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“Jack cheated on me again. I want to kill that bastard.”

Annalisa frowned.

“Again? Seriously? This is what, the third time?”

“Yeah. That I know of.”

“This has to stop, Caroline.”

“I know. I'm going to speak to a divorce lawyer tomorrow. I'm sick of working my butt off while that asshole drinks beer and watches football all day instead of looking for a job.”

A mischievous smile lit Annalisa's face.

“I have a better idea. There's some women you need to meet.”

Caroline could hardly believe she was meeting Sybil Matheson, the billionaire CEO of Nova Nanotech.

“It's a pleasure to meet you, Ms Matheson,” Caroline stammered as a servant led her and Annalisa into a parlor.

“Please, call me Sybil.”

The female tech tycoon was younger than Caroline had expected. Perhaps forty or forty-five. She was a striking woman, elegantly but casually dressed in low-heel pumps, dark slacks, and an ivory silk blouse that subtly showed off her statuesque figure. She had long raven hair with streaks of premature white that only added to her arresting appearance. And pale grey eyes that seemed to peer right into Caroline's soul.

“This is Dr Stein, my top bioengineering expert. She led the team that developed the technology we'll be using to cure your husband of his cheating.”

“Call me Pandora.”

Pandora was also younger than Caroline would have expected, probably in her late thirties. She looked more like a goth or punk rocker than a senior scientist at one of the world's largest tech companies. Her red hair struck out haphazardly in every direction, like a young female Einstein. She wore faded black jeans, scruffy running shoes, and a T-shirt with snarling zombies reaching out to dismember whoever was in their path. Multiple tattoos adorned her arms. One extended across the back of her left hand.

“Pandora specializes in nanobots—molecule-sized robots—that modify biological systems at the sub-cellular level. It's no exaggeration to say she's the world's leading authority in the field.”

Sybil introduced Caroline to the other four women in the room. All were very prominent in the community. They included the city's deputy chief of police and the vice president of a controversial women's rights association. They were all members of a group Caroline had never heard of called The Sisterhood. Caroline had had to sign a contract vowing never to speak to anyone about this group or its activities unless it was to recruit potential candidates in need of their “services”. And even then she couldn't say much, or reveal the identity of anyone in the group. Caroline was still in the dark as to just what it was that The Sisterhood did.

Sybil invited Caroline and Annalisa to take a seat. An attendant brought a tray of coffee, tea, pastries, and fruit, then vanished. Sybil asked Caroline to tell them what had brought her here. Caroline started to cry as she described her husband's infidelities. Sybil put a hand on her shoulder as if she was a longtime friend.

“We're going to teach Jack a lesson he's never going to forget.” Sybil proceeded to describe the special project Dr Stein had been working on for the last eight years, and how their newest invention could “rehabilitate” Jack.

When she finished, Caroline was smiling for the first time in days.

“Jack, you need to learn a lesson.”

“I already said I'm sorry a dozen times, babe.” Jack didn't even turn from the big screen TV, where his favorite football team was deadlocked in a battle for a spot in the quarter finals.

“Look at me when I'm speaking to you, you miserable fuck.”

Jack turned to Caroline with a frown. Caroline couldn't believe she'd once considered this loser a catch. She'd met him during her first year of medical school. He'd still been an undergraduate, but because she'd skipped three grades in elementary and high school, he was a year older than her. She'd been smitten with his hunky good looks and swept off her feet by his charm. She'd also been enamored with his rock-star status as the varsity football team's lead quarterback, although she knew next to nothing about sports. She'd never been the girlfriend of somebody who was popular before.

Jack's glory days as an athlete were now just a memory. As was his charm. At least with Caroline. He could clearly turn it on when he wanted to pick up some bimbo. He still had his looks, but his muscles were no longer toned, and he was starting to get a beer gut. Caroline could barely stand to look at him.

“You need to be punished for what you did, Jack. Otherwise you'll just keep doing it again and again.”

Jack's eyebrows raised.

“Punished?”

“Yes, punished.”

Caroline had a malevolent grin that Jack had never seen before. The self-assurance melted from his face.

“You're going to participate in an experiment. You're going to help test a machine that transforms people into...well...pretty much whatever it's told to.”

Jack stared at his normally meek wife as if she'd just told him the Earth was flat.

“I've made friends with a couple of people who work at Nova Nanotech. Perhaps you've heard of them? They developed the biofabricated organs that hospitals now use for transplants. And the molecular bots that construction companies are starting to use to build small houses.”

The worried look on Jack's face warmed Caroline's heart.

“As your punishment, I'm going to turn you into a medical demonstration doll. And I'm going to use you to teach my students some unpleasant health care procedures.”

Jack's team scored a touchdown. He didn't even notice. He swallowed the remnants of his beer and put the empty can on the end table beside the coaster.

“You've got to be kidding.”

“Do I look like I'm kidding, you worthless shit?”

Jack's eyes widened. He was used to Caroline insulting him in a heated rage. But not to her disrespecting him in a calm, confident manner like this.

