Stainless Steel Surgeon
by Allen Baker
The Stainless Steel Surgeons were something I had always held somewhat in contempt and apprehension. Turning yourself over to a machine the size of a small room to be cut and sewn was never my idea of logical thinking. I had always joked that if I couldn't afford a human doctor, I'd rather die in peace rather than go to an SSS and die in pieces.

It was Gary who made the first suggestion. But he did it in a playfully kidding manner that just planted the seed, not pressing for a decision. He always was good at the understated suggestion. At that point we'd been lovers for nearly six years. And I still pinched myself every morning. Gary is gorgeous. He's got that rugged, classically handsome face that I can loose myself in. The light brown hair streaked with sun bleach over the sharply blue eyes made me drool. And his body is perfection - including his grandly proportioned crotch. Another quarter inch and my mouth wouldn't contain it. And believe me, I regularly did.

Me? I was Mr. Average. Not bad, really, until I looked at the two of us side by side in the mirror. Then my mousy brown hair and beard looked blandly insignificant. And so did my 5'10" slightly bulky frame against 6'3" of bodybuilder perfection. Then I thanked my lucky stars. I sometimes would think that in all that flawlessness there must be at least some minor mental flaw that allowed him to prefer me to all those other men out there.

I have always been slightly pessimistic, even paranoid. Every day I expected would be our last. Surely someone else would come along and sweep him out of my life. He swore not, and I tried to believe him. But I knew my limitations.

And I knew his preferences. He's always been em extreme size freak. And I was Mr. Average in that department, too. But he fell for me and my eight and a half inch cock anyway. I kept having nightmares about him sneaking off to find Mr. Big, Mr. Long, Mr. Monstrous. And so I was surprised to find him still beside me each morning.

I had looked into surgical augmentation as a desperate measure to keep him. World Government pays for all necessary medical needs. This didn't fall into that category. I had expected it to be expensive, but I was stunned when the doctor named the price. Nearly eight years' salary! Not even a consideration.

One drunken night I had confessed to Gary that I'd looked into it. Hoping he'd be touched enough by me just considering it that he'd reassure me that he loved me just as I was. He said he did, but then went on, "Did you price the SSS, Jason?"

"Hell, no! I'd never submit to one of those butchers."

"Oh, come on. All those rumors are just that. Remnants of stories from the machines' development days. But that was over two centuries ago. They've been perfected for decades and decades."

"Yeah, but by law they have to tatoo those disclaimer notices and lines showing the amount augmented and all. What a romantic turn off. And a sure sign to all that 1m an ego nut that had to have myself increased to fit my self image. I wouldn't be able to face the mirror every morning."

"Silly. Don't use the government ones. They're still too expensive. Down in the Grove you can find a Rogue SSS that'll do the procedure for two or three months' pay and never leave a mark."

I was stunned and suddenly sober. He wasn't guessing; he'd actually researched this. It was at that moment that I realized how much my cock size might influence how long our relationship would last. I was already losing him. Yes, he loved me, but obviously there was a limit to love overcoming his heed. I resolved to pursue the Rogue.

I still avoided the topic until Gary was given notice at work that he'd need to set up a new office in a city cross continent. Not a permanent transfer, but a temporary placement for three or four months. My paranoia kicked into high gear. Would he find someone else there? Would he come back to me? Had he already decided to leave me and arranged this as a means to ease out of our relationship? I was in a near panic.

By the next morning I knew what I'd have to do. "Gary, those Rogue SSS's in the Grove. . . you wouldn't happen to know how I'd contact one would you?" I asked as I handed him his morning coffee mug.

He hand stayed mid-air with the mug as he stared at me. "You mean it, Jason? You really want to know?"

"Well, the main reason I've put it off is the recovery time. I couldn't stand the thought of no sex with you for that long. Now that you're going to be away for three months, I've lost my last excuse. You'd come back to a new me." I trembled with fright at what I was beginning.

"Wow! I can't believe you'd do this for me, Jason." He sat down the mug and pulled me onto his lap for a big hug and a passionate kiss. "You really mean it, don't you."

"Yeah, I'm scared shitless about venturing into the Grove. And even more about an SSS. But for you, I'd endure hell and back."

"I'll see what I can do about making the arrangements," and with one final kiss, he was off to work.

I stood there in the kitchen shaking with fear. At last, I was roused by the cooling wet pant leg where I'd pissed myself in fright of what I'd just set into motion.

* * * * *

That night Gary was at his most amorous ever. I met him at the door with a drink. He downed it in one gulp and attacked.

