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		“Corrective Therapy”

		 

		
By

		Miss Irene Clearmont

		 

		Dedicated to those that brought me endless coffee while I wrote…

		 

Cognitive therapy is based on the idea that when you change the way you think, you can change the way you feel and behave. In other words, if we can learn to think about other people in a more positive and realistic way, it will be far easier to resolve conflicts and develop rewarding personal and professional relationships.

David D. Burns


		 

The best therapy is actually the more aggressive kind when they break you open; they unleash you.

Cara Delevingne


		 

Therapy is a subtle tool to lay open the mind, rebuild it and restructure it, for the subject to understand that obedience is the only response to the justified desires of a sexual superior.


		 

Miss Irene Clearmont 


		Note from the Authoress

		 

This novel follows an experimental form!


		 

Bear with me as I lead you by the hand.


		 

Rather than following the usual ‘straight narrative’ prose-form, it consists of client-therapist interviews and their associated notes. It follows the cases in detail, listing treatment and the comments from the therapists as well as end-notes that close off each case. Do not be put off by the form and framing that creates the structure, you will soon look forward to those meticulous minutiae!


		 

Just become the fly on the wall in the therapist’s interview rooms and enjoy the wild ride. Delve into the thinking and methods, hear the voices and shudder at the consequences. There is something here for all my readers. Cuckolding, female domination, manipulation and treachery as well as the horror of the way that mere therapy can lead to such delectable outcomes. Unusually, there are parts for enthusiasts of male domination as well as female, as well as  couple-predicaments that take the reader into the depths of mind control through , punishment and deception.


		 

The novel invites you to meet a cast of characters whose journey is traced at each therapy session as they go through the changes that have been programmed by the therapists and doctors. Three full cases and their outcomes are covered.


		 

Writing a piece like this has taken more than the usual amount of editing and revision and has been a complex task that has taken around six months. Many litres of coffee were consumed and much angst was shed by the authoress. I hope that you will find that the effort was justified by the outcome you hold in your hands.


		 

Enjoy!


		 

Irene.
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Aim:


		 

The psychological establishment of pre-puberty sexual preference and the arguments for and against ‘nurture’ and ‘nature’ are well documented. This study provides evidence for post-puberty development of obsessive syndromes that suggest that the members of both sexes can be intellectually be primed to break the constraints of conventional sexual behaviours and willingly submit to the innate superiority of African males and females.


		 

Bounds of Research:


		 

All research was conducted outside the bounds of institutions offered by the educational facilities in order to inculcate an environment that was conducive for the study. Although this method limits the measurement of physical reaction in an exact manner it was decided that a ‘domestic’ environment would create a more naturalistic setting that would allow freedom to forge emotional links in a ‘real-life’ background.


		 

Subjects/Criteria for Selection:


		 

For this exhaustive study, the study-group and control-groups were selected from a combination of social status groups and levels of affluence. Two main selection criteria were applied due to the nature of the study, but otherwise the selection of the study group was random.


		 

In order to ensure that the subjects were at the base line of the heterosexual mean, as well as supply an exact balance of female and male subjects, heterosexual couples in either a state of long standing conventional marriage or association were generally chosen. In several cases, single males were selected and the study-group supplied the partner. The subjects were chosen without allowing knowledge of the research to be revealed, ensuring response to stimuli to be instinctive. However, in order to interview the subjects on their responses, most were previously in counselling therapy.


		 

After long deliberation by the researchers on the terms of the obsession to be instilled, it was decided to enhance the accepted list of fetishes and mental obsessions that are associated with heterosexual behaviour and move the subjects to a fixation that has historical and social basis.


		 

Terms of the Study:


		 

The probable superiority of the sexual prowess of the African has long been an allegory for the dissatisfaction of the Caucasian female with her low level of sexual gratification. Inside the envelope of these long-held beliefs and fancies it was decided to establish if both the male and female subjects could be subverted sexually to a fixation on the lines of this long-held belief.


		 

As the study passed its first stages, the researchers moved the study into the deeper realms of the power-games that took place inside the subjects’ relationships. This was organised to test the depth of submission to the fetishes and neuroses of the subjects with satisfactory results. Funds for the experiment were garnered from various institutes as well as the sale of the subjects after completion of their therapy. This created a financial surplus that is encouraging for the further research that is clearly demanded in this field.


		 

Results:


		 

Eighty couples supplied the complete study groups. Fifty as controls, thirty as experimental trials with full participation. The case notes presented here are merely samples, the full case notes of the other subjects are available from the therapists on request and presentation of credentials.


		 

The three cases presented below were of particular interest and highlight the crises experienced by the subjects. In each case the evidence to prove our hypothesis is overwhelming.


		 

The results from the subjects below all showed varying degrees of moving towards the submissive sexual state that was expected by the researchers. Thus, proving that opportunity and sexual activity could move them to a mental state where they became tractable to sexual abuse and exploitation that had not formerly been the norm inside their sexual weltanschaung.


		 

Note that the researchers took advantage of the full cooperation of the Nigerian mental-care establishments that offered their facilities. This was in order to finalise the experiments in an atmosphere of ‘overload’ where all of the contacts made would meet the newly created mental states of two of the couples. Some subjects remained in the United States, but their education produced equivalent results to the other subjects under study.


		 

We should like to express our gratitude to these institutions for ensuring that the subjects enjoyed a full experience of service after the experimental stages had been completed.


		 

Case Studies/Notes:


		 

The notes presented below represent the statements of the study group as well as the notes of the researchers. Care has been taken to clarify all procedures taken in chronological order in order to display the sequential nature of the fundamental changes of sexuality that occurred. The reader should note that the terms of the experiment were unlimited in the sense that they followed where the subjects led and attempted at every turn to satisfy the fantasies of the subjects. It was necessary to occasionally use mental and physical coercion to induce results, however at no significant point were the subjects able to overcome their resistance to their treatment with the most basic of recourses.


		 

The three subject-couples who are displayed below were recompensed suitably. All have undergone, free of charge procedures that would have cost an immense sum. Their ongoing acquiescence to the treatments applied prove that their deep-rooted ideas that the African male represents the Alpha of sexual gratification is thus proved beyond doubt.


		 

Further Studies:


		 

The researchers believe that there is much advantage to continuing our studies. Funding for the next round of larger scale studies have been generously given by several organisations and individuals that find that our research is just the start of a transformation in society that is long overdue.


		 

Previous Studies Drawn Upon:


		 

The Superiority of the Alpha, Black Male.Dr. Gershwin Addart.

Ten Case Studies in Black Superiority.Dr. Alicia Arandarado The Feminisation of the White Male.Dr. George Karumgo.

Physical Sexual Prowess and Race.Dr. Sandra Hewitt.

The Need for African Sexual Dominance.Dr. Gayala Mohammed Sex Is PowerDr. Alicia Ventriss Male Submission and Corrective CareMrs Ulah Ghana Drug Use and Behavioural DocilityDr. Tula Jamiay Punishment and ObedienceMiss Irene Clearmont Feminisation and SubservienceDr Elisabeth McCowan 


		

		Case Notes

		

	
		Case One:

		 

Names:Mrs Kathy Schmidt. 33 yrs

Mr Larry Schmidt.35 yrs


		 

Marriage History:

Married for ten years. In relationship counselling at the Tulsa Institute for a year after Kathy had a brief affair with her boss. Considered suitable due to the sexual nature of the breakdown.


		 

General Background:

‘Middle American’, Kathy has reached a higher level of education than Larry, but is presently earning considerably less. This seems to be a point of friction in the marriage above and beyond her brief affair with her Beta Caucasian boss.


		 

Both have little debt, are living lives of considerable affluence with two cars, a large house and no children.


		 

In order to test Kathy’s fidelity to Larry as well as to gauge initial experimental success, Dr Ata Maylumbo was introduced as a client in Kathy’s office with the full cooperation of the business concerned. The records start at this point, though previous sexual activity and thoughts are mentioned. The relationship councillor is Dr. Maya Urumba, a black female being chosen as more sympathetic for Kathy. Occasional small prompting questions have been excised to preserve the sense of all interviews.


		 

The first session with Kathy was conducted at the start of the trial with the subject solo to establish her suitability for the experiment and the effect of Dr Ata on the relationship in an early phase. Only the notes from Kathy are included here, as the interviews with her husband did not have experimental value.



		14th June 2012

		 

MU:

You seem a little excited this session, can you explain?


		 

KS:

I’m not sure if that’s a good idea…


		 

MU:

OK, then we’ll start at the beginning. Tell me a little of your sexual history? I know that some of this has been covered in previous sessions, but I sense that a new phase of your relationship with Larry is starting and I want to have a complete set of notes.


		 

KS:

This isn’t going to get back to Larry, is it?


		 

MU:

This discussion is entirely private. Patient privilege will be fully observed.


		 

KS:

Then, I guess that I have always been sexually active. From the age of fifteen with the first usual making-out, through College and then University. By the time that I met Larry I would guess that I had ten or twelve serious partners and many more casual one-night stands. I picked up on Larry after a disastrous relationship with a man that so wanted to be in control and Larry seemed like a breath of fresh air. After that it was marriage and all that goes with it…


		 

MU:

So, Larry was perfect?


		 

KS:

Larry is Larry! A bit of a wimp really, but he has his good points. Sex with Larry is good but not outstanding. He tries to be considerate and satisfy me, but every now and again I feel an urge… That led to my affair. Burt, my boss, was a bit of an Alpha male really. Problem was, he was a jerk. Dominant and sexual, a complete change from Larry. I suppose that I shouldn’t have had the affair, but there was so much pleasure to be had from cheating and all of the secret assignations.


		 

MU:

You think that your boss was Alpha? Interesting! So you are constantly on the look-out for new experiences and men?


		 

KS:

Well, I changed job after Larry found out about the affair, that says something... That’s not how I would describe myself, as a slut! I am in therapy to steer to the straight and narrow even though I occasionally have thoughts that I shouldn’t! For instance, our office is just a gaggle of girls with a male boss. He’s a bit of a pig, but I have to admit that one of our clients is a bit tasty!


		 

MU:

The client?


		 

KS:

So smart and fit. All the girls in the office fell for him! It was all that they ever talked about, but I could tell that he has a bit of a thing for me and I just love the attention. African American, tall and so well dressed. He works as a buyer for one of the firms that we supply and he is so well educated! I would say that he is my perfect man!


		 

MU:

Because he is black?


		 

KS:

I never really had much of a thing for black men. Never really mixed with them, but there’s no doubt about it, I really fancy him to bits. In fact…


		 

MU:

Have you met him outside your work environment?


		 

KS:

Er, yes. Actually! You can see right through me can’t you? Just three times so far and I have to say that my heart was beating so loud when was waiting for him to turn up. Of course, I didn’t tell Larry, he would have been so suspicious.


		 

MU:

Were these meetings sexual in nature?


		 

KS:

The first wasn’t. We just sat in the bar and chatted. We both got just a little tipsy, but nothing happened even though I was making some pretty obvious moves on him. The second and third were at a hotel bar that I suggested to him.


		 

(Pause)


		 

It was amazing…

MU:

The sex?


		 

KS:

Absolutely! Ata is so thoughtful and strong. In fact, everything that Larry has missing! The first time I pulled the curtains closed and just revelled in the treatment! He was far more well-endowed than Larry, down there of course, and all of my previous lovers and so satisfying to feel pushing deep inside. I am starting to wish that I had had more black lovers in the past! The second time was different. More a meeting of minds than raw sex, even though that was great as well! Ata is so different from all the shallow men that I have fucked before and we talked all night and then fucked again and again. What stamina and size, just thinking about him makes me wet.


		 

MU:

Sex is important, no doubt about it! So how are you going to resolve your infidelity?


		 

KS:

I’m not! In fact, I do not see why I should! Ata quite seems to accept that I am married and that he is making a cuckold of Larry. He takes everything in his stride. When I told him that we had to keep it all a secret and that I was in therapy, he just laughed at me and said that he had no fear of meeting Larry and telling him face to face!


		 

MU:

Did this worry you, that this Ata was so confrontational?


		 

KS:

Do you mean that, was I scared that he was blackmailing me? No! Ata is what I want and so is Larry. What I dream of is that they both fill part of my life that needs dealing with and I want to come to accept that. Larry is a good provider, Ata is like a hurricane that blows my mind. That’s the best way of describing them. I don’t look forward to the two of them meeting at a mental level, but I worry about the effect on Larry. He is a little fragile and cannot understand what I need, sexually.


		 

MU:

Would you be prepared to lose one of them?


		 

KS:

(Laughs)

I will try so hard not to. The problem is getting Larry to accept that he is not the complete lover that he imagines that he is. Keeping him to stick around will take a lot of effort, I reckon. At any rate, I am worried about this and was hoping that this counselling would help Larry understand that I need so much more…


		 

MU:

Are you trying to persuade me to get Larry to accept that he is a cuckold?


		 

KS:

Of course not… Well, maybe I am! I’m so sure that with your help I can talk this through with my husband and take a time-out or a rain-check for a little while. Larry is a bit of an obsession really. Maybe I am like a teenager again who has first discovered sex, but I feel that the clock is ticking and I so really want more in my life than endless football on a Saturday and baseball on a Wednesday!


		 

MU:

What most attracts you to Ata?


		 

KS:

Oh God, there is so much! His strength and the way that he is in control but always seems to know exactly what I want. His rugged handsome look, just looking up at him when he fucks me gives me a climax! His self-assurance, his gravity, the deep voice… I could go on and on!


		 

MU:

So it’s purely physical?


		 

KS:

It’s all that and more. He told me that when tells Larry, he will make it all good. That he knows how Larry can be made to understand my needs and satisfy them! That’s what I just love about my black lover. He has all of the answers and I believe in him…


		 

MU:

It would change your life completely. How do you feel about this?


		 

KS:

My life needs changing and this is the best way to do it! I know that I have only seen Ata three times, but I know that he is perfect and that he just wants the best for me. And Larry…


		 

MU:

What if Ata decides to take over your life? Can you put up with this?


		 

KS:

He won’t! I won’t let him and he has already promised that my pleasure is all he wants. He is so considerate and sweet really… For instance, he made sure that I had a shower in the hotel so that Larry wouldn’t realise and he wants me to pick the right moment for him to meet my husband. I could delay forever and I’m sure that Ata won’t mind. But, he’s right, it needs to be done because I just can’t be dishonest in my whole life.


		 

MU:

You need to be honest with yourself more than anything. Is this what you are trying to say?


		 

KS:

Absolutely, be honest with myself. Ata has made me realise that I can do anything that I want, I just need to get out there and do it. It’s as simple as that, Larry needs to understand that my life is my own and that he will need to adapt to that if he wants to be a part of it.


		 

MU:

It sounds great, it will be interesting to see what Larry’s take is!


		 

KS:

Larry is Larry! He will understand… Ata will make him…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

Even though Kathy is a little apologetic and gives her reasons for therapy as a need to stop herself having affairs, she is basically unapologetic and is trying to draw the therapist to her world-view. Already it can be seen that she is surrendering to the need to replace her husband with a sexually superior male who can give her guidance and strong control, placing Larry in the subordinate role of provider without rights to control sexual contact.


		 

This clear sign on Kathy’s part was a well-defined indicator that the therapy was going to be a success and that both Kathy and her husband, Larry, could be manipulated into surrendering control to the Alpha male that we had introduced into the relationship.




21sth June 2012

		 

MU:

Can you tell me if there has been any change that I should know of?


		 

KS:

(Laughs)

Of course there is… yesterday, Ata came to pick me up for work and there was a bit of a scene on the porch.


		 

MU:

Can you tell me about it?


		 

KS:

Well, as I mentioned in the last session, I wanted Larry and Ata to meet, bring it all into the open and get Larry to accept that Ata is part of my life. So, I decided to take things easy and get Ata to pick me up and just see how it went. I didn’t realise that Ata would be so strong, but then it’s his nature I suppose and I should have thought about it. The doorbell rang, Larry opened it to find Ata at the door. He just said that he was picking me up for work and immediately Larry got so pissed. He looked at me like I was a slut and then asked Ata outright if he was fucking me! Just like that, all in one go! When Ata said that he was and that I was the best damn fuck in the universe, Larry went mad and tried to hit my fine black lover. You should have seen the fight! All over little old me! Larry tried to punch Ata and in a second he was on the floor with Ata’s foot on his back holding him down. It was over so soon, I just could not believe it and then Ata let him up and took me to the office.


		 

MU:

When you got back from work, was Larry still there?


		 

KS:

He sure was! He got all mad and started to shout at me and I told him that he could leave if he wanted, that Ata was the best thing that had ever happened to me and that compared to Ata, Larry was just a baby. When I told him that I wanted to have them both, Larry started to shout again and hit me. Not hard, just a slap, but it’s the first time he has ever hit on me and I was so angry that I punched him back. It’s never happened before. Ever. But, Larry just crumpled to the floor and started to cry while I stood there with the feel of his palm on my cheek. I told Larry to shut up and then called Ata and he came around to the house.


		 

MU:

What happened next?


		 

KS:

I left Larry to cry and we went back to the hotel and had great sex! A perfect tonic, it really restored my self-esteem. A through and through fucking like I’ve never had before. It was like falling into a hurricane! Ata was like a hero with his golden goddess… so considerate, so angry that Larry had slapped me that I had to calm him down before we got to the fucking. I don’t think that Larry will ever realise how I saved him. Made me feel quite superior, I can tell you, having two men fighting over little old me. I really think that Ata was ready to kill the bitch!


		 

MU:

Bitch?


		 

KS:

He hit me, in my book that makes him a bitch!


		 

MU:

So, what are your plans? How do you see this going forward?


		 

KS:

Well, Larry’s still at home. The last three nights I’ve been out and all that Larry does is to cry and beg me to stay. I’ll bet that our session in a week will be so full of it. How I betrayed him, how Ata knocked him down and how he wants to leave me, but just can’t.


		 

MU:

Why can’t he leave you?


		 

KS:

Because secretly, I think that he likes it. Secretly likes the thought of me being drilled like a hungry whore-slut by my big black lover. Anyway, he just sits and sobs and even when I offer to take him to bed he just shies away every time!


		 

MU:

You are trying to have a relationship with both then?


		 

KS:

That’s what I said earlier in the last session! Larry will calm down, especially when Ata dropped me off yesterday and told him that if he lays a hand on me, then there will be consequences!


		 

MU:

How do you feel, that Ata has threatened your husband?


		 

KS:

How do I feel? Fucking great, that’s what! He has done what he promised to do and it makes me feel so special! On the other hand, I have to admit that I only have contempt for Larry. I still love him, don’t get me wrong, but his reaction is so childish. Like a baby he is just giving up and not fighting like I expected. He just puts up with it! Either get over it or make a choice, that’s my motto. But, he just whines and mopes and has been sick off work for days now. Ata said that he’d help me out if the money got tight, but we have a lot saved up and there’s no real problem there… So, that’s how I feel, I feel like I am getting what I want. Larry will come around, he just needs to see that what I need is more important than anything…


		 

MU:

Do you think that Ata will stick with you? I mean, this affair is just a couple of weeks old and maybe it’s just a passing phase for him.


		 

KS:

I will do whatever it takes to hold onto my big black lover! I have found out, for instance, that he just loves white women who dress like sluts! He let it slip and I am going out tomorrow to Walmart to get something that will really turn him on! That’s not all either, he likes his women to be just a little submissive, well, if that’s what it takes I’m all raring to go. One thing is for sure, I will do what it takes and have him so hot for me that he won’t ever look at another woman.


		 

MU:

Is that because you think that Ata has another lover?


		 

KS:

(Sigh)

No, I am sure he doesn’t. Well at any rate he sure keeps it quiet from me, but when I think about it, he has never talked about previous women and he is really attractive so… No, he doesn’t, how could he? I mean everything to him and he gets all he needs from me. Everything!


		 

MU:

Do you sympathise with your husband at all?


		 

KS:

Of course, I love him and feel for him, but, you know, I have to say that he’s not toeing the line that I have laid and for that I am more than a little disappointed in him. I’ll bet that you notice the difference when you next see him, a weak and pathetic side has emerged and I really don’t know if I like it at all.


		 

MU:

What do you have planned then?

KS:

Ha! I just can’t decide how to get the two men in my life to accept that they have to share me! I think that the best thing to do is to make sure that they both meet up again and shake hands and agree that this is the way that I want it, so they have to be friends. For me…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

Reviewing the notes from the previous meeting with Kathy as well as the extensive background information, her reaction seems natural and honest. The therapists who designed these sessions all admitted that they were surprised how quickly Kathy has adjusted to a new balance inside her marriage.


		 

Her use of the word ‘bitch’ for her husband as well as the use of the word ‘fuck’ regularly is a key indicator that she has lowered her opinions of Larry’s standing. The balance has changed. She sees herself as a ‘slut’ and has degraded her husband to an even lower level in a short time. Clearly the high-quality sex that she is experiencing with Ata has now become the fulcrum for her judgement and she just cannot see why Larry should not just accept that she needs more than he can supply. Basically, she cannot see beyond the pleasures of the sexual side of the relationships.


		 

It was agreed in a meeting of the other therapists and myself that due to the brisk progress of these sessions, Ata should increase the pressure on the couple to accept that he is the central instigator of all sexual activity. The physical aspects of Ata’s confrontation with Larry seem to have excited Kathy and she is coming to see that this is also an important development.


		 

We decided that a physical domination of Larry would bring interesting results as long as it was not increased to the point that Larry departs the relationship. This balancing act is something that Ata is an expert on and he was instructed to stay at the borderline of coercion and ensure that Kathy enjoys the reduction of her husband.


		 

Ata was instructed to work on the idea that Kathy is just there for his pleasure, ‘white trash’ who loves to shock with outrageous behaviour and sexualised responses. Kathy’s acceptance that Ata desired the stimulation of clothes and behaviour that is considered the realm of a prostitute is another step in the right direction. We are interested to see if the outward changes will be reflected by changes in behaviour that will further Ata’s control of the relationship.


		 

Last of all, the idea that Ata might have other relationships will make Kathy more competitive and less inclined to refuse the changes that are already beginning to happen. Interestingly enough it is thought-provoking to compare her reaction to her husband failing to ‘fight’ for her with her own counter-reaction to Ata possibly having other partners.




12th July 2012

		 

MU:

Our last session was three weeks ago, Kathy. I would be interested to hear how your sexual life is progressing in that time. Let’s start where we left off, with your plans going forward.


