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Lady Constance

To the male reader...,

Somewhere out there, in the recesses of the mind, lurks a Lady Constance. She beckons with a confident smile, firm but comfortable cuffs, and a promise..., that toil and obedience will be rewarded. Rewarded solely with the opportunity to serve more and with the knowledge that soft, knowing hands may dab your away tears, sponge your sweat, or perhaps merely tighten your bonds.

She waits deep in the mind’s imagination. A demanding figure who will extract all you have to offer, laugh, then spur your flanks for more.

And you will perversely enjoy the endeavor...

To the female reader...,

Do it. It’s easier than you think.

Having studied D/s relationships for many years in my capacity as a clinical psychologist, I found the relationship of Lady Constance and “boy” to be most noteworthy. Thus, with a sabbatical from the university long overdue, I spent many weeks interviewing those concerned with “boy’s” care and training. My efforts included a flight to Europe for additional background information. This draft is the result of organizing my notes for a paper to be submitted to the American Society of Behavior Modification.

A preliminary interview with Lady Constance was arranged in her New York hotel room, a large, private suite specially maintained for Lady Constance and her cohorts. The name of the unusual establishment is kept confidential for reasons that will become evident to the reader.


Chapter One

Interview with Lady Constance

January 4, 1998 

Notes: Lady Constance graciously agreed to be interviewed with few restrictions but requested precautions concerning the true identity of certain friends and employees. My comments/questions are in italics.

Lady Constance sits in a large, stuffed, leather chair. A very dignified woman of some thirty years, her attire and demeanor are indicative of her extreme wealth. A descendant of one of Europe’s royal families, her late father reportedly revitalized the “old” wealth of his antecedents by eschewing ownership of vineyards and art work for timely investments in technology, biotech, and energy. Details are beyond the scope of this research, but it is said by those most knowledgeable that Lady Constance can buy and sell almost any one in Europe. As the reader will learn, her proclivities mandate a “low” profile. Therefore few in Europe are aware of the full extent of her resources and how she chooses to exercise the privileges of immeasurable wealth. And there are even fewer in the United States, where she visits from time to time with complete anonymity.

A notable air of self-confidence emanates from Lady Constance. When she enters a room, all seem to silently turn to her in an unsolicited display of homage. It is difficult to portray in writing what attracts such admiration, but her facial features are symmetrical and proportional. Her shoulder length, raven hair is always perfectly coifed and any jewelry worn is elegant but understated. As one noted gemologist informed me, there’s not a stone she wears that a museum or collector would not proudly exhibit in a well-secured display case. 

Those who have accompanied her on lengthy annual soirees to the Caribbean report that in bathing attire, Lady Constance is the envy of every woman and an object of lust for every man. Apparently not pre-occupied with achieving the gaunt look of a fashion model, Lady Constance is not Rubenesque either. And as I glance at her calves and the lower portion of her thighs, the firm texture of the tanned flesh hint at underlying muscles which are most likely subjected to a daily and exhaustive exercise routine. The sculpted shapes of her arms confirm this conjecture and cause me to reflect on the rumors of her martial arts skills. As I scan Lady Constance’s physique, newspaper accounts of a broken limb attained by an alleged purse-snatcher of questionable agility come to mind. The story goes that Lady Constance reacted quickly to the clumsy attempt and was reportedly not hurt in the incident. But I again ponder the curious follow up stories of the perpetrator’s disappearance after bond money from unknown sources was mysteriously posted with the French court. No concluding details were published, as the sensational death of Princess Diane began to dominate the news. And to my knowledge the incompetent thief never was found to stand trial. But alas, that’s another story.

I sit at a nearby desk with pen and notepad. “Boy” is not present at the start. I ask Lady Constance for a chronology of her relationship with Boy.

“Mother was a firm woman, as you can imagine. Early in life she wanted to introduce me to the delights of the domination of the male. I cannot recall the exact age, but one afternoon the chauffeur was summoned to bring the car around and we drove to a nearby clinic.

“It was a rather imposing building, four stories high with straight, formidable lines of red brick. Built in the twenties I should guess, and I believe was designed as a sanitarium for the mentally ill.

“Well, we were met at the main entrance by a regal woman of an age somewhat older than mother who, although treating my mother with deference, displayed quite an air of authority. She was the Director of the clinic and spent very little time with casual conversation. We were quickly invited inside and ushered into an elevator. It may have been my young age, but the three of us seemed to descend for quite some time, and I remembered wondering just how far under the earth the large elevator would take us.

“When the grind of the motors ceased, a most interesting scene came to view. As the door slowly slid from left to right my eyes opened wide to the panorama of a large, well lit open room filled with completely naked males in their late teens, odd apparatus, tables of shiny, stainless steel and women in crisply starched, white uniforms.”

“Was it your first glimpse of the naked male? And what was your reaction?”

“Yes. I suppose it was. And you may be interested to learn I was quite curious. Mother admonished me not to be afraid, but as I recall I was far from it. The teenagers all had amazingly long penises. And I had an insatiable urge to get closer to look..., and that we did.

“The Director spoke to Mother as we stepped from the elevator. I don’t recall all she said since my curiosity had me focusing on the long dangling strips of pink flesh. I suppose the initial exposure to the anatomical difference captures the attention of most girls, and I was indeed somewhat mesmerized. But I do remember some explanation offered by the Director that the teenagers were troublesome orphans from various countries sent to the clinic for special care.”

Lady Constance laughs at this point in the interview.

“‘Special care’..., a rather whimsical oxymoron. There was not a stitch of clothing to be found among the teens. They all wore thick, neck collars and had their arms secured in back of them, bent at the elbows so that their hands pointed upward where their wrists were attached to the collar. The only thing covering their flesh was a large number painted on the right buttock of each. ‘We don’t brand or tattoo here,’ I remember the Director explaining to Mother. ‘That option is left to the new owner.’

“Well, for a girl my age it was an overwhelming scene as you can imagine. The uniformed women were each busy with one or two teens, examining, exercising, washing, feeding, and watering. Since the boys’ hands were cuffed there was not much they could do for themselves. And I distinctly recall watching one young male on a treadmill, his long penis flopping about as a very strong, black woman stood nearby supervising a rather vigorous, exercise routine.

“The Director insouciantly stepped into the room and led us down an aisle splitting the middle of the equipment. The women in white smiled graciously, but I noticed the naked males did not seem to acknowledge our presence.

“‘As you know, we have the trainees wear special contact lenses. Everything is blurred and out of focus to them except that certain silhouettes can be discerned at close distances. Keeps them docile and dependent on their trainers,’ the Director explained.”

Lady Constance pauses and sips some water from a nearby glass. Her reminiscence causes a wry smile to appear.

“I remember feeling something between my thighs at that point; a twinge and some moisture. I suppose it was a reaction Mother expected from a daughter with her genes. The arousal of a young, dominant female as she surveyed a room of completely helpless, male forms. All essentially blinded with hands bound, forced to submit to the will of the women in white. I was excited..., but too young to fully understand why.”

“Interesting, Lady Constance. It was not merely the naked male flesh which aroused you?”

“No. Of that I am certain. It was the interaction of the firm women with the naked males; so much happening in one large room. Watching the women work the young trainees, making them bend to their will. It was new. Different. A carnal cornucopia. 

“And Mother acted so naturally..., just displaying an occasional smile as she observed me zestfully absorbing it all. Yes, she knew and expected me to be enthusiastically curious, which I was.

“We spent several minutes touring the room and watching each woman. The Director referred to them as ‘behavior specialists’, and I specifically recall how proud she was of their talents. There was one lad receiving an extensive enema, his bulging belly being carefully monitored by a smiling woman as he struggled with the pressure, another was undergoing depilation as the trainees were kept completely hairless below the neck collar, another was being trained to swallow a sizeable rubber phallus, a hideous thing with strings of rubber hanging from it. The Director explained it was designed to ingrain the control of the ‘gag reflex’ which the dangling rubber strings triggered when brushing the back of the throat. Another trainee, well secured with thighs widely spread, was undergoing bladder control, a ‘behavior specialist’ holding a beaker under his flaccid penis and signaling him to turn the flow of urine on and off with snaps of her fingers. I was amazed at the demands she put on the trainee and even Mother smiled as we watched the lad’s penis twitch and quiver with the various efforts to curtail the flow in midstream.

