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Chapter One

“Six foot four, 245 pounds. Age 24. Quite the specimen.”

The doctor of some 45 years speaks with authority. There is knowledge...there is intellect...there is also the wisdom of many years in medicine.

“Blood pressure superb. Lab work came back without a blemish. Yes, you’re quite the find.”

The chart and clipboard are laid aside. A firm but soothing hand grasps the wrist of the apprehensive patient.

“Pulse is just a tad high, but that’s understandable...considering...” the doctor’s words are left to hang with a knowing smile.

The heart beat races because the patient sits upright with head and shoulders tilted back. He is completely naked on an examination chair normally used by gynecologists. Feet and calves are thoroughly strapped to widely extended stirrups...arms secured to his sides by comfortable but firm institutional nylon straps. The extreme separation of the thighs, forced apart by the unrelenting hand of a determined nurse working the adjustment wheel to turn fine gearing, is stressful for the male gender.

But what is more stressful is the atmosphere. The chair rests in the middle of a large room. Many people seem to be sauntering in and out, most too busy to notice the handsome ‘specimen’ undergoing the doctor’s palpation. But, on occasion, one of the young, inexperienced nurses stroll in, glances toward the naked and bound form, smiles, and represses a giggle.

“And how are these doing?” the doctor inquires with pleasant bedside manner, nodding toward the well exposed pubes area.

There comes the snap of rubber as gloves are donned, right hand and left.

The latex covered hands reach down to a stainless steel basin resting on a small adjustable table propped between the patient’s thighs. Its height has been raised so that languishing in soothing warm saline is the sizable scrotal sac of the virile ‘specimen’. The pouch is notably pink; the skin smooth and soft. The presentation of intimate male anatomy before a myriad of females indeed gives rise to a racing heartbeat.

The thumb and forefinger of the left hand knowingly pinches the penis. In an amusing diversion, the doctor feels it twitch and throb, bringing a smile. Still, it is lifted straight up to better reveal the mass of flesh with the meaty plums encapsulated within. The egg sized testes seem to half float in the warm solution as the gloved right hand gently pinches a tuft of skin at the top and lifts the sac from the liquid. It shines in the room light and drips as expert eyes examine.

“Yes, very nice. A thorough shaving followed by a warm bath in a special formulation of astringent and depilatory chemicals. It must feel very comforting.”

The handsome young specimen nods warily. He also feels his manhood twitch. It is beginning to firm and, though the warm solution indeed lends comfort, tumescence will certainly heighten the  ignominy of half sitting, half lying totally naked before all. The pulse increases. There comes outright embarrassing throbbing where, during intimacy, the male normally welcomes attention.

The fingers of the right hand explore, pinching, kneading, even caressing in an oddly sensual manner. There is a sense that the testicles are no longer those of the handsome owner but, instead, have been lent for examination, offered in greetings to a visiting guest.

“Firm. You’re good sized. This will be a tough decision. Glad I am not the one to make it.”

The right hand lifts further allowing the fingers of the left to shift and enshroud both penis and scrotum. The organs are pulled upward. The perineum is revealed.

“Here....and here,” the doctor lectures as the index finger of the right hand grazes small creases of skin at the very bottom of the genitals where the scrotal sac meets the perineum.

“Just the tiniest of incisions with a laser scalpel. You won’t be sitting upright. I’ll have you on all fours with your knees forced well apart....head down...bottom up. Rather embarrassing but the access is best. The nurses will make you comfortable. Though I’ll need you well secured, the table will be padded. You will simply rest tummy down while I work. We videotape all procedures, and you’ll be able to watch my efforts in real time on a high definition television screen. Some find it interesting. Some disgruntling. But all find it most degrading.”

The doctor releases her grip, steps back and smiles as the penis slowly rises. A thought has been planted, a kernel of sexual subservience that causes the male organ to grow. And the doctor is sanguine in observing the specimen react just as his psychological profile has predicted. Subjugation arouses.

“How long?” a tremulous voice manages to squeak.

“For the incisions? Just moments. Then a minute to probe a bit within the scrotum and draw out your little jewels. Since I keep the openings tiny to minimize scarring and infection, it requires a little effort to slip the testicles through the incisions. But over the years, I have come to measure well. They always come out...of that I can assure you.”

The apprehensive patient is horrified with the insouciance, the somewhat irritating savoir fare of the handsome doctor. Her words will long be remembered....‘they always come out’...speaking of his precious gonads as if such were fruit to be harvested...a small animal to be trapped and skinned...a mighty oak to be lumbered?