“Look, if you paid a little more attention to me, and a little more attention to your looks—“

“Fuck you. That's not going to work anymore.”

Jack's brow furrowed.

“And what if I just say no?”

“Not a problem. I'll call a divorce lawyer this afternoon.”

Jack stared at his wife. What the fuck has gotten into her?

“By the way, you know about the amendments to the divorce laws that were passed last week, right?”

“It's the playoffs, babe. I haven't had time to follow the news.”

Caroline smirked. Jack paid only passing attention to the news regardless of what was happening in sports. And when he did, his eyes glazed over at stuff like politics and law.

“As of last week, divorce is no longer no-fault. If one spouse cheats, and the other divorces them because of it, the cheater gets nothing. No share of the assets. No alimony. And the aggrieved spouse automatically gets the house. The divorce process has also been streamlined. It only takes a few weeks now. You're going to need to find a new place to live.”

“Babe, look, can't we talk about—“

“Fuck you. This is a take it or leave it offer.”

“Look, this is crazy. I don't want to lose you—“

“You don't want to lose being supported by me and living here for free. You don't want to end up having to move back in with your mother.”

Jack paled at the mention of his mother. The boy band music she constantly played drove him nuts. The way she talked on and on—to him or anybody else who happened to be around—about her sexual adventures made him wish he was at the dentist's. And worst of all, her endless chores and errands would put an end to his idle days of quaffing beer and watching sports.

“Look, I've been trying to find work, babe. The economy is really bad right now. Robots and AIs are taking all the jobs...”

“There are still jobs. Maybe if you'd majored in something other than the history of volleyball you'd have better luck finding one.”

“I was planning to become a professional football player. I didn't think it mattered what I studied. I almost got picked as—“

“I don't want to hear it. All you ever talk about is sports and how you nearly made the big leagues. You're twenty-nine years old, Jack. It's been six years since you finished university. You haven't held onto a single job more than six months. And it's been a year since the last one.”

“Sweetie, let's talk this over. I'm sorry that—“

“I have nothing more to say. We have an appointment at the lab tomorrow afternoon at 3:00. You'll be serving as a medical demonstration doll for my class the following morning.”

“This is crazy. I just made a mistake. I promise it won't happen—“

“You've made the same mistake three times in a row. At least. And each time you make the same promise. You need to learn a lesson.”

“But—“

“I'm sure your mother will be delighted to have you back.”

“Alright, I'll do it. Whatever.”

“Wonderful. I'll let the team at Nova Nanotech know you've agreed to volunteer.”

“Take off your clothes and lie on this bed,” Dr Stein ordered.

Jack was flustered. He was in a lab with Dr Stein, a technician named Ludmilla, and Caroline and Annalisa. He had not expected to be ordered to strip in front of a small female audience.

“Come on, hurry up! I haven't got all day.”

Jack reluctantly peeled off his clothes and got onto the hospital bed.

“Do you think you could make his penis bigger?” Caroline asked. “It's a little on the small side. My students are going to need to be able to see what I'm doing.”

Jack's face reddened. He had movie-star looks that drew second glances, but his erections, at barely more than four inches, were nothing to brag about.

“Sure,” said Dr Stein. “He is kinda small.”

“He's hung like a chipmunk!” Annalisa tittered.

Jack looked like he was going to argue, but had enough sense to keep his mouth shut.

Dr Stein nodded to Ludmilla.

“How does ten inches sound?” Ludmilla asked.

“Perfect.”

Ludmilla turned to a laptop that interfaced with the AI who would control the nanobots conducting Jack's transformation.

“Amy, enlarge the subject's penis to ten inches. And enlarge his testicles proportionately.”

“No problem, Ludmilla,” a female voice responded.

“The AI is female?” Caroline asked.

“Technically she doesn't have a gender,” said Dr Stein. “But Sybil felt that, given her superhuman intelligence, it was only fitting that she be female.”

Annalisa and Caroline both laughed.

Ludmilla turned her attention back to Jack. She deftly attached an IV to the back of his hand. Jack winced as the needle pierced his skin.

“This IV will introduce the nanobots into Jack's bloodstream,” Dr Stein said. “From there, they'll be able to get into his cells and rearrange things as needed at the molecular level. The bots will modify his brain so that it no longer responds to his commands. They'll also make other modifications. His body will be fortified so that it can take more punishment than normal without lasting harm. And so that he can go almost indefinitely without eating, drinking, or using the bathroom. And of course we'll give him a decent-sized penis to reduce the elf-sized one he came with.”

Annalisa snickered.

“The bots will also build a transceiver in his brain that will allow Amy to hear his thoughts,” Dr Stein continued. “She'll be monitoring him day and night. If at any point he can't take anymore and wishes to renege on his agreement, he can let Amy know using the transceiver. Sort of like the safeword system used in BDSM circles. Sybil is adamant that—for legal compliance reasons—everyone who participates does so of their own free will. Since none of these clowns got consent from their victims, if it was up to me I'd just force them, whether they like it or not. But Sybil's the boss.”

