I kind of prefer if you try resisting for a while. That makes this more fun for me.”

She continued to pump and grind against him until he succumbed to her desire and began pumping in tempo along with her. She loved that moment, when a man gives up and decides the only course of action left for him is to enjoy the experience while it lasts. Sadly, it didn’t last long as after a few more pumps he stiffened incredibly hard inside her, and she felt him grunt against her hand as he filled her core full of semen. She slowed down her thrusts, letting him finish cumming inside her, as he collapsed back exhausted and exhilarated.

“Well, that’s disappointing. All cock and no endurance. Spend some time practicing on stretching out those scrawny little high school sluts until you learn how to fuck proper, then come back to me when you’re ready.”

She pulled herself up feeling him wetly slide right out of her. She stepped lightly over to where her shorts lay on the ground and bent over the grab them. As she did this, she turned around to see him admiring her full, womanly ass and gave him a wink saying, “when you’re ready to return, don’t forget, my legs are always open here at Mac’s garage.”

“Can’t forget that clutchplate.” Mac whispered to herself as she slid her shorts back on while walking the short hallway which lead from where she worked to where she lived. She arrived in the kitchen, a quaint little chrome and avocado green job reminiscent of a bygone era of atomic bombs and atomic blondes. Here, Lewis sat morosely at the table next to a ham and pickle sandwich.

“I don’t like it.” Lewis said to her out of nowhere.

“What?” Mackenzie asked.

Lewis grimaced and his face blushed beet red with a mix of jealousy and anger as he continued, “I don’t like you sleeping with other men.”

Mackenzie looked at him closely for a second letting the pregnant pause of silence fill the air. She answered, “I’m naturally going to fuck other men. It’s not like you can please me.” She went over to the sink and began washing her hands properly.

“You don’t even give me the chance to.” Lewis complained.

“Are you begging for a chance for your four-inch pecker.”

Lewis looked down sadly.

Mackenzie shrugged saying, “like I said. It’s not like you can please me.”

Later that night…

Moonlight glinted down through the open window. Outside, bugs chirped their never-ending mating songs of horniness while distant cars filled with disenchanted teenagers roared into the night along the tracks of their impromptu street races. Mackenzie’s naked body lay sprawled across the queen-sized bed.

Lewis in his striped pajamas stared at her from the shadows.

She appeared almost as a pantomime of an Egyptian hieroglyph, with one arm raised and bent at the elbow while the other was bent back in the other direction in her casual sprawl across what was supposed to be their matrimonial bed. Lewis allowed his eyes to trail along the bulging ripples of her surprisingly well-defined muscles and onto the womanly curves of her breasts as they slowly raised and lowered with each of her slumbering breaths. The square-cut moonlight cast across her pale body made the black ink of her tattoos, scrawled reminders of adventures and events the likes of which she had never bothered to explain to Lewis, stand out in fresh contrast with the somber illumination.

Lewis watched his wife from the shadows.

She was his wife, damn it.

He should be able to have sex with her.

With ninja-like stealth, Lewis slid off his pajama pants letting them softly fall to the ground with the subtlest of whiff sounds. Soon after, his underwear and buttoned pajama shirt followed along the same path to the ground leaving him naked just like his wife. His soft, petite body glowed lightly in the moonlight. Once upon a time, in some vain effort to impress Mackenzie, he had ventured to shave away all body hair leaving him smooth as a newborn.

“That’s what married people do, right? They get naked in bed together.” Lewis whispered to himself to bring courage to his mind. Mackenzie looked like a sleeping panther to his eyes, but his throbbing erection left him no choice but to risk it and try to have sex with his wife.

Lewis’s heart throbbed in his chest with panicked fear as his cock trembled with anticipation. He cautiously approached the bed like a rabbit walking towards a wolf’s den. Mackenzie groaned lightly and rolled to her side a bit causing Lewis to freeze in terror. Soon, however, soft flutters of snoring came to her breath giving Lewis fresh reassurance. Lewis slowly approached again and came level to her with the bed. He gently began to slide his right knee onto the bed moving slowly to keep from creaking the wood frame or causing too noticeable of a dip in the mattress. Inch-by-inch he shifted his weight onto his right knee. He carefully watched Mackenzie’s chest rise and fall and he slowly timed his movements to match her breathing. Her perky nipples, supple flesh, widely spaced hips, with her ever-hungry vagina between them, gave him thrilling sensations of desire which drove him to take such risks.

Lewis began to bring his left knee up onto the bed so that he would be on top of it, alongside his wife. Quick as a flash, Mackenzie’s hand dropped from where it lay and swung in between his legs. Before he could react, she snapped her hand upwards between his legs and quickly found his testicles with her fingers. She squeezed them hard bringing a whimper of pain to his mouth as he collapsed forward catching himself with his hands. His face contorted as he stared intimately into the eyes of his wife as she held his manhood in her painful, vice-like grip.

“Lewis? What are you doing here?” Mackenzie demanded as she maintained a firm and painful hold of his testicles. 

“Noth… nothi…” Lewis began to stutter and whimper.

She gave and extra hard squeeze which caused him to cry out in pain.

