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Prologue

“Does this train stop at Farmingdale?” 

Funny how the sound of a voice can trigger reflections, a startled Roger Armsworth Todd thinks to himself... and in this case, twinges deep within his loins as well.

He looks up and stares incredulously while a polite fellow passenger answers affirmatively. The woman steps aboard. Roger ducks his head.

Though he has never seen the woman, she has most certainly seen him. More than seen him really. She examined, inspected and palpated his entire naked form. Conflicting thoughts overwhelm as her voice causes memories to cascade. He feels the anger of having been violated. He feels an odd poignancy. He senses rapture. He feels the need to learn more. Something calls for revenge but something inside also suggests congeniality, a need to get closer to her. Deep within he’d like to know her better. But for what purpose?

He knows what a punished dog feels like... there is an instinct to strike in retaliation... there is a sense of acceptance for being deservedly rebuked by a loving owner.

The woman steps past Roger’s seat. He looks down to hide his face. She does not notice him.

Roger spies white shoes and the hem of a white cotton skirt beneath her coat.

A nurse! Yes, it is she!

Uniformed woman, naked male... how much time... how many times... together without ever seeing her face or knowing her full name. Nurse Rachel, she suggested she be called. Her moniker mentally morphed to Nurse Ratched... and Roger doubts it was even her real first name. 

Roger’s stop is nearby Woodside, Queens. Farmingdale is a comparatively long way out on Long Island. Should he stay on the train and seek more? 

‘More what?’ he inquires of himself.

He’ll need to pay additional fare. Plus he will be in violation of the terms of his release. Worth the money and the risk?     

The train leaves Penn Station in 10 minutes. Woodside is an early stop. Roger has moments to make a decision. Meanwhile he chances, turning his head and glancing back. Though the woman looks down into her purse for her train ticket, he can note the handsome features. Auburn hair, neatly wrapped atop her head, receptive to the cap which would complete her nurse’s ensemble. Makeup neat and not overly done. She is broad shouldered and tall, quite obvious even while she sits. Her image does not precisely match what he imagined during all those times of lying blindfolded and naked before her... beneath her? But it is close, and he is strangely disappointed that she is pretty. He wished her to be a brute, ugly in appearance to match her strict demeanor.

But she is not!

Is he in love? Was he in love during the many stressful interludes with her?

What is this strange attraction?

The psychologist warned of the potential when the experimental program began. A possible corollary of the ‘Stockholm syndrome’, so some speculated.

And now he sits contemplating a gross infraction of the rules... so he can be with her one more time. Curious behavior.

He mind flashes to three years before...

***

Visit Number One – The Beginning

“The terms of your early release require that you participate in this experimental program. It is voluntary. You may return to Sing Sing Correctional Facility any time. Do you understand that, Mr. Todd?”

There comes a nod. The woman returns the nod without emotion.

“Good. Be on time. Upon arrival, you will go to the assigned examination room. Close the door behind you. Remove your clothing then follow instructions precisely. Be obedient. Answer all questions promptly and honestly. Just as you can volunteer to return to incarceration, for disobedience we can ourselves ban you from the program and have you returned.”

The intonation is smooth and professional, but interpreted as threatening. Returning to prison a felon who has done three years of hard time very much rattles the spirit. Roger calms himself, inwardly promising full compliance as next come the fateful words. 

“You will never see or know your tending nurse. You’ll be provided with a first name for communication but she will otherwise have anonymity for her own protection. And Mr. Todd, don’t succumb to romantic feelings. This is all clinical. Think of it as a medical procedure. Opponents to our experimental program have argued the possibility of a modified Stockholm Syndrome result... the well studied incident during which hostages became amorously attracted to their captors. I think that since you’re here voluntarily, that won’t happen.”

Roger, well educated, well read, is aware of the notoriety of the failed Swedish bank robbery. The thieves took hostages for many days. After eventual surrender and arrest, the released women felt a bond with the robbers and demurred in testifying against their captors. One even married a culprit.

“After your session with the nurse you are to return here to my office to be debriefed. Any questions?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Then go to examination room three and remove your clothes,” the psychologist smirks.

In ordering a man to strip naked, the sang froid turns to a wicked look of mirth. 