		 

KS:

Phew, where do I begin? OK, let’s ignore your question and fill in the gaps first because I still have no idea where this is leading to. But, I have to say that it’s starting to get fun… and complicated. Like I told you, when you suggested that Ata might have another woman, I have been trying hard to make sure that I am perfect for him. I got all the gear, heels so high that I haven’t worn since I was twenty! Ata loved the look and then treated me to a real show of appreciation. We went shopping and he bought me the most outrageous outfits and shoes, nothing that I could wear at the office, you understand, but real bad nevertheless. Not suitable for work, not at all. The neighbours stare at me like I’m mad, but to get used to the heels and the tight skirts I am in those clothes all the time and it makes me so hot for that big cock of his that I even got a pink net nighty and heeled slippers for around the house. Of course, it turns out that I found a side of Larry that I never saw before. Jesus, he gets so excited and then depressed by what I’m wearing, especially when I let him know that it’s not for his benefit! I was real surprised that he just did not move out when he saw me dressed like a whore for Ata, but then, Larry is getting more pathetic by the day. He slobs around in T-shirt and pants and gave up his good job. I don’t mind because Ata lent me a few grand until we get this all sorted and he keeps buying me all the things that I like.


		 

MU:

Sounds like you’re having fun…


		 

KS:

I sure am! This is so fucking horny. I went away for a weekend with Ata to Atlantic City. The place is a shit hole, but since we spent the whole time in the room, what do I fucking care? He paid for everything and took us there first class on the flight. Larry never looked after me like that, so I rewarded Ata by pretending to be his fuck-whore the whole way and back. Sucking that big black cock on the highway while all the truck drivers’ eyes popped out! All I could see was that big smile of his as he slipped his hand down my shorts in the Airport and realised that I had no knickers on! The best bit was when he touched me down there and realised that I had shaved every hair between my legs. I was so wet that his finger slipped inside and he had to pull his hand back for fear of the others in the queue noticing. Then we went to a strip club. I never did that before, go to a place like that, but we made out all evening as the strippers got heavy on that pole and the night just out led to fantastic sex. The best yet. Now we have a week planned in Vegas and as Ata says, ‘What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas!’.


		 

MU:

What has been Larry’s reaction to Ata wooing you?


		 

KS:

Wooing me? Fucking me sore more like! The only time that we left the room in Atlantic City was in the restaurant and I sat on his lap while he fed me. His big cock was so deep that I could not take any more and all the others in the place never even realised that he was fucking me. While they had their eggs over easy, so did Ata! I told Larry about the weekend. I believe it’s best to be honest and not hide, but Larry got pissed and drunk and tried to kiss me. I warned him that I’d call Ata, but he just wouldn’t stop. It was disgusting, his little wiener all stiff and damp while his hands were all over me. I managed to get him off, but he was still all angry and got himself so drunk that he couldn’t stand. When I phoned Ata up after I had put him to bed, Ata told me to cuff his wrist to the bedpost with the handcuffs that I’d been given for a sexy little game of ours and then he came around. Well…

(Laughs)


		 

MU:

So, Larry doesn’t take it at all well. What did Ata do when he appeared?


		 

KS:

He was so calm, I thought that he’d beat up on Larry, but he just sat with me and we talked it through like adults. That’s what Larry can’t do, make decisions and talk it through properly. He is such a weakling, a sissy in trousers. Anyway, after a few drinks, Ata came up to the bedroom and Larry was awake. I thought that Larry was going to pull his hand off or break the bed or something, but he just is too weak to even try properly. Then my bitch husband started to cry again like a little girl and Ata just looked down at him and started to laugh.


		 

MU:

You called Larry a bitch again. Is this what you think of him as?


		 

KS:

(Laughs)

Well, he is, isn’t he and a bitch has to be told what to do… All he’s good for is to laugh at and tease. When I called Larry a little girl, Ata started to laugh and he got on the bed. At first I thought that he was going to beat up on him, but Ata simply pulled off Larry’s clothes and then gave him a lesson in what it is to be a real man. He told him that if he was not working and keeping me, then he did not have the right to wear clothes! God, it was so perfect the way that he did it. He grabbed all of Larry’s clothes and threw them out of the bedroom window before we went downstairs and he fucked me on the sofa that Larry’s parents bought us as a wedding gift. Just the thought of Larry upstairs while that huge cock reamed me and fucked me was a moment that I’ll never forget. I shrieked like a real whore and all I could hear of Larry was his fucking crying like a girl.


		 

MU:

Was that it? Ata didn’t do anything else?


		 

KS:

Not really, but he has started to call Larry ‘my Bitch’ now and I think that it started that night. He went home and then I went to bed. It was really cool to have Larry chained by one wrist to the bed, naked, while my come-soaked nightie showed what Ata had done to me. I think that I frigged myself to sleep for hours, just out of the reach of my little bitch while he moaned and sobbed.


		 

MU:

That brings us up-to-date. As I understand it, you plan a short vacation with Ata. Do you still expect Larry to be there when you return?


		 

KS:

Oh, I think that he’ll still be there. Now that he doesn’t have a job any more, where the fuck’s he going to go? When I get back, if he’s still there, I will see what happens next, but Ata said that he has plenty of ideas and I just can’t wait to hear them.


		 

MU:

So, to break away from what’s happening to you, tell me what you think is the main reason that Ata is so important to you.


		 

KS:

(Pause)

I have always thought that I am a woman who knew what she wanted and got it. That I am in control of my life and that no outside influence would ever cause me to change my path. What I love about Ata is that he understands this part of me. Everything that happens is because we discuss it, we decide and make it happen! He is so horny and totally sexual, and I’m not just talking about the size of his manhood. He knows how to please me, he knows what makes me hot and he has no limits. No limits at all. Everything that we decide is the two of us together, whereas Larry is such a wimp! I realise now that he is a bit girly, just as Ata says and that he needs to be led and guided to make him the perfect husband. I am at home and then I go with my black hero and he shows me that I count for something. Of course, there is a physical attraction that is difficult to put into words, but as Ata said, Ata is Alpha, he knows what he needs and what his woman wants. Larry is Beta and innately submissive and allows a real man to cuckold him without doing anything about it… That’s the way that Ata explained it to me, that black men are naturally superior…


		 

(Pause)


		 

…and I agree…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

This is perhaps the decisive moment in the case study!


		 

That Larry gave up the one thing that glued Kathy to him, his well-paid job, has created a new dynamic that ensures that his wife no longer has any respect. She, on the other hand, believes that she is both the instigator and controller of the relationships that are developing between the three of them.


		 

The crucial movement of lines of power between Kathy and Larry is that she has convinced herself that Larry has become a burden and that therefore it is OK for Ata to impose himself sexually on her husband. The nakedness of Larry and his own recognition of inferiority will allow Ata to subjugate him to his will in gradual steps without serious rebellion. In fact, Larry is making the classic mistake of balancing his exterior needs with the fact that he is becoming superfluous to his wife. He feels that he cannot leave because of financial constraints and fails to see the coming abuse that is starting to become the principal feature of his marriage.




30th July 2012

		 

MU:

It is now two weeks since the last session, Kathy. You told me that you were going to Las Vegas with your black lover, Ata. I would like to start with your experiences from those five days and then move on to any changes that might have occurred since then. Let’s start with Vegas…


		 

KS:

Can I just say that I just love these sessions that we have together? It always seems that I understand myself so much better…


		 

MU:

That’s the idea and I am glad that you find them enjoyable as well as useful.


		 

KS:

So, tell me, what do you suggest that I do?


		 

MU:

(Laughs)

That’s exactly what I can’t do! The best is that I can reassure you that if you follow your instincts, then you are doing the right thing!


		 

KS:

Evasive as always. OK then, let’s get to the dirty stuff! Las Vegas was great. Ata likes to play the tables a little and I was his mascot on the craps! His dirty little whore, actually. We went and bought the shortest skirt we could find, all in silver lame and a boob-tube and then played the night away. In the crowd around the end of the table, his hand was up my skirt and mine was down his jeans. There is something so hot about making love in public… Anyway, there was no time for talking, all we did was fuck! The other time, you were asking if I thought that he had another woman, well, now I know that you were right. He picked up this slut and she was so sexy. Another white girl, seems he has a bit of a need for white sluts! Anyway, the both of us were with him all night at the craps and she had a lesson or two to teach me. The way she walked, the dress she wore and her clear-plastic heels turned him on so much. I have to admit that we, that’s all three of us, were so horny and a bit drunk. I thought that he would just take me to the room, but it turned out that he had other ideas.


		 

MU:

All three together?


		 

KS:

That’s right! All three. I had a little try at women when I was in University, never turned me on all that much, but I have to say that when we were all in the bed together it was so fucking horny that I fell into it. She went first and I just watched while she bounced on his cock. It was like looking at myself, really hot. Then we swapped over and while I was on him, she just lay there frigging herself and then held her leg up for me to kiss her heels. It has never been that good, just the look on Ata’s face was worth a million. I really think that he came as I made love to her feet while he thrust so deep. After that, it was like a free for all! I don’t like anal, but she did… He slowly fucked her ass while he played with me with his hands and just watching him slam into her fat ass was enough to make me come again and again. Then there was a moment, when we were just lying there, his come leaking from her ass and my pussy and it was such a fucking turn on. Like a porn film, really hot. As I said, we didn’t get much time to discuss Larry, but I didn’t want to ruin it anyway, thinking about my bitch back-home anyway.


		 

MU:

Sound like you all had a great time…


		 

KS:

The other girl was just the one night, the first one. I almost asked Larry to get her again, but in the end, there was something better going on and now I realise that Ata was really just prepping me.


		 

MU:

In what way?


		 

KS:

The second night he showed me how much I was missing. The third night we did it for real and I was in heaven.


		 

MU:

Why?


		 

KS:

Because he showed me how much pleasure he gets from fucking a round ass, that’s what! I have to admit that it was exciting, but not a totally great feeling. On the other hand, Ata loves my curvy ass and there was something so good about pleasing him and just surrendering to realising that his delight he gets when I bend over and feel his giant cock slowly press into me. Afterwards, he took me back to the room and we fucked again on the balcony. The whole of Vegas could have seen us, if they just looked up from their slot machines.


		 

MU:

So, Vegas was a fuck fest? Sounds like you really indulged yourself and kept Ata happy with you. Important to keep your special man happy, I would say. So now tell me about the time after Vegas?


		 

KS:

(Sigh and then a laugh)

Well wouldn’t you just know it! Larry was still there when we got back. All naked and chalk white. He had eaten everything in the whole house because he couldn’t go out, all naked and pathetic like a little sissy. When we came back he was wearing a pair of my lacy panties to cover himself up. Ata opened the door and there he was, sobbing and contemptible. When he saw Ata carrying the cases, he started to shout and get all pissed and told us both that we couldn’t come in. Well, Ata just pushed past him and I admit that I couldn’t help laughing at my pathetic husband. It was then that Ata took him by the arms and shook him.


		 

MU:

He hit him as well?


		 

KS:

Just a little slap or two. Nothing much really, but Larry fell to my big black lover’s feet and Ata made him apologise to me. While Larry was crying and begging, Ata lifted my skirt to show my naked pussy and finger fucked me right in front of Larry. That was really hot, but I really only climaxed when Ata ordered him to kiss my feet to make a proper apology. I could not even stand, I was so frigging horny, but Ata pinned me to the wall and made me come loads of times while Larry was slobbering over my heels.


		 

MU:

How did it make you feel? I mean sexually and for Larry? Did you have any sympathy for him?


		 

KS:

Hell no! I just wanted more and more of it. Larry deserved it anyway, he damn well had to apologise and what better way? Anyway, I haven’t finished the story yet. What happened next was that Ata tore the panties off Larry and laughed at the size of him. I never really compared them directly before, but Ata was twice as big in every direction when he opened his pants and even then, I knew that he wasn’t really erect anyway! Sucking off Ata while Larry had to play with himself was perfect. Like a little boy, he looked, while I deep-throated that big black cock and then gorged on the streaming come from it. After this of course, Ata kept Larry on his hands and knees and told him that he had to be that way all the time when he was there. On his knees and wearing my knickers, because it had been his choice and now he had to stick by it. It was so funny, Larry followed like a puppy when we went upstairs and when Ata shut the door to keep him out he started to whine like one as well.


		 

MU:

So now Larry is like a house pet?


		 

KS:

He’s still my husband and I love him, but he needs to learn how to keep Ata from punishing him! What’s wrong and what is right for me! Ata is teaching him respect for us both. I told Ata that if he wants to sort Larry out for once and all, he is welcome as long as I am there to see it, but, Ata said that he just wanted Larry to be respectful to me and really didn’t need any special permission. If Larry got out of hand he would do it, if Larry was good to me then there was no need. Ata is so humane to that bitch-of-a-husband of mine! I have to admit that Larry was so out of order and that he deserved to be told how to behave. Ata needs respecting and slaps him all the time to keep him in line. Why can’t I have a little fun, Larry’s no good for it! Anyway, he’s so frightened of Ata that he kept quiet whilst we made love and then said sorry so many times that I told him to shut the fuck up or he would start annoying Ata.


		 

MU:

It sounds as if you both have Larry well in hand. Now I understand why he never made the last session. I suppose that he won’t be here again for a while?


		 

KS:

No! I really don’t think that it’s worth the money for him to have more sessions at the moment. Ata said that he thinks it’s a waste of money to send that bitch for therapy and I agree with him all the way. I will decide on his punishments and make sure that he stays in line now, with Ata of course! Ata is going to make sure that he learns double quick when we say so! I have also decided that Larry is playing with himself all the time and I don’t like it…

(Pause)

Larry has to learn that he doesn’t decide anything anymore…


		 

MU:

There are possibilities… for control of this kind…


		 

KS:

Like what? I can’t watch over him all the time? It’s a sorry state of affairs when his wanking is taking control of his life and then he gets all weepy. I really have to get on top of it. He’s like a pre-pubescent little girly-bitch and needs a strong hand and I am the one to do it!


		 

MU:

There are two ways, physical and psychological. I will send you a brochure of suggestions for this slight problem and I really think that Larry will be better behaved when you get it under control. Men think that they can play with themselves whenever they want and that’s something that needs to be put under control.


		 

KS:

(Laughs)

Ah, now I caught you out! You gave me some advice and not just another question!


		 

MU:

Now that Larry is no longer a patient, I can interpret the rules a little more freely. For the next session, I want you to think about the possibilities for developing your relationships with both of the men in your life. We will discuss this as well as the developments that occur naturally.


		 

KS:

You say that Larry is a man, but to me he is more like a little girl!


		 

MU:

I am not really supposed to venture an opinion, Kathy, however… That’s a valid point of view, of course, Kathy. He is certainly behaving like one! Some men occasionally just don’t measure up and then they get treated as they behave and deserve no respect. You have to decide for yourself how you husband has to behave…


		 

KS:

I already have!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

Since mid-July the relationships have consolidated.


		 

Kathy has fallen into a new mode of thinking about Larry’s behaviour and now sees that physical abuse is a reasonable response to Larry’s resistance to her requirements. The apparent stroke of luck that the only way that Larry had of covering his nakedness was to wear his wife’s panties, was planned by Ata a month before.


		 

The startling thing is, that Larry has not left such an abusive situation. He still believes that he has a chance to correct the imbalance, but in reality, is slipping into a feeble acceptance of each step as it occurs. This is exactly what we believed would happen and is the start of proving that the white male is indeed susceptible to being dominated by female authority as well as the superiority of the African ideal male.


		 

In the discussions (by the group of university therapists) that following this interview, it was felt that Larry should now be pushed into a feminine ‘bimbo’ type role and Ata agreed that the prospects of a full reordering of Larry’s sexuality was a possibility. We then decided that in the following sessions the feminine ‘slut’ role would be the focus of Kathy’s development of her husband and that sexual control was the best route to this end.


		 

The hinted-at idea of chastity control and the way that Kathy decided that she should be in control of Larry’s sexual activities was the starting point for the next series of developments that we wanted to bring about. Her referral to this as ‘wanking’ was a hopeful sign that there was leverage to be had by introducing physical restraint and thus subordinating Larry to becoming, in effect, a superfluous member of the triad.


		 

Ata introduced the idea that Larry would not be allowed to stand in the presence of Kathy. The psychological effect of this bore fruit, effectively robbing Kathy’s husband of status and respect in a single blow.


		 

There is a risk of moving this fast, and I decided that the most suitable course of action in the therapy sessions would be to provide a little more direct guidance to overcome any second-thoughts that Kathy might have. Therefore, I cancelled an appointment with the excuse of ‘family matters’ to allow Ata a little more time to move the experiment along on the lines mentioned above, as well as to give time for Kathy to develop a distaste for satisfying sexual activity on the part of her husband.



		25th August 2012

		 

MU:

I know that it’s been a month since the last session, Kathy. I apologize for the cancellation two weeks ago, but I needed to visit relatives and then the chance of a conference came up…


		 

KS:

That’s fine. Actually, there would not have been much to say two weeks ago anyway. It’s only in the last week that there have been events that I need to discuss through with you. I need to explore my feelings and be sure that what is happening to me is what I want.


		 

MU:

That’s fine. That’s what these counselling sessions are for. In fact, I took the time to read through all of my notes again to refresh my memory and feel that I can afford to be a little more proactive in the sessions.  So, let’s start with just two weeks ago, until then there were no changes?


		 

KS:

Well, that’s not entirely true. I was thinking about what you said about chastity for Larry and getting control of his ever more frantic wanking!


		 

MU:

That’s normal in most Beta males, Kathy, they make up for lack of sexual attention by masturbation. So, what did you discover?


		 

KS:

I simply Googled it.

(Long Laugh)

Then I got your brochure and decided to get something to put a stop to Larry’s endless hand jobs! I didn’t buy from the brochure that you sent, in the end. The plastic and rubber devices on offer just seemed too easily removed. What I wanted was to puts a stop to him with a finality that would give me complete control. Instead I had a steel one made especially for Larry and it arrived two weeks ago. Real quick, I thought. I wasn’t sure of getting Larry to put it on willingly, so I asked Ata to help and was really glad when he said that he would. I have had Larry crawling for the last few weeks, even when Ata is not there. I just wanted to be sure that he understands that I am in charge of him now that he has given up on himself!


		 

MU:

You got your lover to fit a chastity device on your husband?


		 

KS:

Well, sort of. Actually, I fitted it and Ata just stood by and made sure that Larry played ball. I also realised another thing. That it was access to the Internet that was supplying Larry with all the porn that he was wanking to. That was easy, I just cut off the Internet connection and that was the end of that. Anyway, what happened was this: I had invited Ata round for a few drinks before we were going out, so I dressed all sexy and hot for him and then when he arrived I told him that I wanted to fit the restraint there and then. It was so funny, Larry trying to escape behind the sofa on all fours, me with all that metal in my hand and then Ata blocking his exit and making him roll over. Of course, it took a few slaps from Ata before he submitted, but I had been expecting that so nothing strange there. The little bitch deserves to know who is in charge of our marriage and Ata was more than happy to teach him a lesson. It was so easy to fit on his cock, I just couldn’t believe it and Larry just lay whining and crying as I oiled him a little and slipped it on after slapping on a load of the ice to make it shrink. When the ice hit, Larry started to cry, but it did the job and slipping on the steel tube was easy until just the little tip pointed out. Then I screwed on the cap with the tube that goes right into him and clipped it to the tube that was already on his balls by this time. Once the padlock was on, I thought that it was over, but Larry started to moan and gripe and Ata laughed and pointed out that the poor little bitch was looking up my skirt and could see what he couldn’t have. That was it! I bent over and spread my legs and Ata fucked my ass over Larry’s face. Larry hit the roof! His tiny cock tried to get all stiff, but the tube stopped it and the tiny spikes inside were really causing him agony.


		 

MU:

Do you feel bad about that?


		 

KS:

I did at first. Well, just a little I suppose, then I realised how much it made Ata hot and I had to admit that it was a perfect evening. Instead of going out, we fucked loads of times where Larry could see the show and the sex was perfect. Especially when we called Larry a bitch and I gave him permission to try to wank. It was so good to get my feelings out in the open and show Larry how he could never possibly satisfy my needs with that little cock of his…

(Pause)

You should have seen the little bitch’s face when he tried and swelled up until he was in total fucking agony! That was funny, but even funnier was the look of sheer desperation on his pathetic face.


		 

MU:

Seems like a success then?

KS:

For me and Ata, yes, not for Larry! Poor little skank just cried and cried. Anyway, that was at the end of the night and Ata suggested something that I’m not at all sure about.


		 

MU:

Which is?


		 

KS:

He thinks that we should dress Larry up in my clothes! I really don’t want my husband in my clothes and so I said no!


		 

MU:

Why?


		 

KS:

Because they are mine and I don’t want him wearing the clothes that Ata bought me, why else?


		 

MU:

The best solution would be to buy him some of his own then…


		 

KS:

Ata will get them for me, it’s already arranged!


		 

MU:

You realise that if you allow your lover to dress Larry, then it might have a fundamental effect on your relationship?


		 

KS:

(Sigh)

Larry is a little girl, so dressing him as one is just what’s right! It’s hot, what’s happening, but sometimes I think that I work too hard at pleasing Ata! At work, I have noticed that the other girls have noticed the clothes that I wear and I can’t tell them anything anymore about my new life. It’s getting stressful…


		 

MU:

Then you should talk it through with Ata. Between you both you will come up with plenty of ideas of how to make it all more comfortable… Sharing is good for a couple, then they know what needs they are obligated to meet of the other partner.


		 

KS:

You’re right, I’ll thrash it through with him. He always has a solution…


		 

MU:

Now then, at the beginning of this session you mentioned that you had some concerns. Tell me about them and we’ll see that perhaps they aren’t so serious.


		 

KS:

It’s like this. Ata is perfect for me. He is such a turn-on and I have never been so happy, but for some reason, I am starting to think that I am just a plaything for him. That he could drop me just like that, at the drop of a hat. I would be so distressed if he just didn’t turn up one day because he found a better partner. How can I make sure that it is only me that he is interested in? How can I make him mine and spend forever with him? When we had that three in a bed in Vegas, it was a turn on, but now I realise that if he can so easily pick up some whore, what is there to keep him in my bed?


		 

MU:

I understand, totally! Many women have this feeling of insecurity and struggle to hold on to their partners. They get suspicious and over cautious and spoil it, especially when they think that they have found the perfect mate!


		 

KS:

That’s exactly how I feel.


		 

MU:

The best way of dealing with those fears is to make sure that you keep balance in the relationship. Guide Ata with new ideas to keep him interested. Give him everything he wants so that there is no chance that he is disappointed. Share everything you can to keep him involved and make sure that you show real appreciation for every moment spent with him…


		 

KS:

That shouldn’t be too difficult!


		 

MU:

You see. Bend him to your way of thinking and allow him to bend you a little! It’s what partners do…


		 

KS:

Thank you so much, I’ll do what I can! In a couple of weeks, I’ll tell you how it’s going.


