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Chapter One

“I had many young men. And just like you every one of them not only stood so nicely for me but also watched so docilely while I stroked almost every night. Yes, they became very receptive to my touch. And when it came time for marriage, each made a wonderfully submissive husband, eager to perform the most demeaning and menial task in expectation of the soft, rewarding grip of a feminine hand.  “Of course I had to teach their wives the proper technique. As you can imagine, every penis is a little different. But with experience, a woman learns to sense the desired manipulation... you know... a little twist at the top of the stroke... perhaps a little jiggle of the gonads. A man’s needs become rather obvious when being masturbated... no disguised emotions... no facade of disinterest.”

I humbly must listen and watch as this matronly woman, many years my senior, narrates and labors away. She fervently strokes my erect penis with a touch which can only be described as heavenly.

I would like to assist. My ingrained maleness tells me to gain control... to either reach down and finish the prolonged endeavor with one final climactic twist of my palm on the glans penis, or to reach around my tormentress’ rubber apron and beneath her starched white uniform to explore between her thighs and return the favor of her teasing sexual benevolence. 

But alas, I can do neither. Twenty pounds of steel encumbers neck and wrists. Thus I sit in the mandated position on the small masturbation table, thighs obediently spread, back straight, trying my best to remain patient while the devilish woman has her way. As I have learned after many nights, it is she who is in control and I must, along with the abject humiliation, meekly absorb the indescribable and prolonged pleasure.

I deliberately allow my mind to wander, mentally cloaking the humiliation. I recall that as a teenager, among my male friends, the act of ejaculation was referred to as ‘pulling the trigger’. As I am stroked my imagination visualizes me holding a gun in one hand, my erect manhood in the other. Strangely I am unable to fire, waiting until this unctuous woman in white gives the command. The daydream is a peculiar mingling of sexual fantasy with my military training, unable to pull a trigger, brought on I am sure by the aggravation of weeks of confinement and the degradation of having my penis forcibly perform.

While the thrill of her touch so excites, the notion of her dominion so humiliates. With the conflicting emotions I have learned to divert my thoughts, however difficult that is. I know I must bear the frustration of unsatiated pleasure until the woman slips the fingers of her left hand into my rectum, moderates the angle of my engorged phallus and gives an ultimate twisting stroke to finally permit my essence to harmlessly explode into her rubber apron. She will then quite thoroughly milk my maleness of every drop, cooing embarrassing words of encouragement as firm fingers dutifully drain my organs. Such will gratefully respond and give all, my softening penis turning into a cow’s udder as the woman’s deft fingers squeeze from it every drop. Until that time, she knowingly keeps my erect penis bent downward, whimsically kneading, caressing and fondling, fully aware that the forced angle makes eruption impossible.

She is a master. And my initial resistance to her method of establishing control crumbled so quickly. Now, in a strange way... despite the price to be paid by my male psyche... I welcome her nightly visits.

Yes, I watch and listen like a puppy in training, in expectation of a tasty tidbit, awaiting with tail wagging for the next command... in my case permission to ignominiously display my constrained male virility in order to be bestowed with the treat of dousing her rubber apron with my sperm.

I try not to think about my beloved Mary during these mental ordeals. Her embrace, her kiss, the warmth of her flesh, the sound of her kittenish whimpers as my engorged manhood burrows into her sheath.

Though the derived pleasure of being with her is ironically comparable to that accorded by my masturbatrix, Mary’s attention is affectionate... so warm and loving. In my cell, though the physical touch consoles, it is sordid... clinical... a function akin to having a bowel movement. 

No, I do not think of Mary.

Thus my diverted thoughts wander to that fateful night of conflict. There is no point in concentrating on my pending climax. It is her charge to determine when and how I will spill my seed. And when she deems my penis ready, it will perform for her like a trained circus animal. The night battle was fierce and seemingly quick. My company fought hard. The odds were against us. We were surrounded from the start. The element of surprise was apparently compromised by either good intelligence on the part of our opponents, bad luck or a breach of security on our side.