The humbled ex con leaves the well accoutered office and steps to the austere linoleum hallway. A more prideful Roger Armsworth Todd would years before tell the woman to jam her proposed program of therapy up her ass. But not now. In volunteering to participate in this program for sex offenders, he is out from behind bars. Six years early!

‘The girl said she was eighteen, your Honor!’ Roger recalls his futile plea.

She was not. Statutory rape. Seven years in Sing Sing. Registration as a sex offender. The downfall of 31 year old Roger Armsworth Todd. One time wealthy investment banker. Now a cleaner of toilets.

But worse was being caught violating one of the direst rules of Sing Sing Correctional Facility... masturbation! In the first year of incarceration a female guard caught him pleasuring himself in an area Roger did not realize was under video surveillance. With two more tacked on to his sentence, seven years became nine. There also came further validation that he was indeed a repeat sex offender, and a rather humiliating video permanently placed in his curriculum vitae of sex crimes.  

Roger finds room three. He opens the door to see a standard medical examination room, except for one distinguishing piece of equipment. Abutting one wall there is an exam table. At its head there is connected a length of glimmering stainless steel. It transverses the table and both right end and left extend out to the sides. Each end has a padded semi circular opening. In the middle, on the table, is a larger third padded semi circular opening.

Stocks! Medieval in design, contemporary in its fabrication of modern alloy, there can be no doubt the open semi circles are receptacles for neck and wrists. And on the wall above, Roger notes there are hooks with hanging cables attached.  

Roger obediently removes his clothing. Strip searches were just about weekly events at Sing Sing. The cavities of prisoners were regularly checked at random intervals. Thus it is without forethought that he quickly peels. As he folds his clothing on a waiting counter, a voice booms over a loudspeaker. 

“Very good, Mr. Todd. Now please lie supine on the table, neck in the center of the steel where you’ll note padding, then place the blindfold over your head.”

It is the first time he hears the woman’s voice, that which brings such conflicting memories.

While mounting the table he spies the blindfold. When he lies back he slips it over his eyes and the voice returns. 

“Now reach out to the right and left and place your wrists within the padded indentations.”

The room obviously has video somewhere. The woman is tracking his movements.

“Good boy. Now hold still.”

With that comes the whir of small motors. Roger feels his wrists and neck being encapsulated in steel. The stocks are modern indeed... automatic locks! When the hum stops he notes he cannot move his arms. Likewise his neck is firmly but comfortably encircled in padded metal. 

 He hears the door open. The voice no longer booms through a loudspeaker.

“I am Nurse Rachel,” she proclaims with authority as there come the sounds of the door being latched.

Roger hears the frou frou of a starched cotton skirt and the quiet squeaks of rubber soled shoes on the polished linoleum. He feels fingers about his face. The blindfold is adjusted then buckled behind his head. What little room light leaked through the edges disappears to bring complete darkness. Her fingers lock onto his right ear and tenderly roll the cartilage. It feels good. It soothes.  

“I read your file, Mr. Todd. Statutory rape and the gross violation of prison rules. The video was rather graphic. You masturbate with determination,” her fingers rolling as she speaks.

Roger cannot see the polite smile. The choice of words suggests sarcasm but the intonation is quite professional.

“Hopefully our program will change some habits and proclivities.”

Roger feels more fingering. She begins to examine. The flesh on his right arm is gently pinched and kneaded. While inspecting, Nurse Rachel speaks.

“We’ll begin each session with a standard but rather thorough medical examination. We’re going to get to know each other very well.”

She does indeed. Roger recalls his induction to Sing Sing in which every square inch of his body was closely examined... ostensibly for pediculosis... lice... but he later learned from experienced prisoners that the procedure was just one of the guards’ methods for establishing control. Indeed, lying helpless with a woman closely examining everywhere brings a feeling of obsequiousness. 

Nostrils, mouth, teeth... Nurse Rachel works her way down. Then comes a stab to the right arm. A blood sample is taken.

“Good boy. We’ll test with each visit. Now, roll for me, as best you can. First to your left.”

It is a command and, though rigidly held, Roger moves his hips accordingly to reveal much flesh of his back and posterior.

“When did you last have sex?” Nurse Rachel inquires as her fingers seem to flutter about.