“Don’t lie to me like I’m stupid. That’s not the kind of relationship we have, Lewis.” Mackenzie said firmly. Tears formed at the corners of his eyes as Lewis shivered on the edge of crying.

She relaxed her grip as he sniffed back sobs and she continued in a more measured voice all the while still holding onto his testicles, “why did you come to my bed? Tell the truth.”

“I wanted to have sex with you.” Lewis confessed.

Mackenzie stared at him silently for a moment. She neither squeezed harder nor released her grasp of his testicles keeping them ever so slightly in pain.

She sighed sadly and said, “this is a problem I’m going to have to fix. Isn’t it?”

“Why can’t I have sex with you?”

Mackenzie pursed her lips and replied, “Once a boy fucks a girl, he leaves. That’s why they’re fun for a moment or two, but not any longer.”

“But we’re married. You’re my wife.” Lewis protested.

Mackenzie replied, “Don’t worry, Lewis. I know how to fix this problem. I know how to fix you. Do you trust me?”

Lewis sniffed back a tear. Mackenzie reached down with her other hand and ran it alongside his rock-hard erection saying, “you like being squeezed like this, don’t you?”

Lewis shuddered and held his silence unable to respond.

“It’s okay. You don’t have to be afraid to say it.” Mackenzie prompted.

“It hurts.” Lewis said.

“No, Lewis, they hurt. These things are hurting you. And I’m going to fix that tonight. Wait here. I’ll be right back to take care of you.”

With that said, Mackenzie let go of Lewis’s nuts bringing a gasp of relief to his mouth. She sat up and slid out of bed letting him collapse down in her place. Lewis felt the residual warmth of her hot body and smelling the scent of her essence on the sheets.

“Shh… I’ll get you taken care of. Just wait a few minutes while I get some supplies.”

“Supplies?” Lewis asked.

“You’ll see what I mean soon enough.”

Mackenzie disappeared into the darkness of the hallway for what felt like an eternity. Dutifully, Lewis lay there in the moonlight on her bed painfully alone in a place he had worshipfully desired. He reached down and felt his testicles with his hand and pondered her question. Had he liked her squeezing his testicles? The residual pain still throbbed through his manhood and yet somehow it felt fulfilling and cleansing all at once. Almost as if he could bring her sexual pleasure by experiencing pain, and that would be satisfying enough for him. Lewis pondered this new development, and it brought a strange sense of relief to his mind. His pitiful existence would be justified by the pain he would experience on behalf of his goddess. Some strange duality of the nature of pain and sex began to form within his mind. They were both merely sensations created by touch, and yet one was considered desirable while the other terrible. Lewis wondered if he did enjoy pain, so he gave a little test squeeze of his own testicles. They just throbbed dully and then he could squeeze them no further. It seemed as if his own hand wouldn’t obey him in some bodily sense of self-preservation. More importantly, it just hurt. He didn’t experience any of the strange sense of submissive fulfillment from it when he did it himself.

“You’re still here.” Mackenzie said from the doorway.

Lewis rolled over feeling self-conscious about how his firmly erect cock bounced and swayed as he moved in a somewhat embarrassing manner. Lewis gritted his teeth and held his silence. Mackenzie looked powerful, almost panther-like as she stood naked in the doorway half clad in bright moonlight half concealed in darkness. She stepped forward and her breasts swayed lightly as she moved while her hips shifted back and forth seductively bringing her body more fully into the moonlight. Lewis let his eyes trail down along the fine curves of her delicious frame to the beautiful little lips of her crotch and dreamed about the sensation of her swallowing his manhood with those wetly sensual lips. He pictured it in her mind but all he could conjure was her harumphing in arrogant annoyance and laughing at him after he cum after only a few pumps and barely managed to fill her pussy at all with his manhood. His erection started to decrease as he considered this. He let his eyes shift over to her muscular arms, rendered powerful from long days of machine-work and automobile repair.

She was going to use those arms to hurt him.

His cock stiffened at the thought, as she continued “you didn’t run away. That means you did like it, didn’t you?”
 

He licked his lips and replied, “I… I’m not sure.”

She nodded and said, “This is something I’ve been wanting to do to you for a long time, but never really worked up the nerve to do until tonight.” She gently sat down on the side of the bed and held up a small metal ring featuring a series of angular perforations along with a tightening screw.

“A car part?” Lewis asked in confusion.

“For you.” Mackenzie replied firmly.

Lewis lowered an eyebrow “Huh?”

“I want you to wear this hose clamp for me.”

“I don’t understand.” Lewis said.

“Once I put it on you, it will make sense.”

“Okay.” Lewis replied hesitantly.

Mackenzie slowly got into bed with him sitting on her knees between his legs with his manhood sprawled open and vulnerable in front of her. She reached down and her thin fingers cupped Lewis’s testicles bringing forth a fresh gasp of anticipation and fear to his lips. 

“Shhh… relax, I’m not going to hurt you with my fingers anymore tonight.” Mackenzie whispered.

She slid the metal circular clamp around both of Lewis’s testicles slightly across the top of them so they couldn’t slip out. She then produced a stubby screwdriver and started tightening the screw on the clamp gripping it ever more tightly around Lewis’s nuts.

Lewis whimpered and flexed trying to get away.