“‘Total control. Our methods are firm but effective. The subjugants leaving here after our training are totally subservient to the will of the female,’ I recall the Director boasting with zeal. And Mother nodded in agreement.”

“How many were there, Lady Constance?”

“I suppose a dozen or more judging from the number of cages where the trainees were ‘penned’ at night. That was another element of control, which turned the moisture between my thighs into a river. There were large dog pens stacked up three high near the far wall. Large for a dog, you understand, rather cramped for a human. The cages were of steel wire some two feet high and two feet wide. A penned trainee was open to view from all sides. The front side facing the open room had slots where a food bowl could be pushed in and removed. In the rear, the pen opened for the trainees to enter and exit and presumably also provided access for the behavior specialists to monitor and control bodily functions. 

“The drains on the floor answered my unasked question about toilet visits. I learned on a subsequent visit to the clinic that boys had to earn a berth on the top row of cages. There the uncontrolled bladder of a fellow trainee did not result in a problem. The boys on the bottom row sometimes had long, wet nights. 

“When I pictured the naked, restrained trainees huddled into the cages at night, being fed from bowls slipped through narrow slots in the wire mesh, then obsequiously waiting the long hours to be freed for another day of training..., well, Doctor, that really set my imagination going. I think Mother noticed the damp spot on my slacks at that point.”

Lady Constance again pauses. It is obvious the memory of the childhood visit to the clinic produces a pleasant reverie.

“Well, the discussion continued between Mother and the Director, as I gazed about in rapt fascination. Mother explained her desire to acquire a companion for me; a thought to which the Director nodded.

“‘Yes, Madame. I received your letter. But most of our trainees complete their training on consignment. That is where a client visits as you are so doing and makes a selection. Then we “polish” his training, conforming the subjugant to the proclivities of his new owner. You’ve probably noticed, for example, number 14 receiving extensive oral training. He’s been purchased by a gay, male couple, therefore certain skills must be imbued before he leaves.’

“She was referring, of course, to the trainee being taught to control his gag reflex and accommodate the sizeable rubber phallus.

“‘And that trainee on the treadmill will become a colt. He will leave here to undergo exhaustive pony training from a rather severe woman in New Zealand. He’ll arrive there in good physical condition but extremely docile and mentally prepared to wear the harness and receive her whip.’

“The Director paused and Mother asked if there was a course of action which could provide what she termed as a ‘plaything’ for me.” 

“‘Constance is entering that delicate age,’ Mother explained. ‘She’ll need to manifest her dominant tendencies, and I’d rather purchase a plaything for her now than later find she’s intimidating her male classmates.’

“The Director nodded in agreement and settled into thought. I, in turn, was watching the interesting juxtaposition of a slight Asian woman working a rather large boy. He was kneeling on a stainless steel table, which had been adjusted to a height of two feet. She was instructing. He was listening and obediently reacting.

“‘Thighs spread..., head back.’

“The trainee immediately complied and his head slowly moved back and down until it rested on the table. It was a somewhat contortionist position since his hands and arms were secured under him and he had to arch his back awkwardly. 

“Such a sizeable male being totally controlled by the cute, little Asian women and placed in such an unnatural position,’ I thought to myself. I was fascinated with her control and the trainee’s unquestioning obedience. He patiently remained motionless resting on his knees, calves and I suppose the back of his head. 

“Of course, my gaze moved to his privates. What girl wouldn’t gawk given the opportunity, and as you can imagine my curiosity was well rewarded. Two large eggs rested on the steel table in a massive pile of pink flesh. His scrotum must have been enormous, and I wondered what the sac would look like when he stood.

“And resting on top of the pile was another lengthy tube of skin which seemed to be the prerequisite attribute for admission to the clinic. Thinking back now, his flaccid penis must have been seven to eight inches, a rather precocious appendage. The Director noticed that my attention had been diverted and smiled.

“‘Looks like number 23 will be standing for us.’

“As the Director ushered us to the table, I noticed the number 23 corresponded to the digits painted on the boy’s right buttock.

“‘It’s the final stage of training. Ejaculation control. Number 23 will be shipped out at the end of the week. He’ll become a rather exotic piece of furniture for the vacation home of a nice, lesbian couple,’ she explained.

“As she spoke the Asian woman donned latex gloves. With the crisp sound of the snap of the rubber fingers, number 23’s penis seemed to twitch. This brought a knowing smile to the Asian woman’s face as she deftly pinched the head of the long, uncircumcised penis between her left thumb and forefinger. She looked at the Director who nodded back.

“‘A little milking today, Nona?’

“‘He’s not scheduled for it, Ma’am. The shipping instructions call for three months of complete chastity,’ the Asian woman replied in an even, professional tone with no discernible accent. 

 “‘Well, perhaps just a bead of fluid to demonstrate to our guests.’”

“As the Director made her suggestion, Nona pulled up the flaccid phallus. I guess my reaction of surprise was quite noticeable for not only was the incredible length more prominently displayed, but the underside of the foreskin was pierced by a sturdy gold bar with small globes of gold attached to the ends to hold it firmly in place.

“‘All the trainees are infibulated in the first month here,’ the Director explained, ‘a precaution against masturbation and fellatio. You’d be surprised how resourceful they become in seeking sexual gratification while locked in their cages.’”

“Nona twisted off one of the globes and slid out the bar. The head of his penis was now free of the entrapping frenulum, and it slowly began to engorge itself. It was a seminal event for me. It was my first glimpse of an erection. I often wonder how my experience compares with that of other girls.”

Her narration lingers and I pick up on her musing. I ask if the sordid display of the erect penis frightened her. 

“Frightened? I never felt such a strong urge to take control.”

Her reply is punctuated with laughter.

“Such a display of power. The helpless, bound male kneeling in the most subservient of positions before four members of the fairer sex. His precious organ fully exposed to the gaze of all. Slowly rising to full blossom. 

“I remember wondering when it would stop, never before having seen an erection. And I was impressed with the Asian woman’s controlling manipulation; very subtle touching. A brush of one nipple..., then the other. She also palmed his massive scrotum and gave it a gentle squeeze, the whole time softly speaking words of encouragement while the penis slowly but steadily rose. It was interesting to observe that after removing the bar she never actually touched the penis.

“I was spellbound. The subjugated, young male was reacting so obediently to her words and to her touch and seemed eager to please her. He stared at the woman with a look that I can only describe as part fear and part devotion. Like a puppy in training, hoping to please but concerned about committing an unintended transgression leading to punishment. It was evident his eyes could not focus with the special contact lenses. He could locate Nona’s silhouette, but it was as if he didn’t know we were standing nearby.

“Well, Doctor. I was enthralled. I remember thinking, ‘I’m going to have one of these for myself.’”

Lady Constance pauses for another sip of water. A knock on the door briefly interrupts her story. It is Jasmine, the tall, African woman who trains and cares for Boy. They exchange words while my pen captures more of the interview on my pad.

“Bring him in flaccid, Jasmine. I’ll call for you if I want him to stand.”

Jasmine turns to leave and nods to me with her pleasant smile. She is wearing her crisply starched, white uniform and walks to the door with the gait and authority of a well-trained soldier. The movement of her arms and legs evidences her exceptional strength and conditioning. I look forward to meeting with her and learning her story. We had briefly met before, and since I am scheduled to interview her later in the week, she is aware of my endeavors. 

“The morning cleaning, inspection and exercise has concluded. He’ll be joining us shortly.

“So to conclude the demonstration, the penis of number 23 was brought to full erection, and he remained absolutely motionless while I gaped at this huge pink and purple phallus pointing straight to the ceiling. Mother and the Director talked while I stood in awe. After a few minutes, Nona slipped her right hand under the mass of scrotal flesh and inserted two lubricated fingers into the boy’s rectum. With some dexterous motions of her digits the lad moaned and a clear fluid began to flow from the penis.

“Nona can completely drain him if desired. But the lesbian couple want him quite randy and ready for show.’

“The fingers were withdrawn and Nona stepped away. The Director and Mother continued to converse as Nona returned with a leash.

“We like walking the boys while fully erect. It’s good training and helps them establish self-control. Nona will keep him erect for about an hour as she leads him about and displays him to the other specialists. The girls enjoy watching an erect male under strict supervision and of course number 23 is happy to be free of the infibulation bar.’ 