“I am not permitted to have relations, ma’am.”

“Ah hah. Have you masturbated? When?” 

“Two days ago, ma’am.”

“You may call me Nurse Rachel. You understand that your need for masturbation will cease. But I will ask you with every visit. And you will answer me truthfully. Lie and it’s a quick trip up the river. You’re scheduled for a three day cycle. It will be adjusted as we proceed.”

The fingers depart and Roger hears the snapping of latex.

“You will find that certain intimate bodily functions will not be so intimate when we’re together. You’ll perform for me when commanded... and you’ll learn not only to accept it, but possibly enjoy as well. We’ve reviewed all the psychologist’s reports and findings. We’re aware of certain penchants.”

Roger feels the fingers return. Between his gluteal cleft.

“A suppository. Let me know when you need to move your bowels.”

Roger is alarmed. Intimate functions indeed! He is well secured to the table and the governing woman will want him to defecate!

“Please, Nurse Rachel. I’d rather not.”

“Tsk. Tsk. You prefer a full enema? With bad boys, I go very high, hot and a helluva lot.”

As Nurse Rachel speaks, Roger feels a gloved finger pressed well into his rectum. She not only inserts a suppository, but uses the invasion to also check his prostate gland. Her digit most embarrassingly wriggles about, lingering for longer than medically necessary. Roger blushes. All intimacy will be obliterated he realizes. The woman owns his body. 

“Okay, roll back supine.”

The finger gratefully retreats and Roger complies. Then comes an order to roll to his right. The gloves are discarded and Roger feels more of his flesh undergoing close scrutiny.

“Roll supine again. Let me know when you need to evacuate.”

Roger rolls to lie flat. Embarrassment turns to intense humiliation as a very thorough examination of his penis and testicles follows. He feels twitches. He begins to engorge. Nurse Rachel is very specific in noting and commenting, heightening his ignominy.

“You’re stiffening, Mr. Todd. Since you’re determined to entertain me, would you mind if I called you Roger?”  


***

Long Island Railroad – Penn Station

“Ladies and gentlemen, this is the 9:23 local train to Ronkonkoma. All aboard and please show all tickets.”

The conductor’s announcement stirs Roger from his reverie. Woodside is a twelve minute ride. He needs to decide. The underlying agreement of his commuted sentence mandates he stay in New York City... more specifically either at work, night cleaning in a large midtown office building, or within a half mile of his seedy apartment in Queens... allowances given for travel in between. 

To violate the mandate means a return to Sing Sing, there to serve the remainder of his sentence – six years.

***

Visit Number One – Continued

“We term this the loop, Roger. Certain males tumefy with the humiliation of being forcefully exposed to a woman. Then in hardening for me there comes more humiliation…which brings more stiffness.”

Her words are pedantic, matter-of-factly offered. Her close presence is noted when a finger dances along the underside of Roger’s standing manhood. Roger feels himself involuntarily waggle with the intense but teasing pleasure.

 “But we need to take this one step at a time.”

With that, the fluttering finger retreats and Roger’s cerebral cortex becomes flooded with pain. A full open handed smack to the tip of his erection brings both a whooshing cry, emptying his lungs, and sudden flaccidity.

“You’ll get hard when I want you hard, Roger. Obedience, remember.”

Roger feels the hands move to his legs. Foam rubber encircles each thigh. Then the ankles are likewise wrapped.

“Posey cuffs. Foam lined nylon. Safe, comfortable, completely ineluctable. Don’t bother resisting. I’ve restrained even the most belligerent of patients. Many years in an asylum for the criminally insane... nasty boys with whom you cannot reason. So I kept them all well secured.” 

In being blindfolded, the sensory input of sound and touch overwhelm. The bowels of an otherwise speechless Roger begin to constrict. The mission of the suppository begins. As Roger hears the clicks of metal clips he humbly summons the expected words.

“Nurse Rachel, I have to go.” 

“Yes, of course you do. And right in front of me. Embarrassing is it not? Lift your legs and hold for me.”

As Roger feels a firm grip about his knee, he dutifully tightens his anus to hold. The hands lift. He has little choice but to assist, contracting leg and stomach muscles to bring his right leg high in the air. More clicks. His leg becomes immobile. Thigh band and ankle cuff have been attached to something, presumably the cables hanging from the wall above. The left leg is lifted and similarly attached. His thighs are well parted. He can only imagine the vulnerability offered by the position in which he is restrained. 