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

For the first time, Kathy actually say’s ‘no’ to Ata!


		 

At first, when she told me of her concern, I started to think that perhaps the process should be slowed somewhat. However, the apprehension at dressing Larry in feminine clothes was more a concern that her own clothes would be worn by her cuckolded husband. It turns out that this is actually moving forward rather than back.


		 

The second point of Kathy’s is of more interest. Her headlong fall into an abusive relationship has her worried that she might lose her abuser! In effect, my response was to press her deeper into confiding with Ata and ensuring that he was the partner who needed to be informed of her concerns rather than her husband, Larry.  This is, in fact, an important change of direction, another step in separating Kathy from concern for the mental and physical state of her husband.


		 

Once again, Ata used physical abuse as a tool to oppress Larry. It is clear that Kathy has no objections to this course and it will be encouraged in the future.



		13th September 2012

		 

MU:

I am fascinated to know how it has gone in the last two weeks. I really think that you are getting somewhere where you want to be and glad that these sessions are pulling you through.


		 

KS:

Finally, big changes! There is so much to tell you and I have managed to settle the worries that I had at the last session. Now I’m running on rails and really feel that my life has taken a turn for the better.


		 

MU:

Big changes? That sounds really good. Now tell me what has happened.


		 

KS:

Where to start? The first thing was that I managed to see Ata’s apartment. All I can say is that it’s a typical male domain. But, small and pokey. Anyway, he has a few bottles in the cooler and it was a great night. It was after a long slow fuck, that I suggested that he move in with me! I was expecting him to laugh at me and throw me out, but he just said, ‘about time’ and I nearly fell over in shock. That was just a couple of days after we spoke, so remembering your advice I mentioned my problems at work. We discussed it through and Ata said that I should give up work and then we could have a proper life together. I thought that he would bring up the subject of Larry, but he just shrugged and said that if I wanted him there as well, he would be OK with that. A week later he moved in! All he brought was a single case and his mass of suits and a few bits and pieces. I was expecting some sort of problem with Larry. He is resigned to me deciding when he is allowed out of his restraint. I put an easy stop to that and gave the key to Ata. God, you should have seen Larry’s little face! When he started to cry, Ata just took the key and placed it around my ankle on a little gold chain and told us both that, if I was the wife, I should decide when he was allowed out to play. That’s when I knew for sure that Ata really loves me and wants to share. The next big thing happened the next day. Ata and I went shopping and we bought loads of clothes for Larry. Most of them were like the ones that I already have. Ata said we’d look like twins if we both put them on and it made him hot to think that Larry would finally be the perfect little bitch for the both of us. Ata says that all Larry needs is a big pair of tits and he will be a proper girly. I really laughed at that, I can tell you. Then I made a concession, like you suggested. I allowed Ata to buy a nice cane for us to use when Larry became awkward. So much better than slapping him around. When Larry saw it in my hands he started to beg and plead, but Ata already had the answer. Out of his case he brought a gag, sort of a big ball with a strap that will make Larry shut the fuck up when he gets difficult. That first night, Larry was fitted with the gag, Ata allowed me to put it on him and suddenly I knew that Larry would be a good little bitch from now on. That was just two weeks ago. Since then, Larry has been in heels and a mini-skirt! I can’t stop laughing at him, really. Ata has allowed Larry to walk and not crawl and I really thought that this was so generous on his part. Larry is so pathetic and I had to stuff some of my old stockings down the front to give him at least a pair of tits to go with the skank costume that he was wearing. That gave Ata an idea and I have to admit that it was nasty of me to agree, but Ata had done so much for us that it was not much to agree to. Ata suggested that we make Larry into a sexy bitch and he could then do all the housework and other stuff. He said that since he was making me a lady of leisure I shouldn’t do the housework when Larry was there to do the graft.  I was so happy that I kneeled and sucked in that thick cock and soon had it splashing come all over the floor. So, that was Larry’s first job, cleaning up after his master.


		 

MU:

Master?


		 

KS:

That’s what we decided that Larry would call Ata. Anyway, Ata used the cane only twice in the last few days because Larry has got himself well under our thumbs. I make sure that it’s not too often, but Larry seems so scared of Ata and I just threaten him that when master gets back from work he will get a thrashing every time that he is lazy. That’s what I’ve discovered about my husband. He is such a fucking lazy pig and needs telling all the time how to do the housework, so I make him do everything twice and then kiss my feet when he is done to say, ‘thank you’. There is such a thrill to see him gagged and dressed like a skank while he makes my life perfect. That gives me time to be ready for Ata when he comes home. All perfect for my big black lover. What I am starting to realise is that African American men are far superior to the pathetic whites! Ata is showing me week by week his superior intellect and strength and Larry is just a weak and pathetic Beta!


		 

MU:

A lot of women have realised that…


		 

KS:

Now I have to tell you what happened yesterday. Ata came back from work in a truck! Then he took a load of crates in the house and disappeared into the basement. Well, you can imagine! I was wondering what he was up to and Larry was in tears because he knew that whatever it was, it would be bad news for our little bitch. I had quite forgotten that it was Larry’s Birthday and when Ata showed me what he was giving, I clapped my hands and had to test it out. Now, in the basement is a fuck-off cage where Larry can be kept when I am not using him! All iron bars with a tiny door and a big hole in the top where we can restrain him and put his head in! I almost came when I saw it and Larry hated it, so all good! There he was, his head in the hole, sticking out like a melon while the rest of him was in the cage. Then Ata started to undress! You should have seen Larry weep and beg when he thought that Ata was going to make him suck his cock, but I took it in hand and played with it and calmed Ata down because I thought that he was really going to do it.


		 

MU:

Would that upset you?


		 

KS:

Not really, but it would destroy Larry and I didn’t want to let it happen unless I decided that it should. If he is not obedient, then I will allow Ata…


		 

(Pause)


		 

Is that wrong? It seems a little harsh…


		 

MU:

No, no, not at all, in fact you are being very generous! Still, you are right, something like that would be quite a serious punishment for a man like Larry. Something to be saved for the future if Larry gets out-of-hand and touches himself or refuses an order.


		 

KS:

Yeah, Larry’s a real homophobe! I will save it for a special moment when he needs a special punishment for being such a sissy-weakling.


		 

MU:

So, with the bitch in a cage and no cares in the world…


		 

KS:

Exactly! Now I have complete control! We went out last night to a really rough bar in the outskirts. I was dressed just for Ata and we had a great night and got so drunk that we had to stay in a hotel. He must have fucked me a dozen times, so much that my ass was sore and I felt like a train had been through my pussy. But, it was fantastic and we had loads of time to sort a load of important stuff out.


		 

MU:

Like?

KS:

Ata has decided that I get a hundred a week for little things for myself and he will get all the rest for me. I can sit at home all day to get the way that he wants. No tan, he hates that and nice long nails and primped and preened. He said that he had something special for me in a weeks’ time. Like a big present and I am sure that he’s going to get me a new car. I’d love to have a Mustang.


		 

MU:

Sounds great. He is really looking after you.


		 

KS:

I know, he’s everything that I ever wanted from a man in one package. He got me some tattoos. I never really liked the idea, but when he suggested that we both choose one I just loved it. I put a nice little symbol on my arm.

(Shows Arm to MU)

Like an Eastern symbol that means love in Hindu or something. Anyway. I love the little circle with the three wavy lines and he loves it too. Then I said that he could choose another, just to show how much I love him…


		 

MU:

What did he choose?


		 

KS:

I can’t show you, but it looks great. I’ll tell you, but promise not to laugh?


		 

MU:

Promise!


		 

KS:

It’s just the word ‘slut’ on my pussy. Well, not on it, just above in big curly letters. It’s sort of how I feel and I just love it.


		 

MU:

A tattoo is such an expression of true love, because it is permanent! Well, that was a lot of news for a couple of weeks. Now you can see that Ata is good for you. All that you have to do is bend a little and he will be perfect.


		 

KS:

I so agree!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

After the last session, it was agreed by all the therapists that there needed to be a focus on Larry’s development. The ideal ‘go-to’ symbolism for this change was decided to be a BDSM theme. This has advantages as both Larry and Kathy will appreciate the ‘rules’ that govern this type of abuse.


		 

Ata was in agreement and felt that the time was right to ensure that contact between Kathy and Larry should be completely under his control. It was felt that caging Larry was the best option, but that Kathy would be given the symbols of power to allow her to feel that she was in control. Thus, Ata passed her the key, but will ensure that its use is strictly supervised.


		 

To balance the gift of control of the cage, Ata suggested financial control over the couple. This means, from a practical point of view, that both Kathy and Larry are constrained to the house, which thus becomes a prison for both. That Kathy has focussed all of her efforts in making sure that Ata is satisfied, she is allowed to believe that this is a route to ensuring keeping him from finding other partners.


		 

The next push towards ‘pleasing’ Ata is of course physical adjustment of Kathy to make her more attractive and usable as a sexual object. The obvious course of treatment is enhancement to the point that she feels that everything in her life is centred on sexual gratification of Ata combined with more intense corporal punishment for Larry to bring him to the point of no-return.



		3rd October 2012

		 

MU:

I can see that you have been decorated by Ata!


		 

KS:

Yep, this tattoo is how much he loves me. I love having his name on my skin, where everyone can see it, just on my chest where his treasure is ready for him.


		 

MU:

Looks good.


		 

KS:

That’s not all! Turns out that the present was not a car. Ata says that he might get a Mustang for us, but what he has bought for me is even better.


		 

MU:

And?


		 

KS:

Tomorrow, he has booked me into a Hollywood clinic. I am getting a perfect pair of tits, that’s what! He wanted something huge, but I think that DD is quite enough for my chest. It’ll really make my tits look great and I can’t wait to see his big cock thrusting between them. I am loving life now. Every day something new. He bought me three pairs of shoes, each heel higher than the last. I’m practicing all the time when he’s not there. Jesus, tomorrow is going to be great, the clinic has a wellness spa and I have to spend four weeks there afterwards in luxury. Better still, he has work in LA and can pass through all the time. I can’t wait.

(Pause and then laughs)

All the stars go there and the porn stars. Real expensive…


		 

MU:

What about Larry?


		 

KS:

Larry is Larry! He mopes and needs the cane all the time to keep him working. I am so glad that I have the cage to get him out from under my feet and he shows no appreciation that I am looking after him all the time.


		 

MU:

Typical husband…


		 

KS:

Too fucking right! Three times now I have saved him from Ata and he just whines and moans, so the gag is in all of the time. Then I caught him trying to get it off and Ata had to use the cuffs to stop him. Really, I can’t understand what he is so pissed about, doesn’t he know that I am always looking out for him? I really just want to show him that all he has to do is behave… obediently… and show gratitude for my looking after him.


		 

MU:

If you can’t help Larry to help himself and be a little more submissive, then it might be an idea to let Ata more freedom to take your husband in hand? Then he would be better behaved.


		 

KS:

You’re right. Larry needs to realise that Ata is just putting up with him because of me. He should be grateful, but he isn’t. Next time… perhaps. Anyway, my little bitch is always amusing us by being so upset about the restraint. Maybe it’s because we just haven’t let him out, but then I read on the Internet that it can have a permanent effect. Still, whenever he sees my pussy he gets all upset and starts to cry when he can’t even get a hard on. I think that I might let him out just to see…


		 

MU:

Be careful, you don’t want to go back to the way that things were.


		 

KS:

True, I’ll think about it!


		 

MU:

How do you feel about the way that Ata has changed your views?


		 

KS:

Really? Changed me? I don’t think so! That’s just not the case! I don’t think that he has changed me at all! He has just freed me to enjoy a perfect life. I love the things that I loved before. I haven’t really changed at all, I have just revealed what was inside all along. OK, maybe it looks like that from the outside, but I know that I am who I was and that nothing important has changed!


		 

MU:

I suppose that you are right, if that’s what you think.


		 

KS:

You won’t see me for weeks now. The clinic and wellness… but after that, I think that even you will be amazed.


		 

MU:

I’m sure that I will be.


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

This was short session, but gives great insight into Kathy’s belief-system.


		 

Kathy is so sure that the preceding months have, in fact, not altered her outlook sexually or otherwise. The denial is so gratifying. This is a clear signal that the therapy is moving entirely in the right direction to prove our thesis and that she now accepts fully the idea of black superiority. I should also point out that the rather tame operations that Kathy believed that she was entering into, were of course planned to be rather more extreme. It was decided by the surgeons that her frame could support radical enlargements that were way beyond her expectations. All of this work was revealed afterwards and Kathy managed to take it in her stride and, in fact, was grateful that she was taken to the extreme of female physical desirability.


		 

At the same time, Kathy’s husband was feminised fully, in preparation for use by Kathy’s lover. The cost of this was borne by Ata himself and the university is grateful for the saved costs.


		 

The experiment could well have finished at this point and been regarded as a complete success. However, Ata expressed a desire to attempt the complete subjugation of Kathy and it was decided that this would make an interesting and amusing addition to the experiment.


		 

The opportunity provided by Kathy’s absence allowed Ata to establish regular use of Larry while she was not in the picture. The filmed episodes provide interesting viewing since physical force was used continually until Larry became habituated to regular use. It has been suggested that these films could be used to raise revenue. This brings us to the next point…


		 

After long discussion, as to the moral aspects of the case, the university gave full permission to Ata to develop the idea as a reward for his superlative work (and to recover his personal outlay) and it was decided to encourage Kathy to slip into subjugation to allow Ata to move to willing sexual slavery. It was also pointed out by the board of the university that the funding for this series of expensive experiments could be borne by the subjects themselves and contacts have been established in Nigeria, where a demand for sexual slaves ensures that exceptionally soaring prices can be had for suitably prepared males and females especially when they are Caucasian.


		 

This new financial dimension ensures the continuance of an important study that must not be allowed to fail due to the high price of this type of work. We believe that there is also another important aspect that needs to be taken into account. That once the subjects have been through therapy it is not safe or morally correct to discontinue their readjusted mental world-view. That the best solution, is to ensure both the financial security of the experiment as well as to help the subjects by introducing them into a world where their realisation of sexual needs can be continued for the rest of their lives.



		3rd January 2013

		 

MU:

Wow! Tell me all about it…


		 

KS:

You like it?


		 

MU:

Of course I do, if you do as well. I think that they are a little larger than you described two, no three, months ago!


		 

KS:

Ata persuaded me! What was the point of having all that silicone if it just raised me a cup size or two? No point at all. What’s more, and I don’t know if you noticed, my ass is much rounder! I think that having real booty is what he really likes about the work that he paid for. He just pats me on the ass, I bend down and he just can’t resist fucking me from behind! I love it… Ata is always fucking me there now, as if he just can’t get enough. I love it and he really loves to take me out and show me off now. You should see all the men go wild and try to paw me, but Ata keeps them off and I really know that he is looking after me, it shows that he really loves me so much.


		 

MU:

I am glad that you are enjoying the relationship so much. It just proves that if you know what you want, you will always get there in the end.


		 

KS:

There was a problem, though and I was a little upset at Ata when he told me. He tells me everything, we always agree together. In the clinic, there were no chances for any play! What with all the bandages and the nurses all around all the time. Ata was on his own for three months and I got all worried what was happening while I was not available.


		 

MU:

You mean he found another girl?


		 

KS:

(Laughs)

In a manner of speaking!


		 

MU:

I don’t understand. What happened?


		 

KS:

Ata said to me that he wouldn’t fuck another girl and he didn’t! He just used Larry the whole time that I was away. He said that it was better that way, because he was not really cheating on me that way and was just waiting for me to get back.


		 

MU:

Were you upset?


		 

KS:

At first! Oh God yes! Mainly because Ata played a little trick on me and sent Larry to the clinic as well!


		 

(Pause)


		 

I didn’t know that Larry was in the next room to me getting a nice pair of titties. Then I was so happy when I realised that he didn’t spend as much on Larry as me. Just a tiny pair of DD tits when he gave me the biggest that they could do. My bitch husband was out six weeks before me and Ata used him every day and had him learn how a big black cock needs satisfying all the time. How I wish that I’d been there to see it, but better than he found some other bitch, I can tell you!  Ata seemed a little apologetic, but he had no reason to be. I sort of realised that he has an insatiable appetite and at least it was with our bitch rather than some woman that might have stolen him. So, now at last that husband of mine, our big-titted little bitch, found out how much he owed me because Ata taught him how to suck off that big beautiful black cock of his. When I got back to the house after the long flight, I was so tired, but Ata was waiting for me at the airport and just could not wait to get his hands on me. All the way back, in his new Mustang, he was pawing me and playing with my new breasts! They still ached a little, but I knew how he was and just could not wait to let him fuck his special slut. Well, when we got in the house, Bitch was waiting for us all ready to greet us.


		 

MU:

Larry or Bitch?


		 

KS:

We always call him ‘Bitch’ now. I was just trying to keep the record straight.

(Laugh)


		 

MU:

OK, let’s stick with ‘Bitch’ if you like! It’s your story and you decide! So, Bitch was waiting when you both got back?


		 

KS:

Yeah! Ata had dressed him all cutely especially for me. I gasped at those tits of his, or should I say ‘her’ now? Smaller than mine, thank God, but an impressive rack all the same! Frilly little miniskirt, heels and all. What I noticed first was that the gag was different, though. Not the red ball, but a sort of ring that made Bitch drool and look like he was perpetually surprised. The other thing that I noticed, apart from the gag and the fact that Bitchy was in chains, was that he was just so totally covered in marks from the cane.


		 

MU:

You mean that Ata had been beating him while you were away? How did you feel about this?


		 

KS:

I was not fucking happy at all. He was all criss-cross with the bruises and he didn’t look so good at all. I asked Ata what had happened and he told me that Bitch had been a bad girl and was always weeping and a-wailing and then refused a direct order. Well, when I heard that, I was OK with the punishment really. After all, I left Ata in charge and he had to make a decision, how could he let my husband get away with direct disobedience. So, we kissed and made up. That’s the way that Ata and I am… just real lovers who listen to each other and understand that the other has needs that have to be satisfied. Then I noticed the next thing and I suppose it means that Ata was right after all. He held me and was feeling down my new tits when I felt something between us. There was bitch, sucking on my man’s cock as if to prove that all the punishment had taught him a serious lesson. I have to say that I was so fucking impressed, bitch’s lips were almost on the root of that huge prick and his throat swelled with taking it all in. So, what could I do? I had to show Ata a little love and he took us both to bed!


		 

MU:

Both of you?


		 

KS:

Of course, who else? Me being fucked while a quick little tongue lapped at my lover’s ass and hanging balls! Hot, hot, hot! So, fucking hot. I could feel those lips and hear the sucking as Ata fucked me from behind and Bitch sucked his ass out like a little puppy. At the end, Ata shot his load deep in my ass and then moved Bitch to lick my ass and cunt until I came again and again. Couldn’t fault the technique… Ata is a great trainer and knows what I need. Larry, oops, I mean Bitch (laughs) sucks ass real good just like a cheap skank…


		 

MU:

I gather that you were satisfied with the results of the cosmetic surgery?

KS:

Absolutely! We went out the next night and he got three offers to buy me for the night. Of course, he refused, after all I am just for him! At any rate, a few feeling hands got through and I just shrugged them off. I could tell that they were all just thinking of Ata’s big prick showering come on them. The women were the funniest. They all acted like they thought that I was some sort of whore, but inside they were all so jealous of us both…


		 

MU:

So, tell me, when did you get the piercings?


		 

KS:

Do you like them?


		 

MU:

Perfect for you!


		 

KS:

I had three done when I got back after the clinic. The nipple bars were something that I did for myself. They make the nips so sensitive and really go with my boobs. The nose ring was for Ata. He had hinted at it before, but I had always refused. In the end, I gave way because he begged me to get it done and I have to say that it goes with the ‘look’ that I have created for myself. What with the tats and the little adjustments. Sort of slutty and so fucking sexy that Ata says that he almost comes in his pants when he sees me!


		 

MU:

I like it. Perhaps you should wear a larger ring in the piercing?


		 

KS:

Maybe, but I’ll have to wait until Ata buys me one, because I spent all my allowance on a dress and lacy bras, so maybe next month…


		 

MU:

Maybe you should be brave and just ask?


		 

KS:

I may just do that!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

Kathy’s acceptance of her slutty self-image is now complete. She realises that she has been created for her black lover and Larry’s position as almost a sex-object has been cemented into her consciousness. What remains for Ata to complete is to establish the full BDSM side of the relationship and create an atmosphere of abuse that is ‘normality’ for the damaged couple.


		 

One of the strongest references after clothing is body-image and the titles. In the end, after considerable discussion, the idea of going with ‘Master’ was agreed as it is easily understood and makes a simple reference to decide the level of superiority between partners.


		 

Noticeable is the language that Kathy uses now in therapy. Instinctively she has simplified syntax and adopted a crude mode of expression, even to her therapist. Aga points out, that in regular life, Kathy has become less mentally alert and shows signs of a drop in general intelligence and memory that has helped him assert himself. This may also be a result of the Halcion that has now been administered for months.



		20th March 2013

		 

MU:

You look great, Kathy, the best yet!


		 

KS:

Jeez, thanks Miss. I am working out when I get the time…


		 

MU:

No need to call me Miss!


		 

KS:

Master thought that it is better if I call all African Americans ‘Master’ and ‘Miss’ to get it straight that they are more important than the whiteys that think that they are so clever and all.


		 

MU:

That’s fine then, Kathy. As you like…


		 

KS:

Well, I don’t want to get confused by it all. I was thinking that it’s sort of funny to do, but Master says that I have to get it all straight in my head. I am trying hard, but I get lessons from him now and sometimes it just baffles me.


		 

MU:

What needs straightening out?


		 

KS:

It sort of goes like this, but I have to admit that I am a little hazy. Master was saying to me how the only the only reason that I live with him is because of the size of his cock. I told him that I loved all of him and he said that it wasn’t true. He says that even Bitch loves his cock most of all, so how can I be any different?


		 

MU:

And, is it true?


		 

KS:

I think so, or maybe it is just part of it or something. Anyways, I do love that cock of his and I was real upset and pissed that he was letting Bitch get it more than me. Bitch is so good at sucking Master dry and no matter how I try, I just don’t get enough practice to keep up.


		 

MU:

You do seem a little confused by it all Kathy. Should I help you?


		 

KS:

Please Miss. If you would…


		 

MU:

I think that what Ata is trying to say is that you have to try a bit harder to please him all the time. Perhaps there is something that he really wants you to do and you are refusing…


		 

KS:

Maybe, Miss.


		 

MU:

All you have to do is say yes, that’s all. It’s so simple, if you know what Master wants!


