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The Conquerable

       “And then what did you do?”

       “I talked.”

       Describing the young man’s halting lisping reply, the slow deliberate intonation of each word, is difficult. As difficult as, I suppose, it is for him to speak. Thus, my interview is time consuming and my frustration, though well cloaked, mounts.

       “Though psychiatry is my field, I would strongly suggest having your teeth fixed. I believe I can assume with some degree of confidence that your reticence is derived from the dental alteration. I can only help you if we communicate. That entails an exchange.”

       Gazing downward, the man nods... the boy really. Once again there is silence, despite my best efforts to prompt discourse. Therefore, though only his initial visit, one which I routinely deem to be an ingenuous ‘let’s get to know each other’ type of meet and greet, I find myself earnestly offering advice.

       “Caps expensive,” comes a tardy response.

       I note the absence of a verb, making his utterance brief, phonetically inharmonious and grammatically cumbrous. A rap to the knuckles would be earned in any strict parochial school. For some reason the thought intrigues. My mind, dulled with the tedious pace, pictures an imperious teacher standing over this cowering verbal miscreant and applying a crisp, well deserved tap of a ruler to hands compliantly offered for retribution.

       “Besides your teeth, were there... other... what shall or how shall I term it... modifications?”

       I feign a degree of reluctance in making the inquiry, to be perceived as sympathy. Yet deep within, I want to know the full story, every nasty detail. Douglas Harper is not cognizant of my own proclivities, unaware that he has awakened my, well, I entitle it my ‘non vanilla’ side.

       He looks up. In gazing at me, he seems to be encouraged, somewhat inspired. Though I detect lasciviousness, I let him peer and do so without protest. After all, I know him to be impotent, such information freely offered in the lengthy precedent questionnaire. Thus, I consider any spark of lust to be therapeutic.

       And besides, I do not consider myself to be damaging to the eyes. Though almost old enough to be his mother, at 35 it is comforting to be considered alluring.

       “Hair. No hair,” since his scalp is well maned, I must assume he has otherwise been made glabrous. As a psychiatrist, I understand the intent of his interrogators. Everything that could be done to bring forth a sense of defenselessness, maximize the stress of being brought to complete vulnerability, would be undertaken, including the filing of his teeth.

       The thought of that time consuming and painful process brings forth a twinge of concupiscence. Yes, the non vanilla side is aroused in contemplating the psychological reaction to sitting well strapped while having one’s teeth ground to the gums, thus altering speech, disrupting eating ability, and, probably most importantly, terminating any ability to bite, most certainly his captors. Essentially he’s been defanged, as would an ornery pet. 

       But now I learn all hair has been removed. How? By whom?

       I shall eventually find out. But meanwhile what dawns is that the rendition of this alleged terrorist sympathizer, Douglas Michael Harper, was executed by highly skilled professionals.

Whatever it was they wanted from him, I am sure the information spewed forth like a Roman fountain, even from an edentulous mouth. And thereafter he was freed, perhaps not the man, boy, they thought he was? Or perhaps a well-publicized prosecution for sedition would bring more notoriety to his handling and interrogation than the government desires. 

       Still, it is my task to psychologically rehabilitate, to put aside my self-interest and not speculate on the government’s involvement.

       Complicating the matter is the relevant question, which government? The United States is not the only country with a dog in the fight against terrorism. Israel, Pakistan, Saudi Arabia, Egypt, all known for harsh interrogation, techniques unbridled. 

       Yet, Douglas Michael Harper lives, to tell his story, should he summon the ability to form words. Curious that he was not executed and furtively buried in some unmarked grave.

       I lean back in my large stuffed swiveling desk chair, gazing in thought at the meek lad sitting in an uncomfortable straight-backed chair. The nature of the offered furniture is deliberate in bringing forth a degree of awkwardness. For the seated, it inures onto me an aura of control, to be perceived by my patient. My relative comfort normally fosters a one-way flow of communication, patient to me, the relaxed interlocutor, a sponge leisurely soaking up all.

       “Let me see,” my suggestion spontaneously offered, mischievousness disguised. 

       I know my response to be construed as a simple and direct dictate. And in fact, he stands with noted alacrity. The mentally downtrodden Douglas Michael Harper will obediently respond as if the words are offered as a command. After all, he has been rendered psychologically vulnerable.