The enemy troops were firing at our parachutes and those of us who landed alive were not able to coordinate a viable defense. Most of our soldiers simply ran out of ammunition, the ability to locate dropped supplies curtailed by the barrage of mortars and machine gun fire.

Thus with an empty gun, I was captured along with countless others. And despite survival training, one can never be properly acclimated to the duress and mental supplication of being a prisoner.

Overall, the assault was a disaster. A cease-fire was arranged within hours and our President, re-election pending, chose to sweep all events under the carpet. The treatment of prisoners of war was not discussed in the subsequent treaty. The hastily drawn document addressed those elements that were deemed more pertinent to a successful election campaign than the humane treatment of losing soldiers.

Voters were not to be reminded of our futile effort. We were abandoned. 

In being captured, survival school training suggested that I expect the worst. I was prepared for physical abuse in being questioned... interrogated as to battlefield tactics, communication codes, military objectives, etc. What followed was the opposite. The cease-fire brought a degree of nonchalance from our captors. No one asked a single question as we were herded into an old barn  and made to sit in coldness for hours. And such should have been of concern to me. Normal processing requires that name, rank and serial number be divulged and then passed on to the International Red Cross. The fact that no data was assembled on the dozens of men from my company should have been the first warning.

We were to be among the ‘missing in action’ in my home country. There would be no inquiries as to our treatment as prisoners of war. We were not reported as being held captive, and after all, according to our ‘fearless’ leader, there was no war.   

So we sat until sometime the following afternoon. Then the supervising captor became busy on his radio, speaking in the foreign tongue, which we, in happier times, used to mimic as rapidly spoken gibberish.   

We mocked no more.

In heavy accented English, we were commanded to stand and line up. With numerous menacing machine guns targeted at our group, we were directed to remove our pants and underwear. Then a wizened grimy veteran strolled down the line and gruffly covered every head with a loose canvas hood. It seemed like we remained standing for hours until a brisk waft of cool air told me the barn door had opened. Then there was gibberish... most deferential gibberish... and then a woman’s voice!

In being so forcibly exposed to the opposite sex, every convention for the care of prisoners was violated. 

What followed was a shocking introduction to our treatment. And I quickly learned that the conventions were meaningless.

“Keep your hands on your head at all times!” the accented voice commanded.

And so I stood. In the silence, rustling noises could be heard from my right. The woman’s voice sternly rang out ‘Nugat’... a word I knew to mean ‘No’.

Then more rustling and the words ‘Shriften une’... ‘this one’. 

After several more proclamations, hands began toying with my genitals. In rolling my eyes downward, my lower peripheral vision and the loose hood permitted me to glimpse at dark, large but effeminate hands, one cupping my scrotum, the other stretching my flaccid penis. I squirmed and a soft accented woman’s voice demanded in English that I hold still. Then she began to stroke and I was shocked at the level of skill used to quickly bring my penis to full erection. Despite the cold... despite the strange

circumstances... despite the adrenaline and high level of emotional fear... the hands worked me to full tumescence.

Then I hard a soft feminine chortle and the words ‘shriften une’. Wetness was felt on my right buttock. Later I found that I was marked, a crude letter ‘X’ painted on my posterior. 

That simple marking sealed my fate.


Chapter Two

“Okay. Look down. Watch carefully. I want you looking while all that buildup is expelled. Right here on the apron now.”

Her smooth but firm words pluck me from my daydream. I obediently gaze downward as the probing fingers of her left hand begin to penetrate my rectum. My masturbatrix always finds my prostate with surprising ease and there is heightened embarrassment as my anus yields. Then comes the strange uniquely male sensation of both discomfort and peculiar pleasure as the fleshy pulp within is manipulated, pressured by fingertips which have so often kneaded the hidden gland. I tremble and she knows she has found the spot.

“Oh yes, Captain. Your prostate is begging for attention.”

My erection remains pointed down as her right hand strokes in earnest. She can feel my advanced state of arousal, my need to climax. Instead of release, she works her hands to build more lust, demonstrating her control. My gland both celebrates and recoils with the pain pleasure. I so much wish to surrender. I am helpless. A moan escapes. She smiles.