		 

KS:

He wants to give me to his friend and I don’t want to. I don’t think that I do!


		 

MU:

That seems harmless, Kathy. Surely you won’t mind a little thing like that for a man like Ata?


		 

KS:

(Sigh) I suppose not, but it seemed wrong and his friend is not a man that I like.


		 

MU:

You don’t have to like him. Master likes him and that should be enough. I advise you to stop this now and do as you are told by Master. Now then, what I really want to know is where did that nice big ring come from?


		 

KS:

This one, in my nose? Master gave it to me. He thinks that it is much more practical than the little gold one. To start with, it will never come out. Ever! That’s because Master said that it is sealed closed and that makes it especially mine. It is quite heavy really, but I don’t mind because Master said that it will be useful, though I really don’t understand how.


		 

(Pause)


		 

It’s sort of like a wedding ring really.


		 

MU:

I like it… Tell me about the last time that you had sex.

KS:

A week ago. Maybe two, not sure really. Feeling him in my ass almost made me come, but then Master used Bitch as well and I never got to come…

(Weeps)


		 

MU:

I’m so sorry, maybe Master is angry. Tell me all about it…


		 

KS:

I try so hard to make him happy!

(Weeps)

I tease him all the time, let him play with my big tits and now I discovered a new trick that always seems to work, but he never lets me come and it is making me so unhappy.


		 

MU:

Tell me about your new trick?


		 

KS:

I discovered that when Bitch is in the cage, I can make his ass like a pussy and Master just can’t stop fucking it. It’s so funny, because Bitch is choking and trying to breathe with the gag in his mouth, but Master just keeps ramming into his ass. Bitch deserves to be fucked up the ass because he is stealing my man from me and there’s nothing I can do. For an hour a day, Bitch gets lessons in how to make Master pleased and I get a big fat nothing!

(Weeps)


		 

MU:

You really have to stop crying and find out what Master is punishing you for. He must have a good reason to be upset and all you have to do is to find out what it is. Then it will all come together and I’m sure that he will love you again.


		 

KS:

I know what it is and I can’t help it! That’s why I am here now. I know that I missed loads of chats with you, but Master said that if I was not a good girl, then I wasn’t allowed out of the house. In the end, I begged and begged and he allowed me to see you.


		 

MU:

I’m sure that Master knows what’s right for you.


		 

KS:

I just don’t like his friend at all and master says that I have to spend a week with him…

MU:

The friend, has he got a name?


		 

KS:

No, he’s ‘Master’ too…


		 

MU:

Then tell me about him.


		 

KS:

I think that he’s Master’s brother or something, but I don’t like him and I just want to stay with Master.


		 

MU:

I think that you are being just a little silly here. Is there such a big difference between Master and his friend? Master just needs you to prove to him that you are a good girl for him, that’s all.


		 

KS:

I just don’t like him…


		 

MU:

Why don’t you discuss with Master? Maybe he will see if you like it just for a single day and then go from there?


		 

KS:

Please, please help me… I just can’t think straight anymore!


		 

MU:

I’m sorry, Kathy. This session is at an end.


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

After a long gap, where films of Kathy and Larry were reviewed and edited for sale on various Internet sites. Kathy returned of her own volition. In fact Ata did not realise that she would arrive at my office for therapy. This means that she still has a little way to go before she is totally under control.


		 

It is clear that she is jealous of her husband now and feels that Larry is stealing her lover from her by being violated. Important also, is the fact that she now gives me the name ‘Miss’. Clearly the education of her mind is proceeding, even though Kathy still appears to have a little self-will that needs to be reduced to obedience.



		30th April 2013

		 

MU:

How are you feeling, Kathy?


		 

KS:

Slut!


		 

MU:

That’s just rude…


		 

KS:

No, that’s my new name! Master said that if I fucked other men I must be just a slut or something. I was in our favourite bar and Master bet me on a game of pool. Normally he is such a good player, but this time he lost and I had to suck the other Master’s cock. In front of everyone… that made me so proud when he came real fast. After that, Master said that I was a slut just like the tattoo on my cunt and that he would make sure that all I was allowed to do was keep his friends happy.


		 

MU:

The important thing is that Master is satisfied with you.


		 

KS:

I think that he is, but he was real pissed with Bitch and he sold him to someone in Mexico. Or Brazil or something, I can’t remember, but is was way down south! He said that Bitch would be happier if he was kept busy all the time and that he would get all the cock he could handle in Panama or somewhere like that. Anyway, Master had fucked him loads of times and he was not able to satisfy him properly any more.


		 

MU:

I think that’s a lesson for you, Slut. You really have to try harder to keep Master happy or he will sell you as well.


		 

KS:

I am happy now. Really, I am. He’ll never sell me because I love him. Anyways, my happy secret is not a secret from you. I discovered that sometimes Master’s friends let me come and that is perfect for me! I go with him and he lends me to them all. Master says that I am a slut with five holes to satisfy. Face, fists, fanny and cunt. I showed him that I can do that all at once and he was so pleased with me that he let me suck his cock until he came all over my face.

(Sobs)

Like old times.

MU:

You are doing so well.


		 

KS:

I know that I am. I licked up every drop of all of them.

(Grins)

Every drop.


		 

MU:

I see that you have had a few more piercings and tattoos done since last time. You must really like them!


		 

KS:

His real name on my tits is still my favourite. I know that he’s called ‘Master’, but I know his secret name as well.

(Whispers)

‘Ata’ is his secret name.


		 

MU:

Shhh, you should never use a Master’s secret name. Not ever, even to me.


		 

KS:

Don’t tell that I know.


		 

MU:

I won’t…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Maya Urumba


		 

The sale of Larry ensured that these sessions were paid in full with enough funding to continue. In the last month, Ata fully established his superiority, but with great care only allowed other black Alpha males to use Kathy.


		 

We anticipate that in a couple of months she will be ready for sale in Nigeria and a buyer has already been lined up for her.


		 

Just a few small shreds of the ‘old’ Kathy now remain, the next month should see her fully prepared for the rest of her life. Ata believes that chaining her and restricting her movement will close the gap.


		 

One last point: Ata can be congratulated on his excellent work and is showing signs of boredom at Kathy’s lack of resistance. On reflection, it is morally correct and humane to pass Kathy to someone that needs a short sojourn with a suitable slave before she is consigned to live out her days in the new facility in Nigeria that is experimenting with the farming of suitable subjects.


		 

Notes on drugs used:


		 

Mrs Kathy Schmidt.

From the 10th March 2012 - 250 mg of Halcion was administered twice per diem to inculcate memory loss and improve general tractability.


Mr Larry Schmidt

No drugs used to alter mind state.

Progesterone 65 mg per diem for ensuring feminine body conversion.


		 

Post Case:


		 

Mr Larry Schmidt was actually sold to a black couple in Alabama. The couple were selected by Dr. Maya Urumba for their exceptional strict punishment regime in the hope that the subject would be more comfortable as this was his usual experience.


		 

Mrs Kathy Schmidt was sold to ------- in Nigeria for the use of his wife ------- in his villa. After six months she was resold to the secure experimental unit of the Clinic of Sexual Health, Benin City, Nigeria, in accordance with agreed contracts and is being prepared for further experimentation.


		 

Session Notes:


		 

Dr. Ata Maylumbo commented in his case notes, after the disposal of the subjects, that he believed the administration of Halcion was undertaken too early in the course of the experiment. His belief is that Mrs Schmidt had fully succumbed to the ‘slut’ life style and that memory loss due to trauma would have ensured the same successful result. However, he noted that he and Dr. Maya Urumba were under pressure to start the second case and this required a speeding of the Schmidts’ process.


		 

Dr. Maya Urumba chose the couple used in this experiment and feels that, in retrospect, her influence on the counselling was rather more extensive that she felt possible before the trials were run. As the partner of Dr. Ata Maylumbo, she was kept up to date of developments and agreed, at the time, with the use of Halcion. In retrospect, she also feels that drug use is not needed in this type of scenario and that strict punishment and repetitive training are sufficient to create submissive individuals.


		 

The film of the enslavement of Larry and Kathy has been released on the Internet for general view, with an edition that has not been expurgated at a cost to the customer of three thousand dollars. Sales of these films have raised over six million dollars and this has been shared as a bonus by all of the therapists involved in the experiment.


		

		Case Notes

		

	
		Case Two:

		 

Names:Mrs Elsie Channer. 26 yrs

Mr Edward Holly.27 yrs


		 

History:

This couple are unmarried, but in a stable ‘open’ relationship. It is believed that this may make them interesting candidates.


		 

General Background:


		 

They are both high earners in the City of New York and considered possible candidates for the Republican Party in future years. Both move at a high social level, despite their age.


		 

The couple have massive debt and own several cars and two houses. One in New York, the other by the Finger Lakes. At present, we estimate their debt to be four times earnings if mortgages are excepted. Both are in therapy with the clinic and ideal candidates for the experiment.


		 

It was decided to use a couple as the entry to the experiment Dr. Ata Maylumbo and Dr. Maya Urumba were picked for this second case whilst Dr. Janine Mansen was the therapist.  It was decided to match the open relationship of the subjects with a similar construction, in order to open the door to appropriate training. Dr Mansen has a particular professional interest in regression-training of sexual behaviour and was picked because both of the subjects were considered to be suitable for this type of therapy.


		 

The fact that both subjects are in a state of partnership-denial should make the therapy reinforcement especially effective as the chosen method of development is to break the loose bonds that tie them together and place each under the control of the Doctors chosen for the experiment. Competition between the individuals being the main key to progress.


		 

Dr Maya Urumba raised the valid point that one of the experimental parameters was the subjects being white and the Doctors participating were black and that it would be a useful measure of deciding if physical superiority over the subjects was purely due to the physical prowess of the average African descended man over their white equivalents. Dr Urumba also pointed out that regressed adults are in particular demand and that significant funds could be garnered from the sale of such suitable well-educated subjects.

She therefore suggested that, in her role as one of the experimenters, she should test the validity of African-Alpha ascendency of female or male. In this regard, it was agreed that she should take an aggressive role in this case to test the validity of her thesis.



		1st June 2013

		 

JM:

How do you define your ‘open’ relationship?


		 

EH:

(Laughs)

It’s quite simple! Both Elsie and I agreed that being able to find other partners occasionally would strengthen our relationship as long as we were totally honest with each other. To us, sex is just a small part of our lives and has less to do with what we feel for each other than most other people.


		 

JM:

So, would you say that you have been truly honest about other partners?


		 

EH:

Of course. I suppose that I have had a few more one-nighters than I have told her about, but nothing serious…


		 

JM:

And her?


		 

EH:

You mean, has she not told me about…


		 

JM:

Are the partners that you pick different or similar to Elsie, your partner?


		 

EH:

Mm, I suppose so, when you ask! Elsie can be a little passive in bed and I have to admit that I prefer stronger women, women who know what they want.


		 

JM:

Have any of these other partners lasted longer than a few casual encounters?


		 

EH:

Occasionally, but mostly they are just short term physical flings. In the last year, I think that most of my other partners have been just a few nights of passion, mostly when I travel on business up to Boston. Elsie rarely comes up with me and it’s a breath of fresh air to feel single, and still have a deeper relationship with Elsie to fall back on…


		 

JM:

Let’s drill down into at your last casual partner … tell me a little about her.


		 

EH:

(Laughs)

Drill down is good. It sums it up nicely. Last time that I was up in Boston I hooked up with a great girl called Maya. As usual, I met her in the hotel bar and we spent the night…


		 

JM:

Describe Maya if you would… Physically and emotionally?


		 

EH:

Tall, really feminine, if you get what I mean, and quite the opposite of Elsie. Elsie is slim and petite, Maya is like some Amazon, really physical, she really knows what she wants and has no hesitation in telling me all about it… I think that she’s married as well, and that always helps.


		 

JM:

In what way?


		 

EH:

Married women are in the same place as I am. No hang-ups, eager to try new things and there is no risk that they are looking for some long-term squeeze. Maya was so available, I mean, she came onto me like a ton of bricks at the bar and there was almost none of that messing around that most women seem to need. Also, she is African American, god, she is so dark that she is like a shadow on the sheets! Anyway, turns out that she and her husband also have an ‘open’ marriage like me and Elsie and it just fitted perfectly for us.


		 

JM:

What is different about Maya and Elsie between the sheets?


		 

EH:

(Laughs)

I have never met a woman who so seems to love sex. She is like a tiger in bed, hungry for more and so fucking eager. I have met one or two women who have a man’s attitude to sex before, but none like Maya.


		 

JM:

Sounds as though you hit it off. Have you told Elsie about Maya?


		 

EH:

Er, not yet! I normally tell her all when the fling is at an end. She doesn’t really need to hear the details, does she? I mean, it would be so crass to tell her what a great time that I’m having when she is not in the middle of something herself. I am up in Boston again in a few days and we have arranged to meet up again…


		 

JM:

So, Maya is more than just a one-night stand?


		 

EH:

Same as the others! It will be great a few times and then we’ll drift. It always happens and there is nothing more to it than that. Anyway, Maya is just a little too crude for me! She is so aggressive… don’t get me wrong, she is perfect, but at the second meet, a week ago, she pulled out a pair of handcuffs and that was just a bit much…


		 

JM:

She cuffed you?


		 

EH:

It was great, but a little over my limits, if you know what I mean. She was all over me and she is almost as strong as I am…


		 

JM:

You were unwilling? I mean, it was not what you wanted?


		 

EH:

It was great, but not really my thing. I sort of prefer to be on top, in charge if you know what I mean. Maya really pushed me hard, in fact I have to admit that I am a little unsure if I should meet her again. Sort of intimidating.


		 

JM:

Interesting! You want your female partner to submit, and resent it when the boot is on the other foot. Do you feel that her experimentation is a threat to your masculinity?


		 

EH:

(Nervous laugh)

Of course not! I pride myself that I will try anything, it’s just that it has to suit the both of us.


		 

JM:

Do you think that the reason that Elsie makes such a good partner for you is the fact that she’s submissive in bed?


		 

EH:

Maybe! No, not really… we just make a perfect couple, all of our friends say it. Sex is not really that important a part of who we are. Maya pushes me past my normal limits and that is fun, but it can get a little over the top.


		 

JM:

The fact that Maya is African American, does that fulfil a need in you?


		 

EH:

Never really thought about it, but maybe. A few of my casual partners have been black, but it was never really a reason for attraction. It does suit her manner, I mean it’s sort of hot really! The little white-boy under the big Amazonian woman. So, I guess that maybe there is something in that.


		 

JM:

Have you ever discussed your partners?


		 

EH:

You mean Maya and myself? There wasn’t really time to do that, too much else to do! Maya told me that her husband is a bit of a jock. You know, into sports, boxing, football and all of that and I did say a few things about Elsie as well. She was quite honest, I think… I think that maybe she is the first casual partner in ages where there is something more than just the sex…


		 

JM:

Interesting! Next time that we meet up, we shall discuss your upcoming visit to Boston and how you and Maya get along… In the meantime, I have a session with Elsie tomorrow…


		 

EH:

You won’t tell her about Maya?


		 

JM:

Of course not, whatever we talk about stays in this office!


		 

*****


		 

		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

This opening session shows the classic error that couples make when they indulge in an ‘open’ relationship. Edward is keeping his casual flings secret because, in reality, he understands that an ‘open’ relationship is fragile and depends on the other partner’s acceptance of sexual activity with another partner.


		 

Meanwhile, as we shall shortly see, Elsie is indulging in the same dishonesty. This gives our dominant couple an excellent wedge between the two which they can develop with ease. As is usual in these circumstances, one partner suggests the idea of an ‘open’ relationship, the other allows it to happen, but is not in complete agreement.



		2nd June 2013

		 

JM:

Why did you come to a therapist after two years of an ‘open relationship’?


		 

EC:

Er, I suppose that somehow, I feel that things aren’t going so well between Edward and myself. We have endless money problems and I am starting to think that he is misusing the agreement that we made with each other…


		 

JM:

Are you saying that you feel that Edward is getting more from this than you are? Which one of you suggested the ‘open’ nature of the relationship?


		 

EC:

Edward did, he said that it would do us good to experiment and that nothing would come between us…


		 

JM:

You said Edward was misusing the relationship? So, how often in the last years have you taken advantage of this? What I mean is, how often have you found yourself a sexual partner?


		 

EC:

Just twice, actually! I am sure that Edward has had a lot more partners than I have, many more than he tells me about. This really bothers me, more than I ever thought that it would. After all, if he finds someone else, everything is in my name and I am scared of the debt…


		 

JM:

Are you trying to say that you are jealous of his success?


		 

EC:

No, not at all. It’s just that sex doesn’t mean that much to me at the moment.


		 

JM:

But, it did before?


		 

EC:

Maybe, but not at the moment… Until the last week that is!


		 

JM:

So, have you another partner now, apart from Edward?


		 

EC:

(Grins)

Actually, I have! Just the third in two years… I went up north to a Republican conference and met a man who was chasing me so hard that I just could not resist! Anyway, it was just the one night and I don’t think that I’ll see him again…


		 

JM:

Tell me a little about it.


		 

EC:

What’s to tell? We met in one of the planning sessions in the conference, he made a pass at me and I went to his room. There’s not much to say except that it has reawakened my interest in men! Ata was so tender and strong, everything that I want in a partner. Considerate, stamina and such an intelligent attitude to pleasing a woman. Trouble is, he’s married, but otherwise the perfect lover.


		 

JM:

Physically?


		 

EC:

Not at all like Edward! That’s what. Edward is always looking out for his own pleasure, not all that masculine, if you know what I mean! Ata is six-foot plus, works out and is so strong…

(Laughs)

He pinned me down and made love to me for hours, never more than I could take, but so much. Physically, he is a little, ahem, bigger than Edward and boy did I notice. What’s more, he knows how to use it!


		 

JM:

Anything else?


		 

EC:

(Coughs)

He’s black, exactly a stereotype. Big, strong and handsome. Dreamy, in fact…


		 

JM:

You mean that you’re smitten with him?


		 

EC:

Well, I would be, but then I suppose that I have no way of telling. After breakfast, we went our own ways and I have no way of contacting him. Shame really, it’s the first time that a casual hook-up went well and now I have no way of meeting him again.


		 

JM:

But, you would if you could?


		 

EC:

I guess so. I have another conference in Kentucky in a week, I am really hoping that he will be there…


		 

JM:

You mentioned finances?


		 

EC:

Yeah… Both Edward and myself have good jobs with great potential, but we spend so much that we are always dipping into credit. I keep telling him that we need to get it in order, but he won’t listen…


		 

JM:

So, you blame Edward for the parlous state of your finances?


		 

EC:

He’s the one that bought a new car on credit, not me…


		 

JM:

How does this affect your sex life?


		 

EC:

You mean with Edward? It’s non-existent at the moment. I know that he’s got some woman in Boston, I can tell, now I am just waiting to tell me about her.


		 

JM:

Do you feel that Ata, your one-night stand, is a balance for what Edward is doing?


		 

EC:

Sort of, I suppose. Anyway, as I said, it’s unlikely that I’ll see him again, so it doesn’t really matter. It was a great night and that’s all! Edward is Edward and I have to sort that out first…


		 

JM:

Do you ever feel that there are things that you would want to do, sexually, that you are missing out on?


		 

EC:

All the time! Edward is such a pussy. He acts strong, but it really just selfish! I like men that are physically strong, powerful and know what they want. A man that will take me there, show me what to do and lead me, a man that knows what I want and blaze the trail for me. Edward is not good at that and he never really seems that excited to go to bed with me…


		 

JM:

Do you think that Ata is that perfect man?


		 

EC:

I know it! Ata is a sort of fantasy perfection; the trouble is that I have seen the reality and then lost it. I almost feel that my fingers just touched the bar and then, suddenly it was pulled out of my reach.


		 

JM:

So, are you going to find him?


		 

EC:

(Laughs)

Now that we had this session, I think so! I have to see if it works a second time like it did the first!


		 

JM:

Well, we see each other in a week or so, it will be interesting!


		 

EC:

I’ll keep you up to date!


		 

		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

These two short sessions quickly established the balance in the relationship between Elsie and Edward. He is the one that pressed for an ‘open’ relationship, whilst she exploits the situation but is also fundamentally dishonest in not behaving according to the ‘rules’ that the couple have stated.


		 

Of the two of them, Edward is the one who is probably most open to being regressed to a state of infantile femininity, whereas Elsie has more understanding of the relationships that she engages in.


		 

At this point, in a meeting of all the therapists, it was decided that Dr Maya Urumba pursue a strong line to attempt to quickly force Edward to reliance on her suggestions, while Elsie be used as a competition for her husband to increase the leverage by breaking down respect between them, allowing free rein for the therapy to take its course.

For this to take place smoothly, the meeting in Boston between Dr Urumba and Edward was planned to cause him to break the ‘rule’ that relationships outside the marriage were only to be short lived. By forcing Elsie and Edward to break their own rules it will cause a rift that both will attempt to take advantage of. This sense of competition between the partners will break their resistance to undertaking sexual activities that they would not normally countenance, thus allowing severe BDSM elements to be put in place.



		10th June 2013

		 

JM:

So, how was Boston?


		 

EH:

Good, I suppose. All the meetings turned out perfect and Maya was there again, so I guess that I could say that it was just as I had hoped.


		 

JM:

Before you went to Boston, did you have sex with Elsie?


		 

EH:

I wanted to, but she was away for a couple of days at a party do in Kentucky and we never got the chance.


		 

JM:

I take it that you still haven’t mentioned Maya to her?


		 

EH:

I think that she knows, so I’ll have to, but the answer to that is no! Personally, I just think that it would upset her.


		 

JM:

Why’s that?


		 

EH:

Because, Elsie doesn’t have much success in finding partners. That’s why! She doesn’t know how to make herself attractive like Maya and so many other women. Of course, she is a bit docile, but then that’s just Elsie. Maya is the opposite of her, really, I was thinking. Attractive, aggressive and in charge, and that’s just not Elsie. She was amazing this time…


		 

JM:

You mean Maya?


		 

EH:

Absolutely! She wore the most fantastic get-up. I think that she wore it just for me. So, there’s a difference. I just can’t persuade Elsie to get herself attractive for sex and Maya does it so naturally!

(Pause)


		 

JM:

Like what?


		 

EH:

Kinky really! She wore a full dress in latex. Normally, I don’t go for all that stuff, but she was perfect. It was like a voyage of exploration! I thought that she’d strip off, but instead, she just fucked me amidst all that soft rubber and I have to admit it. I’m a fan now! She was a little rough though…


		 

JM:

You seem to want a strong woman, but when they are, you are disturbed?