Then Roger feels the table shift about. Beneath his buttocks the surface falls partially away. His lower back remains on the table but he feels his testicles dangle. 

“There now. Better access to where I’ll need to work.”

Roger is amazed to feel the crisp starched cloth of Nurse Rachel’s uniform graze the back of his upturned thighs. She stands close! Then he feels a hand gently cup his scrotum and lift. Intimate indeed.

“Go ahead and empty yourself. I’m holding a basin under your anus.”

For the first time Roger is glad to be deprived of sight, somewhat easing the degrading procedure of moving his bowels with the assistance of the nurse. Still, he can no longer fight the suppository. He feels his sphincter yield and his heart pound with the shame of performing such a humbling deed with feminine assistance. 

“Good boy. And a urine sample please.”

Roger feels a directing hand insert the tip of his penis into a receptacle. Though awkward, his bladder releases along with the emptying of his bowels.

“Very good. No bladder shyness for you. Now just a little cleaning rinse.”

More debasement. Roger feels a narrow tube inserted into his rectum. Warm liquid slowly flows.

“Just what we term a spritz enema. A few ounces of soapy water. It cleanses and makes your sphincter more receptive for me. Hold.”

No need for the command. A finger is inserted after the tube is slid away. It again wriggles about for a moment, heightening Roger’s embarrassment, then it too slips out.

“And release.”

The many ounces of soapiness join his waste in the basin.

“Good boy.”

***

East River Railroad Tunnel

“Tickets.”

The conductor approaches. It is decision time. Roger’s ticket is for Woodside, the very next stop. In recalling the mental trauma of being bound and forced to defecate for the commanding nurse, so meekly giving up a urine sample as well, once again there come the many conflicting thoughts and feelings. And overall, a need to understand. Who really is Nurse Rachel? And why did she seem to take such glee in the many demeaning encounters?

“I’ll need to continue on to Farmingdale,” the decision made while offering his Woodside ticket.

The conductor pauses and retrieves his fare book.

“Woodside to Farmingdale. There will be a surcharge for purchasing on the train.”

***

Visit Number One – Continued

“All nice and clean,” Nurse Rachel announces as Roger feels himself wiped like an infant.

The rubber soled shoes squeak. There comes the sound of rattling as something is rolled to his left side.

“I like to think of myself as a young maiden milking a cow. Every day the dairy cow needs to lactate. Failure to be relieved of the building essence can become quite uncomfortable.”

A hand once again palms and lifts Roger’s scrotal sac to provide access to his rectum. A finger offers lubrication, freely penetrating the somewhat dilated anus, and methodically rotates about to ensure uniform slipperiness. Roger senses himself blushing as there seems to be no haste or circumspection about visiting there. 

“And so it is with you males. A constant need to be relieved of building essence.”

The finger retreats. Roger feels something else greet the entrance to his portal. It is hard. Metallic or very firm plastic. It presses. Nurse Rachel’s fingers deftly push, slowly forcing the purse string muscles to stretch and yield. Roger feels his rectum open. He groans.

“Yes, take it like a big boy for Nurse Rachel. Just relax. Inch after inch, Nurse Rachel always gets it in.”

It is sizeable. Round and smooth but large.

“The probes come in numerous sizes, Roger. But I always like my boys taking the biggest. Makes it quite hard to reject. Yes, you’ll take it and then wait for your Nurse Rachel to help you remove it. Just bear a little discomfort for me. You’ll feel better in the end.”

Roger groans again as the firm fingers steadily press and the probe slowly slides inward. Finally, the invading circumference tapers and the natural tensioning of the sphincter pulls the entire probe well within his lower colon.

“Swallowed it up like a big hot dog. Very good,” Nurse Rachel coos as if encouraging a child.

Connected to the probe is something thin and flexible which exits the sensitive anus. Roger feels a testing tug on whatever emanates from his rectum, seemingly to assure that the probe is inserted to stay. With the pressure on the prostate gland, Roger senses himself engorging. Nurse Rachel also notes.