“Yes, such a good boy, but so full of nastiness. Would you like to come for me? Hmm? Shoot all the gooey buildup?”

She gently strokes as she taunts. My need is indeed dire, yet her right hand merely pumps with wary steadiness and her penetrating fingers pressure more.

“You know the position.”

Yes, I do. I straighten my knees so that my feet no longer dangle off the table edge but instead jut forward to the left and right of her hips. 

“Spread nice and wide, arch your back. You’ll feel better.”

I comply, pushing my feet as far apart as possible, sitting well-spread, back straight with my lower spine curved. The required posture adds something to the process. Indescribable for me, the experienced woman understands the male anatomy and knows that the prostate becomes more accessible and the rigid posture does something to the ganglia in my back. I feel my penis stiffen even more. 

 “Say the words for me.”

I am shaking. Perspiration exudes. I once again must submit, mentally and physically, to the woman who so masterfully controls my most pressing need. I concede, as I have so often, sitting so awkwardly while she works, playing my penis like a musical instrument. 

“May I please come for you?”

Two more strokes A smile... a wry smile.

“Such a good boy.”

She looks into my shamed eyes. Once again I have surrendered completely, begged for release. Her smile broadens but remains devilish as she moderates her strokes and allows the need to build.

“Yes... you may.”

She slowly lessens the aggravating angle of my erection. I dutifully explode... on cue... in response to her governance... not mine... precisely where she wants to see my essence linger.  

A splat soils the black rubber apron. She makes me watch as her fingers manipulate, maximizing the pleasure and the explosions of thick whitish sperm. To the physical act of submitting to her demand for climax is added the psychological burden of having to assume the correct posture and to observe. A woman controls my most basic male need.

My penis softens yet she endeavors onward, as suggested, working my flaccid penis like a cow’s udder while my prostate is continuously massaged. She coos words as if soothing an irascible infant, describing the steady oozing flow with matronly pride. When the reddened yet satiated appendage finally stops dripping she withdraws her hands and steps back.

“Very good, Captain. You’re becoming quite accustomed to a woman’s touch. You’re probably ready for the next step.”

The thin chain is clipped to my testicle rings. The glow of post coitus gratification begins, in better times, with welcomed sips of fine wine and quiet conversation after normal copulation.  My masturbatrix retreats beyond the cell doors. With the glow comes peculiar emotions... ignominy... degradation... a heightened sense of subservience.

I have indeed performed like a trained circus animal... coming as required... and only after beseeching a woman for relief. With each of her visits my psyche seems to sink further into an abyss of disgrace.        

“The Princess will be happy to learn of your progress,” my tormentress suggests as she turns off the light and pushes closed the cell door.With those ominous words, I lower my feet and slide off the table, listening to her Pollyannaish words of greeting as she moves to the next cell to perform her wizardry on the next prisoner.

As embarrassing and mentally burdensome as her visits are, any human contact serves to break up the hours and hours of monotony. Other than her pumping hand, the only contact I have is with a pretty young strumpet who spoon-feeds me and a nurse who twice weekly rolls in a cart, undertakes a most revealing sponge bath, and inspects very inch of my nakedness.

I pace about my barren cell. Ironically, the entrance, comprised of a dozen or more vertical steel bars resting on a hinged frame, is rarely locked. The presence of the imposing steel is symbolic more than functional. The real constraint is the thin chain bolted to the middle of the concrete floor and casually clipped to a pair of rings encircling my testicles.

I am held captive by my balls. The restraint is both functional and symbolic. Having one’s testicles ringed is an unforgettable procedure and the daily mental burden of knowing that escape is more than probable if one is willing to sacrifice two small organs is wearing. An initial stab of unbearable pain and the rings could possibly be slipped off. And then it’s out the unlocked cell door and... and where?

My pacing continues. My cell is surprisingly large but the length of my chain only allows me to circle the middle. I suppose contemplating escape is a daily pass time for every prisoner. But since I do not know where I am nor the layout of the building, detailed plans cannot be formulated.