Soon I was naked and tied to our bed. I loved it when he was like this. I knew he liked size; he knew I liked bondage and torture. He chewed my nipples 'till squealed. He crushed my nuts 'til I yelped and had tears streaming down my face. Then he tied my ankles above my head and fucked my ass 'till exclaimed in climax, triggering his own.

I thanked him and asked him to untie my. But he wasn't ready. "Not yet my friend.  I like you this way."

My cock gave an extra twitch. I loved it when he went for seconds.

"I found out the Rogues are still too expensive, so I've decided to do it myself." He  reached across to the night stand and pulled out one of his favorite books: Methods for Penal Enlargement. We'd often read it together and had fun with its bogus remedies. "I found a chapter near the back that we've somehow missed. It's titled 'Kitchen Table Augmentation'. I'm sure this bed will do just fine."

He ran from the room and soon returned with a handful of items that he dumped onto the night stand. "Here's the list of required materials: 1) red magic marker, 2) surgical scalpel - or kitchen butcher knife, 3) surgical needles and sutures - or darning needle and thread, 4) painkiller - optional, 5) one amputated big toe, and 6) one leather thong."

I giggled and feigned a shriek and struggle.

"Step # 1 - using marker, place a line below the head of the cock to be used as a cutting guide." He grabbed the marker, skimmed back my foreskin, and latched onto the head of my now re-inflating prick. He made a sea-saw line about its circumference. You'd need a severely drunken doctor to follow that line.

"Step # 2 - amputate big toe and set it aside for future use. NOTE: don't use knife, it needs to be kept sterile for the cock cutting. Great, now what?" Then he got that gleam in his eye and bent over my restrained foot. He licked the ticklish sole, sending me into hysterics. He sucked on the big toe and began to chew. "Just a couple of more chomps, and I'll have it." He bit down hard twice, and I howled. "There, see!" He held up his thumb sticking between two of his fingers, like you do when 'stealing' little kids noses. "I'll just put it over here until we're ready for it."

"Optional Step # 3 - inject pain killer. I've got a syringe all filled and ready." He waved his revitalized cock and aimed it at my butt hole. "Now, just a small stick." And he rammed it home."

"Step # 4 - remove the cock head. CAUTION: don't misplace, it will be needed later. He took the back edge of the butcher knife and sawed it across the red line on my dick. He used enough pressure to make it impressively hurt. I nearly shot again right then.

"Step # 5 - sew toe to rejoin the head to the cock, thus lengthening it permanently." He pulled up my foreskin and placed the tip of a curved needle on it. He looked into my eyes, knowing I love temporary piercings. I nearly swooned, and nodded consent.

The needle went through, triggering my second climax. I shot white cum laced with red through the lacy opening at the end of my hard prong. I heaved, and my ass convulsed around Gary grand member pumping me with his second product of the evening.

* * * * *

Friday morning, two weeks later, he had packed and gone, vowing undying love and fidelity, and obviously eager to return to the new me. I was eager for his return, and I knew I'd miss him terribly. But I was apprehensive about the coming Sunday evening when I was scheduled to venture into the Grove.

The Grove is the underbelly of the world. World Police won't venture there. It's kind of like the founders of the original World Government agreed to set aside an area where all the criminal element could gather unmolested by any laws. In exchange for this land of their own, these derelicts agreed to leave the rest of the world unmolested.

Not that there is a clearly defined border. On the fringes are the marginal activities: gambling halls, strip shows, porno studios, bordellos, etc. Places that feed on the patronage of the normally law-abiding who have a vice or two to feed. But few World Citizens ever venture far into the Grove for fear of never returning.

Cabbies won't go there even if you hold a gun to their heads. Subway is it, for transportation. And that gives me the creeps. You are open for every form of crime. You might as well wear a sign that says "victim" and be done with it. But there is still some honor among thieves. If you have arranged business in the Grove, your contact will give a Passage ticket. I always think of it as a kind of "Get Out of Jail Free" card. Hold it in plain sight and you can travel unmolested. Once your business is completed, the contact will tear it in half. Then you can travel safely as long as you are leaving the Grove. Woe be unto you to get lost or on the wrong train. You'd never get out alive.

Gary had somehow obtained an address and a contact's Passage for me. I was still scared shitless. For the next two days, I paced the apartment trying not to stare at the ticket. Once, I attempted hiding it away, but I was immediately apprehensive about it somehow being lost. So back to the middle of the coffee table it went.

The other quirk in my two-day wait was not being able to pass a mirror without stopping. Almost guiltily I'd unzip and haul it out. I'd stare into the mirror and try to imagine the new me. Then I'd turn nostalgic and try memorizing the old, real me. I even got out the digital camera for a few shots for posterity. Eventually, I tired of the unzipping routine and opted for nudity altogether.