       I watch suppressing a smile, a wry smile, a wicked smile, as my patient denudates. There is discomfort, but there is indeed notable obeisance as each item of attire is removed, neatly folded and placed on the chair.

       He assumes I do not want him to resume sitting. How curious! And when finished he rigidly stands facing me, feet widely parted with his hands folded on the back of his head in some Pavlovian response to being naked.

       In sultriness, my non-vanilla side boils within as I silently inspect.

       Yes, below the neck he is as hairless as a new born. I cannot even detect stubble and must assume he has either very recently shaven his entire body for the visit to my office, or he’s been chemically depilated. I am sure the latter is the case.

       As a woman in her sexual prime, I lasciviously gaze at him. Though hairless and appearing infantile, sizable testicles nestle within a ponderous scrotum. A flaccid penis stirs not, but is impressive in its possibilities. Douglas is short, but only in stature. Yes, the tip of that non-functioning tube of pink flesh dangles at mid thigh. Nice.

       And I note a dab of prostatic fluid, just a little ooze. I must repress a smile, knowing that despite his impotency, his sex organs are priming the pump. He’s somewhat aroused in posing for me. And in not having ‘gotten his rocks off’ for quite some time, that curious male gland seems to beseech relief.   

       As I casually absorb the enticing potential of virility, I detect a degree of mental squirming. Yet he neither protests nor shifts about in modesty.

       “Turn,” the simple directive sternly offered.

       In offering for view luscious buttocks, smooth, well rounded, seeming to beg for corporal correction, the imagination stampedes, now picturing more than a rap to the knuckles.

       “Scars. There are none, Douglas. It is important that I know of any physical abuse,” I cleverly provide camouflage for my otherwise unseemly demand to strip naked.   

       But I do not suggest that he dress. The moment, too delicious, is to be extended. His discomfort brings stimulation, for both of us.

       “Face me.”

       He turns again, docilely, with the precision of a trained beast yet absent the pride exuded in accomplished dressage. 

       “Probably some concern over pediculosis. Hair can give rise to many tiny vermin when one is held captive in squalid conditions,” offering for consideration my own summation as to the time consuming and I assume harsh depilation of his entire body. But I truly know otherwise. To the duress of capture was added the extreme humiliation of complete exposure as every square inch of Douglas Michael Harper is revealed for a woman’s visual examination. Shorn of all covering, plucked like a chicken, the mental capitulation is palpable. He obeys me, and with noted crispness.

       “You seem comfortable standing naked before a woman,” I prompt.

       He is not. The more appropriate description would be reluctantly accustomed, a sort of acceptance. Still, I am too intrigued, too entertained, to offer a suggestion that he cloth himself. I have a sense that the longer he will remain exposed before me the more I can provoke words, 

       “No clothing permitted,” comes another succinct reply.

       “A standard protocol used during interrogation,” I explain.

       And with that, remaining naked, feet even further parted, words cascade and I find just how accustomed Douglas Michael Harper is in displaying himself completely nude before a fully clothed woman, one who is perceived to be in charge.

       Yes, my dentally challenged patient begins to sing, like a canary... a plucked canary.


***

       Having taken notes, also having recorded the session, I adequately learn of and document every detail of the ordeal endured by Douglas Michael Harper, despite his speech impediment, the slurring, lisping, halting flow of words difficult to formulate with incisors and bicuspids ground to nothing.

       It is shocking. But I am in the business of shock, really. Of understanding ordeal, stress, the frailty of the human mind when confronted with the reality of obdurate events, when mortality greets the inevitable. We all die yet we all believe life is unending, until it ends.

       Douglas Michael Harper, at a young age, met the inevitable in being debriefed by ruthless interrogators. Their technique was masterful. What little information he had, was divulged. And ironically was most likely of little value, the bomb making school where he trained in Afghanistan probably long dissembled by the time they broke him.

       I doubt if his terrorist friends ever confided much in him. From one simple session I know he is not the type to be turned into a martyr. Yes, he would strap on a dynamite vest but never ultimately pull the trigger. Such probably became apparent to his terrorist friends as well. Thus I speculate that he was never brought into the inner circle, leaving him in the desperate position of having nothing to tell, yet made eager to tell all.

       Yes, Douglas Michael Harper is a bomb school dropout. Though it is difficult to judge his level of docility before he was psychologically dismantled, he was probably just as much a meek loser.

       Still, for some reason I agree to take his case. He has no money, but the wealthy paranoids who daily stream through my office can subsidize the rehabilitation of my boy.         