		 

EH:

(Laughs)

Sort of, I guess that you are right. She was all over me, and I realised that something I said last session was wrong! Maya is so strong, so fit. She had me pinned down and… well, she took what she wanted and I didn’t mind giving it! It was like having a fury in bed with me, she just seemed so desperate to climax a dozen times before I could…


		 

JM:

But, you didn’t like it?


		 

EH:

Er, it was great. Don’t get me wrong, I always make sure that the woman gets her share, but Maya took the whole cake and I was left with the crumbs. She kept it going for hours and it was only at the end that I came…


		 

JM:

Is that normal, that you climax just once?


		 

EH:

(Muttered)

Yeah, that’s all I can manage…


		 

JM:

So, it seems that she made the best of it! Tell me, what did she do that was new?


		 

EH:

Oral sex, endless oral sex. Er, what I mean is that she just wanted me down there all the time. She almost suffocated me, rubbing herself and coming again and again, all the while teasing me like there was no tomorrow. I must have spent hours under her, she sat on top the whole time, well almost the whole time. When she finally mounted me, I was bursting to fuck her, but she kept slowing down and speeding up and when I finally came it was in her hand…

JM:

Did she use cuffs again?


		 

EH:

I don’t want to talk about it…


		 

JM:

Don’t be shy, Edward. I’m a therapist not a lover or your wife, you can tell me about the details, in fact they are important. That’s because I need to see inside your thoughts to understand what it is that turns you on!


		 

EH:

Yeah, she used the cuffs. All fucking night! It wasn’t until we had breakfast that she let me go… Ankles as well. It was such a turn-on, but I hated it. She had me spread-eagled on the bed all night and used me! I almost felt that I was less a partner than a toy!


		 

JM:

So, next time you will refuse?


		 

EH:

If there’s a next time. It was good, but I think that she is wide over my limits!


		 

JM:

In what way, specifically?


		 

EH:

(Sigh)

When we up in the morning, uncuffed and dressed and all that, I checked her phone to find out more about her…


		 

JM:

And?


		 

EH:

Some of the photos on the phone were really extreme. Don’t get me wrong, I can do a bit of kink and all that, but Maya with a cane in her hand. Rather not! I think that she’s into BDSM and that’s never really been my scene. OK, fluffy pink handcuffs, fifty shades and all that. A blindfold and the odd slap on the ass, but Maya is way over my level, that’s for sure.


		 

JM:

That threatens you?


		 

EH:

Er yes, I mean no. It’s just not my scene at all. I think that the man in some of the photos was her husband. He wasn’t in cuffs, he was standing behind her while she was caning a naked ass! Not something that I’d really like to try.


		 

JM:

Does Maya know that you’d looked at her phone?


		 

EH:

No, I didn’t tell her. I think that she’d have gone mad if I’d told her!


		 

JM:

Has being with Maya changed your attitude to Elsie?


		 

EH:

(Sigh)

Sort of! Elsie just seems colourless now in comparison. Sort of pale and uninteresting. We haven’t had sex for weeks and I feel guilty, but I just can’t bring myself to be interested.


		 

JM:

You said that sex was not important to you and Elsie!


		 

EH:

I did, in fact we both did. The truth is that she is just so dull. I know that I was complaining that Maya goes too far, but it’s better than nowhere at all. I also feel guilty that I’m having fun and Elsie is just… well, being Elsie.


		 

JM:

Maybe she is having a fling as well?


		 

EH:

Is she?


		 

JM:

Now, you know that that’s not allowed. I insist on privacy!


		 

EH:

Of course. At any rate, I just can’t imagine it. It’s not that she’s not attractive in a tiresome kind of way, but she is so ordinary and I have to admit that Maya and her strength do just turn me on a little.


		 

JM:

So, are you going to hook up again?


		 

EH:

She wants to. Me I’m not so sure! She is from New York too, so I could meet here, but I really want that degree of separation. You know, between home and away! It would be too complicated, anyway, her husband is here too and I really don’t want to meet him…


		 

JM:

It seems a healthy timidity on your part, but maybe if you saw more of Maya’s life you would realise that Elsie is a better fit?


		 

EH:

That never occurred to me. On the other hand, it would make life complicated! It’s pure sex between Maya and me, why would I want to inject real life into a load of one-night stands?


		 

JM:

Perspective? It might make Maya less of a fantasy and more real…


		 

EH:

I doubt it, but I’ll give it thought.


		 

JM:

Now then, I just want to change the subject a little. Do you think that money is a root cause of your difficulties with Elsie?


		 

EH:

Money? No, there’s loads of it if you know where to look. I’m well paid, my credit is good, I just bought a new car with no problem and even though Elsie and I have loads of credit, there’s no problems with money!


		 

JM:

So you are a spender and she’s a saver?


		 

EH:

Ha! She always says that, but she spends like there’s no tomorrow! Perfume, clothes, stuff for the house and all that. What’s more, she just got a new car like me, so the balance is even.


		 

JM:

Are all the loans in both names?


		 

EH:

Mostly, well maybe not! Of course she has a better job at the moment, so her name is used more than mine, but even so, we share everything!


		 

JM:

But, you still haven’t told her about Maya?


		 

EH:

The two things are quite unrelated in my view. There’s sex, there’s love and then there’s money. They are all quite different things!


		 

JM:

So, you are going to look Maya up in New York?


		 

EH:

Maybe I will!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

Dr Urumba decided to leverage her physical strength by using handcuffs. By placing Edward at a disadvantage, she quickly asserted her domination, but made sure that the sex was exciting and endless to exhaust the subject. This has the advantage that the subject feels in competition with his partner and that to leave the relationship this way would be damaging to his pride.


		 

Even though Edward stated that he was far beyond his limits, he is still seeking a sexual confrontation with Dr Urumba in order to ‘win’. This is a trap that many Beta ‘macho’ men fall into and gives the leverage to push ever further past moral boundaries.


		 

Money is also at the heart of this relationship.


		 

Like most foolish white males, Edward feels that his earnings justify his behaviour in the relationship and cause dependency by his wife. Since ascendency in marriage mainly depends on sexual activity, this is a red herring that makes Edward feel that he is in some way superior. The advent of Ata in the relationship will shake this idea and will be an interesting test of the strength of bonds once sexual activity ceases between husband and wife on their own terms.


		 

Already, Elsie seems pale to Edward and the regression has begun as he submits to punishments from a partner even though at the moment he does not see them as such. In order to follow this through, it was decided that Ata would make his sexual superiority over Edward felt in a purely physical bout of activity that would leave his wife breathless and unable to respond to the poor love-making skills of her husband.



		12th June 2013

		 

JM:

Last session, you mentioned that you were sort of hoping that you would meet Ata in Kentucky. Were you disappointed?


		 

EC:

Wow, not at all. Kentucky was a bore, the conference was terrible and half-assed, but you’ll never guess… Ata was there and we did it all again, but better!


		 

JM:

You slept with him again?


		 

EC:

No sleep! It was wall to wall sex and the best-ever! The first night, we spotted each other across the auditorium and before I knew it he was making love to me at the hotel bar!


		 

JM:

Sex in public?


		 

EC:

(Tsk)

Of course not! I didn’t mean that we were literally having sex in the bar, just it felt like it! He is so strongly sexed and took every opportunity to get me all hot under the collar and in other places before we went back to his room. It was like a first time again, as if the last hook-up had never happened. He fucked me so slowly on the chair in the room, without even undressing and then he stripped me and made love to me again! He is such a great lover, he knows exactly what turns me on, but the best was yet to come!


		 

JM:

The best?


		 

EC:

He dressed me up and I felt so totally hot for him.


		 

JM:

Don’t you ever do that for Edward?


		 

EC:

He seems to hate it when I take the time to dress up! No, Ata had some clothes that he gave me and when he dressed me it was so exciting. Short girly skirt and short socks. When he put the high heels on my feet, I thought that I was about to come there and then. I have never really worn stilettos, but they felt so right! No knickers, just the skirt, the boob-tube and the heels and then he fucked me again. I felt like I was a college girl on her first date or a cheerleader or something!


		 

JM:

Would you do that for Edward?


		 

EC:

No, he would just laugh. He likes it straight and no messing, clothes are not part of the mix.


		 

JM:

That was the first night, what happened on the other two days?


		 

EC:

(Laughs)

It’s sort of embarrassing, do I have to tell?


		 

JM:

Of course not, you don’t have to tell anything, only what you want to say!


		 

EC:

(Pause)

OK, OK, OK! After the conference the second day, Ata took me to a strip club. I’ve never done that before, but it was so hot! The girls are all so sexy and the money, you should see the money that the drinkers stuff in their bikinis. Some of the pole-dancers were dressed in kinky stuff, all leather and plastic and stuff and I was so turned on that I let Ata slip his hand under the table and slowly frig me to coming as we watched…


		 

JM:

Sex in public?


		 

EC:

Er, this time it was, I suppose. Anyway, no one else knew and so it was OK. Then we went back to my room and Ata dressed me up again. It’s like being a little dolly for him, turning him on so much as she stripped and dressed me all ready for that huge cock of his. I’ll tell you, I was so wet down there and longing for it, but Ata got all bashful and wouldn’t start.


		 

JM:

Was there a problem?


		 

EC:

Not really! It turned out that he had some other stuff in his room and we had to go back up there. It was so exciting in the hotel. Like I was a little white whore for him as we were in the lift and then when we got to his room he showed me what he wanted to do. I was almost shocked, but so turned on and a little drunk, so I let him cuff me to the bed and he showed me really just how well a black man can fuck! It was like being entered by a train, he filled me and all I could do was yell and scream as he made me come and come and come…


		 

JM:

He chained you to the bed? Didn’t you feel that that was a little risky?


		 

EC:

I loved it! I didn’t have to think how to please him, he just took what he wanted and I couldn’t resist! The funniest thing was when he asked me to call him ‘Master’, but that was just part of the scene and I have to say that it turned me on so much…


		 

JM:

Was it that he was black?


		 

EC:

Sort of, though I only realised it later on. Big, black and so huge! It was like being in the middle of a tornado. He made me come again and again and he did too. Not like Edward, Ata has such stamina and is so full of ideas to make me horny. Anyway, that was the second night. I never felt threatened, he just let me go at the end of it all and all I could do was kneel and show him how much I had enjoyed the whole experience.


		 

JM:

You showed him?


		 

EC:

I’m not that much of a fan of oral, especially taking a man into… But, it was great. He was so careful with me. Never choked me like he could have and mostly he just wanted me to lick and kiss until he came all over my face and he made lick it all up!


		 

JM:

Made you?


		 

EC:

Sort of, at the last moment he pulled free and spurted all over my face and then he guided the come into my lips and I lapped it up. I have never been so hot, I guess that’s why I did it. Anyway, the third night was the best…


		 

JM:

What happened?


		 

EC:

We got drunk at the bar. He had his hand on my thighs and played with me on his lap. I had dressed especially for him in the short skirt and so on and I played the part of the dumb skank that just needs cock and nothing but that big black cock. Role play, I suppose. Well, that turned him on like nothing had so far and he carried me up to his room. Actually, carried me. He is so strong and powerful. Then, when we were in the room, alone, he threw me on the bed face down and fucked me from behind!


		 

JM:

On your knees?


		 

EC:

Oh yes, but he is the first man who I have allowed to take me there… from behind…


		 

JM:

Anal?


		 

EC:

It was the best! All the while his hands were keeping me so hot and then as he pushed in, he finger-fucked me with one hand while the other took my hair and pulled my head back. It was like being taken by a bull! So masterful and all for him and yet I came a dozen times at least. When he came in my ass, I could feel him, it was like being a virgin all over again. In fact, I suppose that Ata took my virginity that night!


		 

JM:

How was this different from sex with Edward?


		 

EC:

Jesus, how different? Edward tries to be strong, but he is nowhere in comparison to my big black bull! Ata fills me like no man before and I love licking every drop of come from his big cock before it goes in again. Edward is always finished in five minutes, but Ata went on all night. I was counting and he came at least four times and maybe more. Then, when the cuffs went on…


		 

JM:

He cuffed you?


		 

EC:

Just my wrists to the bed, but the blindfold made me feel so hot and like a real woman, that was the best. I never knew where he was going to use me next. Each time a surprise! Ass, pussy and mouth, he used every hole…


		 

JM:

Did Ata get you to call him ‘Master’ again?


		 

EC:

I just did it, it was so right for me! He is sort of a ‘Master’ for me and the best is that I know where he lives!


		 

JM:

Ah, so you did more than just fuck?


		 

EC:

A little! Turns out that he lives in New York with his wife! I saw her picture and she is so beautiful! Big and strong just like he is. She loves it when he finds other partners and she does the same herself. Just like me and Edward. Of course, I daren’t tell Edward, he would be so jealous, he seems to think that I never use our ‘open’ relationship and spend all my time cleaning the house and so on. Well, maybe he was right a few weeks ago, but now he’s so wrong. I have discovered the perfect lover. Satisfying, generous and what a body!


		 

JM:

Are you going to meet him on home ground?


		 

EC:

I would never bring him back to my place, that’s all part of Edward and my arrangement. But, we have swapped numbers and I can’t wait for him to call me up…


		 

JM:

Tell me, what aspect of making love to Ata is the most exciting?


		 

EC:

I don’t know, its’ all of it together! I just long to be held down and taken and he does it perfectly! Edward does not know what he is missing!


		 

JM:

We meet again in three weeks as arranged. At some point, we shall organise a session with both of you. Is that something that worries you?

EC:

I suppose that it will be a little difficult, but I have nothing to hide.


		 

JM:

But, you have not told Edward yet?


		 

EC:

Not yet, but I will. I am sort of hoping that he will realise what turns me on about Ata and learn something about how to treat me. I love the clothes, the fantasy and the sheer strength of Ata. On top of that, he pushes me forward and that’s something that Edward has not done for years. I need new experiences and thrills, Edward seems just rooted in the past.


		 

JM:

It seems that you are giving him a lot to live up to…


		 

EC:

Actually, I don’t think that he can!


		 

JM:

You mean that you are thinking of breaking up with Edward?


		 

EC:

If we were not in so much debt, I might do it. It’s something that I just need to sort out in my mind.


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

It can now be clearly seen that Elsie has realised that the only bond between her and Edward is the money. Ata’s performance created in her the feeling that endless sex is a replacement for partnership. Enhanced by making her feel attractive sexually and sexualising the relationship to the nth degree with dress and a little light bondage should break resistance to the planned developments to come.


		 

The next stage is to add pressure to Edward to make him engage in activities that he would normally decline, while Elsie needs to be taught disrespect for her husband and pulled from any kind of sexual dalliance with him. To develop this, jealousy has a strong part to play as the competition between the two is stepped up.



		5th July 2013

		 

JM:

It’s been three weeks, Edward. What has happened in that time?


		 

EH:

Well, to start with, I sense a change in Elsie. I am sure that she has a lover, not that I mind of course. That’s the agreement. She is so animated…


		 

JM:

You have had sex?


		 

EH:

With Elsie, God no! Everything as normal there… She just looks at me like I’m a stranger and complains about money! A real turn off, I called up Maya, but there was no answer, then I got such a shock when she turned up at our apartment! She was so hot that I just had to go with her to this bar that I know and it went on from there…


		 

JM:

So now you are carrying on the relationship with Maya in New York?


		 

EH:

Hell yes, though it’s strange, because I have always kept the affairs separate from home, but there you go. It is sort of fun, sneaking out and meeting her at her place. The husband is never there and she has so much free time! I am sure that whatever it is that she does for a living makes a load of money, but she never talks about it at all. I have to admit that I don’t give a shit! Anyway, Maya is the same at home as she was in Boston. Sexy, powerful and such a temptress! We went back to her place and there was something good about cuckolding that jock husband of hers! She is so demanding, and I managed to dodge the BDSM stuff for a visit or two, but it is part of her make-up and she managed to get me drunk and interested…


		 

JM:

This was on a second visit?


		 

EH:

The third, actually! She has all this gear in a chest under the bed and insisted. I was too drunk to resist, or maybe she roofied me! I would not put it past her. Anyway, before I even knew it, there I was. All stretched out on the sofa, stretched over the back face down while she slowly jerked me off almost to the point…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

You did not climax?


		 

EH:

No, but it was still great! Then she came around the back of the sofa and lifted my head to lick her out. I have never seen a woman so wet with need and lust. She just used me to satisfy her and then went back again to push me even further. Once again, I didn’t come, but she did! She slapped my ass and frigged herself for ages. It was so hot, like being her bitch for hours. Then she pushed a finger into me…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

Your ass?


		 

EH:

Er, yes… That made me come for her and she seemed delighted even though it meant that I was not able to fuck her.


		 

JM:

Did you want to?


		 

EH:

Hell yes, of course I did! I love fucking her, but she was into all this role-play and I had to be her ‘little bitch’. Anyway, at the end of it, I felt so exhausted that I just couldn’t satisfy her properly and she seemed so pissed with me.


		 

JM:

Did that make you feel inadequate?


		 

EH:

(Sighs)

A bit, but then she softened and told me that she had really enjoyed it all, so it was all right. That was the third time since our last session. There was a fourth, but it was quite different and is what I really need to talk to you about!


		 

JM:

Why?


		 

EH:

Because, I think that I need to split with Maya, but I am in a bind and don’t know how to sort it out.


		 

JM:

A bind? What do you mean?

EH:

I didn’t realise it, but Maya filmed it all. Everything…


		 

JM:

What’s the problem, you just have to tell Elsie what happened, there is no reason to feel as if you are blackmailed!


		 

EH:

I saw those pictures on her phone… seems that she films herself…


		 

(Long pause)


		 

Elsie won’t like it, but that’s not the problem. The problem is that Maya has put the film on some porn sites and I need her to get the film down. It could lose me my job and then there’s all my friends and family…


		 

JM:

Did she openly say that she was blackmailing you?


		 

EH:

She didn’t ask for money, but she sort of is blackmailing me…


		 

JM:

I don’t understand?


		 

EH:

She says that she’ll only take it down if I keep coming to her apartment. That’s blackmail, isn’t it?


		 

JM:

Maybe it’s all just part of the fantasy? I mean, maybe she does not mean it to upset you.


		 

EH:

I don’t like it. How can I stop her? I mean I have to get that film of the Internet before someone sees it!


		 

JM:

It’s unlikely that it will be spotted. Better to take your time and persuade her… Just go with the flow and it will be OK… What is in the film then?


		 

EH:

(Pause)

Just the games that we play. Not good and certainly not fit for work! Anyway, I see her in two days and then I’ll think of something… I just think that it’s all gone too far. What started as great sex has become a worry and I just can’t think of anything else… especially since…

JM:

Since what? Edward?


		 

EH:

(Sigh)

She said that if I liked her finger up my ass, then she’d try something else next time and I am frightened…


		 

JM:

Of what? That you’ll like it?


		 

EH:

(Sobs)

You don’t understand. I am not gay, I never wanted that and I didn’t even do it with Elsie! I just need to escape her, but she has my number and address and I can’t think of a way to put an end to it! Then the film, it’s all too much, really it is not a game anymore.


		 

JM:

I am sure that it is, Edward. I suggest that you go along with it and then tell her that it is ‘not your thing’. Then you can bring the discussion around to the fact that you want to break up and find a way of getting her to take the film down before anyone sees it…


		 

EH:

Will that work?


		 

JM:

I am sure it will. If it doesn’t then we’ll discuss it next time…


		 

EH:

But, next time both Elsie and myself are due a joint session.


		 

JM:

What better time to be honest with her?


		 

EH:

(Sobs)

Fuck, that’s not good. Can we squeeze in another session beforehand to smooth this out?


		 

JM:

Of course we can, Edward. How about in two days’ time?


		 

EH:

OK, I’ll see you then and let’s hope that your advice works!


		 

JM:

It will. In one way or another!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

The therapists decided that this was already the point to break the bonds of respect and affection between the subjects. Dr Urumba followed each phase with great accuracy with the results that we see above.


		 

The three strands of the ‘open marriage’ are now broken:


		 

1                    The lover turns up at the house. This breaks privacy and creates uncertainty as the ‘outside’ relationship impinges on the ‘inside’ relationship.

2                    The lover places the subject in a situation that gives her ‘power’ and ‘control’ over him. Dr Urumba achieved this by filming their sexual activities and thus threatening the one thing that the subject feels gives him superiority; his job and earning capabilities.

3                    Regression is helped by recourse to anal penetration. This basic instinct is enough to have the subject in tears as he is confused by his reaction. In layman’s terms, hopes for more and dreads it! Giving him the pejorative name ‘bitch’ completes the first stage of regression.



		7th July 2013

		 

JM:

Hi, you look a little upset, Edward. Here have a tissue and let’s discuss the whole problem. I gather that Maya did not want to end your relationship?


		 

EH:

(Sobs)

It was so terrible. Now I really don’t know how anyone can help!


		 

JM:

I’m sure that I can! Just tell me what happened and we’ll see…


		 

EH:

Last night, I went around to Maya’s and she was really pissed. I don’t know why, something about her husband, but I have never seen her in such a rage. When she answered the door, she pulled me in and called me a bitch. I had not realised just how much stronger than me she is, but it was an absolute nightmare. She dragged me up to the bedroom and had me stripped off before I could argue. She just tore the clothes off me and slapped me. All I could do was argue with her, but she slapped me again and I started to fight to get away. I have never hit a woman before, believe me, but I slapped her back and it just enraged her. I tried to engage, tried to argue, but she wouldn’t listen to a word of it. It was then that I figured that her jock husband had found out about our affair and she was mad about that. All of a sudden, she calmed down. It was as if cold water had been thrown over her and she started to ask about Elsie. I refused to talk about it, but she got all cold and nasty and said that she would send a mail with the film to Elsie and I begged her not to. Really begged her on my knees. She said that she thought that Elsie knew about us and didn’t mind and I told her that I hadn’t spoken to her about Maya and needed space. Jesus, she was worse when she was calm…


		 

JM:

In what way?


		 

EH:

She told me that now that because her husband knew, Elsie had to as well…


		 

JM:

And you argued? The worst thing that you could have done!


		 

EH:

She grabbed at me and before I knew it, she had cuffed my wrists behind my back. Then she tripped me onto the bed face down and sat on me. Well, I struggled and struggled, but I could not stop her…

(Sobs)

She did this to me…

(Edward lifts his T-shirt to show the welts of a cane)

Beat me…


		 

JM:

Obviously passionate… What happened next?


		 

EH:

I struggled when she caned my ass and back and then she opened my legs and cuffed them apart. Some sort of bar between them. Well, I was so scared, but I fought to stop her, but Maya had me helpless. I felt something push into my ass and all of a sudden, she was fucking me like a bitch. Maya had a huge rubber cock and pushed into me while she laughed at me struggling to escape.