I kept trying to envision myself an inch and a half longer. I had thought one inch would be adequate. Gary insisted that if you're paying for it anyway, you might as well go wild. He suggested an additional three inches! I said I wanted to be enhanced, not freakish. The final compromise would take my respectable eight and a half to a full ten inches. I'd budge no farther. I insisted on remaining human, not horse-like. Gary finally agreed. I suspect that was about what he expected all along, but had promoted the three just as a trial balloon.

Finally it was Sunday evening and time to go. I was trembling at the door with the Passage in hand before I remembered I should wear clothes for the trip.

* * * * *

By the time the gnome opened the door, I was so jumpy I literally sprang through the opening. The trip had been harrowing: the predators had eyed me as game. I had been expecting to be shot and gutted at any moment. As soon as the door closed and he turned, I faced a new form of terror. He was dead ringer for my mental Igor from every horror story I'd ever read. Now, all the more, I felt like I was about to become Frankenstein's Monster.

He didn't say a word. He just loped off through a curtained opening and down a nearly black hallway. I assumed I was to follow. A few turns later, the pint-sized man opened a door and stood back for me to enter.

I stopped and looked in. It was a smallish space about eight foot square. In the center was a gurney whose foo-end was at an opening in the left wall. At the right of the door was a built-in bench/shelf. And all gleamed. The walls, ceiling, floor, bench were all shining stainless steel. My throat closed. I started to ask, "What. . ."

"It's all programmed." His voice matched his image. "Your friend made all the arrangements, including payment. Just follow the instructions."

He grabbed the Passage from my hand, tore it in half, and stabbed it back at me. I was shoved into the room, and the door closed resoundingly behind me. The machine sprang to life.

"Welcome, Jason. Strip completely and place all your belongings in the bins below the table. Then climb onto the top surface, and we'll begin."

The voice had that psychologically soothing quality that I personally find so irritatingly patronizing. Slowly complied, eyeing my surroundings as I did so. Yes, it gleamed. But in numerous places it showed its age. A dent here, a scrape there. The console wall had gauges and knobs and video screens. A couple of the knobs were missing. One screen had a row of scratches etched into its glass. "I sure hope this thing is serviced regularly." I spoke to myself, but got a reply.

"Of course, Jason. I'm routinely maintained and monitored."

I've never gotten used to a machine that holds conversations. It always struck me as freaky, like talking with a ghost I climbed onto the table.

"I'll tell you everything that is going to happen as we go. No surprises. Once the table's in place, you'll be able to reach all the console controls. Notice the red one marked 'Emergency'. If there is any problem whatsoever, just hit that and everything will halt and the attendant will come. I'm proud to say that no one has ever needed to do that"

Why was I not reassured?

"Gary has made all the arrangements. You are here for a penal enlargement The length of your penis will be increased by an inch and a half using synthetic tissues which will be indistinguishable from the rest of your body.  Its girth will be increased proportionately. Is that correct, Jason?"

"Yes."

"Ok, now we'll begin. First of all, you will be secured to the table from the waist down to eliminate any movement during the procedure. If you have questions at any time, you may feel free to ask them. And if you should feel any pain, stap the 'Emergency' button directly on either side of the viewing window."

During this monolog, bindings snaked about my waist, thighs, knees, and ankles. I experienced my first panic attack. I was being immobilized. I also experienced my normal reaction to being bound: i threw a boner. Suddenly the lower half of the table rolled through the opening and the wall closed tightly around my waist The image of a magician's box came to mind. Was I about to be sawn in half? Actually, part of me was! 
There was a viewing window directly above the table. "If you'd like to watch, I can raise the head of the table for you."

"Yes, please." I wasn't really sure I wanted to watch as part of me was about to be mutilated, but how could I not watch? This way I could slam my fist against the red button if I saw something about to go awry.

Suddenly, there was a strange sensation in the lower half of my body. "Disinfectant time. The air had been pumped out of the surgical area and is being replaced with a sterile operating environment" Numerous mechanical arms reached out with sponges and cloths soaked in germicide to swab down my crotch.

"First, an injection of local anesthesia - this will hurt for only a second until the pain killer kicks in. Then you will feel nothing for the rest of the treatment"

I gritted my teeth as I watched the syringe approach my throbbing cock. A mechanical hand grabbed my rod as another stuck the needle into its head.

"There, one more stick and the entire area will be numb and ready for the surgery."

Through my tears, I watched in horror as the needle came out and headed for the body of my prick. The syringe was empty and dry. No painkiller at all. From the corner of my eye, I caught a flashing line of type on one of the screens. "Anesthesia level: depleted." The needle entered and again I screamed. "No! Stop!"