       Yes, my boy. You see, since Douglas Michael Harper cannot afford to pay me, he will offer service instead, serving as a houseboy. Sometimes I cede to my non-vanilla side.

       At 35, as stated, looks remain, men still using words like ravishing. I have dated often, many dinners, many overnight visits, many mimosa breakfasts, basking in the lingering scent of sexual coupling. Whereas I am at the age to settle down, I have instead become a ‘cougar’, the newly coined term used for experienced women who enjoy the company of young men.

       And in my case, it’s the company of a boy. Douglas Michael Harper is 18, but with that glabrous form, his flesh chemically returned to puberty, he appears to be not a day over 13, when stripped.

       And oh, he will be stripped. I have convinced him it is part of his therapy. And with his recent time in captivity, obedience so well instilled, he has not the fortitude to suggest otherwise.

       And so, despite having this relationship of convenience with Roger, a nice guy whose penis comes in handy after a week of listening to my paranoids whine, it is time to, in a way, indeed settle down. But not in the manner mother would envision. Neither would she envision my Sybian, the marvelous machine for women which I frequently straddle to vent frustration. The orgasms are deep and sustained, particularly when I fantasize. Yes, entering my non-vanilla world spurs climactic ecstasy.   

       Saturday I shop, many supplies required, much paraphernalia. I arrange for a hospital bed, quite institutional, guard rails included.

       I spend an hour or two on Sunday evening developing a protocol for Douglas. I type, listing his chores, what to do and when. I also list hand signals. Verbal commands are adequate, but I like the idea of training him, like a hunting dog. So with snaps of my fingers, claps, pointing etc. Douglas will learn to react and be successfully transformed to a well-trained servant.

       How can I be assured?

       Well, I happen to know exactly how his interrogators coerced everything he tried to withhold. It will be therapeutic to re-immerse him and place him back into the authority of a commanding woman, at least that is the premise under which he will serve me.

       Yes, I guess it should be divulged, the interrogators of Douglas Michael Harper were women, the ‘gentler sex’ known to become more callous and forcefully reactive when confronting antagonists.  


***

       We begin. My boy Douglas arrives early Monday morning. I greet him in my bathrobe, revealing more feminine charms than my staid office attire as I point to a spot in my apartment vestibule.

       “Strip!” Terse, authoritative, no nonsense, Douglas is no longer a patient, though I will offer rehabilitation such that he can once again function in the real world, if being under my tutelage can be so termed.

       He wordlessly complies, removing his clothing and placing such in a newly purchased lockable box. I take the time to inspect and admire, the resulting twinge of lust brings thoughts of my Sybian waiting in the spare bedroom. Diverting, but it is early on a workday. For now my pleasure must be subtle and reserved.

       I present his items of bondage, Posey cuffs. Adhered utilizing velcro, the foam lined strips of nylon are ubiquitous in asylums and nursing homes. Safe, well-tested, ineluctable, small luggage locks assure that Douglas will not remove. He peers at the collection of restraints and straps with a look of reminiscence, hinting that I have correctly guessed at one element of bondage used during his captivity.    

       “Yes, brings back memories as I intend,” I lecture. “Wrists and ankles, now. Be a good boy for me.”

       He encircles each limb. I snap closed the tiny locks.

       Yes, he will have adequate opportunity and equipment to cut away the nylon. Shackles would be more permanent, and wonderfully gothic. But as stated I want to replicate the conditions of his capture. There any sharp instruments, knives, scissors, etc., were denied him. Here I will just punish should he in any way cut and alter his bonds. 

       Straps connecting ankles and wrists are designed to assure he is constantly reminded of his status, captive to a governing woman. Yet I offer enough slack so he can work, stepping reservedly and often planning each reach of his hands to accommodate his connected wrists, thinking and being constantly reminded of capitulation, bondage, of governance, instilled by a woman.   

       I hand him the typed list, chores to be performed while I shower and dress, preparing coffee and toast, thereafter cleaning. All to be performed before I leave for the office. For thereafter, his bondage begins in earnest. There are more than simple cuffs.

       “Read and memorize the hand signals. Carry out all these chores. And Douglas, you’ll be thrilled to learn I acquired a Segufix restraint system. I am sure you will recognize it.”