“And then?”

“Your owner has to decide. That’s when I suggest you become most humble and contrite. But then again, she may not want that. She may want a subjugant who is more of a fighter...a gladiator. One who resists...willing to verbally thrust and parry to keep his most prized possessions. You’ll just have to do your best if you wish to remain intact.”

“But how long?”

“In making the decision? Oh, you’d be surprised. Just as your scrotum is immersed in special solution now, I’ll have a similar basin waiting with a very antiseptic liquid. Believe it or not, all the ducts, nerves and vessels stretch beautifully...they unravel like slack electrical extension cords. Just think...these little organs will be completely exposed but still functioning. And you’ll be able to move a little but, obviously, not far...don’t want to leave these behind...”

The doctor laughs with the thought of the disastrous implications of the hapless male ignoring his circumstances and neutering himself by moving off sans gonads.

Meanwhile, her patient cringes.

“But how long?” he beseeches again.

“Could be days. We keep everything quite sterile. As I said the incisions will be small, and I can keep them open indefinitely. The laser scalpel nicely cauterizes as it cuts. There will be limited bleeding. I am told by other patients that you will feel coolness where never before felt. The wafting of air in places and on parts never before exposed. You will feel incredibly vulnerable...completely helpless...which is our intention, of course.”

The doctor steps forward noticing that the anxiety has brought full erection. Young nurses seem to walk past more slowly in admiring the male salute to the governing female.

“Yes...you’re going to feel wonderfully controlled. You’ll need assistance in evacuating your bowels while awaiting the decision. And you’ll be catheterized...our special form of catheterization, by the way. But, otherwise, we will remove all straps, and you’ll be able to move about as best you can....as long as you keep these immersed. A nurse will help you if your muscles cramp up. We’ve taken some on a little walk from time to time. It’s awkward but not impossible.

“Think of these as becoming a rather peculiar leash.”

The doctor laughs uproariously in referencing balls about to be foraged by the laser scalpel; her interlude of humor augmented by the sight of the fully standing penis.

“So glum? Take heart. It could be that the decision is to let you remain intact. In which case, I simply slip the testes back in place and suture. Otherwise...with just a snip, snip, snip, you may be freed of your leash...permanently. Either way, you’ll feel quite relieved.”

The doctor chuckles and turns to leave as a stern nurse approaches.

“Catheterize him. Lot’s of liquids. Drain him at your leisure.”


Chapter Two

“You’re a big boy.”

The stern nurse, in her mid forties, speaks as if to a child needing solace. Her air of authority, her calm demeanor despite standing between the outstretched thighs of a young, erect male, suggests many years of experience. It is evident that she has seen much.

And when she begins to lecture her cohort, another nurse, very young and pretty, the helpless patient begins to realize that he is not the first naked and aroused male whom she has attended.

“I’m Nurse Ingrid. This is Nurse Karen. I understand you’re going to be prepared for the decision tomorrow.”

Aphoristic words, considering the patient’s naked and bound status. Such are intended to draw attention and establish authority as Nurse Ingrid picks up the clipboard and reads.

“Notice the full erection, Karen? Always a sign that the psychologists have accurately prognosticated the desired behavior and predilections.

“Let’s see...name is Nicholas Strothers. Born February 1982...makes him 24. He put himself up to pay off credit card debt...seen that before...excellent health...penis measured at nine inches...says here he’s quite servile...”

Young Nurse Karen, blonde and blue eyed, smiles holding a cloth covered tray. As Nurse Ingrid reads in a voice of institutional monotone, it becomes apparent to patient Nicholas that his ignominious circumstances amuse the young nurse. He bristles in having his life so summarized, all intimacy exposed.

“Well, what these lads never realize, never come to face, is the reason they put themselves in such financial calamity to begin with.”

Nurse Ingrid extends her right hand out to the side, swings and viciously smacks the purple penis tip of the fully erect Nicholas Strothers. The move is quick, brisk and cruel. There comes a cry of agony as the expertly placed swat immediately begins detumescence. Nicholas Strothers’ nine inches shrinks rapidly with Nurse Karen stifling a giggle.

“Can’t cath you like that, big boy...”

Nurse Ingrid turns and lifts the cloth from the tray to prepare the paraphernalia beneath.

“Yes, the self destructive tendencies are the common characteristics. There’s always something to cause the downfall, seemingly ‘forcing’ the subservient male to reach out for help...when actually such is self induced. A deep need finally uncovered....ultimately addressed by ‘volunteering’ for servitude.”