“And it is now that you can get nice and stiff for your Nurse Rachel. Go ahead... let it blossom. Get nice and hard for me.”

With that, Roger is amazed to feel both hands take his swelling manhood. One hand palms the overly sensitive underside and remains motionless. The other begins a steady patting. Not painful, but instead as one would pat a child’s bottom, or back to burp after feeding, just open handed gentle slaps to the very tip of the penis.  

The action brings a brisance of feelings, greatly awakening Roger’s nerve center and making him acutely aware that a woman has taken control of his organ.

Pat, pat, pat. The motion is most mechanical and forces circulation to flow to the penis... whether or not Roger desires it to firm.

“Oh yes. Here it comes. The nice hard on that Nurse Rachel wants.”

Pat, pat, pat.

“Yes, all my boys become nice and stiff for me whenever I want. Nurse Rachel knows exactly what you nasty boys most enjoy. You all so much like to show off and perform for a governing woman.”

Yes, erection comes. But Nurse Rachel holds it at quite the awkward angle, pointing straight away from his face and head. With legs raised, the discomfort is greatly enhanced. Roger groans yet his manhood unwillingly continues to harden... and the angle is not to be relieved.

Pat, pat, pat.  

There is light laughter.

“Masturbated many boys in the asylum over the years. Not exactly within institutional protocol, but when you have a young unruly male, well restrained in his many Posey cuffs and straps, he’s easily tamed and controlled with a nice long and slow hand job. I could stroke a boy for nearly an hour, completely diverting his attention from whatever nasty deeds he would be conjuring. And in the end, when I decided the boy was well calmed and I wanted him to ejaculate, I could make him explode like a cannon.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Offers a governing nurse quite the level of control. The boys would beg rather than curse and yell and carry on.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

Roger squirms. His bonds are amazingly secure, yet so comfortable. Institutional bondage. So thorough, so easily employed. He has no choice but to lie supine, legs high and well parted while this unknown and unseen woman has her way.  

“Yes, stay quiet. Be obedient for your Nurse Rachel and she’ll make your little pee pee squirt like a fire hose.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Well Roger, you are a good boy for your Nurse Rachel. You should see how nice and firm you’ve gotten for me.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Please, Nurse Rachel, let it stand.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Oh no. That’s for me to decide. I like it pointing at me.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Now, just like the dairy cow, I think you need to be relieved of all this nasty essence. In departing with spunk, there comes a lowering of the testosterone levels... that wicked male hormone that drives you boys to engage in such evil deeds.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“But to do that you must ejaculate. And that brings pleasure, which psychologically augments the curious sense of male superiority... and induces more buildup... and more evil deeds.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Such as having sex with underage girls... statutory rape.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Or furtively masturbating, only in your case not so furtive,” she snorts.

Pat, pat, pat.  

“So psychologically you affiliate sexual climax with doing bad things. More bad deeds, more pleasurable ejaculation. Our little program is designed to keep you well drained of spunk. Disavow you of the notion that ejaculation equals pleasure.

Pat, pat, pat.  

“I’m going to milk you of sperm several times per week.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“If that’s not enough, we can go to daily milkings. But your behavior will be modified.”

Pat, pat, pat.  

“Okay. A little rest for you while I prepare your penis.”

There come final pats. Yet, the angle is not relieved. One hand holds firmly.

“Now just hold your erection for me while I prepare you for ejaculation. A Texas catheter, modified for our program.”

Roger lurches as a small tube inserted into his penile opening. It burns and gratefully only slides in less than an inch. Then he hears the squeaks and snapping of rubber as his engorged penis tip is enshrouded in latex, a very abbreviated condom.

“A little collection tube. The catheter connects to a sample bag. We’re going to measure and evaluate everything I extract from you, Roger.”

“Please, Nurse Rachel, straighten my penis and let me come!”

“Amazing how all you boys grovel, almost all the same words...”

Roger hears some switches flipped. An electrical device to his left begins to hum.

“Now your Nurse Rachel so much enjoys this, Roger. Termed electro ejaculation. First developed to extract sperm from breeding livestock. Later adapted for human use on paraplegic males desiring to sire children. For them the procedure is offered under anesthesia. But for our program, we want you to psychologically associate ejaculation with pain.”

Nurse Rachel laughs.