Caroline nodded. If Jack backed out, she'd just proceed with her original plan of divorcing him. But she was pretty sure he wouldn't renege on their deal, despite the misery she had in store for him. He really didn't want to have to get a job. Or move back in with his mother.

“If you'd like, I can give each of you a transceiver too,” offered Dr Stein. “Sybil, Ludmilla, and I all have one. The process is less involved than the whole body transformation Jack is undergoing, so you won't have to be put to sleep for it. We just inject the nanobots in your arm, and they do the work in the background, without you even being aware of it. Once the transceiver is assembled, you'll be able to hear everything that goes through Jack's mind. And you'll be able to talk back to him by sending thoughts from your mind directly to his. You'll be able to 'hear' everything that Jack thinks and feels, but he—and anyone else with one of these transceivers who happens to be nearby—will only be able to 'hear' what you decide to share with them.”

“That sounds cool,” said Annalisa. “Like telepathy. I'll take one!”

“Great. Roll up your sleeve, please.”

“I don't know about this,” fretted Caroline. “The technology is still experimental.”

“The transceivers are safe. They were developed years ago, and have been thoroughly tested. The military is already using them, and a version for civilians is on its way.”

The idea of not just watching Jack suffer but being able to hear his thoughts firsthand as he was getting schooled appealed to Caroline. Jack's treachery was bringing out a very sadistic side of her.

“Alright, I'll take one.”

“Jack's transformation will take between one and two hours,” Ludmilla said once she had given  Caroline and Annalisa their transceiver injections. “I'll stay here to ensure that everything goes smoothly. The two of you can grab a coffee in the cafeteria while you wait, if you'd like.”

“Sounds good,” replied Caroline. “See you in a while.”

“Bye bye, Jack,” said Annalisa as Ludmilla pulled a white sheet over his face.

“Ready to see him?”

Jack was on the hospital bed where Caroline and Annalisa had left him, still covered from head to toe by a white sheet. A daunting erection tented the thin fabric. Ludmilla was standing beside him. Dr Stein had left.

“Go ahead, Ludmilla.”

The technician pulled the sheet down to Jack's shoulders. His face looked the same, but was completely inert, like a model in a wax museum. A mix of shock and horror distorted his handsome features. Annalisa giggled.

“Can you do something about his face? I was hoping for a more neutral expression.”

Jack's eyes flitted to and fro. He seemed to be trying to speak.

“The technology still has some bugs that we're working on. I sometimes think Amy has developed a sense of humor. She may have given him that expression as a joke.  Other than his face, everything appears to be in order. I advise just leaving him as he is. If we make Amy redo him, something else could get messed up.”

“Okay, no problem. I think he wants to say something. Dr Stein mentioned that we'd be able to hear his thoughts.”

“Yes. Amy, activate the neuro-transceivers.”

Babe, can you hear me? Jack's voice pleaded inside Caroline's head. Annalisa and Ludmilla could hear him too.

Yes Jack, I can hear you.

Honey, do we really have to do this? I could make this up to you some other way. Maybe I could do the dishes for a week.

Annalisa guffawed. Caroline didn't find it so amusing, knowing that Jack was actually serious.

“Is there a way to turn my transceiver off? I don't want to listen to him whine all night.”

“Just think the words transceiver off, and you'll stop hearing him. And transceiver on if you want to hear him again.”

Babe, no, wait—

Shut up, Jack. Transceiver off.

Jack's voice disappeared. Annalisa chortled, then turned hers off too.

“Let's have a look at his new cock!” Annalisa pulled the sheet down to Jack's thighs.

His new cock was a lot bigger than his old one. Not only longer, but thicker. His balls had been enlarged to match.

A wicked grin crossed Annalisa's face.

“You said his modified body would be a lot more resilient to stress and injury. Mind if I test that out?”

“Maybe that's not such a good—“

Annalisa gripped Jack's balls and gave them a hard squeeze. Jack's eyes nearly popped out of his head. Caroline giggled.

“They seem pretty solid.” Annalisa gave his nuts a brutal yank. Jack's eyes rolled into the back of his head. A tear ran down one cheek.

Annalisa gave his cock a playful slap, making it wobble. She whacked his cock again, harder this time. Caroline joined in. Jack's new cock seemed to have been designed to stay permanently erect. His boner bobbed back and forth like a pendulum.

“I'm so sorry, Jack!” Annalisa's voice dripped with sarcasm. “We're being so mean. Let me make it up to you.”

Annalisa wrapped her fingers around the base of Jack's shaft. She slowly slid her hand up to the head, then slid it back down again. She repeated this several times. If Jack had been capable of getting any harder, he would have. His eyes pleaded with her to continue.

“You like that, huh?” Annalisa crooned. Her free hand cupped his sack and squeezed, gently this time. Her fingers caressed the head of his cock.

Annalisa's sensuous ministrations quickly drowned out the lingering ache in Jack's groin. Was it his imagination, or was his supersized cock even more sensitive than the old one? He willed his body to move, trying to thrust in her hand, but his muscles wouldn't respond.