“This is something you need, Lewis. Trust me.” Mackenzie said to him with a sense of firm intimacy in her voice.

“I lied at our wedding. I wasn’t ready to love you. At least, not the way you were then. I can’t ever love a boy. They come, then they cum, then they leave. Best to not get to attached. Do you understand?” Mackenzie said.

“Then why did you marry me?” Lewis asked.

“Because I saw promise in you to be something else. Something more.” Mackenzie said gently.

“After tonight, I will be able to love you. But my love comes with a price. A price that up until now I wasn’t sure you would be able to pay. A price I wasn’t sure I wanted to make you pay. But knowing a part of you enjoys the pain changes everything.” Mackenzie said as she steadied the screwdriver once again and asked, “are you able to pay the price of my love?”

Lewis drew a deep breath to steady himself as he nodded.

Mackenzie tightened the screw drawing the ring closed hard around Lewis’s testicles. He cried out and grabbed a hand over his mouth to cover his scream. His body felt as if it would explode from the hideous pain and yet his mind felt as if it would explode from the joy at being able to provide Mackenzie with such pleasure. For her part, she panted lightly even though turning the screw had hardly cost her any exertion at all as she smiled broadly saying, “oh my god, that feels incredible. I’ve never felt so close to anyone in my life. You doing okay so far?”

Lewis gritted his teeth and nodded.

“I want to just keep twisting this screw until they burst off you, but let’s not rush this. One more turn for tonight, then you wear the clamp for me the rest of tomorrow. Understand?”

Lewis nodded.

Mackenzie turned the screw one more time. This time Lewis shouted in pain as his knees buckled upward from the agonizing sensation of the sharp-edged metal crushing his testicles together. Mackenzie tossed the screwdriver aside onto the floor and pushed down on Lewis’s knees to flatten them back out as she said, “Shh… shh… you did it. You did it. That’s enough for tonight.”

Tears of agony and joy streamed down Lewis’s face.

Mackenzie purred in ecstasy as she said, “I never thought in a million years I would get the chance to do this.”

She gently lifted his swollen testicles and inspected them in the moonlight saying “they’re so badly damaged. Can you even feel them anymore?”

Lewis nodded.

“Hmmm… I’m sure that will go away soon enough.” Mackenzie said. She slid her body forward and brought Lewis’s face to her breast saying “Meanwhile, feel free to suck my tits to distract you from the pain.”

Lewis grabbed hold of her supple nipple with his mouth and felt the warm flesh dance deliciously along the top of his tongue. He remained ever aware that her sweet, wet vagina hang slightly above his cock which remained rock hard despite, or because of, the damage to his nuts. She moaned as she suckled at her. She arched her back upward staring her beautiful face up into the pale moonlight.

“I was so young when it happened.” She said with a dreamy sigh.

Lewis let go of her nipple and asked, “what happened when you were young?”

Mackenzie frowned at him and said, “something that I will never tell a boy. But a few more twists of the torque screw, and I’ll be able to tell it to you.”

Mackenzie bit her lower lip and looked down between the gap of her breasts at Lewis’s rock-hard cock glimmering in the moonlight asked, “do you still want to fuck me?”

Lewis whispered back, “yes.”

Mackenzie sighed sadly saying, “that’s too bad.”
 

Mackenzie swung her leg up and over Lewis’s midsection, leaving her position above him as she reviewed him carefully.

Lewis grimaced and asked, “why did you marry me?”

Mackenzie replied, “I couldn’t marry a man. Men are stupid animals which can’t be trusted. Women are too much jealousy and drama. You, on the other hand, had an air of promise about you. I’ve been waiting years to do this to you and I’m starting to feel a bit excited about what might happen next. For now, just keep that clamp on until you no longer want to fuck me.” She put a hand on his chest and said in an instructive tone, “If you start to feel the urge for sex, come to me and I’ll tighten the screw for you to make those urges go away.”

Mackenzie leaned in letting him feel the delicious smoothness of her warm flesh as she hugged Lewis from the side saying, “I’m looking forward to being with you once those urges go away for good.” Lewis swallowed hard and wondered how dedicated he was to this relationship. Sure, Mackenzie was his goddess, but his testicles felt as if they would explode. He wasn’t sure if they would survive keeping the clamp on much longer. Though, he took one look into Mackenzie’s glimmering eyes dancing in the pale moonlight and his stare softened. Who needed testicles when their wife looked like that? Besides, something about this felt like a bizarre, magical breakthrough in their oft strained relationship. Lewis had never seen Mackenzie smile so broadly or look at him in such a loving manner. He smiled back at her. He didn’t know how far she was going to take this, but he made up his mind right then and there to trust her no matter what she did to him.

For the first time in a long time, Mackenzie allowed Lewis to stay in bed with her. From time-to-time he would wake up crying in pain and she would shush him back to sleep. At other times, he would wake up and try to press his meaty little cock against her in some vain attempt to obtain sexual pleasure from her body. She would kiss him delicately and lovingly as she twisted ever tighter the clamp around his testicles crushing them with each twist of the screw and ushering him along into a new life without these annoying little organs. She would then hold him tight and lovingly as he cried and whimpered through the pain. Eventually, though, he would fall back asleep as would her laying their in a beautiful little jumble of arms, legs, and torsos. One gorgeous and powerful woman rested alongside a person who was quickly losing rights to make any claim to being a man.