(Sobs)

Which I couldn’t.


		 

JM:

Sounds painful?


		 

EH:

It was not that bad, but the bad part was that she made me come with her hand when she fucked me and there was nothing that I could do to stop her! That was not even the worst of it. After she pulled out, she made me kiss the big dildo that she had fucked me with and lick my come off her shoes before she flipped me over and I had to lick that wet pussy of hers and make her come…


		 

JM:

Orally?


		 

EH:

(In quiet voice)

Ass and pussy, she made me lick her ass and I think that she climaxed loads of times whilst I did. It was terrible. She was choking off all the air and I had to beg to serve her ass while she just moved on top of me, held me down and came a thousand times. She did things to me…


		 

JM:

Like?


		 

EH:

Played with me and slapped me. It was sheer torment, every time that I did not do what she asked, Maya choked me and I had to do what she wanted. Then when she had had enough, she forced me to kiss her shoes and tell her that I loved being treated like a skank. Held down and fucked…


		 

JM:

So, you didn’t manage to get her to take the film down off the Internet?


		 

EH:

No! What’s more, she put that night up on the Internet too. When I got home, I looked it up and it’s under my name. Loads of comments and likes. She fucking posted it with my name on. Now it comes up on the fifth page of Google. Shit and fuck, what can I do to stop this?


		 

JM:

Sounds like quite a problem…


		 

EH:

(Slaps the desk)

It gets much worse. This morning I got a mail from Maya. She’s going to send the film to my company and I’m going to lose my job. Fuck, fuck, fuck!


		 

JM:

So, Maya is blackmailing you?


		 

EH:

How can you take this so calmly?


		 

JM:

It’s my job, and anyway, it’s not me that allowed some Maya to mess up my life!


		 

EH:

Much good you are… what the fuck do I do?


		 

JM:

You need to contact her and sort this out. It seems that she is playing a game that you don’t want to be part of. Maybe she misunderstood your needs. There are a lot of people that get kicks out of games like this. Endangerment games, we call them!


		 

EH:

So, how do I stop her?

JM:

Three ways… Join the game and threaten her, second you tell her that this is not your scene, thirdly let it just blow over. If you are passive she will lose interest in it. Just don’t play along!


		 

EH:

This is all a game? What people play fucking games like this?


		 

JM:

People like Maya, of course. People like you! After all, you were playing much the same game in a minor key with Elsie. Just opt out and be passive. Maya will lose interest and find another playmate.


		 

EH:

She fucked me…


		 

JM:

That’s what she’d like to think. In fact, she is hoping that you will react and that means that she can move to the next stage of the game.


		 

EH:

What stage is that?

(Sobs)


		 

JM:

I don’t think that it would be a good idea to worry you. Just play possum and play along, she wants resistance, you won’t give it and then she’ll drop you like a hot brick. Believe me, it’s the best way.


		 

EH:

I just have to hope that you’re right!


		 

JM:

I am!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

Dr Urumba’s heavy handed treatment of the subject was the cause of some dismay at the university. She played all of the cards in her hand in one play and it was felt that she may have placed the experiment in jeopardy.


		 

Her take on the incident related above was that taking Edward ‘one piece at a time’ was a method that was too gradual when she felt, in her professional opinion, that he was fully ready to be abused and that a direct violation was the most effective method.


		 

It will be interesting to see now how the two couples coalesce and the effect of Edward’s situation at work as well as at home.


		 

Of all the therapists, I am the only one that agrees with Dr Urumba, that being treated as a helpless child is the most effective way to reshape sexual personality and that regression occasionally requires a heavy hand. Once a partner assumes an absolute adult role and punishes a subject sexually and corporally, the usual reaction is submission and regression in the face of superior character.



		10th July 2013

		 

JM:

Hi! You were both supposed to be at this session. What happened to Edward?


		 

EC:

Work, he was called away at the last moment to a meet in Boston and sends an apology…


		 

JM:

(Sigh)

Never mind! I thought that it was time to test the honesty that you both proclaim, but that will have to wait for next time! Let’s continue from where we left off and probe any advances that you have made.


		 

EC:

I’m so glad that I am here on my own! Loads has happened and I really don’t want Edward to find out what I know.


		 

JM:

What you know?


		 

EC:

I saw something two days ago that has changed everything! Now I just want to separate from Edward and get rid of him.


		 

JM:

Because of Ata?


		 

EC:

Well, to be honest, sort of. Actually, I got an anonymous mail and it led to a film that I am not happy with at all. Edward is in some kinky relationship and it has gone so much further than we agreed. I know that we both decided to have other partners, but he has broken the rules and I really don’t know how to deal with it!


		 

JM:

In what way?


		 

EC:

BDSM, the long and short, not my taste at all! Edward has found a woman who beats and makes him do all sorts of degrading things and then posted the film under his own fucking name. Jesus, the woman is like a black demon, some sort of professional whore or dominatrix, I think. She is so drop-dead gorgeous and that doesn’t help at all! I can’t do this, so I have decided to break it all up and call it a day. Despite the debt! I would rather be paying all day and every day than making me the laughing stock of the world!


		 

JM:

Is that what you are upset about? He showed me the film and I don’t think that it is abnormal! Many men fantasise about having a dominant woman as a partner. Perhaps you should consider the pleasure to be had from an arrangement like this? After all, your relationship with Ata is similar in many ways.


		 

EC:

I can’t believe you just said that! There is no similarity at all… Ata is not abusive in the least!


		 

JM:

OK, let’s discuss Ata then, shall we?


		 

EC:

Fine… better than discussing Edward. She calls Edward her bitch all through the film and I think that that’s about the size of it! Ata is just a lover. We play our games and I love it.


		 

JM:

What games?


		 

EC:

Well, the last week, we played ‘Schoolgirl and Master’ and it has been fun. He gets me up like a little girl and then he teaches me all sort of naughty things. If I am a disobedient girl he spanks me lightly or makes me suck his cock. If I am a good girl, then he sits me on that huge cock of his and teaches me to come before I get to kiss his prick to show him that he is the boss! I have never been into this sort of thing before, but I just love it, he is never abusive and he gave me a ‘safe word’ so that I can stop it each time. I haven’t needed to yet, though each time it goes a bit further. Using the word would spoil it just when it gets exciting!


		 

JM:

And, what is the best thing about these sexual games for you?


		 

EC:

(Sighs)

Apart from the endless orgasms, I get to suck and worship that big meaty cock. It’s becoming an obsession, but one that I like. Riding him when he thrusts into me and then slurping up that come every time. Ata loves my ass because it is so tight, but he is in and out of every hole all the time. He dresses me so kinky like a little schoolgirl and then we play all day. I don’t like him cuffing me, but he is so careful never to press my limits too hard. Last time he had me crawling naked around the room and trapped me in a corner… it was like being his little kitten!


		 

JM:

Sounds like he has tapped into something special?


		 

EC:

Yeah, something that I never realised. It’s so kinky, but he seems to know me so well. I love our little games and he keeps on coming up with hot ideas that just have me so wet for him.


		 

JM:

But, you still haven’t told Edward about all of this, have you?


		 

EC:

Well, how can I? I mean, I know that we have this arrangement, but I daren’t tell him that I enjoy it all so much. Ata thinks that I should tell him, he says that he tells his wife everything, but I am not so sure. To start with, Edward would be so upset if I told him how big Ata. So much more than him! There’s another thing as well. Our open relationship was his idea and I really don’t think that he wants me to be better at it than him… He is normally so proud of his conquests and tells me all, but at the moment he has gone all silent. Almost as if he is upset about the strange things that he’s up to, but if I know him, Edward loves every moment of it. After all, he has that film…


		 

JM:

Perhaps you should follow Ata’s advice? After all you and Edward have that agreement.


		 

EC:

I’ll think about it, but I was serious when I said that I think that I want to break with Edward. He’s getting in too deep and that has me worried. I could easily spend the next few years sharing Ata… I mean is that wrong?


		 

JM:

Not if it’s what you want to do. You have to make up your own mind… By the way, have you seen Ata’s wife? I mean, even a photo?


		 

EC:

Not really. I got a glimpse, but just for a second in his wallet. She is so hot and she is black as well, but I’ll wait for him to do the reveal. In fact, I’m not sure if I want to meet her. She would hate me…


		 

JM:

I’m sure that’s not the case if he told the truth. Anyway, if you’re spending time in his apartment, then she will walk in…


		 

EC:

I suppose so, but hopefully not yet…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

Rather than asserting control by purely physical means, Ata has contrived to regress Elsie by a roundabout method. By dressing her as a schoolgirl he has moved forward to the point that Elsie believes that Edward is being abused, but that she is a willing participant.


		 

The sheer size and staying power that Ata brings to this relationship has managed to persuade Elsie that he is far superior to her husband. The games are a development that pulls her into having ‘fun’ and forces her to place her instincts to the side.


		 

Naturally, the wife is upset by the husband’s lies and activity with Dr Urumba. This is evidence of the split that has been achieved between them, a wedge of animosity that will be brought to fruition as she loses all emotional attachment to her poorly performing and weak white husband.



		1st August 2013

		 

JM:

Ah, where is Edward? I thought that we agreed that both of you would be here?


		 

EC:

He said that he might come later, but that he has a meeting at work that he has to deal with…


		 

JM:

Fine, let’s hope that he turns up! Meanwhile, let’s carry on where we left off last time. It’s been three weeks and I am sure that a lot of things have happened. So, tell me all about it and then we can discuss why Edward felt that this session was not important enough to turn up to!


		 

EC:

I am a little worried about Edward! He’s upset about something, but I don’t know what! We never kept secrets before… Me I’m just confused!


		 

JM:

What about?


		 

EC:

(Sigh)

I finally met Ata’s wife… I always thought that it was too good to be true, that Ata was also in an open relationship, that he was just a cheater despite every word that he said being different!


		 

JM:

But, he isn’t?


		 

EC:

I’ll tell you what happened and that will tell you why I’m confused! Usually we meet up in the night. Some bar or hotel. Occasionally we went back to his place, as I told you, but Maya… that’s his wife… was never there. I dressed up, he led the way and I was able to lose myself into being the little girl that he was seducing. Raw physical sex that I could escape into and just surrender. Two days ago, we met up in the afternoon. Sort of a last-minute thing. Because of that, I was not dressed, I just slipped out of the office and we met up at his apartment. It turned out that Ata had bought me some new things, so we had all the fun of me dressing for him. A tight little pink dress, you know, the sort that moulds itself to one’s body. A pair of heels that were sky high and all clear plastic and pink ribbons for my hair. He even had lipstick, gloss and the rest. So, I got dressed and we fooled around and then he showed me the vibrator and cuffs that he had bought. Everything in pink, he has an obsession with the colour that is almost unhealthy. Not pastel pink, it’s that lurid neon colour that is so bright it’s almost luminous. Anyway, I was all dressed up, Master’s cock needed a little pleasing and he cuffed my hands behind my back while I was kneeling. Another pair on my ankles joined to my wrists to keep me on my knees. I was there, kneeling with that huge cock in my lips when the door opened and who should walk in, but Maya, his wife?


		 

JM:

She walked in while you were…?


		 

EC:

Exactly!


		 

JM:

And what did he do? I mean what were their reactions?


		 

EC:

I tried to stand, but his hand on my head kept me down, while she asked what little slut was sucking his cock. Of course, I couldn’t say a word because my mouth was full. Ata never stopped thrusting down my throat and all I could do was wait to see what happened. I could not even see her, because she was behind me! Cool as a cucumber, his wife strolled up and suddenly I felt her press up against me from behind. Her heels stepped over my ankles to trap them, her hands went on to my head and they kissed over me just as if I wasn’t there at all.


		 

JM:

Not the expected reaction?


		 

EC:

God, no! I expected her to be so pissed, so angry, but she just joined us as if she had known all along that I would be there!


		 

JM:

Do you think that it was a set up?


		 

EC:

Later I considered the possibility, but I doubt it. It was all so natural as if she had done it a thousand times before!


		 

JM:

So, what happened next?


		 

EC:

Well, they kissed over me, while I choked on that meat of his, her hands forcing me down on him to the root and they kissed before her hand gripped my hair and pulled my head down off his cock to look up at her standing over me. She was so beautiful. Black and with the face of a model. Huge tits that overhung my face and all dressed in tight leather. Skirt and jacket. I started to plead and say sorry, but she just laughed and asked me if I was calling him ‘Master’ yet. I nodded and she slipped to a crouch behind me. I could feel her hands going up my skirt and then I cried out, because she slipped that pink vibrator in my wet pussy.


		 

JM:

Interesting…


		 

EC:

More than fucking interesting! The first touch and I climaxed! Her hand was pulling my head back by my hair, her stilettos trapped my ankles. My hands and ankles were cuffed together and I could feel that vibrator humming deep inside me. Then she lowered her face over mine. I thought that she was going to kiss me too…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

And?


		 

EC:

She spat in my face and called me ‘white bitch’!


		 

JM:

So, she was pissed after all?


		 

EC:

No, I don’t think so. It was like she was just saying what she thought. Like she sheer contempt…


		 

JM:

How did you escape?


		 

EC:

I’ll get to that in a moment. There was something erotic, so fucking hot about being thrown so deep into Ata’s fantasy! I climaxed again and then she kissed me. Not a peck, mind, her tongue went deep, explored while her hands mauled my tits and forced me to another climax before she stood again and kissed her husband. I was in shock, I can tell you. It was all so fucking steamy because while she kissed Ata, her hand slowly wanked him off over my upturned face. Then she just looked down and said that the ‘slut’ should lick up every drop and be grateful before she left!


		 

JM:

What were you thinking? I mean what went through your mind when his wife proved that she didn’t care about you?


		 

EC:

Relief, excitement, a need to suck that cock again and most of all, when I called Ata ‘Master’ again, a feeling that I belonged…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

Belonged?


		 

EC:

That playing the white slut that just loves big black cock, I was fulfilling a role that was so perfect for me! That’s what! I sucked at his balls on my knees, the come dripping from my face while he used his hand to bring himself back to stiffness.


		 

JM:

So, the arrival of his wife, this Maya, was like just part of the fantasy?


		 

EC:

More than that, it was something that I needed. Something that moved me and made me his. Like Maya gave permission and I was just a hole for her husband’s use. That’s what!


		 

JM:

A hole?


		 

EC:

That’s right! I realised that he was just using me to make his desires come true. I was just like a tool, a vibrator or something like that. Something that he could empty himself into. The strange thing is that I just feel into that role and now I can’t get it out of my head. I just need more and more…


		 

JM:

You don’t find this abusive? At all?


		 

EC:

No, no and again no! I love it. When we were finished, he slapped my face and led me downstairs. I was scared to meet Maya again, but she just looked me up and down and asked Ata if he had finished with the ‘white-skank’ and he laughed and said that he had to take the trash out. He pushed me onto the street outside the block. Cuffs half on and the pink dress with come stains on it and I had to walk four blocks to get to my car in that state.


		 

(Long pause)


		 

There was something else, that I just couldn’t get out of my mind.


		 

JM:

What’s that?


		 

EC:

I know her, I was so sure that I knew her from somewhere! I’ll get to that in a minute!


		 

JM:

Seems unlikely!

(Laughs)

Anyway, what were you feeling as you left?


		 

EC:

Strange, that’s what! On the one hand, I was hurrying to get to the car, hoping that I wouldn’t meet someone that I knew. On the other I was proud to have his come splattered on me and I could feel the vibrator in my pussy humming away and bringing me to a climax at every step.


		 

JM:

He left it inside you?


		 

EC:

He told me that I had to have it in until I got home!


		 

JM:

And, did you?


		 

EC:

Of course! What Master orders is what I want…


		 

JM:

Have you seen him again since then?


		 

EC:

This was all yesterday. He left a message on my phone to meet up tonight.


		 

JM:

Are you going back?

EC:

He said to meet him in that strip bar, but the answer is ‘yes’. Definitely, I need it, I so need it… Even though that film of Edward, I realised something on the way to this session. At first I couldn’t believe it, it had to be the biggest coincidence ever, or something more.


		 

JM:

What do you mean?


		 

EC:

I was on the Subway getting here and I looked at the film again. I never really paid attention to the woman in it. It was just seeing Edward being taken by her that I had focused on. This time I looked at it and saw something that sort of has me half worried and half aroused. Even though I can’t see her face really, just from the waist down, I am sure that the woman in the film is Maya!


		 

JM:

That’s an interesting development!


		 

EC:

Understatement of the fucking week! It’s either an amazing coincidence or there’s something going on that I just don’t understand.


		 

JM:

Have you told Ata that you think this?


		 

EC:

I texted him, but he has not replied.


		 

JM:

So, what happens next?


		 

EC:

I have no idea, but when I meet up with Ata tonight, I’ll find out for sure.


		 

JM:

Perhaps you should speak to Edward before you go?


		 

EC:

His phone is off the hook and anyway, there is no time. I have to get to the club straight after this session. Anyway, I don’t give a shit! If he’s in trouble or something, I’m not going to let him take Ata away from me. I just need that cock and the way I feel right now, there’s nothing I want more!


		 

JM:

Master has you where he wants you…


		 

EC:

And I just love the places that he’s taking me!


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

Now that the wife has been introduced to the dominant partner, the regression will move forward at increasing pace. Elsie now has a ‘mother’ figure to control her and will find it increasingly difficult to escape the abuse that has begun.


		 

Edward’s disappearance is a typical coward’s reaction, Dr Urumba has located him and is preparing to reassert herself. Meanwhile this situation has the advantage that each of the subjects can be fully dealt with separately and each fears the reaction of the other… Joint sessions may well be problematical, but there should be no interruption of ongoing therapy.



		15th August 2013

		 

JM:

You did not turn up for the joint session a week ago and then you refused another one today. Why do you feel that you do not want Elsie at these sessions when you are here?


		 

EH:

I nearly didn’t turn up today either! I feel like I’m in the middle of a perfect storm and I can’t handle having her here to get all superior with me!


		 

JM:

Superior? What do you mean?


		 

EH:

All ‘told you so’ of course.


		 

(Pause)


		 

I think that the bitch has been playing games with me! A sort of devious revenge on me for wanting an ‘open’ relationship. In fact, now that I’ve said it out loud, I am sure that Elsie started this all and is trying to destroy me!


		 

JM:

That’s a strong statement to make, Edward. Can you explain?


		 

EH:

Just a week or so ago, I got fired, that’s what! I went into the office as normal and then got a call to HR. They showed me the porn film, told me that I was bringing the company into disrepute and that my ass was sacked without notice. When I started to argue, the damn woman gave me a copy of the film and told me to go to a lawyer and show him it before I started to speak…


		 

JM:

That’s real bad news! You look as if you haven’t slept in a week!


		 

EH:

I haven’t! That’s not a lie. The clincher came the next day. Maya texted me to turn up at some seedy strip joint to meet her. I thought, at least it’s sort of public and I could have it out with her, so I went.


		 

JM:

And?

EH:

I got in. She was in a corner with that dumb-assed-jock of a husband of hers. Sipping cocktails and a beer like it was a normal evening. I sat down and she laughed at me and told me that I was just white trash and that I could go fuck myself if I didn’t want her to do it for me. I started to have a go, I got real pissed and went to beat on her, but her husband just forced me to sit and order a drink. He said that I had been called to see something special and that I shouldn’t get mad at Maya, she was just doing what came naturally to her when she dredged up some dumb-ass-bitch from the gutter!


		 

JM:

Sounds like they are in it together?


		 

EH:

That’s exactly what I fucking thought! I asked them how much they wanted for the film and told them that I had lost my job. Maya just laughed and that husband of hers said that they didn’t want a dime of mine. That they were just fooling around and that they’d look after me!


		 

JM:

Look after you?


		 

EH:

Weird! Weird shit, man!


		 

(Pause)


		 

Anyway, I sat down and she bought me a drink. Then the show started and I have to admit that the girls were pretty horny. All tight asses and big tits, some on the pole, a couple of the others playing with each other. It was pretty hot and the beer cooled down my temper.


		 

JM:

So did they tell you why you were there then?


		 

EH:

They didn’t have to! All of a sudden, I looked up at the stage and there was Edith showing her tits on the pole! I went to stand, but Ata, that’s Maya’s husband, sat me down again and I watched while she pouted and stripped down to a flimsy pair of knickers. In moments, the knickers were full of twenties from the tables near the stage, but the worst was yet to come…

(Sobs)


		 

JM:

The worst?

EH:

Her hand went up and slowly pulled a pink vibrator from her pussy. Real slow like. She was so fucking wet it almost glowed.  Real slow… Then she kissed it and opened her legs and…

(Sobs)

When I looked at Maya she was filming the whole thing. She had a camcorder in her hand and was smiling as she caught every detail.


		 

JM:

Did you know that Elsie worked in a strip club?


		 

EH:

No, she never told me! Elsie was so fucking hot, a bitch in heat. With that pink thing in her lips, and moving to the music like she was a born skank.


		 

JM:

So you left?


		 

EH:

No, the show that Maya had arranged was nowhere near finished. When the music stopped, Elsie came down through the tables. The other men and women all reached out to touch her. I could see that she was so fucking aroused. Climaxing nearly, as they stuffed bills into her panties until they were full. When she got to our table, right at the back, she saw me, but she didn’t seem surprised at all. I grabbed her hand to pull her out of there, but she pulled away from me and kneeled on the floor. I could see that the men on the next table were wanking under the table-top and I just wanted to get the both us out of that hell-hole.


		 

JM:

Elsie didn’t want to go?


		 

EH:

Worse, she was loving it. Maya sipped her drink and was smoking a cheroot, Ata finished his beer and then he slowly unzipped his pants. I couldn’t believe the size of him. He had a cock like a horse would be proud of, then he got hard and I was almost mesmerised by the size of him.


		 

JM:

Envious?


		 

EH:

Envious? How could I be envious of something that I could never possible have? His cock is thicker than my arm! Maya took it in her hand and signalled to Elsie and I could see that she could only see what stuck up from his pants like a flagpole. Elsie’s lips opened and Maya guided her head and then it was gone! She took the whole thing in so deep that her lips were at the root of that prick. Kissing his balls… I was so close that I could see her neck swell as she took him. Maya just looked at me and smiled. She said that this white slut was only good for cock-sucking while I liked it up the ass like a sissy and then she laughed as her hand pulled Elsie’s head back and he came like a fountain.


		 

JM:

Sounds like Elsie loved it!


		 

EH:

She lapped every drop from him and then took him in again, like a pro.


		 

JM:

What happened next?