Still the thought of stepping back until the chain tightens, then leaning further, bearing the incredible pain as the sensitive scrotal flesh stretches and my gonads ache unbearably, watching as perhaps my eggs yield and the small rings slowly slide away, is so tempting.

But I am drained. My masturbatrix has milked me of both physical strength and the will power to tolerate such agony. I sit, then lean back on the simple mat forming more of a rodent’s nest than a bed. Between my buttocks, I can feel the pleasant squishiness of the lubricant used to open my sphincter. 

Though humiliated, I am spent and satiated. I close my eyes and with the pending sleep comes the recollection of my introduction to incarceration.


Chapter Three

After being inspected by the dark, large but effeminate hands and having my backside marked, I was lined up in the barn with the others. Remaining hooded, my hands were placed on the shoulders of another captive. Presumably a column was formed and we shuffled out of the barn in what I pictured as a single file, slowly walking without sight and each pair of hands guided by the shoulders of the soldier in front.

A truck ride was next. We were pushed and pulled into the open back and made to sit. The vehicle seemed to lumber for hours. Then we disembarked and were again lined up and led into a large building. There was no determining where we were taken. Stepping from the truck without pants was the last time I felt the coolness of the outdoor air. 

Thus comes my reluctance to bear the suffering of attempting to slip from my securing rings. If successfully freed of the only restraint holding me in my cell, I could not even find my way about the structure in which I am held captive much less cavort through the surrounding countryside in an attempt at achieving freedom.  

And of course there is the problem of the twenty pounds of steel encasing my neck and wrists.

With hoods remaining we were ordered to completely strip then place our hands on top of our heads. There was much shuffling about, many voices, all bantering the incomprehensible gibberish, and some laughter. And as the movement diminished the mix of voices became more and more feminine. Finally, no male voices were heard at all and accented English commands were directed to me and my cohorts by women.   

Then came the feel of feminine hands. Soft skin but strong fingers. The gibberish was directed at me, close by but not comprehensible. Hands pushed and I did not respond quickly enough. I felt cold metal on the small of my back and then an indescribable zap. I fell to my knees, momentarily losing control of my legs. 

An accented voice with an irritatingly confident tone admonished me. 

“We don’t expect you to learn our language, Captain. But we do expect you to learn to obey. Always follow the hand signals and gestures. We’ve become rather practiced in utilizing cattle prods to control men. You’ll find yourself complying, one way or the other. And immediate obedience will save you the agony and shame of being tormented by a woman.”

Smooth and flippant, the rebuke was delivered sotto voce, seeming to suggest that for this woman, obviously in charge, vocal amplitude was superfluous in making her point. Indeed the entire room seemed to go silent while she spoke.

I remained kneeling. One jolt from the prod, expertly applied to the spinal region, had quickly and simply incapacitated my legs. As my nerves regained composure, I physically recuperated but mentally cringed with the realization that a second application of the excruciating jolt of electricity could be instantaneously applied and in my complete nakedness the strength and location was subject only to the judgment, however questionable, and whim of my captor.

To emphasize the point, I felt the cold metal tip of the prod brush against my ball sac. I flinched and heard laughter, but gratefully no voltage was applied.

“Raisa does not like men, Captain. And you’ll find that to be true of most of the guards here. It is best that you be a good boy.” 

Yes, flippant indeed.

What followed I judged to be a measuring of various parts of my anatomy. Someone was working with a tape and reading numbers while another woman read the numbers back, all enunciated in the foreign tongue, presumably before being transcribed.

Done quickly and with practiced precision, I was embarrassed when fingers held up my penis and the tape was pressed against my scrotum. I again began to tumefy and the voices reacted with sardonic glee. 

A wait followed. Numbers were being called out throughout the room, I dared not move despite the darkness of the hood and the boredom. Then the hands returned and I was introduced to the twenty pounds of steel, which I would mentally learn to bear throughout my ordeal.

I was yoked.