“Have you ever fucked a man before?” Mackenzie asked Lewis from across the breakfast table. Lewis sat a bit uneasily on his now purple and black testicles, which protruded sickly into his undershorts. His long night of pain had done little to assuage his lingering fears of what Mackenzie was doing to him, but he had to admit that he felt less of the maddening desire to fuck her today than what he had felt last night.

“Uhh… no… Mac. I’m not gay.” Lewis replied haltingly, not sure how to answer such a bizarre question from his wife.

She giggled and said, “Yeah, of course not. Have you ever thought about it?”

Lewis squinted at her and shook his head, but even as he did so the thought of gay sex entered his mind. He pondered slightly at what it would be like to feel another man’s cock filling his mouth. He supposed it wouldn’t be too bad, as long as the man was reasonably clean, and his cock didn’t taste nasty or something. His thoughts turned to anal sex, and he couldn’t really perceive how this could be pleasurable other than perhaps the general sensation of submitting to someone.

“It’s kind of magical. You see this big, scary beast, right, I mean a full-sized man is something out of a fucking nightmare, but then you just massage and stroke its cock and suddenly it becomes a pathetic little lap-dog begging for you to let it cum. You get to play with it a bit, tease it, toy with it, make it be your bitch for a while. Eventually, when you get good at fucking men, you can make them do shit for you. Shit they don’t even want to do. Shit they can’t even believe they are doing until it’s too late and they are already doing it. It’s truly amazing how easily controlled they are just with a few basic strokes of their cocks.”

Lewis cringed internally and asked, “are you talking about what you did to me?”

Mackenzie shook her head and replied, “I would never tell this to a man. You’re able to hear this only because of what I did to you. Anyhow, I should ask. How are you feeling? Have you lost sensation in your testicles yet? Do you still feel sexual desire?”

Lewis shifted uneasily and replied, “they still hurt.”

Mackenzie nodded and said, “let me check them.”

Smooth as a panther, Mackenzie got up and stepped around the table before casually dragging the zipper down on Lewis’s pants. She was so close that he could feel the warmth of her body and the smell of her breath. She looked intimately into his eyes and gave him a reassuring smile which he returned feeling his cock grow hard at her presence once more.

As she lifted out his manhood she frowned lightly saying, “I see that you're still thinking like a man.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Don't worry. It isn’t anything a few more twists of the screw couldn’t fix.”

Lewis gulped and shivered, but Mackenzie withdrew the same stubby screwdriver she had used on him last night from her pocket and carefully twisted the screw even tighter. This time, a distinct crunch could be heard within Lewis’s body, and he wondered if it was loud enough for Mackenzie to hear. No fresh onslaught of pain came, rather a tingling sensation spread strangely through his crotch followed by a sensation of nausea. Lewis couldn’t make sense of what he felt, but a part of him started to comprehend that a bit of the critical infrastructure to his body had been lost and the rest now scurried to find how to live on without it.

"Hurt too much?" She asked as he cringed.

"Not really. Much less than it did last night" he replied.

She looked down at his testicles and carefully touched one of them. “Feel that?” She asked him. Lewis shook his head. In truth he felt nothing now, nothing from where his manhood used to be.

She smiled at him and said "good. You're becoming who you were truly meant to be. I think I finally crushed these horrible little things to death and set you free."

"Free to what?" Lewis asked sheepishly.

Mackenzie's phone buzzed and she checked a message on it. A wicked smile spread across her face as she read it.

"Free to help me around the shop."

"But I don't know anything about cars." Lewis protested as he sidestepped around the hydraulic lifts, oil cans, and tools all the while trying to keep up with his wife. For her part, Mackenzie busied herself tightening a bright red and white polka dot scrunchy in her hair while shifting her tight stretchy black shirt down a bit to reveal more of her cleavage. She stopped and turned back to look at Lewis. Her dark eyeliner offset her glittering blue eyes and black hair against her pale face making her almost doll-like, as if she was some 1950's pin-up girl.

She replied, "open your mouth like this" She opened her mouth in an exaggerated "O" shape and Lewis mimicked her, despite the confusion in his mind.

"You're hired." Mackenzie said with a broad smile. She stopped for a moment and looked off dreamily for a moment before whispering, "why am I so excited to do this with you? It feels so weird." She looked at Lewis with a lowered eyebrow of inquisitive nature and asked, "is this what it feels like to fall in love?"

"You weren't in love when we got married?" Lewis asked. Mackenzie scoffed and replied, "I already told you, no. Besides, we eloped to get married by an Elvis impersonator, don't get too bothered about it."

Lewis protested, “but, the Elvis impersonator was your idea.”

Mackenzie pursed her lips thoughtfully and replied, “I thought you could give me stability but, well, now I think you can give, or, well, we can be so much more.”

Lewis asked, “What’s that?”

They entered Mackenzie’s waiting room and already two burly naked men stood there. Both gaped at Lewis with just as much shock as he gaped back at them.

A tall, dark-haired man who smelled heavily of cheap cologne spoke up asking, “Wait, Mac? What’s he doing here?”