“Nona snapped the leash onto the boy’s collar. ‘Up’, she said, in a pleasant but commanding tone, and the boy bent forward at the waist, pulled up to a kneeling position then stood. It was then that the ball sac jiggled like gelatin, unraveled and swung down between his thighs. I was once again in awe. The boy’s large eggs hung in the pink scrotal sac just short of his knees. Even Mother was amazed.

“Yes, 23 has been stretched. His new owners were quite specific; a rather simple process. Just takes time and constant attention’.

“Nona led the trainee away with his erection pointing straight up and his testicles swinging with each step. I could picture his lesbian owners being quite amused; a curious addition to the household. ‘Some people keep exotic animals,’ I thought to myself. 

“I turned my attention back to the Director and Mother.

“‘We do have a recent addition. Completely untrained..., still in the box so to speak’.

“The Director led us to the cages and there in the bottom left was this timid, naked teenager. He was collared and cuffed just as the others. Since the cage was so short from front to back, he laid in sort of a fetal position, knees pulled up toward his stomach, and a small chain attached to the wire mesh ran to his mouth.

“‘Just arrived. As you can see his tongue has been clamped to enforce our rule of silence, but otherwise we haven’t scheduled him for training yet so he won’t be ready for a long while. According to his file, he’s the same age as Constance.’

“Both Mother and I stooped to peer at the naked, male form. My heart leaped. He was so cute! I felt like I was in a pet store looking at puppies. I really wanted to take him home and keep him, even though I hadn’t a clue as to what to do with him. 

“Well, Mother must have liked him too, for she began asking questions concerning the lad’s background, health and of course penis length, all of which the Director answered adroitly until she finally made a suggestion.

“‘Why not stay for his cleaning and inspection? It only takes 30 minutes or so. After that, he’s scheduled to be depilated for the remainder of the day.’

“Well, I looked up at Mother with such a pleading look. She just couldn’t ignore me. And deep down I think she wanted to watch also. And so we stayed and I got to know Boy very well. The inspections at the clinic are very thorough and I have continued the procedure to this day.”

Another knock and the door to the room opens. In steps Boy, naked as always, followed by Jasmine. His entrance is slowed by tiny steps, and I look down to spot a very short chain connecting two ankle cuffs. His flaccid penis swings with each tiny step, its pendulous ark highlights the shiny jewelry of which Lady Constance is so fond. Behind, Jasmine slowly follows with leash in hand. As the procession nears the center of the room, I can see that the leash is attached to Boy’s genital clamp, that cruel instrument of persuasion used so effectively on the male gender. 

“Goodness, Jasmine. Has Boy misbehaved?’

“I prefer to be very cautious at the hotel, ma’am. Management is circumspect about having naked males loose in the hallway.’” 

“Well, I’m glad to see you, Boy. Has Jasmine been good to you this morning?”

Lady Constance speaks to Boy as if addressing a child, her voice having a soothing, pleasant cadence in a high pitch. Boy immediately goes to his knees upon hearing his Mistress’ voice. His training mandates that his head always be below the level of her waist. Jasmine reaches down and removes the ankle cuffs. Boy begins to crawl toward the sound of his Mistress’ voice before the genital clamp can be removed. He yelps when Jasmine yanks the leash as a reminder. Boy stops and waits patiently while Jasmine loosens the clamp.

A simple device, said to have been developed in Medieval times, the clamp is simply two flat pieces of wood, hinged face to face at the top edges. The hinged edges have a semi circle cut into the middle of each to form a circle when the boards lie end to end. Boy’s testicles are slipped through this circular hole. Thus it is worn just under the penis with one board hanging over the front of the scrotum, the other over the back. Two bolts are threaded through holes in the bottom of the boards. Wing nuts allow Boy’s trainer to tighten the boards together, which as one can imagine, closes the space between the hinged boards and pressures the gonads. Jasmine added another hole in the bottom of each board through which her leash is threaded. This additional feature allows her to sharply tug on the leash and temporarily squeeze the boards and his testicles even more. As Jasmine demonstrated, Boy’s reaction to tension on the leash is immediate and most servile.

“He gets excited. So happy to see Mistress,” Lady Constance cooed, in her baby voice.

I will pause here to explain the epistemology of Boy’s care and treatment. Jasmine’s duties include, not only cleaning, feeding, and training, but also to assure that Boy is kept in constant torment or heavy bondage when not in the presence of Lady Constance. When in her presence, all bonds and sources of torment are removed, except of course for his collar and wrist cuffs which are worn at all times and removed only for morning cleaning and stretching.

Thus, as a result of the years of repetitious, long term bondage, pain and humiliation, Boy knows that serving Lady Constance and being in her company affords the only relief possible from the daily rituals of torment and toil exacted by Jasmine. As the reader will learn from her interview, the powerful African woman is relentless, and Boy’s tears and groveling never earn a minute of mercy. Only Lady Constance provides such, and she extracts a price for it.

Jasmine’s fingers quickly remove the genital clamp. As she opens the hinged boards, I notice that layers of soft foam have mercifully been glued to the inner surface of the boards. At first, the modification appears to be an uncharacteristic concession toward moderation. But after further contemplation, I realize that the addition of the foam merely allows the clamp to be tightened and worn for extremely long periods, providing constant pain and discomfort without causing permanent damage.

With the removal of the evil device, Boy crawls toward his Mistress’s voice. The contact lenses limiting his vision are still worn, and from my position at the desk I am afforded an unimpeded view of the naked buttocks and scrotal sac, swinging with each movement of Boy’s thighs. Occasional changes in position also reveal the sizable, flaccid penis, with the various attached ornaments glinting in the room’s bright lights. Jasmine exits to an adjoining room wearing a smile of self-satisfaction. The rustling sound of her starched, white uniform causes Boy to freeze in fear. Lady Constance snaps her fingers with the additional command of “come!” and Boy resumes his awkward crawl to Lady Constance’s chair.

Boy is hairless from the neck down. Years of depilation and electrolysis destroyed most of his hair follicles. Jasmine’s morning inspection insures that those few strands that had escaped electrolysis are quickly removed. His appearance is oddly feminine. Whereas Jasmine’s forced exercise routines have kept Boy in excellent physical condition, the closely monitored sculpting of his body gives him the appearance of a lithe, female athlete rather than male. The carefully administered hormones have successfully imbued Boy with a body of firm but modest muscles covered with soft layers of effeminate flesh. Boy’s finger and toenails are painted with a thick layer of bright red, acrylic paint. His lengthy hair is trimmed at the jaw line in a “page boy” style, emulating that of a Dickensian choirboy. There is mascara around his eyes which I later learned is actually permanent tattooing. Overall, but for the sizeable scrotal sac and oddly bejeweled phallus, Boy’s appearance is very feminine. He is the same age as Lady Constance but appears to be no older than a teenager. 

Upon reaching Lady Constance, Boy lowers his head and an enormous, pink tongue begins licking her boots. His Mistress smiles and affectionately pats the top of his head. The warmth and comfort that Boy’s servility brings is quite evident as the hand of Lady Constance gently slides from the top of Boy’s head, down one side of his neck to his chest. The knowing fingers find his right nipple and casually pinch and toy. A soft laugh evidences Lady Constance’s enjoyment as the infibulated penis stirs.

“The hormones have provided Boy with a heightened level of sensitivity. He has the epidermis of a young girl, and the nipples are particularly reactive to the touch. The years of forced chastity have also made his pleasure center incredibly responsive to my presence. Without the infibulating piercing, I could bring him to full erection and ejaculation by merely massaging his skin and kneading his perky, effeminate nipples. He is completely subordinate to my will.” 

Lady Constance resumes her chronology. 

“Well, we stayed and watched as the Director called out to the large African woman who was just finishing with the boy on the treadmill. It was then that we were introduced to Jasmine and Mother was quite impressed with her skills and ability to handle boys even when they were not restrained. I’m sure she will share her background with you when you interview her. 

“Jasmine removed Boy from the cage, and we observed his inspection. Mother was impressed with both Boy and Jasmine. I intently watched Boy’s initial humiliation at Jasmine’s hands, while Mother negotiated a financial arrangement for Boy’s procurement.