“I bet you'd like this even better if I took you in my mouth, wouldn't you Jack?”

Caroline and Ludmilla both looked at Annalisa as if she'd lost her mind. Annalisa ignored them. She turned her neuro-transceiver on so that she could hear Jack's reply. Caroline turned hers on too. Ludmilla's was already on.

Yes! Fuck yes! Suck my cock, Annalisa! Jack was almost frantic with lust.

Annalisa's hand continued to slide up and down his shaft. Her grip tightened. Her other hand massaged his balls almost lovingly.

Beg for it, you worthless fuck.

Anger flashed in Jack's eyes. He wanted to grab Annalisa's head and force it onto his hard-on, but his arms refused to obey his brain.

Please go down on me, Annalisa. Please!

Annalisa lowered her mouth to his cock. She paused just above the head, so close that he could feel her warm breath on his skin. Jack could no longer string together a coherent sentence. He let out  a needy moan.

Annalisa stepped back and laughed.

“Did you really think I was going to suck your cock, loser? As if!”

All three women burst out laughing.

“Goodnight, Jack,” said Caroline. “I'll see you tomorrow.”

No, wait! Please! I need to come! You can't just leave me like this!

“Yes, we can.” Caroline gave Jack's straining cock another swat, batting it like a cat playing with a captured mouse.

“Your demonstration doll will be waiting for you at the school when you arrive,” said Ludmilla. Jack's eyes widened as he realized he was going to be left in the lab overnight.

Caroline grinned as Ludmilla pulled the sheet back over his face.

“Today I'm going to demonstrate several medical procedures involving the male urogenital system using this demonstration doll.”

Jack blinked as Caroline pulled away the sheet. He was still in the hospital bed from the lab, unable to move. The bed had been wheeled onto the middle of a stage in a lecture hall at Caroline's school.

Caroline was standing beside him. She was wearing blue scrubs and a surgical mask. Jack had never been to her workplace, and wasn't used to seeing her dressed like this. Annalisa, who also taught at the school, was nearby. Ludmilla was there too. Annalisa and Ludmilla were both wearing lab coats and were also wearing masks. Annalisa's lab coat was hanging open, revealing a low cut blouse that showed off her full breasts. Jack couldn't help but stare. He had wanted to fuck Annalisa ever since he'd met her, when he and Caroline had still been dating.

Sloping rows of seats filled with young female medical students ascended almost to the ceiling in front of the stage. Three cameras mounted on tall tripods surrounded his bed, broadcasting live images to an enormous monitor mounted on the wall overhead.

Annalisa turned on the AI-controled cameras with a voice command. Jack's naked body appeared on the display above. One of the cameras zoomed in on his crotch. There were a few snickers, whispers, and nervous giggles from the students. He felt self-conscious and helpless, neither of which were feelings he was used to.

Ludmilla had left the lab yesterday a few minutes after Caroline and Annalisa. The hazy light filtering through the sheet covering his face had been replaced by utter darkness as she turned off the light and closed the door. He'd heard the click of the door's lock. Then nothing.

Amy, the AI that had turned him into a sentient life-sized doll, was supposed to be monitoring his thoughts to make sure he was safe.

Are you there, Amy? he had asked. Can you hear me?

Silence.

It had seemed like he was in that dark, tomb-like room forever. He'd had no idea what time it was, or even if it was still day or if night had fallen. Anxious thoughts darted through his mind. What is Caroline going to do to me tomorrow? What if something goes wrong with one of the medical procedures she demonstrates, and she injures me? What if they just leave me here in this room, and don't come back? What if the AI can't restore me, and I stay trapped like this forever?

Eventually Jack had fallen into a fitful sleep. He'd woken several times as the interminable night dragged on.

At last Ludmilla had returned. She'd brought another technician. They had kept the sheet over his head as they wheeled his bed through a maze of corridors and into the back of a van, which drove him to Caroline's school. They had talked about him as if he was a piece of furniture they were delivering. The other technician had left after they wheeled him onto the stage.

“Today's lesson will as usual be available online, in case you want to review any part of it,” Caroline announced.

Jack's discomfiture increased. No one had told him that this was going to be recorded.

Caroline, please reconsider this. I'll do all the housework for a whole month if you just give me another chance!

Caroline gave him a look that would have made a crocodile cringe. Annalisa brought her hand to her mouth, struggling not to laugh. Caroline turned back to her students.

“We'll start with a standard penis and testicular examination.”

Caroline drew a pair of disposable latex gloves from a box on a cart beside the bed. Jack's heart sped up as she unhurriedly pulled them on. He loved having his junk fondled. But not like this. Not on camera in a room full of female students in a sterile medical setting, with his wife using him as a teaching prop.

“During an examination such as this, one should not only examine the penis and scrotum, but the surrounding area...” Caroline gripped Jack's balls and roughly pulled them out of the way so that she could access the area behind them. Her manner was cold and clinical. The thin rubber encasing her hand felt weird against his skin. He was nonetheless aroused by her touch.

When was the last time I had sex with Caroline? Jack couldn't remember.