"There now, that wasn't so bad, was it, Jason?" On with the procedure. First, the separation of the head from the rest of the penis."

I panicked. I screamed, "Stop, damn it! Stop!" My right fist slammed into the emergency button on that side of the viewing area. I expected flashing lights and sirens. Nothing.

The mechanical arm grasped my defenseless prick by the head. "You may not want to watch this part, Jason. Mentally, it can be quite startling."

I slammed my other hand into the other emergency button again and again. No response. Another mechanical hand picked up a gleaming scalpel and headed toward my crotch.

"Nooooo!"

Two parts of my body acted independently. On one side of the wall, my brain was yelling loudly for the attendant and cursing the Rogue SSS for its stupidity.

On the other side of the window, my bondage-thrilled libido kicked in and was excited by the S/M situation in which it was caught. My cock was rigid and sensitive. My balls pulled up in their sack. The scalpel broke the skin just below the head, and white jism gushed from my piss slit, soon mingled with red.

The next few hours were a mixture of pain, surreal moments of lucidity, periods of blessed unconsciousness, all mingled with tortured, wet-dream fantasies turned real. The machine continued it's commentary, but I only heard a word here and there. My world was pain and blackness. And throughout the entire time, I hardened and climaxed numerous times. At one point the machine said, "Finished." I thought it meant I was dead.

Vaguely, I remember the wall retracting and a view of a bandaged crotch. The table rolled through another door in the back wall.

There is a distant image of the gnome leaning over me, and someone else talking to him. Only a few of the words penetrated, ". . . mistake. . . costly. . . clear out. . ."

Sometime later, I opened my eyes. Leaning over my was an unkempt stranger in ragged clothing. He straightened up and muttered, "Alive." Then he ambled off down the littered alley.

My head finally cleared enough to realize I was lying on a garbage heap, clutching my clothing and my Passage card to my chest. An enormous bandage swathed my cock. The swelling must be intense. The entire area throbbed. Every muscle in my body ached from the strain it had been put through.

Slowly, I hobbled to my feet and began to dress. When I went to put on my trousers, it was quite painful to close them over the bulging dressing. But the thought of traveling the underground through the Grove with my pants undone gave me chills. I gritted my teeth and zipped up.

Clutching my Passage ticket, I stumbled into the street, fully intending to pound on the gnome's door with an outraged complaint and a demand for our money back. But the door was gone! The outline of the house numbers was all that remained beside the newly-bricked over opening. Now I knew what the voice meant when it said to clear out. I became aware of staring eyes and made my way to the subway opening.

I sat in stunned pain on the trip back to Government territory, vowing never to return to the Grove. When I finally emerged to ground level again, I was safely back in my own world. I debated about going directly to my doctor to be checked out. But that had an element of risk of arrest. I might be reported for patronizing a Rogue. I didn't really think Dr. Johnson would do that, but I wasn't so sure about the people on his staff. I decided I'd better go home and asses the situation first. Maybe it wasn't as bad as it felt.

* * * * *

Back in the apartment, I gingerly undressed in the bedroom. A bulge in my jacket pocket revealed a package. Inside were numerous vials of medication, dressing gauze, pills, and a couple of sheets of paper.

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring into the mirror at the bandages which now had some brown-red blotches soaked through. Should I remove them? My eyes were drawn to the computer printouts.

The first page was for after-surgery care. It said to take the one pain-killer "as needed." I popped a couple of those pills immediately. I was to unwrap, gently wash, and replace the dressing after five hours. I looked at the clock and judged that at least that much time had passed.

The other printout was a summary of the order for the procedure. One area specifically caught my eye:" insertion of 1 (  inches of tissue" had been over-struck by the computer. Below it was printed: "enhancement: overall 1 (  feet; girth in proportion."

The papers fluttered to the floor. I stared at the large bandages. Surely not! 1 (  feet. 18 inches. No. No!

I stumbled to the bathroom and removed the lengths of white gauze with trembling hands. What I found made my head reel. Some swelling, yes. But there in my hand was a full eighteen inches of soft, bruised cock. I stammered, "Oh, my God!"

No wonder the gnome had bricked and gone. Otherwise, I'd have been back on that train car, Passage ticket or not. Now what could I do? If I went to a Government doctor, I risked imprisonment. I couldn't even afford to have it legally corrected. And nothing under the sun would force me into another Rogue. Nothing. I couldn't face any decision alone. I'd wait for Gary to come back.

Gently, I showered, redressed my monstrous prick, and climbed into bed for a twelve-hour blissful sleep.