Nurse Ingrid holds up a tube of flexible rubber. One end is slightly bulbous. The other divides into two.

“You didn’t have to sign all those credit card bills, now did you, Nicholas? Perhaps I should begin calling you Nicole...”

Nurse Ingrid laughs for the first time, finding humor in the patient’s predicament.

“Let’s settle on Nickie...

“But you did sign. And then the ‘only’ solution was to put yourself up at auction...take the cash...pay everything back...and seek a few years of asylum with a wealthy woman of Dominance...as if that will cure all...the answer to all your problems...subordinating your demented self destructive will to a woman of both means and authority. We see it so often, Karen. Like a broken record which keeps repeating.”

The left hand grasps the deflated penis tip. The right aligns the end of the tube with the urethral opening. There is lubricant but not nearly enough for complete comfort. Still, to the sound of a gasping ‘Nickie’, Nurse Ingrid slowly but steadily pushes to thread the catheterization tube into the once firm penis.

“Watch how I judge the penetration,” Nurse Ingrid instructs as her left hand slips to the edge of the basin and caresses behind and beneath the scrotum.

The penis seems to swallow the small bulbous tip with ‘Nickie’ cringing in anguish. It slides inward, not quickly, but certainly not slowly as Nurse Ingrid firmly pushes.

“The urethra is very close to the surface of the skin here,” Nurse Ingrid continues indicating the perineum. “Yes, I can feel the tip of the tube as I push...”

Nickie noticeably spasms bringing another smile to Nurse Ingrid’s dour face.

“Got it! The prostate gland always likes to announce itself...a nice ‘Hello’ for its owner,” Nurse Ingrid jokes.

“Here at the clinic, that’s how we cath the subordinate male. Now watch the fun, Karen.”

The left hand moves to hold in place the inserted tube. The right retrieves a syringe from the tray.

“Saline. I just inject it here, pushing open this valve where the tube bifurcates. Then when I press the plunger, that little bulb at the business end of the catheter expands within the urethra. Normally, it is expanded in the bladder to hold the cath in place. At the clinic, we have found it more amusing to pressure the prostate gland.”

Nurse Ingrid presses. There comes an immediate howl as the tiny bulb tensions that unique male gland. Nicholas Strothers’ feels the effect of a controlling feminine hand deep within his male anatomy. It is painful. It is degrading. But it is also strangely stimulating.

“He’ll stiffen...and it will hurt...and that will return him to flaccidity...and then he’ll stiffen again only to bring more pain....and the loss of the erection. Takes days to become accustomed to our little way of cathing the male...”

Nurse Ingrid clips closed the evacuating end of the tube, obviating bladder relief.

“And of course, we’ll control when the patient is permitted relief.”

Nurse Ingrid steps back, and Nurse Karen knows to also retreat.

“Wonder what the decision will be for this one. It’s never possible to guess. With every acquisition, there is a different role to be fulfilled...different thoughts about the efficacy of orchiectomy.”

There comes silence as the nurses observe their catheterized charge. For Nicholas Strothers, the moments are awkward as the smug Nurse Ingrid stares in a combination of disdain and satisfaction...an odd pride in seeing the naked male face his comeuppance. With Nurse Karen, there is a look of joy, learning that the respect for virile gender acquired in her youth was misplaced.

“Keep him well watered, Karen. He’s yours for the evening, and you can begin shaving him. All body hair must go, as you are aware. I’ll be back when I think he needs draining.”


Chapter Three

“One more glass now, Mr. Strothers. When you have anxiety, it’s best to drink.”

The petite hand extends, holding another full ration of water. There is a glass straw to be utilized as the patient remains sitting with arms secured to his sides, feet in stirrups and legs widely parted. The pretty blonde nurse stands proximate such that the folds of her white cotton uniform brush against the insides of the thighs. The young and handsome Mr. Strothers has been amazed with the determination of the spunky blue eyed girl. His reluctance to finish a second glass earned painful pinching and twisting of his nipples, treatment considered rather brazen and most unprofessional. But he has been rapidly learning that conduct at the clinic is well outside the norms of medical deportment.

And so as the third sizable glass is offered, he knows to purse his lips and suck, despite the incredible pressure building in his bladder.