“Team playing, Derrick. Either you and Charles play on a team or you find a new garage.”

Mackenzie replied brazenly with a stern look on her face. The other man, younger and with golden hair as well as a somewhat smoother appearance to him, spoke up saying, “that still doesn’t explain why he is here.”

Mackenzie nodded towards Lewis and said, “my husband will be assisting me today.”
 

Derrick scoffed, “you can’t be serious.”

Lewis asked “Wait? What?”

Mackenzie gave him a glittering smile and whispered, “I have been unfair with you, having sex with all these studs. Now that you’ve started to lose your manhood, I can share my studs with you.” She stepped in and wrapped an arm around Lewis whispering into his ear as he stared at the two men in disbelief.

She pointed at Derrick who’s impressive girthy cock had already been fully erect when they had entered. It had only started to slightly wane at the sight of Lewis. Still, he was a good several inches longer and fuller than Lewis had ever been. She said, “that there is a man’s cock. A real cock. Go ahead and take a long look at it.”

“There’s no way I’m-” Lewis began to sputter, but Mackenzie whispered sweetly into his ear as she pulled him in towards her ample bosom saying, “do it for me.”

Lewis stared at Derrick’s cock and Derrick began to cringe as it shrunk even more as he grew nervous about the situation.

Mackenzie continued, as she gestured across Derrick’s body, saying, “Every part of a man, from his shoulders down to his hips, funnels in towards that beautiful bit of machinery. Throbbing veins, sensitive tip, his power to reproduce, everything is there. It is his command-and-decision center, and you get to be in control of it. You get to step right into his driver’s seat and direct waves of pleasure beyond his wildest imagination along their course with your tongue. Afterwards, you can let him take over as he is driven blind with animalistic desire and cannot stop himself from driving the thick shaft deep into your body where you can feel that sensitive little tip dance and play amongst your organs. It is such an incredible feeling.” She breathily spoke into Lewis’s ear saying, “One that I want to share with you.”

Lewis licked his lips as he stared at Derrick’s purple tip. Curiosity as to what it would feel like began to fill Lewis with a strange feeling he could not describe. For some reason, the bit of nausea he experienced due to the crushing forces against what little was left of his testicles seemed to heighten this feeling as he started to mentally accept that perhaps he would make a better girl than he ever had a man. Clearly his meager and atrophied cock would be of no comparison to Derrick’s monstrous masterpiece, and perhaps it would be best to make no comparison at all rather accepting what Mackenzie was offering and join his wife in pleasuring men with superior cocks.

“Okay. I trust you. Just tell me what to do.” Lewis said.

“Great, go ahead and get your clothes off.”

“Are you kidding?” Derrick complained.

Mackenzie snorted and said, “Absolutely not. In fact, I bet the bill of your next repair that my Lewis can give you a better orgasm than I ever did.”

Lewis began taking off his shirt as Mackenzie started to strip as well. It felt strange revealing his body, weak and pathetic as it was, in front of men. Meanwhile, his beautiful wife was expertly slipping her gorgeous, curvaceous breasts and hips out from beneath her shirt and workpants. She wore lacey white underwear which contrasted horribly against Lewis’s pathetic smiley-face boxers. Lewis made a mental note to look for sexier underwear if he was ever going to cut it at doing sex as a girl.

“I doubt it.” Derrick said with a frown.

“Do you want fucked today or not?” Mackenzie asked.

Derrick rolled his eyes and said, “yes.”

“Then be open to new experiences. At the very least, do it for me, okay? This is something Lewis and I want to do as a couple.”

“For you, Mac, anything.” Derrick replied.

As Lewis took off his underwear, Charles pointed in shock, “Holy shit what did you do to his balls?”

“It’s part of his transformation. A reminder that he’s no longer a man. That’s all.” Mackenzie replied.

“Take a look at Derrick’s balls. Just imagine how nice and warm they will feel pressing softly against your damaged manhood as he shoves his cock into you from behind. Release your ideas about being a man and let him be your man.” Lewis did as she instructed and let his imagination follow along her direction. “For the full experience, I want to see if you can cum for Derrick. I want you to get wet and cum like a girl, with your back arched while your body writhes about skewered on top of a man’s powerful cock. Do you think you can do that?”

“No.” Lewis replied honestly.

“Well, we’ll just have to work up to that point. Okay?” Mackenzie replied.

She looped her arm around Lewis and directed him up to the men before saying, “Let’s start off with a little taste, first, to show these men that they are your alpha and that their pleasure is all that matters to you. Go ahead and get on your knees. I’ll show you what you are to do as I demonstrate on Charles. If, after you get comfortable, you feel like changing it up a bit and trying new things, I’m sure Derrick will appreciate that.”

Mackenzie delicately cupped Charles’s meaty testicles with her right hand while bringing her pouty lips up to elegantly kiss the smooth, purple head of his trembling cock. She gently licked her exquisite pink tongue right along the slightly bifurcated tip across his urethra. She smirked and remarked, “hmmm… a bit salty. You’ve been excited for this for a while now.”

Lewis’s eyes went wide as his hesitation peaked. Inside he conjured a mantra and whispered it to himself saying, “don’t think. Just do.”