“And then Mother and the Director discussed Boy’s training and development. ‘And I want his oral skills honed,’ I remember Mother emphasizing. ‘An infibulated male must have some usefulness.’ The Director nodded.

“He’ll be ready for a weekend visit in three months. I like the concept, and if it works we’ll be offering it to others’.

“Well, Doctor, I had not been listening to most of the discussion but that concluding statement got my attention. Boy would be visiting us! My own helpless naked male to play with!”

Lady Constance separates her thighs, as Boy works his prodigious tongue up her knee high boots. In a graceful and practiced motion, she lifts her left leg. Her pleated skirt easily yields, as her thigh drapes over the large arm of the stuffed chair, better opening herself to Boy’s oral service. Spurred by her change of position, Boy’s laps become longer and more animated as he approaches the top of her right boot. Lady Constance smiles. 

“Such a good boy!

“Three months later, Mother sent the chauffeur to the clinic to pick up Boy and Jasmine. From that point onward, Boy and Jasmine spent weekends at our house for the remainder of my teen years. Can you imagine Doctor, being trained in the day to day control and domination of the male by Mother and Jasmine? I learned eagerly and quickly and had a close hand view of the results of the clinic’s behavior modification process. Mother mandated that Boy have accomplished oral skills and that his genitals be much more presentable for the female viewing pleasure. The changes could be detected weekly. He slowly approached complete submission to the female gender and underwent physical changes, which any dominant woman would enjoy. You can judge the results for yourself.

“But imagine having a completely subservient male available when a girl’s monthly curse manifests itself, and available for those unpleasant duties in the bathroom. Yes, my teen years were heavenly. Having my own play toy gave me self-confidence. My girl friends envied me. In summer days, we moved to the country house where in the seclusion of the well protected estate, Boy became the object much outdoor amusement.”

Lady Constance paused and lifted the front of her pleated skirt. A well trained Boy edged forward. His face nuzzled between Lady Constance’s thighs. With a smile, Lady Constance released the skirt to cover the top of Boy’s head. 

“So eager to please.”

Occasional sounds of a wet tongue caressing moist flesh broke the brief silence, as Lady Constance gently patted Boy’s and encouraged closer proximity.

“The process of his complete subjugation was slow, steady and thorough. I remember the first time Jasmine masturbated him for me. I was excited. But I was also a little apprehensive. Mother told me that my participation was mandatory. So I put aside my reservations and adorned the clothing suggested by the clinic guidelines, a very brief halter-top with a very short pleated skirt, like a tennis outfit, but with no undergarments. 

“It was a Saturday morning and Boy had spent the evening in extreme bondage. Hogtied on the special table with ankles drawn up behind him and attached to his neck collar. Jasmine is very strict, as you have seen, for when she utilizes such a restraining position, she also slips wooden dowels behind his knees. They are secured to ropes to keep the thighs widely separated and also serve to painfully stretch the ligaments in the knees. When in such bondage, Jasmine also binds the scrotum and stretches it downward and clamps the tongue to stretch it outward. Boy’s hands remain cuffed behind him, and a bar is placed under arms at the elbow. When all the restraints are secured with cords properly tightened, he is completely immobile with pressure on his tongue, scrotum, knees, legs, arms and back. It’s delicious to view. Very long and slow torment, which of course is the objective, and to which Jasmine aspires wonderfully.

“Jasmine casually sits nearby, occasional tightening the restraints as deemed necessary and dabbing away the steady flow of tears. And Boy cries and whines. Speech is impossible with the tongue clamped and stretched and is forbidden in any case.

“Well, Doctor, the hours take their toll. Jasmine is relentless. Her extensive training provides for the maximum prolongation of the torment, knowing just when to temporarily release a limb or appendage that is becoming numb, providing the modicum of water needed to prevent dehydration, holding the receptacle for his excretions and monitoring his flow, offering the soft words of encouragement so necessary to complete the mental subjugation.

“‘Lady Constance will have you released soon. But you must show your gratitude...,’ or words to that effect.

“And then I enter at the appointed hour, expressing words of sympathy, examining my toy very closely, smoothing my hands over the well restrained arms and legs but waiting as suggested by the clinic’s guidelines for any offer of relief. Boy’s contact lenses are still in place mind you. But he can individualize my voice, and when I move to stoop near his head I make sure that the short front of my skirt flaps about enough to provide a good whiff of my feminine scent.

“Then I dry away some tears and pat his head.

“Good boys get a special reward.”

“He knows the signal, and I turn to Jasmine.

“Has Boy been good?

“Where upon Jasmine reports his conduct and the number of hours spent in the excruciating bondage, which I may add Doctor, over the months the time spent built to quite an impressive period. 

“I then instruct Jasmine to release him. It’s crucial that he know all relief is at my whim and jest. That a young girl his own age is in control of his body and over time also his mind, of course.

“The subtlety of who gives the command is important. Over the months he learns that I am the sole source of relief from the torment..., and source of any pleasure, what little he receives.” 

Lady Constance pauses. Her attention moves to Boy, as the fingers of her right hand gently toy with his left nipple. The sensitive, pink areola hardens and turns to a pencil point. Boy’s penis twitches and stirs. From my viewpoint, the head, which had been dangling loosely between the thighs, begins to become engorged as the shaft firms itself. 

“Careful, Boy. You don’t want to hurt yourself.”

Lady Constance coos in her soft, feminine voice. Her wicked smile reveals that her concern is feigned.

“We’ve replaced his infibulating bar with a very thin but strong wire. Jasmine has the penis head very firmly tucked away under the frenulum. He can just about urinate through the opening she allows. And any tumescence produces pain when the sensitive tip abrades the wire. But sometimes he just can’t control himself. He likes his Mistress so much, he wants to show off. Like a proud Peacock.

“Would you like to show off for the Doctor? Yes, I think you would.”

Lady Constance calls for Jasmine. The powerful black woman enters. She has donned latex gloves and holds in her hands some rubber paraphernalia, which includes tubing. Lady Constance smiles.

“You are a mind reader, Jasmine. Let’s show the good Doctor a very firm stand.”

Boy continues his oral ministrations but obsequiously spreads his knees even further. The amazing scrotal sac almost touches the carpet. Jasmine firmly but gently grips his testicles in a well-practiced move. She uses the sac for control as she inserts an inflatable plug into Boy’s anus. It is evident that Boy has been well lubricated, and that his backside has been well stretched as the sizeable plug is swallowed quickly. When finished, the rubber tubing connected to the plug emanates from his sphincter and attaches to a squeeze bulb. Lady Constance explains.

“With a little pressure on the prostate, Boy will stand for hours.

“Enough. Display position, Boy. Stand for the Doctor.”

The “stand” command refers to Boy’s penis. Boy slides back from the chair remaining on his knees. He rights himself at the waist. Jasmine slips the squeeze bulb between his legs so that the tubing passes to his front and hands it to Lady Constance. Boy then slowly leans back further and further until the back of his head rests on the soft hotel carpet. In this contortionist position, his legs, bent at the knees, are trapped under him as are his hands and arms. It is a most awkward position but assumed so naturally that the observer quickly concludes that years of training have ingrained its assumption upon the “stand” command. 

“You like his trinkets, Doctor? Many years of collecting little gifts from friends.”

Here, I will pause to explain. Boy’s penis is adorned with dozens of gold baubles resembling gewgaws worn on a charm bracelet. Each one is attached to a small ring, which pierces the skin of Boy’s penis. Over the years, after friends learned of Lady Constance’s enjoyment of such trinkets, gifts were made with the understanding that the donor could watch while Jasmine attached the offering to Boy’s appendage, sans anesthetic, of course.

As a result, Lady Constance’s wicked acquaintances always returned from trips and vacations with a small remembrance of the journey, which would forever be commemorated on Boy’s phallus. With the numerous friends and trips, Boy’s penis, when flaccid, is completely covered with the small offerings, except for the head, which is entrapped by the infibulating wire tightly squeezing the frenulum. Jasmine’s handiwork becomes quite evident in Boy’s position of subservience. The long, flaccid penis glints in the bright, hotel room lights. Small replicas of such mundane items as the Eiffel Tower, numerous classic automobiles, the Statue of Liberty, etc. can be discerned along with cleverly miniaturized bondage and torture devices. As Boy’s penis slowly engorges itself, the tintinnabulation of the stirring trinkets amuses Lady Constance. It seems the mere assumption of the awkward position and the command to “stand” is enough to begin the process of tumescence, and a smile of self-satisfaction steadily grows as she gives the rubber bulb a brisk squeeze.