“You need to inspect the area surrounding the penis and testes both visually and manually. Look for lesions, rashes, bumps, and any other abnormalities...” Caroline poked and prodded Jack's groin, upper thighs, perineum, buttocks, and pubic mound as she lectured her students.

“As you perform this examination, some patients may develop an erection. Most of them won't be as big as this one.”

A few students giggled.

“Down, boy!” Annalisa gave Jack's cock a stinging slap, eliciting more laughter. Jack yelped, but no sound came out.

“Such spontaneous erections are perfectly normal, but usually embarrassing for the patient. You can simply ignore it if it happens. Or better still, verbally reassure the patient that it's a commonplace reaction and nothing to be concerned about.”

Annalisa playfully batted Jack's cock again, producing another squawk of pain that only she, Caroline, and Ludmilla could hear.

Caroline took one of Jack's nuts in her hand. It filled her entire palm.

“When examining the patient's scrotum, you should again both look and feel for abnormalities. You need to observe and palpitate every square centimeter to ensure that nothing is missed.”

Caroline held Jack's ball between her fingers and thumb, sliding her fingers over the skin in search of any bumps or other aberrations. She continued to lecture her students, describing ailments that could be uncovered by an examination of this sort.

Jack was used to taking the lead in the bedroom, and it felt weird to be at Caroline's mercy. She was normally gentle and submissive, but was manhandling his sack as if he really was an inanimate object. He was pretty sure she wouldn't be this rough with a real patient. Despite his embarrassment and discomfort, his need for release continued to grow.  The humiliation and suffering seemed in some bizarre way to be escalating his excitement.

“You should never squeeze the testicle, as this would be exceedingly painful for the patient and could cause serious injury.”

Caroline gave Jack's ball a squeeze, as if to illustrate her point. The pain hit Jack like a line drive to the face. His entire body tried to convulse. His eyes rolled up beneath their lids. The rest of his face remained frozen in its permanent rictus of shock and fear.

Annalisa smirked. Caroline and Ludmilla stayed poker-faced, not wanting to alert their audience that anything unusual was happening.

Caroline, be careful for fuck's sake!

I am being careful. I didn't crush it.

Caroline's hand moved to his other nut. She gave it the same in-depth manual inspection. Then she ran her fingers over the dangling flaps of skin that connected his balls to the base of his torso, pinching them between her fingers and thumb. Jack's arousal resurfaced, despite the lingering ache radiating from his sack.

Caroline blathered about follow-up tests that should be done if an abnormality was detected. Jack's eyes glazed over. Caroline squeezed his sack, harder this time. Jack silently howled.

What the fuck are you doing, you fucking cunt!

Watch your language, Jack. Or I'll demonstrate an orchiectomy on you.

An orchi-what?

I'll cut your 'nads off with a scalpel.

Jack paled. Caroline gave his sack another squeeze. His eyes watered. The three women on the stage grinned beneath their masks.

Caroline's hand moved to Jack's cock, continuing her demonstration as if nothing had happened.

“When manually examining a patient's penis, I like to start at the base and work my way up.”  She wrapped her fingers around the base and slowly slid her hand upward, her fingers squeezing and probing as she did. Her grip was so tight it bordered on painful, but Jack barely cared. His arousal flared back to life, stronger than ever.

Caroline reached the head of Jack's cock. She slid her fingers over its curved surface with one hand while maintaining her grip on his shaft with her other, teasing him.

I need to come! Could you finish me off, babe?

It took every ounce of Caroline's self control not to laugh out loud.

He thinks you're going to wank him off ! Ludmilla exclaimed. What an idiot! My vibrator is smarter than he is.

Your vibrator's also a hell of a lot more useful! added Annalisa.

Caroline turned back to her students. Her next statement made Jack forget all about his need to come.

“Next, I'm going to demonstrate the injection of medication directly into the penis with a hypodermic needle.”

“Another situation where it may be necessary to introduce a medication directly into the penis is when a patient has priapism—an erection that won't go away on its own. This can result from a multitude of causes, including an adverse reaction to erectile dysfunction medication. Priapism can result in permanent damage in as little as four hours...”

Caroline had picked up a syringe from an instrument tray, and was holding it in her hand as she addressed her students. Jack hated needles. He sensed that she was drawing this out on purpose.

Babe, haven't you done enough? Please! I promise I'll never cheat on you again...

Jack's suffering was making Caroline a little wet. She hadn't expected to feel any arousal during this procedure, just a sense of satisfaction from getting even. She couldn't remember the last time he had used the word “please.” His subservient manner was adding to her excitement.

You can quit if you want, Jack. Your mother will be delighted to have you back, I'm sure.

A spark of anger flashed in Jack's eyes. Caroline had no right to punish him like this. So what if he'd slept with some bimbo.

Caroline's brow furrowed as she read his thoughts. Jack tried to clear his mind, desperate not to antagonize her further. Ludmilla smirked.

Caroline picked up a vial and filled the syringe. Perspiration broke out on Jack's forehead. His face was the color of a lizard's belly.