A steel collar closed about my neck. Hinged in the back, a simple pin was slipped through conjoining holes where the semi circular metal pieces closed together under my chin. Then the firm but soft hands gripped my right arm and pulled it well out beyond my shoulder where my wrist was slipped into a similar but smaller opening. My left wrist summarily followed. My hands have rarely been freed since.

As I squirmed a bit, testing my new bonds, I was surprised by the relative comfort. The interior diameter of each enclosure was lined with an absorbent material. It was pliant and giving. I likened it to a spongy material coated with smooth rubber. The level of comfort frightened me. It quickly became obvious that the device was designed for long term wear.  

For the first time since capture I thought of Mary, the girl I left behind. The orders for deployment had come quickly and there was no time for anything more than a quick hug and kiss. I so much wanted to remove her skirt and pull her ankles to her ears one last time before departing to answer my country’s fateful call to duty.

So sweet. So tender. I regretted the many months of procrastination about the big decision, popping the question. But Mary was understanding. Since her father was in the diplomatic corp, constantly called away from her mother with the percolation of every world crisis, Mary knew of my divided loyalties... love of country... love of her beauty and her quiet pride in loving me. Though never discussed, she knew I was waiting for a time in my life when I had more control over my circumstances. When I could choose to be with her and indeed reliably fulfill such a commitment.

As a captain in the special forces, I could choose nothing. All was beyond my control. Orders were to be followed and Mary sensed the agitation such caused in my social affairs and my relationship with her. Still, we had promised to forever make each other happy, and she seemed to be willing to wait until the end of my commission for serious discussion on life’s biggest decision.  

As I found myself yoked and threatened with indescribable shock by a woman wielding a cattle prod, I was remorseful in being deployed and finding myself captured with Mary being left in the lurch.

What would she learn of my circumstances... if anything?

With the restraint of the yoke came the superfluousness of my hood. The woman bearing the cattle prod whisked it away and for the first time in many hours, probably over a day, I could see. I blinked and while my eyes adjusted to the light, a large smiling woman clipped a leather leash to the yoke. A strong foreboding tug followed and I arose. A quick glance suggested that dozens of others were naked and yoked, some from my company, some recognized from other outfits, some not familiar at all. 

I glanced about, wary of the cattle prod and the cost of disobedience. We were in a warehouse or old manufacturing facility. High ceilings but with extremely bright lights, the structure had been converted from its original purpose to one of... of what? 

I tempered my curiosity and followed my leash. Sudden outbursts of agony indicated that others were being introduced to the swift persuasion of the cattle prod. Thus I carefully followed the beige uniformed harridan. One burst of electricity was enough. 

We hurriedly proceeded through a doorway into another high ceiling room. Long and narrow, my eyes glued to an open pit full of liquid. It seemed deep and ran the length of the room. The dark reflecting hue of its contents suggested some substance other than water and the intricate machinery above, producing an erratically squeaking but otherwise monotonous sound, seemed menacing.

Something was going to be done to me, for me, or with me. And the yoke and numerous female guards with cattle prods suggested it would not be something for which I would volunteer. 

 I was led to the edge of the pit.

“Do not dawdle, Captain. Allow the chains to guide you. You’ll feel some discomfort. But over time you will become accustomed to it.”

A pair of dangling chains were clipped to each end of my steel yoke. The leash was removed. I tried to still my racing heart and calm my nerves... futilely telling myself that if I was to be killed, my execution would not be proceeded by all the preceding formalities, including a fitting for the rather elaborate restraint device resting on my shoulders. 

Bullets are cheap and had been abundant at the landing zone. Why drown me?  

The woman guard pulled a lever and the chains moved, pulling me into the pit. I had no choice but to follow and stepped into the liquid. My left foot found a step and then my right found a second. The chains were guided by the machinery above and drew me further and further into the depths. I felt stinging... my nipples... the tip of my penis. My feet left the last step. I found myself kicking. Suspended by the chains, my feet moved about as if I was swimming. The pit was deep and I had to work to keep my face from submerging. The liquid was warm and other than the tingling about my pink parts, and the initial concern about drowning, it was tolerable.

The dousing became the first of dozens of depilatory baths. For when the chains finally brought me to a second set of steps at the opposite end, I stepped up to greet another beige uniformed guard waiting with a spray hose.