Meanwhile, just as Nurse Ingrid had suggested, the catheter tube, not fully inserted but, instead, expanded to press against the prostate gland, indeed causes tumescence. Yet, before full erection is achieved, the slowly building anguish mercifully brings deflation. There is a constant cycle and Nurse Karen joyously announces each change.

“Oh, now you’re going to get hard for me.”

And so, before the pretty girl, Mr. Nicholas Strothers sits completely naked and bound, about the only thing able to move is his penis...and it does so involuntarily.

A cute free hand reaches for the right nipple as the level of liquid fails to satisfactorily diminish. Strothers redoubles his efforts, knowing that the relentless fingers will bring increasing agony until he drinks and drains the glass. Though he feels his lower belly extending, he obediently sucks.

“Why do you boys do it?”

The calm, innocent voice belies the wickedness being extended. Young Nurse Karen is like a child who callously pulls the wings from insects in guileless exploration. She smiles while she torments.

“The money,” Nicholas Strothers succinctly replies between slurps. “There were so many bills. And the credit card limits were busted. Now in exchange for five years of service, I owe nothing.”

“Nothing other than your balls,” the nurse crassly reminds.

A sullen Nicholas Strothers has no retort. Sadly, he did not fully read the agreement that was returned to him after submitting full body nude photos. He signed and mailed...knowing that there would be an auction and knowing that he was indentured for five years....not knowing of possible physical alteration...

The glass drains and Nurse Karen retracts her arm. She looks down at the catheterized penis.

“Here it comes again,” she notes with a giggle.

The humiliation of knowing that the girl watches in amusement augments the unconscious attempt to become erect. Something within finds her observation to arouse.

“Well, depending on the decision, you may not have that problem much longer,” she teases.

In reminding the patient of the forthcoming procedure, there again is spurred the question which cannot be repressed.

“How long will it take? I’d just like to get it over,” a resigned and psychologically vanquished ‘specimen’ again inquires.

“Sometimes days. Some women like to extend the decision...consult with friends and family. Watch the reaction of the patient. As the doctor probably told you, we’re very careful here. Everything’s quite antiseptic. No reason to rush.”

“And afterwards?”

Nurse Karen laughs.

“Why ask the question now. Shouldn’t you have asked that before the auction? You sold yourself...and now you wonder what will happen? Five years of service, you must know that.”

Nurse Karen puts the empty glass aside. Fingers begin to poke and prod at the lower abdomen. The slightest touch enhances the sense of fullness. The naked patient grimaces.

“I have to go real bad,” he beseeches.

“We’ll decide. That’s something you’re going to have to become accustomed to...the control...or rather the lack of it.

“And it’s ‘Miss Karen’. Try again and be polite.”

“I have to go real bad, Miss Karen,” ‘Nickie’ obsequiously responds.

“No,” Nurse Karen playfully replies, smug with her patient’s servile response.

The hand lowers and gently pinches the top of the scrotal sac, remaining immersed in the basin. She draws out the dripping mass and inspects.

“Full and ripe,” she notes. “Ready for the next owner,” she adds in marveling at the essence of male power...yet also marveling in how easily subdued by the female.

“To bad these may go just because you couldn’t stop spending. The hairless scrotum has such a nice feel. At least that will remain in place. You may have a nice loose pouch of flesh here, depending on the decision. I am told it remains quite sensitive. That’s what the others have said.”

Nicholas Strothers quivers in being so pointedly reminded of his pending loss.

“What...what about the rest?”

“Are you speaking to me?”

“What about the rest, Miss Karen?” Nickie quickly corrects.

“You mean your penis? What happens there?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Well, I have not worked here very long. I’ve tended to some patients returning for a check up...I do the measuring,” Nurse Karen adds with a smug look of pride.

“The measuring?”

“Oh, yes. We measure. I bring the patient to full erection then compare to our charts to measure the shrinkage. It’s slow and steady, but they all shrink over time. Something about the change in the hormone balance. Yes, Nickie, your penis will shrink. You’ll have to ask the doctor or Nurse Ingrid for more information.

“What’s the difference if it gets smaller? You won’t be using it for anything,” Nurse Karen sardonically responds to the mournful look of surprise.

As full realization sets in, Nicholas Strothers enters despondency. The internet advertisement seemed like the quickest way to raise cash. Just send in biographical information and photos. When a reply came back requesting full body nude shots, he gleefully stripped and posed, using the delayed shutter on his digital camera in what he believed was a mischievous but harmless response to playful kinkiness. Then came a barrage of questions...very personal questions. He was being analyzed, and he knew it. Yet his need was great. Money for answering a questionnaire. So simple.