“When injecting a drug directly into the penis to treat a condition such as priapism, the needle should be inserted deep enough for the medication to reach the corpus cavernosum...”

Caroline gripped the base of Jack's shaft. His heart galloped as if trying to escape from his rib cage. The tip of the needle bit his skin. Caroline held it there without pushing deeper as she continued her lecture.

“Although you need to get the needle in deep enough to reach the corpus cavernosum, it's vital that you not push it in so deep that you pierce the urethra...”

Jack would have peed himself if he'd been able to. His machismo had melted like an ice cream cone dropped on a sidewalk on a hot summer day.

Caroline pushed the needle deeper and depressed the plunger. The pain was sharp and fast. She  kept the needle embedded in his cock as she blathered about the biochemistry of priapism and the medication typically used to counteract it, drawing out his torture. Jack scrunched his eyes closed, trying to pretend that he was anywhere else.

What a pussy, mocked Annalisa. You should start dating real men, Caroline.

Annalisa's right agreed Ludmilla. He cheated on you. You deserve a turn...

That's not a bad idea, mused Caroline. Jack has had his flings. Why shouldn't I?

Jack's eyes popped back open. Hey, that's not fair!

Oh my God, I can't believe this clown! Ludmilla shook her head in disbelief.

If you don't like it, you can leave, Jack.

Caroline withdrew the needle, picked up a cotton-tipped plastic stick, and continued her lecture.

“Next I'm going to demonstrate how to use a swab to collect a fluid sample from the end of the penis. This is done to test for gonorrhea and chlamydia...”

Jack wondered if he had died and gone to Hell.

“This test can be uncomfortable for the patient. One should strive to be gentle. Don't just jab it in like this...”

Caroline gripped Jack's cock and rammed the head of the cotton-tipped swab into the opening. Jack's eyes bulged.

“Instead, you should insert it gently, like this.”

She withdrew the swab, giving it an unnecessary twist as she did. Perspiration trickled down the side of Jack's face. She prodded the opening of his urethra, then slid it back in. She was gentler this time, but it still hurt. The sensation was now more scratchy than sharp.

“Rotate the swab once it's in to ensure that you get a good sample.” She turned the swab in a complete circle, further abrading and irritating the delicate flesh inside his urethra. She left the swab in and continued to lecture the students about STIs.

It seemed like Caroline was never going to shut up when she abruptly pulled out the swab, treating Jack to a final jolt of scratchy pain.

Jack told himself that the worst of this ordeal must surely be behind him now. What could she possibly do that would be worse than sticking a needle deep into his penis or shoving a swab into his urethra?

Caroline looked at him and smiled.

“Next I'm going to show you how to insert a catheter through the penis into the bladder.”

Jack seriously wondered if he should ask Amy, the AI that was supposed to be monitoring him, to call this off.

Caroline had pulled on a fresh pair of gloves and was swabbing iodine disinfectant over the tip of his perpetual hard-on. The purple liquid was cold against his skin. He could see the catheter on the instrument trolley. He could hardly believe that thick tube was supposed to fit into the narrow opening of his penis.

Caroline smiled, reading Jack's thoughts. Remember how your mother used to make you do all the laundry? And how, if she didn't feel like picking up a guy, she'd look after her own needs? And what a sticky mess her panties would be every time she did that?

Jack decided there were worse things than having a long rubber tube shoved into his dick.

Caroline picked up the catheter and began slathering lube over it. His anxiety mounted as she told the class she had picked the thickest gauge of catheter for this demonstration. She yattered about medical situations that could make catheterizing a patient necessary.

You know, remarked Ludmilla casually, when we reverse Jack's transformation, we could make his penis even smaller than it was before. If you're going to be dating other men, you won't have any need for his pathetic little cock. And it would make it really hard for him to cheat again. Imagine the reaction when he drops his pants and the skank he's picked up sees that his tool's the size of her little toe?

Caroline laughed out loud. She couldn't help it. She told her audience that she'd just remembered a funny cat video she'd seen online.

You can't do that! I won't stand for—

Annalisa cut him off. Shut up, Jack. If you want to continue living with Caroline, you're gonna do whatever the fuck she tells you.

But—

Analisa gave his cock another swat. “God, whacking this thing is fun! So much more relaxing than squeezing a stress ball.”

Several of the med students laughed.

“Be sure to get a good grip on the patient's penis when you insert the catheter.” Catherine grabbed Jack's undulating boner. Jack's libido peeked out of hiding as Caroline's gloved fingers closed around his meat.

“I find it helps to tug the penis forward a little as you're sliding it in.” Catherine pulled Jack's erection upward. She poked the rounded tip into his urethra.

“The subjective sensation of having a catheter inserted can vary greatly among patients. Some find it irritating or even extremely painful. Others don't find it particularly bothersome. There are actually fetishists who insert rubber catheters inside themselves for sexual stimulation...”

Jack quickly discovered that he was one of those who experienced catheterization as extremely painful. His eyes scrunched as Caroline unrelentingly forced the long tube deeper. It hit the muscular sphincter at the entrance of his bladder. She rammed it through without pausing. He would have screamed if he'd been able.