“For you, a nice jolt of forty volts will cause your ejaculatory muscles to involuntarily contract and you will drain for me. But we don’t cease after one charge. We take our time and jolt you again and again. Poor penis and prostate,” Nurse Rachel lugubriously offers with a cackle.

“And I like to hold a boy’s organs while I force him to perform. That’s why I use the timer. I can feel as you spasm in pain and watch as you shoot. Just think, Roger, something you so much want to do, spend for me and bring pleasure to yourself will hurt instead. It’s delicious.”

Roger feels the free hand return. It palms his testicles, the back of the hand abrading his perineum. The other hand steadily holds the catheterized penis. Roger hears steady electronic beeps to his left.

“Ready. One... two... three...” 

Nurse Rachel’s count is accompanied by electronic beeps. The count ends with a final ‘buzz’ and an intense jolt and burning sensation in his loins. He indeed lurches against his bonds, spasming violently. He cries out... shouts... his lungs emptying. The electrical charge only surges into the rectal probe for a moment, yet the result is unforgettable.

Roger slumps in his restraints. Nurse Rachel laughs again.

“All gone. A nice big sperm sample for Nurse Rachel and it only takes a second. You should see what I made you give up, Roger. A shame we have to keep you blindfolded.”

Roger feels the tending hands first slip away the penetrating modified Texas catheter. Then they sooth his penis and balls. A cool and wet cloth begins to sponge an abundance of perspiration from his traumatized form. The hands are surprisingly tender and caring.

Then he senses her proximity. She leans to whisper in his ear. He feels the warmth of her breath on his sweat coated body.

“A little respite. Then you’ll bear just two more jolts for Nurse Rachel. As I said, I will drain you... completely. I am sure a big boy like you can take it, although you have no choice.” 

The cooling cloth continues swabbing in preparation for the next jolt.

“You’ll never understand the sense of empowerment, Roger. When the voltage surges, I can feel your most intimate organs and muscles react to my will. It’s as if I have your penis and balls on a leash. Perhaps comparing you to a puppet may be a better analogy. I pull a string... your organs react.

“How do you feel?”

Roger’s voice is most humble.

“Like I’ve been hit by a truck, but I do not feel injured.”

“There are no injuries. The procedure is completely safe. But it will affect your psyche, as intended.”  

***

Long Island Railroad – Queens, New York

“Woodside.”

The conductor’s stentorian voice snaps Roger Armsworth Todd from his reverie. He finds himself quaking with the vivid recollections... being electrically shocked to extract his male seed. Though incredibly painful, with a quick but visceral and gut wrenching jolt to nerves and muscles normally the source of pleasure, his sperm was harvested, time after time, day after day. Each procedure was performed without an iota of compunction... the examination... the cleansing of his colon... the collection of urine... the stuffing of his anus... the beeps... the final buzz... the application of electricity. With each visit there were three milkings.

Was there anything left to offer for the third shock?

Blindfolded he never was to see. Yet Nurse Rachel was intractable. No amount of begging stayed her from the delightful duty of taking complete control of what is otherwise a uniquely male undertaking—the ejaculation of the seed of life. 

The doors close. The train resumes its journey. Roger Armsworth Todd resumes his thoughts. 

***

Visit Number One – Continued

Between applications of horrifyingly painful electricity, Nurse Rachel engages in small talk. Casual conversation which Roger had learned to avoid in prison. Thus he reluctantly responds on the first visit. Inadvertently broaching a controversial topic in prison could lead to confrontation. And so as he lays naked and bound, Nurse Rachel talks and Roger, mind recovering from humiliation and trauma, listens... somewhat.

Then after a prescribed time, Nurse Rachel announces it is time for another sample.

“Please no!”  

“Oh, Roger. You don’t have to worry about your performance, not being able to get it up. I do all the work, me and the electro stimulator.”

Still lying blindfolded with wrists and neck in the stocks, bent at the waist with thighs well parted and ankles restrained high above, Roger feels the hands once again take his limp manhood. Nurse Rachel again begins the procedure. It is precise. It is mechanical. It is unrelenting.