* * * * *

I woke with my usual morning boner. God, it hurt! All the stitches were being stretched and pulled. It made me all the harder. I rolled from my side to my back. The sheet obscenely rose before me. It reached for the ceiling.

I threw back the sheet and stared in awe at the 20 - 21 inches of hard lumber. I couldn't resist wrapping my hand about its mass. My fingers no longer reached. The paper warned about "overly exercising" at the early stages of recuperation. But I couldn't stop myself. Even with both hands pumping, there were always large areas not touched. Even through the pain, it felt unbelievably good. The increased sensations overpowered any previous experience of my life. It was nearly virginal- totally new! I watched myself in the mirror. Soon, I was plugging out a mammoth load of white spurts that flowed down over the monster and my hands Wow!

In the shower, I gently lathered and explored it with more respect, beginning to get used to the new me. It was a week before I had recovered enough physically and emotionally to venture out into the world.

It was only as I dressed to go out for breakfast that I recognized my new dilemma. What do you do with such a thing in your clothing? I'd been used to wearing it straight up in my jockeys. But when I automatically tried that, it stuck way above my belt and out between the buttons of my shirt! Finally, I removed the underwear and stuck it down my pant leg. At last I understood the term "dress left." I'd have to invest in boxers.

I felt extremely self-conscious as I descended the stairs of the apartment building. Every step was a new rubbing sensation of skin against skin, cloth against skin. I'd have to be careful or I'd soon be pumping ooze down my leg. Once outside I felt like everyone was staring at my crotch. And maybe they were. I received more than one very friendly hello from perfect strangers as I walked to the corner restaurant. It reminded me of every joke I'd ever heard about padding with socks or salami. Gary was definitely not the only size freak in town. Nor was his the only gender to show interest. One sexy broad actually crooned and brushed my arm as she passed.

I hurried into Carlos' Grill to escape further observation. I was sure it was something I'd get used to, but I wasn't yet. I slid into our regular booth, quite ready to hide my lower regions below the table. Carlos came over to take my order. When he finished writing on his pad, he did a vaudevillian double-take at my lap.

"Um. Where have you been hiding this?" He gave a gentle pat to the bulge on the inside of my thigh. He grinned and raised a suggestive eyebrow before turning back to the kitchen.

I gulped down some water and tried to control my breathing. Again my normal paranoia kicked in to say that everyone was staring. I quickly glanced about. They weren't, but I still felt in the spotlight. Maybe I'd have to opt for looser fitting clothes.

* * * * *

The eight weeks passed quickly. Co-workers still gave a few passing admiring glances. I even detected a new respect from some of the men. I definitely attracted a pass or two from a man I would have sworn was straight.

At last, the day of Gary's return arrived. I met him at the airport and fell into his embrace. If I hadn't been bound down, I'd have ripped a two-foot hole in my trousers.

As soon as we closed the apartment door, we were in a passionate embrace. Finally he broke off. "Damn, I have to go bad. Don't go away."

While he was sitting in the bathroom, I took the opportunity to strip and slide beneath the sheets. I willed myself to stay limp, but I was definitely excited.

Gary strode back into the bedroom, nude and primed for action. "God, I missed you." He stood beside the bed and pressed my open mouth onto his rigid dick. I didn't need to be forced. I fell onto it and pressed my nose into his pubic hair. "Oh, yeah. Eat that rod." He pumped himself into my face and groaned in pleasure while I fingered his ass, plucked his nipples, and caressed his balls.

Eventually he pulled away. "That's wonderful, but I don't want to shoot just yet." He circled the bed and slid in with me. We sat with the sheet up to our waists and necked. Slowly his hand inched lower and slide beneath the fabric. Gently his hand explored. Suddenly his body went rigid and his eyes popped open as he jerked away form our kiss.

"What the hell?" He threw back the sheet. "Oh, my God! And it isn't even hard yet." We both stared down as his hand slide under my log and palmed its length. "Oh, my God. It's huge!"

I started to get engorged as he played with it. I expanded and lengthened and hardened. "It's beautiful. I can't believe it!"

"Neither could I. Look, this is what that fucked up machine printed out." I showed him the form.

"One and a half feet! Wow.  I'll pay a sacrifice to the machine gods later.  But now . . .(  He tossed the paper onto the floor and lowered his mouth to the object of his immediate desire.

* * * * *

That was three years ago. It took months before Gary mastered deep throating its entire length. And he loves when I totally bury it in his ass. I'm still not used to the magnitude of the increased sensations I get from the new me. While I would never have chosen this size, I am daily grateful to the malfunctioning Rouge because I know Gary no longer has any urge to stray from our bed. And that's what I had wanted all along.