“Once the catheter is inside the bladder, we inflate a balloon inside the bladder to hold it in place.” She demonstrated how the balloon was filled with water inserted through an inner tube that ran inside the larger tube she had just inserted. Jack braced himself for more pain, but this step proved to be more or less pain free.

Caroline secured a pouch to Jack's leg that would collect the drained urine. Jack's face flushed as the overhead monitor showed the contents of his bladder being voided into the clear plastic bag in front of over a hundred watching young women. He was glad that none of the cameras were focused on his face.

Jack wondered apprehensively what Caroline had in store for him next.

“We're going to wrap this up with a couple of procedures to evaluate the condition of our dummy's prostate. This will require inserting a finger into his rectum.”

Hey! You didn't say anything about sticking stuff in my ass!

A prostate exam is a routine part of a urogenital examination, darling.

Jack inwardly cringed. He could think of few things less manly than having his ass probed by his wife.

“Most often, a digital rectal exam is done with the patient standing and leaning forward, with their arms braced on the exam table. But it can also be done with the patient lying on their side, with their legs folded up to their chest. Dr. Lane, would you help me move the dummy onto his side so that I can access his posterior?”

“Most certainly, Dr Evans.”

Caroline and Annalisa rolled Jack onto his side and folded his legs against his chest.

Caroline, do you really have to do this?  With all these young women watching?

Do you want to back out of our deal?

A memory popped into Jack's head of the time his mother had shagged every member of his university's arch rival football team. Oh, I'm sorry, dear! I thought I was fucking the boys on your team. I wanted to, um, give them some encouragement. I must have walked into the wrong locker room. He'd had to listen for weeks to his mother talking about how well endowed the star quarterback had been.

Annalisa and Ludmilla struggled not to burst out laughing as Jack relived the shameful memory. Jack's face turned the color of a concupiscent female baboon's ass.

Ludmilla shook her head. Oh my fucking God! How did you ever end up with this loser?

Well, Jack? What's it going to be? Caroline demanded.

Jack's resistance crumbled.

Keep going.

Caroline pulled on a fresh pair of gloves and slathered lube over her index finger. She described the mechanics of the digital prostate exam and what to feel for. She brought her finger to Jack's virgin rosebud.

“Alright, let's see what shape this patient's prostate is in.”

Caroline pushed her finger into Jack's ass. She didn't stop until it was buried to the knuckle. Jack was surprised by how big it felt. It was uncomfortable, but not really painful. She moved it to and fro, evaluating the size and texture of his prostate. As usual she described what she was doing to her audience as she worked. To Jack's surprise, her invading finger started to feel nice. His cock tried to twitch. Annalisa smirked.

“Now we're going to demonstrate how to do a prostate massage. This can be done to collect a semen sample if a patient is unable to masturbate due to erectile dysfunction, religious beliefs, or some other reason. It's also sometimes done therapeutically for certain disorders such as benign prostate enlargement and prostatitis, although its use for such conditions is far from universally accepted. Normally this is done by a urologist or other health care practitioner who has been specifically trained in prostate massage. But it can be done by a general practitioner, so we're going to demonstrate it for you.”

You've got to be kidding!

Do I look like I'm kidding, Jack?

Jack resigned himself to this last indignity. At least the cameras aren't showing my face. These women all think I'm a mannequin. None of them will ever recognize me if they see me on the street.

One of the cameras zoomed in on Jack's face. His jaw tried to drop, but couldn't move. He wondered how hard it would be to emigrate to Australia.

Some of the students tittered at the horrified expression frozen on Jack's features. “He just got the tests back from that STI swab, and he's not happy with the results,” joked Caroline.

Annalisa gave Jack's balls a playful slap. “You need to learn to keep those in your pants!” she admonished with mock sternness.

Caroline and Ludmilla laughed out loud. So did many of the students.

“Getting back to the prostate massage...” Caroline said as the guffaws died down. “Once the prostate has been located, gently stroke it with your finger....”

The sensation was a little uncomfortable at first, but soon started to feel pleasant. Caroline droned on about what she was doing in dry, clinical terms. Jack closed his eyes and tried to imagine that he and Caroline were in their bedroom, with no one else around. His revived libido quickly overshadowed the lingering aches in his sack and cock.

“In about 6% of cases, one may not be able to reach the prostate with one's finger. There are strict rules governing interactions between medical personnel and patients that may be perceived as sexual in nature. However in our state, it is permissible to use an assistive device to reach the prostate if it cannot be reached with a finger.”

Jack's eyelids flew up as if they'd been yanked by a ripcord.

Annalisa retrieved an enormous artificial cock from a lower shelf of the instrument trolley and handed it to Caroline with a smile.

“Normally we would use a less daunting tool. This one is too big for the average patient's rectum. However I'm confident this dummy can take it. And if he can't, he won't be hard to replace.”

The artificial cock in Annalisa's hands was even bigger than his own ten-inch behemoth. It looked distressingly lifelike.