“Now. Where were we..., ah yes, my first supervision of Boy’s masturbation.

“Jasmine is quite adept with bondage as you have seen. Within a minute, Boy was freed and you can only guess where he chose to manifest his freedom. Teenage boys undergoing hormone treatment are delightful to observe. With his randiness, he could not stop himself from craning his neck forward. His nose exploring my feminine scent, and his tongue offering, in exaggerated gratitude, oral service between my thighs. 

“What a feeling of power! I let him explore knowing that my scent would bring arousal. And with arousal the pain of the infibulating bar would soon have him groveling.

“Jasmine stood nearby. I remember stifling a sigh when his tongue found my young mound. Already wet from the heady feeling of power. He licked so tenderly, the clinic having trained him extensively, and it was difficult for me to retain my composure.

“But Boy was busy trying to maintain composure himself. He began to moan with the torment of his infibulation. I looked to Jasmine who nodded back, signaling the next step.

“Would you like to ejaculate for me, Boy?

“I spoke the words in as stentorian a voice as I could muster at that age. Boy whimpered, his tongue increasing its gentle and practiced endeavors.

“Jasmine drew up a small stool and sat behind Boy. A clear, glass, specimen dish was placed between his knees then her experienced fingers quickly removed the infibulating bar. I stood arms akimbo enjoying the ultimate submission of a young male.

“After a moment, Jasmine gruffly pulled back on Boy’s neck collar. He remained on his knees no longer bent at the waist. His chin was covered with my essence and although I had experienced several small orgasms, my genitalia ached for more attention. Which in time would come.

“Boy’s penis was enormous. It’s purple head, freed of the entrapping frenulum, pointed straight up. It drooled of pre-ejaculatory fluid. Boy’s young age and hormone treatments had his testicles and prostate gland in full production.

“Jasmine began her practiced routine. The fingers of a gloved, left hand toyed with Boy’s anus. Her right hand palmed and kneaded the pink eggs swinging between the thighs. Her touch caused the mammoth erection to twitch, which in turn brought a knowing smile to Jasmine’s earnest look.

“‘You’d like to come for your Mistress, wouldn’t you, Boy? Naked. Restrained. While on your knees and before your superior. What a nice tribute to offer her.’

“Jasmine offered these words in a smooth and dominant tone. As Boy nodded, her right hand grasped the stiff penis and slowly bent it downward. Boy grunted but remained in his position as Jasmine incredibly angled the amazing appendage down to the floor. She held it there, while her left hand continued its penetration of Boy’s sphincter. Within a minute, the flow of drool increased. 

“I have since learned that the male cannot ejaculate when the penis is held at such an angle. He can beg, squirm, gyrate, grovel..., but he cannot come.

“Well, Doctor, the flow of pre-ejaculatory fluid was impressive. Jasmine knows the male anatomy and with her trained fingers manipulating the prostate gland, it was like watching a cow’s udder giving milk. After several frustrating and humiliating minutes, Jasmine released Boy’s erection and pushed his face toward me. My thighs eagerly awaited his renewed efforts, and my scent spurred him to a most amazing explosion of sperm into the waiting specimen dish. Jasmine smiled and let his freed penis spurt. The motions of her left hand seemed to be timed to Boy’s eruptions. Later I realized it was the opposite. Jasmine’s well-trained fingers were actually milking Boy of his essence. His untouched, erect penis was reacting to her deft manipulation with glob after glob of semen. The dish was soon filled without a single stroke of the penis by Jasmine! She controlled his ejaculation from start to finish, and when he finally began to become flaccid, she twisted her left hand within Boy’s backside apparently greatly increasing the pressure, squeezed his penis between the thumb and forefinger of her right hand, then drew them down the length of the shaft, ridding his urethra of the last drop of drool. It was like squeezing the final dollop of toothpaste from the tube.

“I remember laughing. Jasmine was a delight to watch, and she played Boy like a musical instrument. There was nothing she could not extract from Boy, whether it be pain, pleasure, or a demonstration of emotion. Through her talents I was empowered with total control.

“Over time, Boy learned that complete subservience and loyal oral service earned him a very gratifying draining of his fluids.”

As Lady Constance completes her narrative, Boy’s manhood grows. The shaft is engorged and the entrapped head comically appears to become smaller by comparison. Boy grimaces with the pain, the thin wire obviously abrading the sensitive, hidden head. Lady Constance merely gives the rubber bulb another squeeze, pressuring the prostate gland and encouraging more tumescence. Jasmine stands nearby smiling with Boy’s discomfort.

“I like to let him squirm a bit, Doctor. When the wire is removed, he’ll put on quite a stand for you. The inflatable plug will keep him amazingly stiff. ”

We all watch in silence for a few minutes. Lady Constance and Jasmine are amused. I am awed by the demonstration of control but use the pause to reflect and catch up on my notes. 

Finally, when the mounting pain no longer allows Boy to remain in his position of subservience, Lady Constance nods and Jasmine steps to his side. The ends of the thin wire, inserted through the two piercings in the underside of his frenulum, are merely twisted together, somewhat like a bag tie. Jasmine untwists the wire, straightens it and pulls it out to the side. Incredibly, the purple head of one of the largest penises I have seen thrusts forth from its fleshy fold. Jasmine returns to the side of the room and within seconds Boy’s phallus stands straight up. The wet, purple head seems to be mounted on a pedestal of shiny, gold jewelry. It is massive compared to Boy’s svelte torso. The juxtaposition of the fleshy, bulbous head perched atop the long, metal sheathed shaft, standing some nine inches above Boy’s stomach, gives the appearance that Boy’s most prized possession is detached from his body. That it actually belongs elsewhere. And when Lady Constance gives the bulb another squeeze and the erection quivers in response, the viewer is indeed imparted with the impression that this most precious part of the male anatomy belongs to Lady Constance, and Boy is merely entrusted with the obligation of carrying it about for her. 

“Goodness, Jasmine. He’s dripping like a leaky faucet. When was he last milked?”

Pre-ejaculatory fluid is indeed oozing steadily. The flow makes the purple head glisten then disappears as it streams under the collection of trinkets.

“It’s been nearly two months, Lady Constance. I’ve scheduled a milking for Friday.” 

Lady Constance reads my mind.

“Why not observe, Doctor? You can interview Jasmine while she works him.”

The time is set. Friday morning, I will return to observe Boy’s morning inspection, his milking and interview the puissant Jasmine.

The interview concludes with Lady Constance promising to continue her chronology at another time. As I pack away my notes, Lady Constance hands the rubber bulb to Jasmine.

“Why not take him down to the chamber maid’s lounge, Jasmine. They seem to enjoy Boy’s company. And some of the new girls may not have met him as of yet. Keep him nice and hard. Use the freight elevator.”

Lady Constance arises from her chair, signaling the end of our chat.

“The help here are very good to us. I try to entertain and amuse. I also enjoy learning of the girls’ reaction. Some of them have definite dominant tendencies...” 

Jasmine is slipping Boy’s testicles into the genital clamp, as I exit to the hall. I try to visualize the reception he will be given by the collection of young, female, hotel employees. “The hotel must be a fascinating place to work”, I think to myself, as the sound of a soft bell and a flash of light announce the arrival of the private elevator.


Chapter Two

Interview with Jasmine

January 7, 1998

I sit in the room adjoining the one in which I interviewed Lady Constance. Courteously, a small table has been set up, Lady Constance evidently noticing my disposition for feverishly taking notes.

The room reminds me of a large, communal shower. The walls are tiled. The floor appears firm but is coated with a rubber like surface. My shoes make a slight impression with each step. There are no windows and sound echoes due the hard and smooth surfaces. Several drains complete my mental comparison to a shower room, as do various plumbing fixtures and hoses adorning a far wall.

I feel rather odd sitting and organizing my notes, while Jasmine changes into her morning “uniform”, for Boy obsequiously hangs nearby. Unbeknownst to me, when not serving Lady Constance Boy spends the night suspended on a special frame, designed to display his nakedness and highlight his complete submission. It is one of the more diabolical of touches which Lady Constance has imputed into the care and training of Boy, for I have not seen anything quite like it in the D/s community.