“I’m not sure this is a good id-” Derrick started to say, but he stopped short as Lewis lovingly brought his purple tip into his mouth and suckled at it lightly. To Lewis’s delight, Derrick’s cock didn’t particularly taste bad in any way, rather simply like a bit of flesh with the smallest aftertaste of saltiness to it. Lewis then proceeded to simply do to Derrick what he had always hoped Mackenzie would do to himself. Derrick s gaped as pleasure exploded through his body at the undulation of Lewis’s tongue.

At first, Mackenzie giggled lightly, but then her mouth fell open in shock as she watched Lewis continue uninterrupted.

Lewis softly cupped Derrick’s balls in his hands and massaged the burly and hairy testicles softly feeling the warmth of Derrick’s manhood fill his palm. Lewis let go of his expectations and his self-consciousness and simply decided to enjoy the sensation of plunging himself into Derrick’s manhood. Derrick groaned loudly and panting started to come to his mouth as his knees started to weaken. Mackenzie realized that Lewis had no sense of pacing and would soon be getting a mouthful of salty cum before they even had a chance to play further with the studs.

“Hold on.” Mackenzie said as she reached over and pulled Lewis back from Derrick. Derrick grumbled “why’d you stop him?” Lewis looked at her in confusion. She smiled with a slight laugh saying, “don’t make him cum too fast. We have all morning.”

She lovingly licked at Charles’s cock saying, “take your time. Let them enjoy the process as much as the finale.”

Lewis slowly began again this time delicately kissing his way along the tip of Derrick’s swollen shaft. It felt a bit annoying being not only forced onto his knees to suck the cock of another man but then, even in this unusual circumstance, being forced to once again endure the agony of restraint. Lewis had already made peace with the thought that Derrick would cum in his mouth. He actually looked forward to it as the sensation of Derrick’s cock pumping would in one sense mean that this bizarre and submissive encounter would be over but, in another sense, indicate that Lewis had succeeded spectacularly. He already imagined Mackenzie congratulating him on pleasuring a man before maybe endeavoring to pleasure Lewis herself.

For her part, Mackenzie did her best to keep up lovingly massaging and kissing her way along Charles’s cock. Before briefly stopping to say to Lewis as a reminder, “don’t let him cum in your mouth.”

Lewis let go and Derrick groaned in annoyance as he called back, “why not? He clearly wants to.”

Mackenzie smiled wickedly and replied, “because a real girl would let him cum inside her body. Get on up and get ready for him to penetrate you.” Lewis gritted his teeth and stood up. Mackenzie gently guided Charles over to one side of the couch and bent over it forwards presenting her beautifully rounded buttocks and wide-spread hips to him with a sopping wet pussy begging to be penetrated right in front of him.

“Let him take you like this, Lewis. Now is time to let Derrick take control and penetrate you to your core. He’ll decide when and how he wants to fill you with cum.”

Lewis looked up at Derrick submissively.

“How would you like to fill me with your cum?”
 

Derrick cocked an eyebrow at him and said, “How about you lay out on the couch so I can watch your wife getting fucked while I fill your ass?” Wordlessly, Lewis lay out sideways on the couch opposite of Mackenzie with his lower half hanging over the arm of the couch opposite from her. Lewis lay on his back and looked up to see Mackenzie leaning over the other arm of the couch. He watched, his view of her upside down, as she cringed and flexed sensually while Charles penetrated her deeply from behind. Lewis smiled at the strangely beautiful sight of his wife fucking another man and a small seed of happiness entered his heart in the thought that the one he loved was truly enjoying this. All he had to do now was let go of any last reservations and let Derrick fuck his ass with his saliva-drenched cock.

Lewis watched intently as Derrick stepped into position and hoisted Lewis’s legs up against his chest. Lewis stretched his legs upward and let his right ankle rest on Derrick’s broad and powerful shoulder while his left leg lay propped up against the back of the couch. To Lewis’s surprise, Derrick ran a loving hand down along the inseam of Lewis’s left thigh bringing a gasp of pleasure to Lewis’s mouth. “No reason you can’t enjoy this too.” Derrick said as he wrapped his warm, strong fingers around Lewis’s tiny cock. He massaged Lewis’s relatively small purple head with his broad thumb and slightly and gave a winning smile. “It’s so small.” Derrick murmured in a complimentary and loving fashion. Lewis started to apologize but Derrick continued “You know. I actually kind of like your little cock. It’s cute.” In that instant, Lewis realized what women see in men. That winning blend of care and confidence made Lewis want to stay there forever submitting his body over to Derrick for his pleasure. Lewis whispered back, “thank you.”

Derrick continued dropping his hands bringing them to grasp either side of Lewis’s butt-cheeks. Lewis gritted his teeth as he felt Derrick gently pry him open with his thumbs and a sense of ticklish fear emanated from his loins as Lewis felt incredibly vulnerable in that moment. Derrick pressed his hips slowly forward and Lewis felt the throbbing hot tip of Derrick’s manhood begin to penetrate his ass. A bit of pain came as Lewis’s ass found itself beginning to stretch in ways it had not stretched before. Lewis cringed with a wincing gasp.