Babe, please, tell me you're not actually going to stick that thing in my ass!

I let you fuck me in the ass. It's only fair that you return the favor, don't you think?

But...

Jack struggled to think of a counter-argument. The best he could come up with was that his own cock had only been a third the size of this one. But he couldn't bring himself to point this out.

Maybe moving back in with my mom wouldn't be that bad. I could tell her I'm looking for work, and then watch TV in a sports bar.

You need to have money to do that, Jack. A bar is not gonna let you sit there all day if you're not buying any food or drinks.

Jack resigned himself to letting Caroline shove the giant silicone penis in his ass. It's just a medical procedure, he told himself. Nothing but a medical procedure.

His three tormentors laughed inside his head.

“It's important to use lots of lube when inserting an instrument like this in a patient's rectum. And to go slowly. It's not a bad idea to prep the patient with your fingers.”

Caroline pushed a second finger into Jack's forbidden entrance. She rotated her fingers inside him, slowly loosening him up. The initially uncomfortable sensation grew increasingly pleasant. She pushed a third finger in. To Jack's consternation, his arousal increased.

Caroline withdrew her fingers. Jack felt the head of the enormous dildo nudge his crack.

Oh fuck...

Jack inwardly grimaced as Caroline pushed the monster cock in. His ass was stretched wider than it had ever been stretched. He felt like he was being torn in half. Caroline watched his face as she slowly, relentlessly filled him.

You're my bitch now, Jack. If you want to continue living with me, from now on I'm the one who calls the shots. Got that, you fucking loser?

Jack stifled the urge to tell her to go fuck herself.

Annalisa smacked his balls, making them wobble. Pain shot out in every direction like an exploding sun.

Don't you dare tell your mistress to go fuck herself, worm.

Annalisa turned to the audience. “Sorry, I couldn't resist,” she said sheepishly. Some of the young women giggled. Caroline couldn't recall ever seeing her students so lively.

Caroline, I think it's as far in as it can go!

The dildo had reached the juncture between Jack's rectum and his large intestine, which were at a 90 degree angle to each other.

It's barely halfway in, bitch. Brace yourself. This fucker is going balls-deep.

Jack said a prayer for his ass.

Caroline forced the fake cock deeper. Jack silently groaned. He could literally feel his insides being rearranged. Caroline kept going. Jack's eyes rolled into the back of his head. He nearly passed out. He almost asked Amy to make her stop. But he didn't.

“There we go!” Caroline beamed. “All the way in!”

Jack couldn't believe she'd managed to get that monster all the way in. He could feel it stretching and compressing his guts almost to his rib cage.

“Not only are we allowed to use assistive devices when performing a prostate massage in our state, but we're also allowed to provide manual stimulation. Dr Lane, would you be so kind as to assist?”

“Certainly, Dr Evans.”

Annalisa gripped Jack's massive cock. Any thought of asking Amy to let him tap out disappeared. Annalisa was going to jack him off!

Annalisa looked down at Jack with an evil smile. She gripped his cock and gave it a violent tug. Jack would have whimpered if he'd been able to.

“You should really use lube if doing this to a patient,” Annalisa told the students. “But since this is just a practice dummy, I won't bother.”

Caroline pulled the dildo out slightly, then forced it back in. She continued moving it back and forth. It barely moved at first, even with all the lube. She persisted, drawing it out a little further each time. Jack's ass slowly loosened up. A weird pleasure began radiating through him as she fucked him with the massive sex toy.

Annalisa continued tugging his cock. Her fingers and palms were soft and warm against his hard flesh, but her long fingernails scraped and scratched his skin. Despite this, his arousal kept growing. Her grip tightened. She yanked his hard-on as if trying to detach it from his body. She was stronger than she looked, and he wondered fearfully if she might actually rip it off.

Caroline, Annalisa, and Ludmilla all watched his face, relishing his fear and shame. Caroline's thrusts grew faster and more powerful.  Jack felt like he was being mounted by a bull. Annalisa's movements also quickened, matching Caroline's pace. Jack felt like a volcano building toward an eruption. He wanted to push Annalisa to the floor and fuck her till she screamed. But he could only lie there helplessly as his wife and her best friend savagely milked him.

Annalisa reached between Jack's legs and squeezed his aching balls with her free hand. Her other hand pumped him like a racecar piston. Caroline pummeled his ass so hard the bed rattled.

Jack lost it. A geyser of cum shot into the air. Ropes of warm, creamy goo hit his torso and face. Some of it landed on Annalisa's lab coat. Gasps and titters erupted from the audience. One of the cameras zoomed in on Jack's cum-splattered face, eliciting more laughter. Jack's face darkened to the color of a pomegranate.

“That's it for today,” Caroline announced. “I hope you found our demonstration instructive.”

Relief washed through Jack. At last, it's over. Now they can turn me back into a man again.

“You're all going to get the chance to practice with this doll over the next month. There will be a daily four hour practice session in Lab 4. Each of you will be able to try out all of the procedures we studied today. I'll post the schedule online.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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