       The Posey cuffs are good, but the imposing Segufix system of straps, broad bands and instantly latching magnetic locks is both Teutonic and wonderfully institutional. Designed for mental patients threatening self harm, once placed within the myriad of restraints it can be adjusted, if desired, such that there is no possible body movement and obviously no escape. There is even a subsystem to immobilize the head, utilized quite well by Douglas’s captors and not only for his dental modification. Thinking of it is deliciously enticing, my non-vanilla predilections causing a degree of giddiness. My naked house servant appears forlorn. But I know otherwise, letting his circumstances mentally sink within, pausing before snapping my fingers. Having scanned the list, he knows to begin by falling to his knees and kissing my bare feet.

       This brings a smile as I learned in last week’s interview; he kissed more than the feet of his interrogator.

       While a broad and ample tongue laps my toes, my right hand reaches to the pocket of my bathrobe. Establishing control over a man... boy... requires either a forceful yet reasoned display of strength and determination or the threat thereof. So I remove a short, flexible but strong length of rubber tubing.

       “This will be for later, Douglas. Would you like to bear this for me?”

       I dangle the seemingly innocuous length before him, veiling my smile as I see his eyes widen to saucers. He looks down, like a punished puppy. Oh this is delicious, and I have yet to really begin.

       “It is necessary, I know,” his tongue and lips wrestling, the words struggling for emission.

       “It offers a woman quite a level of control, doesn’t it Douglas?”

       “Yes, ma’am.”

       “And a boy like you is better being under control. A naughty boy who conspires with terrorists.”

       He sheepishly nods.

       “It will be time consuming. Once inserted it is probably best left in place. Very aggravating to take it in and out... for both of us.”     

       He nods and I am sanguine in having planted a seed of thought which will grow throughout his long trying day.

       “Time for coffee and toast.”

       I pat his head and move to the bathroom knowing my naked and trussed house servant will have my simple breakfast waiting for me after morning ablutions.


***

      

It is trying, getting through the day, listening to troubled patients who aren’t troubled.  But the dollars roll in and my bank account is well stuffed. Plus I have my thoughts of Douglas Michael Harper naked and well bound in my spare bedroom. The coffee was adequate, the toast perfect and while I took my time dressing, a good portion of my apartment was cleaned. Since I begin office hours late in the morning, letting the hurly burly of rush hour diminish, a well supervised Douglas had time to make the kitchen spotless and straighten up the main bathroom. I watched, quite entertained, his hobbling ankle strap made many tiny steps necessary which comically caused his balls and penis to flop about. In kneeling to swab the kitchen floor, wrist restraints adding a frustrating degree of challenge, he knew to keep his knees as widely parted as possible, letting that burgeoning hairless scrotal sac swing about heavily. I do think he has been trained to amuse.

       I was impressed and thus as the dreary day ends I think of him lying on the new hospital bed in my spare bedroom, the Segufix system mandating almost total immobility. Diapered and blindfolded, there is nothing for him to think about but me and what I will do when I return home and find he has soiled himself.

       There is no doubt, for I watered him quite well before leaving, assuring that a full bladder will result in a diaper in need of changing and of course harsh words and punishment for his slovenliness.    


***

       Returning home, my spare bedroom beckons. Not only my Sybian but my naked houseboy resides within and as I enter my nose detects that a well restrained Douglas has wet himself.

       “Good evening, Douglas, how was your day?” I mockingly inquire knowing that the Segufix system of restraint has not allowed more than a finger or toe to wriggle.

       I approach and sniff demonstrably, communicating that I know of Douglas’s transgression.

       “You’ve wet yourself. Good thing I diapered you.”

       “I am sorry Ma’am.”

       It’s a pain to remove the soiled garment. The Segufix system is comprised of a series of broad nylon straps studded with grommets. Such transverse his supine nakedness at the ankles, thighs, waist, chest and head, the ends to his right and left affixed to the sturdy guard rails of the bed. Soft but exacting cuffs and straps encircle the limbs and connect to the broader straps by way of clever magnetic locking posts inserted through the many grommets. Only someone wielding a special demagnetizing device can release the posts inserted through the aligning grommets and thus return mobility.

       A well designed head harness also serves to immobilize. Tautly pulled and well secured over the forehead, Douglas cannot even nod. And should I choose, I can likewise render his jaw motionless; a second strap under the chin will silence completely my vocally impaired servant.     As a psychiatrist, I know the system inures onto the holder of the demagnetizing device the ultimate in perceived power and authority. And the design, one in which anyone can quickly remove the locking posts, anyone with freed arms and hands, gives rise to a luscious level of frustration for the bound. Anyone can offer mobility, except the trussed. And Douglas is fully aware that the demagnetizing device, which offers freedom, rests nearby, within feet, if not inches. But he cannot avail himself of its offer of emancipation, only a governing woman.