“Shhh… I’ll go slow.” Derrick whispered down to him. Lewis nodded as he felt the constant, growing pressure within his buttock forcing him upward. He became aware of hot breath just across his forehead and looked up one again to see Mackenzie now collapsed on her elbows as Charles’s continued to pound her from behind. They had already entered a nearly dance-like rhythm of thrusts and returns and she alternated between moaning and whimpering as her face contorted with ultimate pleasure.

Lewis looked down at Derrick slowly and patiently filling his ass with his cock. It seemed like his cock went on forever and Lewis definitely began to feel his insides stretch and warp to make room for it. Derrick’s constant, slow thrusting pressure inched his cock into Lewis bit-by-bit forcing Lewis’s weak body to accept the presence of the alpha cock within it. Lewis felt bad at making Derrick wait to really do anything fun, so he whispered, “I’m sorry that I’m not really a girl for you.”

Derrick gave him a smile and continued pressing inside saying, “that’s okay. I can’t believe how tight you feel. You’re much tighter than your wife and your insides feel incredible.”  Lewis smiled, but his smile disappeared as Derrick shoved himself in the rest of the way bridging the last few inches all at once making Lewis’s eyes nearly bug out of his head. A strange, itchy painful sensation blended with an incredible feeling of ‘fullness’ as if his abdomen had more inside it than what it was meant to contain, filled Lewis’s body.

Lewis focused his mind on the warm sensation of Derrick’s abdomen gently cupping his dead balls and Derrick’s testicles softly pressed against Lewis’s butt cheeks. Lewis breathed through the pain. He had done it. He had taken a man fully inside himself, and not just any man, a well-hung man with an impressively sized cock.

“Oh, oh, okay. I’ll just stay here for a moment until you adjust.” Derrick said reassuringly.

“Thank you. Just give me a second. I feel my ass stretching out for you, but it needs a bit of time.” Derrick smiled and said “No worries. How about you have a little fun while we wait.” Derrick grabbed up Lewis’s cock in his hand again and gently caressed the tip of it bringing shivers across Lewis’s body. The erotic blend of fullness within his ass and massage across his cock made Lewis arc backwards. To his surprise, a pair of female lips came into his view as Mackenzie kissed him passionately from above while Charles still fervently rammed her from behind making her bob up and down slightly during the kiss.

“Feels good to have a strong man’s cock inside you, doesn’t it?” Mackenzie asked as she released the kiss.  Lewis nodded shyly.

Derrick ran his fingers along Lewis’s cock making him moan softly and then began pulling out and thrusting back into Lewis’s ass making him groan in a pleasure he had never experienced before.

Derrick called out to Charles saying, “Charles, slow up.”

“Why?” Charles asked nearly built up to spraying hot sticky cum all over the inside of Mackenzie.

A sinister little smile came over Derrick’s face as he said, “they’re a married couple. We should make them cum at the same time.”

Charles slowed his pace slightly as Mackenzie protested softly, “no fair.”

Derrick continued his thrusts growing ever more ambitious with each one as he went. Throughout this, he held onto Lewis’s cock as if it was a handle to brace himself against for fucking Lewis’s ass and massaged it with his thumb watching a small droplet of watery pre-cum form at Lewis’s tip. Derrick chuckled softly saying, “don’t get your panties in a twist, Mac, I bet your husband here is going to be cumming pretty damn soon. Actually, I wander what his tight ass will feel like while he’s cumming. Probably pretty damn hot based on how it feels now.”

Derrick continued his thrusts and playing with Lewis’s small cock while Charles began once again ramming Mackenzie deep inside stretching out the sensitive walls of her vagina. Mackenzie and Lewis looked at one another with each one’s head upside down to the other one. A smile passed between them. They did the only thing they could do in that moment and kissed each other as the burly studs continued fucking both of them.

Lewis released the kiss first as he could with-hold his orgasm no longer. He groaned loudly with a whimpering little scream at the end as his small cock burst forth little jets of watery, useless cum all across his chest and belly. Derrick groaned as he continued thrusting his cock deep in Lewis’s ass. “Good boy, good little boy… just like I thought, my nice thick cock in your ass and my hand around your cock made you cum in no time. It’s so fucking sweet to feel your ass flexing and tightening around my cock as you cum.”

Just as Derrick finished saying this, Mackenzie screamed in ecstasy as Charles reached a fevered pitch with his thrusts and groaned loudly as the two of them collapsed forward across the couch arm.

Lewis looked down at Derrick and smiled coyly as he huffed out, “your turn.”