One hand palms the flaccid underside of the shaft. This time a thumb or finger gently swirls about the most sensitive glans to bring an initial brisance of delight. Then the other hand begins the gentle patting action, forcing circulation into a well drained organ. To Roger’s chagrin, the angle remains uncomfortably pointing towards Nurse Rachel. Aggravating, but seeming to enhance his engorgement as the organ tries to escape her tender but controlling grasp. 

Pat, pat, pat.

“Come now, Roger, I want you to perform for me. Let’s get your penis nice and hard for Nurse Rachel.”   

Pat, pat, pat.

“Help your nurse. Think about some nasty deed.”

Pat, pat, pat.

“Think about that unsuspecting girl you raped.”

Pat, pat, pat.

“Young and naive. I am sure she was quiet nubile.”

Pat, pat, pat.

“Ah, here we go. You’re getting harder and harder for me.”

Pat, pat, pat.

The taunting yet encouraging words spew forth as the hands methodically work the otherwise depleted phallus. For Roger, there comes an aching sensation. But as Nurse Rachel demands, there also comes full tumescence pointing so awkwardly downward.

Pat, pat, pat.

“Yes, you’re ready for me. Nicely erect.”

The motion temporarily stops as the curious Texas catheter once again slides into his urethra then rolls to invaginate the swollen penis tip. In an instant the precision handiwork resumes.

Pat, pat, pat.

“I think you’re ready and eager to perform for me, Roger.”

Again the rhythm of the patting hand momentarily pauses and the machine to Roger’s left side resumes its hum. 

Pat, pat, pat.

“I like to extend the timing. I prefer that a boy come at my whim... that he fully understand I am in charge... of even this normally sensual deed. In time, you’ll learn to prepare yourself with the sound of the beeps. Your glands will expect release. Sort of Pavlovian. But delightfully Kafkaesque, training a boy to sexually respond by preparing to ejaculate for a machine. You’ll find the beeps to be erotic. Quite dehumanizing, don’t you think?”

Pat, pat, pat. The beeps begin.

  “Ready. One... two... three...” 

With the count of three there follows the notable buzz as the rectal probe applies another instantaneous electrical charge. Nurse Rachel maintains her governing grip as it is accompanied by an intense jolt and burning sensation in his loins. There is the same reaction. He lurches. He spasms violently. There comes another cry... a shout... his lungs empty.

“Oh that is very good, Roger. Your little ejaculatory muscles contracted quite strongly. I like to feel that. Not much sperm. But that’s why we’re here, to drain you thoroughly and completely.”

Once again the catheter is slipped away. Ironically, the torturing hands begin to sooth and the voice oddly consoles. Her fingers once again manipulate and roll the cartilage of his ear.

“Have I told you about my garden?” 

***

Long Island Railroad

“Jamaica.”

A major stop. Many passengers depart to change trains. The conductor’s announcement and the commotion draw Roger from his recollection. He cautiously glances back. Nurse Rachel, or whatever is her name, reads the evening paper. He remains unnoticed. 

‘What is his plan?’ he asks himself. He risks being returned to prison for violating the terms of the commutation of his sentence. Farmingdale is a long way from Woodside. There can be no plausible excuse for the serious infraction of leaving his allowed zone. What does he intend to gain?

The psychologist’s many questions begin to roll through his mind like the credits at the end of a motion picture. 

After every visit there came the seemingly endless walk down the drab hallway to her office. Endless due to Roger’s nakedness. He’d carry his clothes at waist level, cloaking his shriveled and well depleted manhood. Most of the professional women ignored his embarrassment. But still his heart pounded until he was invited into the psychologist’s office for final counseling.  

Gratefully, the visits were quick... the questions and his answers perfunctory.

‘How do you feel?’

‘Are you embarrassed? Why?’

‘Do you feel the urge to be with a woman?’

‘Do you feel the urge to be with a man?’

‘Do you feel the urge to masturbate?’

‘Are you disconcerted about having a woman take control of your penis?’

‘That is all for now. Get dressed and contact us immediately if you experience any sexual desires or urges.’

And that ended the first visit and every visit thereafter, lying naked on a couch responding to the  most intrusive questions of the termagant psychologist. 

And the final instruction Roger found to be most superfluous. Nurse Rachel drained him of every ounce of male fluid. He truly was a well milked cow. There were no ‘urges’ other than to rest and sleep.