The frame is of specially welded, high quality, stainless steel piping. Foam padding covers the areas that bear Boy’s weight and thus makes the exceptionally long-term bondage tolerable. 

The main portion of the frame is a vertical pipe some three to four feet long. The top has a sturdy eyehook welded to it, which is firmly attached to the suspension cable hanging from the ceiling. This vertical pipe runs from the top of Boy’s head to his buttocks. A padded crosspiece is attached at the level of Boy’s shoulder blades. Boy’s upper arms are pulled back as always and as they drape over the padding the inside portion appears to bear much of his weight. At the bottom of the main pipe two shiny, flat lengths of steel are attached by way of a hinges. These surfaces form a “V” and support Boy’s thighs, forcing them apart. The hinges allow the surfaces to be widened, and I envision Jasmine placing Boy in the most uncomfortable of positions with thighs widely split. Boy’s legs are bent back at the knee. Cuffs secure his feet well back and the ankles are tightly bound to eyehooks at the bottom of the vertical pipe. The back of Boy’s neck collar is attached to the pipe near the top. This final detail making Boy completely immobile except, comically, his lengthy scrotum with the spangled penis limply resting on top, swings about and jiggles with the slightest of Boy’s attempted movements.

Overall, the devilish frame places Boy in the most vulnerable of positions. His effeminate nipples are thrust forward and his thighs are well separated. His reproductive organs curiously invite the scrutiny of the most indifferent of observers for the frame is hung placing the genitals at eye level. With his complete state of submission, demented thoughts and fantasies creep into even the most virtuous of minds, since it is impossible to ignore his prodigious organs. 

It is difficult to visualize how Boy sleeps situated on the frame. But then I realize, in keeping with Lady Constance’s policy, the extreme bondage makes him very eager to please his Mistress when he’s released. And invitations, if and when extended, to share Lady Constance’s bed rather than hang helplessly on the frame, must be met with the most enthusiastic of responses and result in energetic service. 

Jasmine steps from the changing room. I am shocked to see that her white, nurse’s uniform has been replaced with the briefest of attire. Her large breasts are covered by a thin layer of black latex in the form of a halter. It clings to her mammaries leaving her nipples perfectly outlined beneath. Over her pubes is a matching black, rubber apron freely hanging from a thin cord around her waist. There is no other garment, even her feet are bare.

I cannot stop myself from staring, for her physique is incredibly muscular. She has the appearance of a professional body builder with huge muscles that flex and roll with every movement. Her torso displays the characteristic ripples of abdominal muscles which have been toned to perfection and the rubber apron glances off powerful thighs, as she gracefully approaches Boy.

“Good morning, Doctor. You’ll understand the utility of my attire as the morning routine progresses.”

I flip back in my notes and use my pen to highlight the comment by Lady Constance that her Mother was impressed by the way Jasmine could handle the males at the clinic, even when they were not restrained. It is evident that Jasmine’s incredible strength can overpower the most recalcitrant of teenagers. And I don’t doubt either that at close to six feet and some 180 pounds of mostly muscle, she can bring most adult males under control.

I also note that Jasmine speaks with a very cultured British accent. Had I closed my eyes, the even tone and perfectly annunciated words would acoustically place me in an upper crust London club instead of a New York hotel.

Jasmine steps to Boy’s side. In her left hand is a cotton swab, in her right a hypodermic needle. When she turns to swab the alcohol soaked cotton on Boy’s flesh, her buttocks are exposed to me. They are huge, perfectly formed, and naked and my distraction is broken by Jasmine’s voice.

“Boy’s hormones. He receives a shot every week; mostly female hormones with a little testosterone to keep him randy for Lady Constance. The combination has a most interesting effect, wouldn’t you say, Doctor?”

Jasmine callously jabs Boy’s left cheek with the needle and deftly presses the plunger. Boy’s uncontrollable spasmodic reaction makes his penis flop, bringing a knowing smile to Jasmine’s face. She smoothes her left hand along his thigh, up his stomach and playfully kneads his left nipple, highlighting her comment concerning the effect of the hormones by tweaking his most effeminate attribute and displaying it to me. 

“Lady Constance is considering having him grow breasts. It’s easily done.”

The smiling Jasmine removes the needle and steps back. The action with her hands causes the frame and Boy to slowly twist at the end of the suspension cable, providing added emphasis to his helpless and bound state.

“Just a little change in the hormones is all it takes.”

I ponder if the comment is for my edification or is part of the process of further impressing Boy with the extent of his complete submission. To realize that, at his Mistress’s whim, his body could be further feminized and altered for amusement must provoke the most servile of thoughts. And I believe had his neck collar not been so tightly fastened to the vertical pipe, he would signal some form of objection or concern.

Jasmine moves to a nearby table. The hypodermic needle is discarded, and she retrieves a clear plastic container. Returning to Boy, she holds the container under his flaccid penis. It is very tightly infibulated (over the period of my many visits with Lady Constance and Boy and subsequent considerable research, I learned much about the shape and condition of the infibulated penis), the skin of the frenulum is pulled forward and tightened by the thin wire to such an extent that the end is tapered to resemble a large dart. It is an amazingly different appearance compared to the large, bulbous, purple head which Lady Constance displayed for me only days before.

Jasmine drapes the penis into the container. She also seems to recognize that the infibulating wire may be so tight as to block the urethra. The nail of her index finger pokes and prods and when Boy noticeably jerks in his tight bonds, Jasmine smiles, knowing that her finger has cleared Boy’s passage for urination.

“Time to empty yourself for me. Give me a nice sample.”

On cue, Boy’s flow begins with Jasmine holding the container in one hand and playfully directing the penis with the other…

“He’s well trained. Only relieves his bladder upon command and under the close supervision of a woman. A sample is tested every week for any afflictions. You should know, Doctor, that Boy gets the best of care.”

Yes. It’s an interesting contrast. In terms of health and nutrition the helpless, vulnerable, well-bound Boy is treated better than a prized racehorse, for after Boy finishes, it is feeding time. Jasmine lowers the frame so that his knees almost touch the floor, and Boy’s head is just above the level of Jasmine’s waist. 

The container is exchanged at the table for a bowl of mush.

“Highly nutritious. Full of fiber, vitamins, calories..., and it tastes terrible. But Boy never complains.”

Jasmine smiles with the irony of her observation, since Boy’s silence is mandated by the omnipotent Lady Constance and enforced by her own wicked hand. 

I begin the interview as Jasmine patiently spoons the mush into Boy’s mouth.

“Perhaps, Jasmine, you can give me a synopsis of your background. From the point where you began to handle males.” 

With that suggestion, she began a long narrative, which I recorded word for word as best as my dictation skills allowed.

“I was born and raised in Nigeria. My parents were well educated, and my father was involved in the government, which meant, as opposed to government employees in most developed countries, we were wealthy. Government positions mean power in undeveloped countries. Power means money.

“I was privileged to attend the best schools and at age twelve was sent to study in England where I eventually attained a Bachelor’s degree in abnormal psychology from a prestigious British institution. I began to attend graduate school. But at the end of my second semester, civil war broke out in my country. I was called home to assist the military.

“I was always athletic in school having won many events in track and field. When I reported for military service, something in my demeanor caught the attention of a most interesting woman, who spearheaded one of the intelligence branches. She noted my degree in psychology and also my completed year of schooling toward a Masters Degree in psychiatric nursing. When she interviewed me, what also became apparent to her, was a certain disdain I had for males. 

“You see the interview took place deep in the bowels of the military intelligence building and while we chatted, certain rebel prisoners were being interrogated. The sounds of their cries and pitiful pleas for mercy brought a wry smile to the face of my interviewer, and the fact that I was likewise not phased by such activity, pleased her and was highlighted in my file.

“So, I was inducted and began a rigorous training program. My stamina from track events proved useful, for upper body strength was mandated and, as you can see Doctor, the military was quite thorough in their program, which I completed with enthusiasm.

“After months of training and an extensive physical regimen, which added many pounds of muscle and inches of flesh, I was introduced to my new role as interrogator.