		 

EH:

I had to get us out. In fact, I was just ready to run and leave Elsie on her knees. Ata is huge and Maya is stronger than me. When I got up to stand, he just reached out and slapped me and told me to watch…


		 

JM:

But, he didn’t hold you there?


		 

EH:

No, but Maya told me to stay and I just couldn’t move…

(Sobs)


		 

JM:

So, you stayed?


		 

EH:

A look came over his (Ata’s) face. I know that look, sort of satisfaction, relief and pleasure all in one and then I realised what he was doing! He was giving pissing into her while she looked up at him like he was a fucking god! When he was finished, he just said, “That’s better bitch, now you’re learning what you’re for… just ready to drink me dry every which-way.” I looked at Elsie and she just licked her lips and licked at his cock while it got hard again. All the while, Maya filmed it all. Finally, she put down the recorder. I thought that it was over and made a grab for Elsie’s wrist. I wasn’t leaving without her, that’s for sure! That was when Maya kicked away my chair…


		 

JM:

You fell on the floor?

EH:

Too right, I did! I fell and the rest of my beer with me! I looked up and the two bastards were standing. Maya pushed her boot in my face. Even before she ordered, I had to kiss it and then they were gone. Laughing at the two of us on our knees while they sauntered out and left us to pay the tab.


		 

JM:

What were your feelings when you were alone?


		 

EH:

I can’t explain it! Total humiliation, totally fucked, but also aroused and so horny. It was like it was a lesson in shame. The two of them led me to that little show and then wanked all over us, but at the same time it was so real, so fucking real… Horrible but so fucking fantastic …


		 

JM:

Do you mean that you enjoyed it?


		 

EH:

No, not at all, but I have wanked a dozen times just watching the film…


		 

JM:

Ah, Maya is blackmailing the both of you now?


		 

EH:

No, that’s the strange part. There are no demands for money, nothing at all. Just a call to Elsie that we both have to meet them again at their place…


		 

JM:

Both of you?


		 

EH:

Yeah, both of us. You see, Elsie resigned her post at the bank before they could see the film. We decided that she should go back to the club, we need the money, we really fucking need the money… When we counted it up the next day it was over a thou and we need every penny…


		 

JM:

So, she didn’t have a job there, it was just Maya’s fantasy…


		 

EH:

No! Elsie told me that she’d only arrived a few minutes before me and that Ata had told her to give a good show… Anyway, she’s working there now, that’s for sure.

JM:

Have you had sex with Elsie since that night?


		 

EH:

No, how can I compete with that cock? I mean, she talks of nothing else… she even calls him ‘Master’ and doesn’t use his name. I can’t believe that this has happened. What the fuck do we do now? I mean, with Elsie at the club we make loads of money, but everything’s ruined… everything!

(Cries)


		 

JM:

You want my advice?


		 

EH:

You’re the only one that I can talk to, I need your help, please…


		 

JM:

Are you sure, because I am not really supposed to advise, just listen and guide.


		 

EH:

Please, just this time…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

I can only tell you what you already know… help you put your thoughts in order and guide you to make the best of it all…


		 

EH:

That would be enough.

(Sobs)


		 

JM:

My advice is that you should make the best of it! Go and see what they want of you and follow your natural inclinations. It sounds like Elsie is wholly caught up in her fantasies and fetishes. You are too, you just won’t admit it! You need the release, need to drive this situation to the end and find out where it is going. Find out what you are… You might hope that Ata pushes Elsie beyond her capacity to enjoy being his property and that she will need you to pull her free. That’s your best hope, though it is a slim one… It’s your only chance of closure!


		 

EH:

But, I need to get us out of this! How can we ever go back to normality?


		 

JM:

Normality is what you are doing and nothing else, Edward. This is the ‘new’ normality and you just have to bend with the wind…


		 

EH:

I’m not sure that I can be that strong.


		 

JM:

You have to be, Edward, you have to be…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen


		 

The organizing for this episode took great effort and planning to put into effect. It is a tribute to the dedication of the university therapists and the doctors that are taking active part. It was decided that a purely sexual ambience in public was required and the owner of the strip club offered great help in completing the work.


		 

Now that the subjects fully know the situation, we believe that the final effort of joining them in a relationship that is truly regressive and abusive is merely a short few weeks away.


		 

A final note:


		 

It would seem that Dr Urumnba was correct and that Edward is fully caught by the superiority of his black lover and thus fully ready to be converted to the truth that the black Alpha male is vastly superior. In fact so superior that the weak Beta can only act as a female and submit to violation on a constant basis.


		 

The therapy sessions from now on are simply a final confirmation that the subjects are fully under the control of an Alpha black couple who understand the superiority of the African American paradigm.


		 

The last session is included for inclusiveness and follows…



		30th January 2014

		 

JM:

It’s been months now. I really thought that you had given up on our sessions months ago. Tell me, what’s brought you back?


		 

EC:

God, yes, it’s been ages! When was I last here in this office?


		 

JM:

About six months now. I see that you have changed a little. You are looking good! Very sexy… good enough to eat!


		 

EC:

I do my best, anyway, Master looks after me.


		 

JM:

And Edward? He didn’t want to come today?


		 

EC:

He can’t, Goddess said that I should come and say ‘goodbye’, but Sissy is not allowed out any more and Master thinks that it would be so wrong to confuse him with talk of what was in the past. After all, the past is the past? Right?


		 

JM:

True. It sounds like a lot has changed in the last six months. Did you come to tell me all about it or just say goodbye? I’m open to both, though I’m curious as to where you are going…


		 

EC:

Master says that we need to be trained properly. He says that in America there are no places that do that sort of thing, so we are both going to Benin. That’s a town in Africa where Goddess comes from and it sounds really perfect. Anyway, I’m sure that when we come back, all this nonsense about Edward and me being together will be over and we’ll be so perfect for Master and Goddess.


		 

JM:

How long will you be gone?


		 

EC:

Maybe a year, maybe more. I don’t know. It all depends on what Master wants for us. He knows best even though Sissy is crying all the time.


		 

JM:

Sissy? That’s Edward, right?


		 

EC:

Of course, but Goddess gave him that new name and it really suits…


		 

JM:

How’s that?


		 

EC:

Because he is such a sissy-bitch, that’s why. I hate him, he is always sobbing and weeping like a little girl. He just doesn’t appreciate the favour that our owners are doing for us.


		 

JM:

Dear me! I think that if you want to explain what has happened, you’ll have to pick up at the strip club. Edward, I mean Sissy, told me all about that night when he was last here. I was sort of wondering what happened next, but then we lost contact.


		 

EC:

When was it?


		 

JM:

August; the middle of August was when Sissy was here last…


		 

EC:

Oh yes. Time seems to have flown. So much has happened in the last months and it all seems just a haze of sex and excitement! It’s like being on drugs, in fact, I really think that Master and Goddess have been playing games with us the whole time, but I don’t really care. I love them both so much…


		 

JM:

And Sissy?


		 

EC:

No, she’s just a skank who is Master’s pet!


		 

JM:

Not Goddess’s?


		 

EC:

OK, OK. I’ll tell you it all, you don’t know what happened, do you?


		 

JM:

No!

EC:

Did you know that I was working for a month at that strip joint?


		 

JM:

Just a month?


		 

EC:

Well, at first it was because Sissy said that we needed the money. You know, to pay all the debts and so on because we were both out of a job. You know that, don’t you?


		 

JM:

I did!


		 

EC:

Well, for a week or three it was sort of OK. I did the strip joint and Sissy was out looking for work, but every time that he got to an interview, Goddess sent that film on ahead and he had no chance. It didn’t take long for him to realise that there was no chance at all. I had to tell her where he was applying and she did the rest. Little slut thought that he could slip away from Master and Goddess, no way… Then we sort of discussed moving over to LA and making a new start, but Master said that if we did, I would not be able to serve him anymore, so I stopped that stupid idea. Then Sissy got all pissed with me for telling Master and said that he was going anyway. Goddess was so angry that I thought that she’d spit blood. That was when we moved in with our owners…


		 

JM:

And Sissy too…


		 

EC:

Yeah. Someone told the bank about our debts and the mortgage was foreclosed. I think that was Master, but he was so right to do it. There was no way that we could afford that apartment and we had to get out. All the plastic was cancelled and letters started to arrive, moving in with Master and goddess was the only real hope.


		 

JM:

Sounds like you were trapped!


		 

EC:

No, it was the right thing to do. Only Sissy thought that it was a bad idea, but I knew that if I moved in with them that I could have that big black cock all night and all day.


		 

JM:

So, you moved in? How did that work?

EC:

We got a room all to ourselves. I think that it was a sort of nursery, because there were just two cots and a few sticks of furniture. Anyway, it was a bed for the night and a roof over our heads and we really had no choice, no matter what Sissy wanted.


		 

JM:

You ended sleeping in cots?


		 

EC:

Real big ones… I think that they must have come from some hospital or something as they were all steel and locked up every night. Master said that it wasn’t right having us run around all day and night and that we should be grateful for a roof…

(Sigh)

Master and Goddess know what’s best for us and they’re right. We really can’t look after ourselves like real people. We need them to tell us what to do… Anyways, a roof over our head was what we had to be grateful for.


		 

JM:

And were you?


		 

EC:

I was, even though I had to give up that great job. Goddess said that if I liked I could do private shows for Master and he would make sure that we were fed and looked-after. That way I could earn my keep. Anyway, I soon found that my dreams were coming true. Now, every time that I was allowed to leave the cot it was endless sex. I just loved it, the best time of my life, but I suppose that everything has to come to an end.


		 

JM:

What do you mean?


		 

EC:

Master decided that if Sissy and I were to be his, then he could decide how we looked and what we did. I thought that that was fair, after all he was paying for everything by now. He paid off our apartment for instance and paid all the cards off, so how could we refuse to be specially for him? Anyway, it is Goddess that decides and we have to be good for her.


		 

JM:

So, was that when you changed your look?


		 

EC:

Absolutely! Master paid for it all! Here have you seen anything like this?

(Stands and lifts miniskirt to her waist)


		 

JM:

Never! I think that master is quite imaginative… it’s a bit crude!


		 

EC:

‘Fuck Hole’ is what it is now, so it’s only right. I just love the tattoo and the bigger boobs, though they are just a little on the extreme side. Master fucks my holes all the time, so I gotta name them right!

(Laughs)

Goddess says that I am just a cute little slut for Master’s cock, so this is just perfect for me. She is so kind to me and only punishes me when I am naughty and cry because I can’t have that cock…

(Points at tattoo of a penis between massive silicone breasts)

I have put the real one there and it matches exactly! Master is even bigger really, though. Then I had the facial tattoo done, it shows what I am and I accept that because it’s such a small price to pay.

(The word ‘WHORE’ with the mouth as a ‘O’)

Every time that he puts his cock in my mouth I almost come with the thought of the way that it looks.


		 

JM:

Well, it suits you. So well done for realising that you have to be true to yourself. So, tell me a little about Sissy. What has he been up to?


		 

EC:

At first, he was always shouting and calling Master and Goddess such names. Despite everything they did for us, he was always being such a little shit. They soon put a stop to it, thank God. I couldn’t concentrate on Master while he was shouting and sobbing all the time. Goddess was really losing patience, she tried so hard to be kind when she needed just a little pleasure and he just hated the way that she used him to relieve herself.

(Smiles)

One day, maybe a week after we moved in, he was gone from the cot. I was a little worried that they had got so tired of him bawling and being rude that Master had got rid of him or something, but it turned out that I needn’t have fretted. He just went first and I went a few weeks later to the clinic where I had my boobs done. He came back a week after and he was as quiet as a mouse because they had had him silenced. You see, that’s the real reason that he couldn’t be here with me today. He can’t say a word, in fact he can’t even really make a sound at all except whine when he cries and whines like the Sissy that he is.


		 

JM:

Ah, I see. Yes, he couldn’t have added anything to this session anyway!


		 

EC:

It was Goddess that decided. She warned him once and when he would just not stop cursing and calling her a black bitch, she had it done and the rest… As I said before, she had been so patient with him and still he could not even serve her ass like a proper slut. He was useless and she was forced to take action. It’s all about respect for our superiors and that’s the most important thing.


		 

JM:

The rest?


		 

EC:

(Laughs)

Serves him right, the little shit. Now he has even bigger titties than me! I’m almost jealous when Master comes all over them and makes him lick up all that virile sperm, but when he does it for me I know that there’s no real reason to be envious. I have three holes for Master and he only has two and that makes me more useful and a better pet for him.

(Laughs)

Sissy hates it when Goddess opens the cot to use him, even more when Master leads him to bed. Sissy just doesn’t get it at all. All he has to do is to be the perfect slut and then he wouldn’t be punished all the time, but Sissy just doesn’t realise how lucky we are to be owned by such a superior Master and Goddess. At least now he has learned to drink every drop without spilling it. It took weeks before Goddess was satisfied with his service.

(Giggles)

In the end, it’s ended even worse for him and he still fights it…


		 

JM:

Even worse, can you explain?


		 

EC:

Well, once a week, Master and Goddess make a little show. You know, invite some friends around for a party and Sissy and I are the main attractions. I just love showing what a slut I am. There is so much to do, so much cock to satisfy each time. Usually I do a little dance, show them all why I have this…

(Points at tattoo on face)

…and then crawl under the table to give them all a little pleasure and relief…


		 

JM:

And Sissy?


		 

EC:

Well, at first he fought and fought. So stupid, he made them force him. Even had to gag his mouth open to use it. How stupid! He must have known that Goddess would get tired of it all and sure enough she did! Off he went again and when he came back he was so much more usable. Goddess said that fixing the gag each time because he might bite was really making her pissed. Now there is no gag used and he can take even the biggest of Master’s friends easily. Goddess thinks of everything and can do whatever she likes and that was a lesson for the little slut.

(Pause)

OK, even I have to admit that it was a little extreme, but what choice did our owners have? He owes them big-time and is not at all thankful! I keep telling him that they are our owners and can do whatever they need to make us useful, but Sissy just wouldn’t listen! They have that right, we belong to them so they can do what they want and we have to hope that they are fair… Sissy wouldn’t even get dressed as Master wanted and they had to force him into his nice dress and the harness. Pathetic little pussy. Every time that Master fucked his ass or Goddess made him pleasure her with the mask dildo, he made such a fuss of it that the pleasure was all gone…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

So, what happened to Sissy to make him realise that he was really just a pet for Master and Goddess?


		 

EC:

Oh, yes. I forgot to say. I am getting a little scatter-brained lately. Master has been putting me on a course of medication that makes me a little that way recently. He says that it will help me adjust for the trip to Benin, and I am real glad that he is helping me prepare to be trained to perfection…


		 

JM:

And Sissy?


		 

EC:

Sissy? Yeah, well, when he came back the third time, those little balls were missing. Just a smooth patch of skin left and that stupid little cock of his was shrunk down to just a little sissy-clit. Well, that’s what Goddess calls it anyway. She did it even though it meant that she couldn’t punish him there anymore. That’s how kind she is. Anyway, for me his little clitty is just a pee-pee now, just like a little baby. It dribbles all the time and Goddess says that he has to lap it all up. That sure taught him a bit of discipline.

(Sighs)

If I had realised how it would improve him, I would have had it done years ago… Of course, I was not really able to do it before we met Master and Goddess, but they knew what was needed and now he is a much more helpful little girly, even though he still cries at night sometimes.


		 

JM:

Sissy is well in hand then?


		 

EC:

I think so. Now he is even allowed to train on me! Now that’s perfect, he has to spend an hour a day just kissing my ass and making me come! I love it, though I miss Master fucking it like he used to. Still, sex is sex and a climax is a climax and Sissy is getting so good at it that even Goddess says that he is getting better. The other night, when Goddess announced that we were going to be trained professionally, Sissy was crying all night, but I was so happy that they were looking after us so well… paying all that money just to make us more useful…


		 

JM:

Have Master and Goddess told you what the training is?


		 

EC:

(Sigh)

Not all that much, Master says that there is endless training on how to satisfy all the men and women that want special experts like me in their lives. I am so looking forward to it. When we are back, I will show Master that I can do so much better for him…


		 

JM:

Are they going with you?


		 

EC:

No, that’s not allowed. In fact, Goddess said that we are being sold to the training school and then that they might buy us back if we both pass, though I think that Sissy is not worth all that much. Well, he might be when he is finished, but I’m hoping that Master and Goddess won’t want him back…


		 

JM:

Why?


		 

EC:

Because I want them for myself! Is that mean? It might be…


		 

JM:

No, you just want so much more. I’m sure that he will learn to be a perfect pet for his new owners…


		 

EC:

That’s all he’ll be. Goddess told me that if he cries and makes a fuss they will make sure that he can never struggle again, but she didn’t say exactly what would happen. I did see a photo that Master showed me of what happens to naughty boys and girls and I will do my very best to make sure that they don’t do that to me. I would hate having to crawl around forever like a little piggy. I need to be able to show that every hole and my hands are ready to please my superiors, so being a little piggy is not for me!


		 

JM:

You will do so well, Elsie… I might even see you when you come back.


		 

EC:

You called me Elsie, that’s not allowed… I am called loads of things, but my old name is not permitted. A white bitch is not allowed to have her own name, different from all the others. She just has to show her need for black cock and be a pleasure to use….


		 

JM:

So, when are you going?


		 

EC:

Goddess says that we cannot fly in seats like real people. That would be so wrong. She says that in a week or so we will be crated and sent off as cargo. I have to admit that I’m not looking forward to that, but at least it will get us both there in a couple of days and then we can start to learn how to be perfect. I want to show them that I can be used properly and am so grateful for the opportunity. Sissy, the little slut, I’ll bet anything that he ends up as a nice little porker for his new owners. Now that he’s all fat and round with those big titties, he’ll be perfect…


		 

JM:

Well, that’s quite a tale. I am so pleased that you love what you have discovered about yourself. It is the dream of every slut to be used by their owners and it seems that your dreams have come true. I wish you all the luck and I am sure that Sissy will make a perfect little fuck-piggy…


		 

(Pause)


		 

…I promise that if you pass the test and come back that I will visit you to find out what you have learned. I’m sure that you will be a perfect little whore for me!


		 

EC:

Ooh, that’s so kind of you…


		 

*****



		Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen.


		 

I think that all of the therapists agreed that this couple were vulnerable to begin with and would easily be regressed and recreated as we designed.


		 

A few small end-notes that may be of interest:

The division between the subjects was already present in nascent form. All that was required was to drive a wedge between them and exploit the weakness of the bonds between them.


		 

The regression did not take as long as anticipated, but in the case of both subjects was a complete success. Note that changes in name and subservient behaviour were achieved. Mrs Channer’s reaction to being dominated by the superior black male was particularly satisfying.


		 

Notes on drugs used:


		 


Mrs Elsie Channer

From the 10th July 2013 - 50 mg of Halcion was administered twice per diem to inculcate memory loss and improve general tractability. It was agreed afterwards that the level of dosage was too low, but that progress was nonetheless rapid.


Mr Edward Channer

From the 2nd August 2013 - 350 mg of Halcion was administered once per diem to inculcate memory loss and improve general tractability. The result was a confusion that hindered his ability to obey commands and was reduced in October when intensive oral service was introduced. The drug was once again increased in December to ensure that the feminisation was fully accepted as well as to reduce cognitive logic.

Progesterone 100 mg per diem to ensure feminine body shape. Mr Channer responded well under this regime as well as diet control and supplements that enhanced his desirability for the buyer well in advance of his sale.


		 

Post Case:


		 

Mr Edward Channer was transported to Africa and the sale that had been arranged fell through. The fact that he had been castrated and feminised fully meant that he remained in the holding Institute in Nigeria for three months, after which he was donated to a women’s prison in Malawi and we understand that he has adapted well to his menial duties, servicing the nuns and their charges.


		 

Mrs Elsie Channer has now returned from her training and has been purchased by ---------, a female rising star in the ‘Rap Gangsta’ scene who specialises in what could be described as ‘Fetish Rock’.


		 

Dr. Janine Mansen fulfilled her promise to visit Elsie and reported that she was perhaps the most effective and pleasurable toilet-slut that she has ever had the satisfaction to use.


		 

Session Notes:


		 

In discussion between the therapists after these sessions it was decided that it had been no particular challenge to regress the two subjects. That in future more resilient men would be selected and therapeutically coached as sexual relief for black females, the posit that black male superiority was essentially proved and that Dr Urumba’s theory of black African female superiority needed further testing in the field.


		Case Notes

		

	
		Case Three:

		 

Names:Mr James Vallely.45yrs


		 

History:


		 

Mr Vallely is single.


		 

He was in therapy about five years before these recorded sessions, this was in order to curb his anger issues. He volunteered to take part in the study and came back to the therapy that was guided towards his sexual life and every-day issues.


		 

General Background:


		 

James Vallely has built a successful real estate business. First in Biloxi, then moving on to New York to deal in apartments and small space homes. Financially he could be described as fairly wealthy with many of the typical trappings of success.


		 

Around 2012 he was active in Florida in local politics, making a name for himself as ‘against political correctness’, gay marriage and various issues that stem from his Presbyterian background and early years. He has a notable racial bias that should make an interesting challenge.


		 

In 2013 he was involved in a case in which he was accused and charged with possessing photos and artwork of ‘a graphic sexual nature with underage persons’. However, the charges were dropped due to mishandled and tainted evidence and the move to the north was almost certainly as a result of problems at the publicity.


		 

The evidence that was thrown out of court was studied and the experiment was modelled on the various materials that were gathered as evidence in his mistrial. Dr Elaine Harambe acted as a client and Dr Ata Maylumbo acted as therapist to supply a reassuringly masculine beginning. Later Dr Janine Mansen took the therapist part as the shock of his experiences suggested that a female would provide more open sympathy and effective subtle guidance.


		 

NOTE:

Only the first half of the first session is included for reasons of brevity, but to allow the reader to understand the mindset of the subject at the beginning of the therapy.


		 

*****


		 

The experiment began in 2015 due to the psychologists needing to finish other studies in Nigeria that concerned previous subjects as well as other pets that required extensive treatment to prepare them for sale.



		10th July 2015

		 

AM: (Dr Ata Maylumbo begins the therapy as stated above)

I have been assigned to be your therapist for the next few months. I have read the previous notes and I should like to briefly cover the ground that was covered five years ago. Firstly, all of this work is pro-bono and will cover any issues that you feel are relevant to your life. Secondly, even though this is a follow-up study for the effectiveness of the anger management issues that surfaced briefly, it is also a general study of the effectiveness of sexual therapy, as you know.


		 

JV:

I was a little puzzled as to why I was contacted after all these years, but like I always say, when I sell an apartment, something for cheap is something to take with both hands. As to sexual therapy, I know that I was briefly and unfairly charged, but there is nothing in my life that ever did, or does now, seem to be a problem. In the last years’ I have had quite a few girls, a few of them real good lookers, so I do not feel inadequate at all!