       “Wetting yourself will mean punishment, Douglas. Your tube awaits.”

       “Please no, Ma’am, it’s... it’s so...”

       “Painful... controlling... dehumanizing, disconcerting that it imbues such wondrous power? That it forces you to cede what I believe, deep within, your psyche wishes to offer?”

       Silence, and in my profession silence signifies consent.

       “It removes ambivalence, Douglas. Removes the opportunity and need to make choices. Leashed like a pet, for the likes of you it terminates the burden of having to decide. You would never pull the trigger on your own, Douglas, detonate what your cohorts in Afghanistan trained you to fabricate. That they learned late, casting you out and making you a bomb school dropout. Yes, though deep within there is a need to end all of life’s burdens it will not be through suicide. Having to make choices, selecting paths, roles, friends, enemies, you need someone else to even make that decision. So the tube strangely entices in ending all need for thought, any need to accept responsibility. It empowers and you enjoy empowering. Your loss, your surrender of will, becomes a heady transference for the right person, such as me. You are commanded, and you obey. Life at its simplest. For you there is bliss. And for she empowered, there can also be bliss.”

       As I speak, I prepare the rubber tube identical to that which changed Douglas’s life. I lubricate and summon thoughts of early medical school. My training, in the hospital emergency room, an unconscious patient, breathing impaired, possibly an airway blocked, one must learn of the body’s various orifices and experience the inspection thereof. I know the nasal passage to be sensitive. I know it to be accessible. I know that palpating, stuffing, the insertion of an object into the sinuses, being so near the brain, can bring consternation. It’s what ‘water boarding’ is about, partially. Not only the sense of drowning but that something foreign is forcefully introduced so proximate to the cerebrum and frontal lobe.

       Unfortunately for Douglas his captors were equally aware of the reaction of the somatic system. Though there is no true endangerment, the mind over reacts. Panic, terror, fear with a governing woman there to offer comfort, or torment, should desired behavior and cooperation not ensue.

       Is it cruel to return Douglas to his captivity? Of course. But my vanilla side postulates it is for his own good. Douglas is the abandoned puppy at the local pound awaiting adoption, or extermination. I offer adoption.

       Rubber forceps, somewhat flexible, begin to work up Douglas’s right nostril. He protests, pleads, struggles against his bonds in vain. The sinus cavity initially resists invasion, but a firm hand and knowing fingers soon feel the little pop of concession, the prongs entering the sinus cavity. Tears flow, bringing a smile but no grace as my right hand inserts the tip of the tube into the left nostril. Smaller than the forceps, the tip slips into the sinus cavity with less resistance. I fish about with the forceps, snag the tube and slowly draw the invading tip of rubber back down the right nostril. In being about a foot in length, I adjust until the two free ends of the tube dangle just below Douglas’s encumbered chin. I discard the forceps and grasp the twin ends, tugging gently. In forming an upside down ‘U’, the tube has been looped through his sinuses. Douglas cries out evidencing the incredible level of sensitivity. I smile then pull the left end of the tube down a little, tie a simple granny knot then pull the right end until the knot slips up into the opening of his nostril. I tug the right end, stretching the tube. This offers a moment of intense discomfort as I tie a similar knot on the right side. When I release, the tube retracts, the right knot likewise slipping into the right nostril.   

       Gratified that my new leash will not inadvertently slip out, I smile knowing that my pet will instantly and most obediently respond to any level of handling I choose to administer.                     “Brings back memories, Douglas?”

       “Yes,” the voice beleaguered.

       “Well, while you’re here serving me, your nostrils will be so intubated. I like the control it offers. But you will have a decision to make. Should I remove it each time you leave and stuff you each time you return, or just leave the tube in place? It will probably be your only decision, Douglas. It’s your choice.”

       As I speak, I grasp the demagnetizing device and begin to remove the many locking posts inserted into the many grommets and holding Douglas completely immobile. I know the ease and quickness brings a sense of frustrating futility to the bound, the small but emancipating demagnetizing device placed well within reach, including he thoroughly trussed, given the ability to lift a hand. 
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