“You must understand, Doctor, that the African male is a very proud beast. All social interaction resolves around the male as leader and being superior to all. Therefore our interrogation techniques were specifically designed to exploit this weakness and misperception.

“The threat of demonstrating the fallibility of the powerful male and gradual emasculation proved to be a very effective interrogation technique.

“So when a captured rebel soldier was believed to possess valuable information, he was turned over to our department, which incidentally was staffed solely with women. We were instructed that the quality and thoroughness of information obtained was more important than the timing. Therefore, we had complete discretion concerning methodology, as long as the results were accurate and useful. And they consistently were.

“We never failed to break a prisoner.” 

[With this strongly emphasized statement, Jasmine paused from her feeding and smiled with the seemingly pleasant reflection.]

“The typical prisoner arrived in the deep basement of intelligence headquarters restrained in a medical strait jacket, and nothing else except ankle cuffs and a short hobbling chain. From the waist down, he was exposed. And the reaction of the proud soldier to being so exposed to pretty, young, female handlers was interesting. I enjoyed most those who became erect despite their efforts to control themselves. Those were the prisoners who, when broken, gave us the most information.

“I can also tell you, Doctor, that after the uprising ended, I received very humble correspondence from some of those, and I still do to this day..., but that’s another story. 

“So the prisoners lined up and the staff of interrogators chose their subject. There was an unwritten hierarchy among the interrogators based on seniority, but for the most part I was never disappointed with those placed in my charge. The feeling of power is incredibly heady. And when you look straight into the face of a half naked, restrained, young male and tie a control leash around his scrotum, the rush is indescribable.

“The psychological games were very well designed and effective. Most prisoners arrived on Monday. And it was explained to the prisoners that Sunday would be interview day. In the interim, silence was enforced while the interrogators established control. On Sunday, after some six days of torment, the prisoner was given an opportunity to talk. If he provided useful information, he was released. If not, he spent another week with us.

“Rarely did anyone intentionally spend another week by remaining silent. On occasion, we would recycle some poor, young male to demonstrate our resolve or perhaps because an interrogator particularly enjoyed tormenting him. But for the most part, when Sunday came about they sang like canaries.”

[Boy finishes the mush. Jasmine places the bowl on the table and slowly lowers the cable until Boy’s knees touch the rubber-coated floor. Jasmine guides Boy’s head forward and downward as the cable slackens. When it rests on the floor, the frame is unhooked and Jasmine mercifully releases Boy from his bonds including his neck collar. Surprisingly, when Jasmine slides the metal pipe down Boy’s spine, a ‘plopping’ sound reveals that a steel plug, welded to the bottom of the pipe, had been penetrating Boy’s anus for the entire time of his suspension. Thus Boy’s weight was borne not only by his arms and separated thighs, but also partially by the sizeable shiny, steel, butt plug. Jasmine notices my look of surprise.]

“We keep Boy opened for a variety of reasons.”

[With that brief explanation, Boy is completely freed of all bonds. It is the only time of the day when his arms are not cruelly secured behind his back. But he remains motionless, kneeling on all fours. The daily regimen is well ingrained, and I notice that his thighs remain well separated. It seems at all times he endeavors to display his mammoth testicles and bejeweled penis to the female sex.

Jasmine positions herself directly in front of Boy. With her hands on her hips, she makes a very imposing figure, a dark skinned Goddess exuding power and strength. Boy lowers his head and kisses her feet. A long, pink tongue then appears and licks. Jasmine resumes her story as Boy, in what appears to be a well practiced ritual, slowly moves his head up, applying long, slow, affectionate laps with his tongue to well muscled calves.]

“Well, Doctor, you can imagine what a group of dominant aggressive women would do to restrained males. Our training and tactics revolved around the male organ. In Nigeria, as in most African countries, circumcision is not common. In fact, it is disdained as abnormal, considered as a disfigurement, which subjects the male to ridicule, an opening to question his masculinity.

“So, to establish authority, I routinely removed the foreskin of my subject. Not done in a normal manner you understand, but instead, with me standing between the legs of a completely shaven, very well restrained prisoner. I learned to work the scalpel slowly and developed a technique that left the prisoner’s penis cut high and tight. This involved removing every centimeter of flesh I could gather. There was no anesthesia of course. And when and if a prisoner fainted, I merely waited until he was revived to complete the procedure.

“This painful operation created the bond which the interrogator needed with the prisoner. My power and control was established with the proud male mentally vanquished.

“And it was made quite clear to the prisoner that other alterations could be performed. I, for one, relished explaining how easy it was to remove the testicles. ‘Quicker than circumcision,’ I would casually quip. And the shock would cause the horrid reality of complete helplessness to settle into the psyche of the prisoner. A woman was in complete control of his precious organs! And with the excruciating pain of the circumcision and the high and tight cut, he knew there was no bluffing.

“The days following the operation were used to further establish control. Feeding the prisoner, assisting with bodily functions, changing bandages with close inspection of the incision.

“Toward the end of the week, if I felt the prisoner remained reluctant, I would mark the sides of his scrotum with a felt tipped pen. Then graphically describe the simple incisions, snipping of nerves and blood vessels, and removal of the precious organs, which would render him permanently neutered.

“By Saturday, the prisoners were ready to provide whatever information they could. In fact, most were eager. But for those rare exceptions where a recalcitrant prisoner expressed resistance, we had one long-term prisoner we kept as a pet. Neutered and feminized, one of his duties was to provide oral service to the prisoners choosing to remain silent. And while the reluctant prisoner fought the contrasting emotions of pleasure in having his genitals licked with the mental torment of having it done by a man, or former man, I would explain that it could easily be his next function. The interrogation unit could easily accommodate another servile eunuch with an agile tongue.”

“It was a very effective and persuasive procedure.”

[Boy’s tongue reached Jasmine’s thighs. Her hands patted the top of his head and stroked the simple but effeminately styled hair. With a smile, she parted her feet and she lifted the rubber apron so it rested on Boy’s coiffure.]

“Given the time, I could elaborate much more on the games we played. Having complete control and active libidos, Doctor, you can imagine the uses to which we put our prisoners. Some had very good tongues, and that’s where I discovered the delights of oral pleasure.

“You see I have an extremely large clitoris. Therefore, as Boy has discovered, I find direct oral stimulation to be much more pleasurable than vaginal penetration. And ever since those days in the Nigerian military I have preferred the lips and tongue of the subjugated male over any other sexual activity.” 

[Jasmine stopped and grinned. Boy’s tongue had evidently encountered the aforementioned part of the female anatomy and the thrilling wave of pleasure was apparent. Her feet slipped further apart. Boy’s head bobbed earnestly. After a few moments, Jasmine regained some composure.]

“Boy’s tongue is particularly attentive this morning. He knows he’s going to be milked and wants to show his gratitude.”

[Jasmine silently allowed Boy to pleasure her oversized clitoris. Her hands, initially on top of his head, moved after a few moments to his ears. There she worked her fingers under his hair, grabbed the fleshy protrusions and aggressively pulled his head between her thighs. The sounds of wet tongue and lips became louder as Jasmine’s pleasure mounted.

Finally, with her thigh muscles contracting noticeably, Jasmine groaned and abruptly shoved Boy away. She resumed her story.]

“Well the uprising ended and my services in military intelligence were no longer needed. It was dangerous for me to remain in Nigeria. There were numerous circumcised rebels seeking revenge, although strangely enough, as I mentioned, I received occasional correspondence from some former prisoners requesting meetings.

“You’d find that of interest, Doctor. The humbled, male warrior seeking further humiliation at the hands of his inquisitor...

“Well, it was not possible to determine which former prisoner truly desired more of my special attention and which sought revenge, so I returned to the safety of England to complete my studies.

“My military service had spurred a curiosity within me, and, while I completed my Masters degree, I also took many courses which concerned the male. Basic urology, male reproduction, and any courses related to the male anatomy. I did extensive research into male behavior..., the affect of hormones on the psyche.

“I volunteered at a nearby animal clinic and truly learned to perform castrations. I was fascinated with the changes in behavior that a simple operation could manifest.

“And as a result, I became very knowledgeable concerning all facets of male behavior. The mental aspects and the interrelationship of the physical.”