Lewis flexed his leg and brought his ankle around behind Derrick’s buttocks pulling the burly man in closer to him feeling his cock stretch out his ass even further. Lewis leaned back and gritted his teeth feeling incredible pain in his intestines which he ignored. Lewis pushed away thoughts of doubt and trepidation and only focused on the rising sense of accomplishment which came with Derrick’s haggard breath and the surreal swell of his cock growing even harder within Lewis. Lewis flexed his leg in a fast tempo drawing Derrick in deeper and faster. “Go ahead. Release your cum deep inside me. I want to have it as a little souvenir to remember you by” Lewis whispered as he felt the alpha male begin to grow week in his knees. It barely took two more pumps for Derrick to lose it and nearly howl out in ecstasy as Lewis felt some hot, wet explosion fill his bowels. Lewis blinked in surprise as Derrick toppled over and collapsed across Lewis’s midsection groaning in pleasure. Lewis smiled and playfully tussled Derrick’s hair as it lay on his chest with a smug little look filling his face. A strange sense of accomplishment filled his heart, one he had never sensed before during those dark, cold, lonely nights of frustration and despair that he had felt as a sub-par man. Lewis ran his fingers on down and across Derrick’s muscular shoulders. Derrick was too exhausted by his thrusting to even react to this touch, but Lewis continued to caress him lovingly. Lewis marveled that, had it been a fistfight or any kind of contest, there would be no way he could defeat such a powerful man. Here, however, Lewis had accomplished incredible things with Derrick’s body and somehow Lewis had the sense that Derrick would now take care of him and maybe even love him for the sex that they had shared. Lewis shook his head to break away from this fantasy. He leaned his head back and felt lithe fingers grab around his face pulling him towards the face of his wife who kissed him passionately as she whispered, “I have never loved you more than I do right now.”

“You were absolutely incredible!” Mackenzie gushed at Lewis over supper that night. He smiled coyly as he pressed a fork full of broccoli into his mouth. He chewed it up and swallowed it down saying, “for what it’s worth, I never knew I could do that.” Mackenzie nodded saying, “you’re an absolute natural.” He picked up another forkful of food and put it in her mouth as she sat perched on his lap. Ever since Charles and Derrick, she had hardly left his side. She had demanded he stay with her for the rather less sexual parts of her day which involved legitimate automobile work. At even the slightest passing opportunity, she would plant wet, warm, loving kisses on his face. She would drag him in close for delicious make-out sessions.

Strangely, however, none of these actions served to make Lewis hard anymore. Instead, however, the hot, lush body of his wife, her sensual wet lips, her softly rounded breasts felt more friendly and familiar than desirous. Almost as if Lewis was now her best friend or perhaps sister or something.

“Is it always like that, when a man takes you?” Lewis asked. Mackenzie looked down sadly and replied “not really. Sometimes, men are mean about it. Sometimes they hurt you. I think you can appreciate how scary that can be. Being at the mercy of someone much larger and stronger than yourself.”

Lewis imagined if Derrick had forcibly raped him instead of the measured, consensual sex they had shared. He shivered lightly and said, “that must absolutely terrifying.”

Mackenzie nodded and said, “I used to think that’s the way all men had sex. It’s like getting beaten up by a bully. He takes what he wants from you then leaves you crying. Of course, that was back when I was little and…” she stared down sadly. Lewis gave her a reassuring hug and said “if you’re not ready to talk about it. It’s okay.”
 

Mackenzie snorted and replied, “it’s been almost twenty years. If I’m not ready to talk about it now, I never will be. I could never tell a man. Even the nice ones just have some sex and then leave, you know. You can’t really ever trust a man because, deep down inside, they all want to have sex with your body, and they will say and do whatever it takes to get it.” She looked apprehensively at Lewis and asked, “do you still want to have sex with my body?”

Lewis considered how far he had come on this topic in the last twenty-four hours. If she had sat in his lap yesterday, he would have barely been able to control himself. Now, however, he almost kind of hoped she would invite Derrick back for round two more so than take him herself. He replied, “not now. It’s not that I don’t like you. I feel closer to you now than I ever have before. It’s just that I don’t feel like I’m a man who should take a woman at all.”

Mackenzie smiled and said, “I knew the clamp would work. Whatever testosterone your balls were producing before is now completely gone as we’ve successfully crushed your balls to death. Since you don’t want my body anymore, I will explain. When I was a little girl, my uncle would use me. I wouldn’t even call it sex. He just took what he wanted from me and left me crying in pain and in shame.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.” Lewis replied.

Mackenzie sighed and said, “eventually I couldn’t hide it anymore and I told my parents. Police arrested him and my dad said he no longer had a brother. You would think knowing my uncle would never see the light of day again would bring me peace, but it didn’t. Weirdly, the only thing that brought me a sense of solace and protection was when I was fucking. I suppose it was because the only time my uncle wasn’t beating me was when he was inside me and so I just associated having a man inside me with a sense of safety. I don’t feel safe unless a man is inside me, but I know the sick desires all men hold so, once they are done, I just send them on their way. I guess that’s why I act the way I act.”

Lewis considered this and asked, “That makes sense for them. But I still don’t understand why you married me.”

Mackenzie sighed and replied, “because you are the exact opposite of my uncle in every way. I suppose part of me held out hope for you to complete this metamorphosis even before our wedding night.”

Lewis twisted his lips and asked, “so you were planning to castrate me when we first met?”

Mackenzie looked off dreamily saying, “it was all I could think about, even though I didn’t have the guts to do it until just recently. I doubt I am alone in saying that all women dream of having a gelded husband.”

The shop bell rang, and they both looked at it in attention. Mackenzie chuckled saying “our evening entertainment has arrived.” Lewis asked, “really?” Mackenzie nodded saying, “Steve Mira, he’s every bit of nine-inches long. Think you can handle it?” Lewis chuckled and replied, “well I suppose a man’s gotta do the man that he’s gotta do.”
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