I glanced downward as she applied a brisk rinsing spray of water. My body was devoid of a hair. My legs and what I could see of my chest were smooth. The pit was filled with some type of acid, strong enough for the follicles to release all whiskers from the yoke on down, mild enough not to cause permanent damage to the skin.     

Many trips through the pit followed over the ensuing days. After a dozen or more my follicles finally surrendered. My body hair would not return.

But that initial unexpected loss of hair quickly became inconsequential... for next came the testicle rings.


Chapter Four

The simplest events can serve to pleasantly break the monotony of being held prisoner. My daydream led to slumber. Slumber has brought the morning. Though in my windowless cell the precise time of day is unknown, I always think of myself as awakening with the rise of the unseen sun and that brings another interval of rare personal contact... my feeding.  

My cell door yields so easily to visitors that it seems comically ironic to think of myself as incarcerated. A tiny feminine hand pulls on a vertical bar and the resulting squeaks announce the arrival of breakfast... or should I term it lunch... or dinner.

There is only one meal per day and it seems to be served sporadically... the scheduling I am sure deliberately intended to demonstrate authority and control, or my lack thereof.  

“Hello, Captain.” 

The young beaming face seems to so brighten the semi-darkness. Then a pretty and petite hand flips a switch and powerful lights complete the lumination of my quarters. My chain restrains me from regulating the light myself, though the switch is within easy reach of any visitor.

“Your chart suggests you had a very strong orgasm for Miss Betty. Very good. She wrote that your penis stayed firm and erect for her and you came on command. Very obedient.”

Her visits always include such embarrassing aphorisms. Verbally complimenting my virility but always referencing its ultimate subservience to the controlling hand of Miss Betty.

“Your diet seems to suit you.”

In her hands she carries the daily ration. A bowl filled with brown porridge, which, despite its tastelessness, hunger forces me to relish. No one will tell me what’s in it. But after many weeks of partaking, it has not yet killed me.

She places the offering on the only relevant furniture, the table where I sit to be masturbated. I await her instructions knowing that, though my stomach growls with its need, nothing will be served until she is satisfied with my demeanor and physical positioning. With every visit she alters her instructions... sometimes having me squat... sometimes sitting on the table... sometimes lying supine. With this feeding she wants me kneeling and with various snaps of her fingers and gestures of her hands I humbly position myself before her. For a mere girl not yet reaching her twenty first birthday, she is bold and authoritative. Behind the beautiful soft face is a termagant... a demanding woman. Just as with Miss Betty who so pleasantly withholds my climactic release and as with all the cattle prod wielding guards, Miss Ann suffers no nonsense. 

I would so much like to summon the fortitude to resist... to protest... to laugh in her pretty face and proclaim myself a free man. Free of the mental enslavement and provocative grip of the feminine hand. 

But alas, hunger proposes compliance.

Thus I kneel. And despite my recent climactic release under Miss Betty’s knowing hand, when the soft and clean uniform of Miss Ann brushes against my manhood, it feels sensuous. For some reason being displayed naked and bound before such a young and pretty girl serves to arouse. And as the small hand reaches into the bowl for the first spoonful of welcomed gruel, my penis stirs.  

Despite her youthfulness, Miss Ann seems very well aware of the effect of her presence, her authoritative comportment, and the soft cotton of her skirt wafting over my genitals. 

“Miss Betty believes you are ready for the next step,” my provider of all sustenance suggests.

“Look at me when I speak.”

Her tone changes to a sharp command as my eyes wander to follow her hand into the bowl... hunger forcing the eager anticipation of food. With her admonishment I instantly divert attention back to her angelic face... so young... so sweet... yet so diabolical.

It is no secret that Miss Ann is in training. That someday it will be she masturbating the prisoners or applying the cattle prod to the testicles of recalcitrant males. Meanwhile in making the captured beast beg for unpretentious slop, her power is manifesting nicely. I am compliant to a slip of a girl whose lithe form suggests that her womanhood is still blossoming.  