[At this point in the story, Jasmine was coating Boy’s body with mineral oil. Her narrative slowed as she began to methodically inspect every inch of Boy’s flesh. This was followed by a most aggressive massage, which included pulling and bending Boy’s limbs into incredibly awkward positions. On occasion, Boy cried out, which interrupted Jasmine and earned him more pressure on the subject limb. The naked Boy and the nearly naked Jasmine appeared to be in a rather uneven wrestling match, with Jasmine demonstrating very painful holds and Boy docilely accepting his losing status.

After several minutes of rolling and flipping Boy like a toy doll, Jasmine reached under Boy’s buttocks, firmly gripped his scrotum in her right hand, pulled back and stood. Boy quickly brought himself to his hands and knees to relieve the tension, but Jasmine slowly raised her clenched hand until Boy was forced to position himself on the very tips of his fingers and toes with his sizable scrotum pulled back between his thighs. The pink flesh was stretched taut by Jasmine’s gruff handling, and its modified state was quite apparent since the bottom end where the testicles nestled was held upwards as high as the level of Jasmine’s waist.

It was a very impressive display of power, and I sincerely believe Jasmine had the strength to lift Boy entirely off the floor and dangle him by his precious organs.

But after looking at me and smiling, she just stood while Boy very carefully balanced himself. Any movement on his part increased the pressure, which he desperately sought to avoid. So he obsequiously remained in the most humiliating of positions while Jasmine continued.]

“So what does a dominant female do with all this training and knowledge?

“I could not return to Nigeria. So upon receiving my degree, I applied for positions in several psychiatric prisons in England and Europe. I relished the opportunity to handle males, although I knew my military experience was unique, and I probably would not have the opportunity to replicate it.

“But then Ms. W----- came to London to interview some of the graduates. She’s the director of the clinic where Boy was first trained to serve. In our first meeting, it became evident that we shared many philosophies concerning the handling of the male. But then when I told her of the details of my military experience, which I obviously did not have listed on my resume, I was hired instantly.

“And so it was off to Europe.”

[Jasmine lowered Boy’s testicles allowing him to better balance himself. She then used his scrotum as a handle and pulled him to the far wall where the hoses hung in waiting. Boy comically scampered on all fours. Experience told him where he was going. Jasmine’s firm grip assured that he would get there without delay. 

When Jasmine released her hold, Boy obediently turned his backside toward the wall. Jasmine removed a hose. A familiar nozzle on the end told me where it was to be placed and Boy’s anus, well opened from the butt plug and lubricated during the massage, accepted the business end without resistance. Several quick squeezes of a rubber bulb indicated it was an inflatable nozzle. After a noticeable groan from Boy, Jasmine squeezed twice more then slowly turned on a valve.]

“You’re going to take an extra couple of pints for the Doctor this morning, Boy. Nice and high for me. Head down..., buttocks up.” 

[Boy’s forehead touched the floor and as commanded he knelt with his effeminate cheeks pushed up. As always well separated thighs left his organs freely swinging.]

“I learned much at the clinic, particularly concerning the long term care of younger males. You understand that my military experience was comprised of only short-term contact. Ms. W----- was very experienced, and my education in abnormal psychology became most useful in transforming her charges into submissive, groveling playthings.

“Her contacts were impressive. There was a worldwide network seeking candidates for her. And of course her clientele were comprised of the extremely rich and in some cases people of great notoriety. You’d be surprised, Doctor, to learn which famous people have a naked, submissive male secured in their closet waiting to lick the shoes of his Mistress. Or who owns a secluded ranch where feminized, young males fulfill the most unusual whims and fantasies of weekend guests. Yes, there’s global demand for the likes of Boy, and my years at the clinic were gratifying in assisting to develop an appropriate supply.”

[Jasmine removed another hose from the wall while she talked. This one ended with a shower nozzle, which with a twist of a valve spewed a curtain of water over Boy’s kneeling form.

After soaking him thoroughly, she retrieved a large bar of soap and a brush and began to slowly lather Boy’s entire body. The utility of her latex halter and apron became apparent with her proximity to the wet, soapy, naked Boy.] 

“Within a few months at the clinic, I was taught to infibulate the new arrivals. It’s really a very simple procedure, but the spacing of the piercing is very important. A young, male’s frenulum must be pinched tightly over the penis head to be most effective. And Ms. W----- noted that I did it the tightest.

“Ms. W----- also noted my work in neutering animals, and I was placed in charge of alterations when demanded. A certain Chinese woman, for example, insisted that neutered males provided the most attentive oral service and I must confess, Doctor, that after the quick and simple removal of the testicles, training became much simpler and quicker. And the hours of teaching good tongue work has marvelous rewards, as you can imagine. I have a theory that the altered male can be trained to attain a curious level of sexual gratification by orally servicing a demanding female. I plan to write a research paper on the subject at some point.”

[Jasmine was scrubbing away. Boy was covered from head to toe with suds and a level of discomfort was becoming apparent. It was not possible to discern whether the enema hose was filling him to a level of unbearable pressure, or Jasmine’s scrub brush was abrading his skin. I could only assume both were occurring and Jasmine seemed to enjoy the reaction.

While she cleaned, she also inspected. Beginning at the head and working down, every cranny was poked, pinched and examined in the bright lights. When she reached the buttocks, her slippery, soaped hands placed the bar and brush on the floor and grasped the scrotum.]

“I always give the testicles a good examination, feeling for cysts and unusual growths.”

[Jasmine’s strong, black hands pulled Boy’s enormous, scrotal sac back between his thighs. She stretched the hairless, pink skin with her left hand until the large gonads appeared to be two lumps lying in a bag of flesh. Her right hand began to pinch and squeeze the vulnerable testicles testing Boy’s composure. He remained motionless, and this observer was impressed. It appeared that Jasmine truly owned the organs and could play with them at will. With her extensive knowledge of the male reproductive system, she knew just how much could be meted out without damage, and, at her whim, Boy’s sensitive eggs were taken to that level.

When she finally released the scrotum it swung back and forth heavily, while she poked his lower abdomen. Apparently satisfied with the level of expansion, Jasmine arose and turned off the enema hose.]

“Up. Show the Doctor your nice plump belly.”

[Boy slowly straightened at the waist, remaining on his knees. As the soapsuds glided down his wet body, his distended stomach came into view. It was apparent that the pressure stimulated the prostate and caused his penis to be partially engorged. The tight, infibulating wire was performing its function admirably in painfully preventing full tumescence. With his blurred contact lenses, he just stared into space, docilely accepting what for him was a daily ritual, but for me was fascinating grist for my writing mill.

A knock came on the door. Jasmine moved to the far end of the room to open it. Her extensive muscling allowed her to seemingly float across the room, and I again found myself transfixed by the flex and roll in her naked calves and thighs.]

“Hello, Mary. You’re a little early for us.”

[A young woman stepped into the tiled room. The absence of any reaction to Boy’s naked, wet and kneeling form told me she was familiar with his situation. She was uniformed in white and carried a bag stuffed, judging from the protruding electrical cords, with various appliances.

She was pretty with angelic features. Her demur temperament and dutiful nod in response to Jasmine’s greeting indicated she was most likely a low level employee. I was most impressed by her level of comfort with the unusual scene. Whereas most girls her age would be shocked or repulsed, the sight of Boy seemed to bring a pleasant smile and a look of satisfaction to her otherwise expressionless face.]

“Boy is going to be milked, Mary. You’ll find it interesting if you care to stay. You can make him presentable while he’s being iced.”

[Mary’s smile broadened with the suggestion, and she placed her bag on the table next to Jasmine’s paraphernalia. 

Jasmine returned to her duties and doused Boy with the spray hose. The rinsing removed the last remnants of soap, and he appeared to be more naked than ever..., wet, hands placed on top of his head, not even a neck collar for covering.

Jasmine stepped back to survey her work. I wondered if she concluded the same..., a male in the most submissive of states, skin cleansed to a noticeable pink color, intestines filled at the behest of a woman, penis entrapped and adorned with the trinkets of his mistress, stretched scrotum swinging, docilely kneeling and displayed totally naked..., he symbolized the ultimate power of the female.

The brief respite ended when Jasmine toyed with the hose emanating from Boy’s backside, while Mary retrieved various items from her bag and set them out on the table. My curiosity was satisfied when I spied a hair dryer, nail polish and various other cosmetics being placed on the table. Mary was a cosmetician.]
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