Then came the email detailing the auction, and the papers to be downloaded, signed and mailed. Then came the email with the winning offer. Then came that quick...too quick...calculation that the amount solved every one of his financial problems...all balances to be paid off...upon his immediate acceptance of the terms and conditions. Financial freedom earned in exchange for five years of toil...or whatever was required.

He was owned!

A certified letter arrived within three days, demanding he fulfill his obligation by carefully following detailed procedures. When he went on line and reviewed his numerous credit card balances, noting that all had been erased, he knew the demand was in earnest. The letterhead was from a law firm and strongly suggested immediate compliance with the agreement.

Nicholas Strothers, emancipated from all debt, packed his bags. Nicholas Strothers boarded a chartered plane bound for a destination unknown. Nicholas Strothers voluntarily entered a term of servitude.

Despite asking many times, no one would tell him the destination...not the pilots...not the flight attendant...not the staff greeting him at the clinic. At the arriving air strip, it was bright, sunny, and tropically warm. In flying over large expanses of water, he knew he was no longer in the United States. Otherwise, he knew nothing.


Chapter Four

“Yes, plumped to fullness. It keeps them nice and erect, Karen. ‘Piss proud’ in the male vernacular.”

The experienced nurse smoothes her hands over the entire naked form, noting the distended belly. Nurse Karen has spent much time gliding a straight razor over every inch of accessible flesh, denuding her patient of most hair when not offering more water. Her labors are more than adequate, and the fingers move to poke and prod at the abdomen, adding undesired pressure to the overextended belly. It is exactly what Nicholas Strothers does not need...more feminine examination...more apprehension...more expectation of pending relief. And sure enough, he begins to stiffen; his penis performing for his tending nurse just like a trained animal.

“Yes, here it comes. Make it nice and firm for me and maybe I will release the clamp. All that nasty fluid gone.”

With the nurse’s embarrassing comments, the cathed penis does indeed firm. The right index finger diddles the overly sensitive frenum, an apparent well practiced maneuver, and an observing Nurse Karen begins to giggle annoyingly.

“They’re all the same, Karen. Eager to show off. Display their virility for one last time.”

Pain begins to override the ephemeral ecstasy. The patient begins to squirm with the bulbous tube abrading the prostate gland. Finally, Nicholas Strothers, struggling with the new environment, new rules of engagement, begins to plead.

“Please Nurse Ingrid...Miss Ingrid...I need to go real bad.”

“Yes, of course you do.”

The woman with many years tending to the humbled and subordinate male smiles wickedly.

“But that does not mean you will. Keep in mind that it is I who is in charge. I who will decide. Still, if you enjoy begging, I may consider ever so slightly releasing the little clamp, which will mean so much to you. Perhaps a little more pleading will persuade me. Describe for me how it feels to be so much under control...such basic functions completely under a woman’s tutelage...how in a perverse mind such as yours feminine governance so much thrills. How deeply you enjoy your naked subservience...despite not yet having met your new owner.”

There is silence. The nurse’s prescient words strike a chord. Why is it that Nicholas Strothers finds himself aroused? Yet, there is overwhelming need. Nurse Karen has supervised the filling of the bladder. Nicholas Strothers has incorrectly assumed that the emptying thereof would commence with the merciful fingers of one who understands best the incredible need.

He is wrong. Relief must not be assumed...it must be earned.

“Please, Miss Ingrid, may I please empty myself?”

“No, Nickie. Try it this way...‘may I please perform for you...may I please urinate for you and Miss Karen’.”

With a quavering voice, the words come forth, of course. The need is great...any will to resist completely depleted.

A gloved left hand reaches to the clamp at the end of the tube. A similarly gloved right hand slips under the well spread thighs. Nicholas Strothers is incredulous as he feels fingers playing about his anus. There seems to be no end to the ignominy.

“The floor here is drained and can be easily cleansed. Why not just go on the tiling? I’ll release the clamp just a little, and you can finally empty yourself...your groveling at last requited.”

The hapless patient feels fingers probe and then slide into his rectum. Such embarrassment! As the left hand releases the clamp, which offers such great relief, one finger then two penetrate where no woman has before explored. Then there is felt the thumb rubbing the perineum just as the clamp is released...but ever so slightly.

“Go ahead. You said you needed to go. Since you’re not fully catheterized you’re going to need to work a bit. Press with your belly. Be a good boy for me...pst...pst.”
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