		 

AM:

That’s great, James. I just wanted to be quite honest and above board about this. This study is all about honesty and openness and we are grateful that you decided to sign up. Everything that we say is protected under medical privilege and will never pass beyond these doors. First of all, I would like you tell me a little about yourself, define yourself in your own words, so to speak. That will be the entirety of the first session and then we will delve a little into your present relationships and rehash a little old ground as well. After that, sessions will be timed as, and when, you want them and we shall see what happens!


		 

JV:

Me, you want me to tell you all about me. All the skeletons in the closet and so on? Well, first, I have to say that I consider myself to be a very cautious man! At first I thought that this was some form of entrapment by the police or FBI, but I have checked out your credentials and the University and you are clean! Of course anything I say is purely for the record as hypothetical…


		 

AM:

I am glad that you trust me… and indeed is protected by medical privilege.


		 

JV:

Well, about as much as I can trust a ni… African American! But, then that’s all the rage now isn’t it. Impossible to speak one’s mind at all. I call a spade a spade, if you get my meaning! Modern hogwash, that’s what I say… OK, let’s start with my parents, because that’s what all you brain doctors are interested in! Brought up a Christian in Biloxi in the seventies and eighties. All that liberal bullshit passed me by. Drugs and so on and all the gay marches and shit. I managed to get a loan to buy a couple of tumbledown ruins and did them up with my own hands, before selling at a profit. The business grew in the nineties and some casino real estate really bumped up my profile. It was about then that I became a millionaire. Of course, I got married and the bitch took me for half of everything a year later when she caught me on top of my secretary. Fucking Hillary, it was a half assed mistake of mine to marry the bitch. When I caught her with some black stud, that was it! Fucked her off and made my own way.

(Laughs)

No sexual problems there, but a few financial ones!


		 

AM:

So, you were married a year. That was not in the notes…


		 

JV:

In and out, that’s old James! No need to think that it was unusual. The bitch remarried and got all rich from the next husband too. Lives in Miami like an old whore. Anyway, Hillary was just a money grabbing bitch. She was the one that put the FBI on my case and then they planted a load of porn on my computer and the rest is history. I proved that they were not mine and that the FBI had planted them and then moved on with my life!


		 

AM:

You moved up here…


		 

JV:

Yeah, not because of the court case, more because of the prices jumping here per square foot. That and the fact that the place is buzzing with sluts who all need real men like me…


		 

AM:

Just for the record. You have never been involved in any sort of gay relationship?


		 

JV:

That’s a fucking lie! I only fuck women and they love it… I reckon that since I have been up here in New York State, I have gone through about twenty girls! No racism either. Black, white, yellow and brown, I fucked them all without any discrimination! Well, mostly white trash bitches actually.

(Laughs)

They come to me looking for a place to live, they leave with their legs wide open and a satisfied smile. Sometimes they are good enough to get a discount… never had lack of success there, I can tell you. I heard that counsellors get their leg over all the time, is that true doc?


		 

AM:

It is not permitted, not with clients.


		 

JV:

Then I’m all safe then! Anyways, I have been up here for years, made a pile of cash like the American Dream says and I am going to retire on my ill-gotten gains soon. I’m forty-five now and it’s time to lay back in the sun, get a big woman on this cock of mine and sip cocktails on the beach in Key West. That’s the plan.

(Laughs)

A year or two in New York and then down south to the sun.


		 

AM:

Any present partners?


		 

JV:

No, well maybe… there’s this hot bird. Black as the ace of spades that I have my eye on. She was looking to buy a million’s worth of Manhattan and I’m the man to find it for her. Good looking girl, all tits and ass, dresses like a bitch and has money coming out of her ears.

(Laughs)

My type exactly.


		 

AM:

She sounds hot!


		 

JV:

Well, she sure has her eye on me, that’s a fact. More than just a little peck on the cheek! I just got to work out a strategy of how she’s going to fall and I’ll keep you updated, as it happens. Then you’ll see that I’ve no hang-ups. I’ll fuck anything with legs!


		 

The session continued another half an hour…


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

It is quite clear that the therapists have done their research well and have picked a confident white Beta man who obviously considers himself to be Alpha, though his constant bragging may well show that this is not the case.


		 

Rich and self-sufficient, James is clearly a challenge for Dr Elaine Harambe and will provide a suitable subject from our point of view. Interesting is the hint that his ex-wife may be available to use for the therapy course, a point that is now being looked into.


		31st July 2015

		 

AM:

Thank you for coming in. I understand that you informed my secretary that you want to come in to discuss a new partner…


		 

JV:

That’s right. Absolutely, I met this girl last week and since it looks like I am pitching my line, I thought that you’d want to be in on the action.


		 

AM:

A girl?


		 

JV:

Well, actually a bit older, but to me she’s just a girl. Thirty something, drop dead gorgeous and a real looker. You remember, I was telling you about this broad that wanted an apartment…


		 

AM:

I remember, an African American woman, I think that you mentioned her…


		 

JV:

Yeah well, looks like she is more interested in me than real estate! I told you last time, I’ve fucked some classic broads. This one is like a model. Long legs, huge tits and long black hair. Even though she’s black, she is the best one that I’ve seen outside a porn film.

(Laughs)

Can’t have it all…


		 

AM:

So, how did she show interest?


		 

JV:

I showed her a great apartment in Greenwich Village. Bit on the pricey side, but then they all are up that way. So, I’m showing her around and getting into the personal stuff. You know, how many rooms and so on. That tells me a lot about availability, and I don’t just mean the real-estate.


		 

AM:

And?


		 

JV:

So, she tells me that she’s just split up with her hubby and is looking to spend the alimony as quick as quick. Three million she could go for, but seems like she’s looking to spend half that. So, I took her to the place and she looked it over. I really got the feeling that she was looking me over and not the flat. Hey, I had a suit and tie on and it must have meant something, because she said that we should meet up again and discuss the apartment.


		 

AM:

So you agreed?


		 

JV:

Sure did! Next day, when I left the office, she was there waiting for me on the side walk. I took her a couple of the blocks to a diner I know. Real smart place, good food and great coffee. Anyway, she starts asking about the apartment and then all about me. Well, I laid on the smooth talk and told her I was made of gold, she just laughed, turns out she’s as rich as me! Good sign…

(Laughs)

Anyway, we talk around the block and back and it really seems that she fancies me. But, I got a problem…


		 

AM:

Which is?


		 

JV:

I have the fish on the line, it’s almost out of the water. How do I net a model like this, I never went for one this smart. She’s something in computers or something and a scientist. I never had much success with that type of broad, but now I’m asking you, hey, you’re black so you know what they want, Doctor, what do you think?

(Laughs)

You being black, you know what they like and you being a brain doctor, maybe you know all the answers?


		 

AM:

(Chuckles)

I would just go for it. She’ll be no different from any other woman. She wants a good time, a bit of fun and a man on her arm…


		 

JV:

Is that all do you think? I mean she’s real smart.


		 

AM:

You are too, James! You didn’t get rich by accident…


		 

JV:

OK, that’s true, I’ll give it a whirl. Take her out to a few fancy restaurants and see where I get to. I’ll report back when I know more.


		 

AM:

Er, James. These sessions are not to help your dating life!


		 

JV:

Well sure as shit, they aren’t for anything else! I call you back in a couple of weeks.


		 

AM:

You have not had the full time allowed…


		 

JV:

Well, I ain’t paying, so take a break Doc, take a break!


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

Dr Elaine Harambe is a specialist in driven sexual development as well as thoroughly versed in the training of Betas. It is almost a challenge to her to take on this case! One of the main points discussed before the therapy started was the method of persuading Mr James Vallely into a suitable relationship.


		 

It is clear from this first session that this has been a success and the subject has already met Dr Harambe.


		 

It was agreed that physical ascendancy had to immediately be imposed. Dr Elaine Harambe was picked for exactly this reason, uniquely being both a high Dan in Tai Kwan Do as well as being personally interested in the BDSM culture from a strict woman’s point of view.


		 

She felt that a slow phase would begin the experiment and here we see the fruits of that planning.


		10th July 2015

		 

JV:

Well, here I am, as I promised. All looking sweet. Elaine is playing hard to get! Last night we went out. She looked fucking perfect all in lace and showing everything. I bought the drinks, Elaine is so hot…


		 

AM:

So, how was the date then? Successful?


		 

JV:

She was really coming on to me. We went back to her place. Her apartment is worth a million, that’s for sure. I reckon that I could get even more if she put it my hands. All done up in white and black, mirrors everywhere. Anyway, we opened a bottle and had a few more. Then it was off to the bedroom. Elaine has a bed that just fills the room. A four poster as big as Madison Square Gardens. We tumbled on to it, half drunk and all ready to go. I started to fumble with her dress and she had my pants off in a second. God, but the woman is strong! Of course, she is tall and coach-built, she was on top of me in a moment and we wrestled a bit. I got my hands on those big tits of hers, she had my cock and was laughing as I tried to strip off that dress of hers. Why the fuck do they make dresses so fucking complicated, Doc? I undid the back and those titties tumbled out while her hands stroked me.


		 

AM:

The sex?


		 

JV:

While I played with her nipples she straddled me and started to laugh. Before I knew it I was coming so hard that I just could not stop. Elaine has this thing where she squeezed my balls and stroked me off just as she pushed a finger in my ass. I have never come like that, so fast and strong, I never even got to her pussy under that dress!


		 

AM:

Did you manage to satisfy her at all?


		 

JV:

Nah! It was all I could do to feel up those tits. Pure silicone, just the way that I like ‘em. Then she was off me and I was looking forward to the second round. Coming slowed me down a bit, but I always recover real quick. Elaine was laughing so hard that I thought that her sides would split. Then she just slipped on the dress again and looked all serious.


		 

AM:

So, what was the problem? I can sense that you think that there was something else, or you wouldn’t have come to this session.


		 

JV:

So right, Doc. So right, you really can read me like a pack of cards. I was looking up at her, all opened up wide on the bed and she put her shoe on my hardening prick and pinned me there with those spikey heels of hers. Is this normal? I mean, I was so turned on by her over me, holding me there with the sole of her shoe that I was stiff in moments.


		 

AM:

There’s nothing wrong in that, James. Most men like a strong woman…


		 

JV:

No, it’s just that I’ve never gone for all of that kinky stuff. You know, shoes and bondage and all that shit. I’m a man that likes a long slow fuck with a good looking broad. No complications, no messing around… maybe a bit of oral or something, foreplay for the woman, but my arousal really bothered me. Next thing that I know she has a pair of handcuffs in her hand.


		 

AM:

She cuffed you?


		 

JV:

No, she just dropped them and said, ‘Next time’. Her shoe came off my cock and she laughed again and then it was over.


		 

AM:

Sounds to me like she wants you to cuff her.


		 

JV:

That’s what I thought at first as well, but after I pulled my pants back on she made it quite fucking clear that she wanted me in cuffs.


		 

AM:

A bit of a dominatrix then? So, what’s the problem?


		 

JV:

It’s just that I don’t go for that stuff, like I said Doc. On the other hand, I really fancy the broad like hell. What a fucking turn-on that bitch is! Porn-ready and dressed like a complete black bitch! A perfect ass and huge tits, Elaine has everything and I just want it. What I want to know is, do I go back or do I just get the hell out?


		 

AM:

Are you scared of letting her cuff you during sex?


		 

JV:

Er, not scared exactly, more like just not sure if it’s what I want. That’s the other problem, Doc. It’s not just the sex like all the last few girlfriends that I’ve had, it’s that I really felt a link, something between us…


		 

AM:

There is always a price to pay, James. It’s always give and take, that’s what it’s about. Does it bother you that she does not care about all the money you have? Is that what made you so attractive to the others?


		 

JV:

Ooh, that hurts, Doc, that really fucking hurts. Of course, they are all after one thing, the good life, but I reckon that I’m not bad as a lover. I got a big cock, I always look after the woman in bed, I always make them come…


		 

AM:

That may be right James, but she is an equal and you can’t just mess her around.


		 

JV:

So, do I go for it or not? That’s the question?


		 

AM:

I can’t answer that James, you should do that! All I can say is that you might just find that being led a little is good for you. Letting Elaine have her way could just be fun and good for you, after all!


		 

JV:

Guess you’re right, Doc. What’s the harm in it after all?


		 

AM:

Exactly. It’s good to explore yourself deeper sometimes. Give in a little and see what the other partner wants. That’s the best way to grow yourself.


		 

JV:

Thanks for that, Doc. I’ll go for it, but how can I stop it when she goes too far?


		 

AM:

You have to be honest with her, that’s how it works. Invent a word that you use when it is too much and she will respect that and slow down…


		 

JV:

Like what?


		 

AM:

Something that you would never say in the middle of sex…


		 

JV:

OK, Doc. I have another meet-up with Elaine in a couple of days, I’ll put that to her and see what happens. I was nearly going to stand her up, but I guess that I’ll risk it…


		 

AM:

Give a little, take a little…


		 

JV:

That hand-job was so fucking good.


		 

AM:

Then go back for more!


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

This was the first hurdle, to persuade James that Dr Elaine Harambe’s initial demands were ‘normal’. Most men find the early introduction of play-toys like cuffs and vibrators to be intimidating, and in this case James has a clear resistance to anything but ‘vanilla’ sexual experiences.


		 

His entire Weltanschaung is based on women that are interested in his wealth and not his physical prowess, even though he feels sufficient in this regard. As a single man with no ties, he is not vulnerable to the emotions of a partner who is also a subject and so a period of persuasion is required to create a relationship that has sufficient value to be worth some negotiation.


		 

In order to achieve the emotional and sexual bond, Dr Elaine Harambe has opted to stand off and play a waiting game. This was generally agreed by the therapists with the exception of Dr Maya Urumba who felt that a more direct approach was possible with the use of drugs. Dr Elaine Harambe decided that the use of drugs would distort the results of the experiment and a clear vote to support this view was carried.


		30th July 2015

		 

AM:

I was starting to think that you weren’t coming back, James. Standing me up like you considered doing to Elaine! Is that what you want to talk about?


		 

JV:

My heart was beating like a drum, I was almost in a sweat, but I went along and we hooked up in a bar in Times Square. I thought that if we had a long walk to get to her place, then there would be time to do what you suggested last time. Tell her about the fact that I am not into all that kinky stuff and see what she would say about the idea of a safe word before we started.


		 

AM:

And?


		 

JV:

We had a few drinks and then she suggested that we get a hotel room instead of back to her place. Didn’t stop me though! On the short walk to the hotel, I explained everything and she just started to laugh. She said that I had nothing to worry about, but that she didn’t like to fuck on the first few dates. I must have looked so fucking disappointed, so she said that it was just that she didn’t give her pussy to just any man that she had just met, they had to earn it!


		 

AM:

She sounds really controlling…


		 

JV:

You can bet your sweet ass that Elaine is ‘controlling’, Doc. But, it was like a red rag to a bull to me. A kind of challenge that I could just not resist. Hang on in, do whatever was needed to get my cock up and in.


		 

AM:

So, what happened at the hotel?


		 

JV:

(Laughs)

You really want the details Doc? Every move and drop of come?


		 

AM:

The devil is in the detail, James. I don’t ever judge my clients, you should know that by now. All I do is listen to what happened, to your thoughts and then I try to help you see what is happening from the outside. It’s my job!


		 

JV:

Listening to kinky stuff all day long! Does it make you do the same stuff your clients do?


		 

AM:

Aha, that’s my life! We are discussing yours right now. When I need a little discussion about my life, then we’ll swap seats and you can listen to it all…


		 

JV:

Yeah, right. Anyway, as you say, Doc, let’s get back to me. We got to the room and she opened her purse. Out came the cuffs and I have to admit that I was pretty turned on. The look on her face, all superior, like. Those massive tits straining to get out of her tight dress, the stockings and all that shit. I was so turned on that I complete forgot about the safe word. Like a little boy, I let her cuff my hands behind my back and push me to the wall.


		 

AM:

Not so bad then?


		 

JV:

Not so bad? Fucking fantastic. Elaine could not get my shirt off because of the cuffs, but all the rest she stripped off real slow while she talked all the time. Most women are so fucking quiet, Elaine is the opposite! As my pants and shoes came off, she kept saying how she was going to make me come so hard and all I could do was stand there and let it happen. If she had wanted to do anything, I really don’t think that I could have stopped the bitch. She was all over me with her hands, touching, feeling and playing with me. Just little touches, you know. Here and there, up the crack of my ass, squeezing my balls and telling me that I was just a little boy that needed to be milked.


		 

AM:

A real turn on?


		 

JV:

You bet! It was so hard…

(Laughs)

That’s my cock and my mind, Doc. Biggest I’ve ever been, I reckon. In my mind I was sort of turned on and scared of what she could do. Elaine is real strong and big, I don’t think that I could have stopped her if she had wanted to do anything, but instead, she just played with me like a kitten plays with a mouse. Teasing and probing, making me almost cry out with begging her to do more! Then she went on to her knees…


		 

AM:

Oral?


		 

JV:

That’s what I thought, Doc. That’s what I really thought. I thought, here we go, I hope she swallows, that’s what was in my head, but instead, Elaine just played with me for ages. I have never had it like that before. The teasing to the point where I was on the brink and then down again. Just when I thought that it was at an end, off she goes again and again and again…


		 

AM:

She edged you?


		 

JV:

Is that what it’s called, Doc? Of course, there has to be a word for it, but I’ll tell you, it fucking blew my mind again and again until I was so fucking desperate that I found myself begging her to end it all. Then came the clincher and now I know that Elaine is the one for me!


		 

AM:

What did she do, James?


		 

JV:

Well, as I said, I was on the wall, with her on her knees. She stood up and put her hands on my shoulders. Then she pushed me down, so that I was kneeling with my back on the wall and my ass almost on the floor. It was when I looked up at her that I knew that she was the one! Elaine was like some sort of Queen, a proper Goddess. Her hands on my shoulders her pussy so close that I could have kissed it through that dress and then I felt something between my legs and just gasped.


		 

AM:

Her foot?


		 

JV:

Too fucking right! Her foot, or to be precise, the sole of those shoes. It pressed my cock against my belly and stretched it tight. I could even feel the heel on my balls. It was so weird… I was scared and thrilled all in one. The hardness of the shoe, the spike in my balls, Elaine looking down at me, her face framed by those huge fucking titties.


		 

AM:

At her feet…

JV:

Too right! I gasped, she moved her foot and I came all over those black stilettos and the stockings. It totally fucking drained me, emptied me out. To see her laughing as I came, she just told me that every little boy needs to be drained by his mistress and I came again and again. It was so fucking perfect, but then came the funny part…


		 

AM:

I don’t understand, what happened next?


		 

JV:

Well, Doc. I thought that I would be licking out that pussy of hers or something and I was so ready to go. Push her in the same way, make her scream for mercy or something, but it just ended there!


		 

AM:

Elaine just stopped?


		 

JV:

That’s right, she didn’t want anything for herself! She just hauled me to my feet and tossed the key on the bed. ‘Keep it’ she said to me. ‘Keep it for the next time’. That was it, she just walked out of the room, my come on her shoes and ankles and slammed the door behind her.


		 

AM:

A little strange…


		 

JV:

It took me a minute to get the cuffs off…

(Pulls a small key from his pocket)

This is the key that she left. Anyway, she was gone and I was left standing! By the time that I was dressed, pulled on my pants and so on, there was no trace of Elaine and I was starting to wonder if she was just a one-night tease.


		 

AM:

But?


		 

JV:

Then my phone buzzed and there was a message from her.


		 

AM:

What did it say?


		 

JV:

Just a date and a place. So, I thought, this is a little strange, who is this woman and what does she want?

AM:

It’s just a game…


		 

JV:

Well done, Doc, well done. She just likes the game. This is not normal, I mean, what woman just walks out on a man like that? I need to understand the rules.


		 

AM:

She left the key…


		 

JV:

That’s what I figured, so I texted her back with a ‘yes’. That was all that I wrote, just the one word. I figured that if she wants to play some game, then I was a player.


		 

AM:

When is the next meet-up?


		 

JV:

Already done and the game goes on…


		 

AM:

Ah, so there is more to tell me.


		 

JV:

That’s right, doc. This time the meet was in Greenwich. There’s a little Irish pub and we met up there. It was sort of the same as the time before, really.


		 

AM:

A hotel again?


		 

JV:

Absolutely. She took me to this little hotel on the West Side. This time she was dressed all in leather. A tight skirt that really made her ass perfect, gloves and sheer black stockings. As we walked to the hotel, I felt like a million dollars. Every son-of-a-bitch was looking at Elaine and I was on her fucking arm. Brilliant and such a good start. Every time that I looked at the little ankle boots that she was wearing I imagined my come dripping off them. When we got to the hotel, she asked for the cuffs. I was so stupid, I had forgotten to bring them! (Sighs)

Well, fuck me, that was a mistake, because she had some more in her purse, but she seemed real upset that I had forgotten them. I thought for a moment that Elaine was gonna walk out on me, but she cuffed me up. This time I had to strip for her… She said that it was a little punishment for not remembering to bring the cuffs, but it sure felt like heaven stripping off while she asked me if her little boy needed milking again!


		 

AM:

You stripped, then what?


		 

JV:

Doc, it was so good! You’ve been honest with me and now I’ll be honest with you, I owe you for your help anyway! I have always been a bit… Republican… if you know what I mean!


		 

AM:

There’s nothing wrong with that!


		 

JV:

Of course there isn’t, the greatest presidents of the States have always been republican. Never mind all that shit, what I mean is that even though I have never minded the colour of the women that I fucked, and I am not a racist…


		 

AM:

Not a fan of blacks?


		 

JV:

Hey! Nothing personal against you or your race, but I just was always thinking that America started white and white it should stay! Anyway, what I’m trying to say is that Elaine is a game changer. The woman is black as the ace of spades, a real looker, but also she is so much better than all the Whites and Hispanic women that I’ve been with. Intelligent, clever and such a fucking tease. Just the contrast between us makes me horny!


		 

AM:

I understand. No offence taken… We all have our opinions and my job is to listen and make sense of them. Sort of from a personal point of view.


		 

JV:

Anyway, they always say, once you’ve had black, you never go back!

(Laughs)


		 

AM:

I have heard the phrase and most of these aphorisms have some truth behind them.


		 

JV:

Anyway, seems like Elaine was in a feisty mood. When she had me stripped she cuffed me again. This time no key, just sort of leather bands that buckled closed. Then she pushed me on the bed and started to laugh. I was so hot, lying naked and so vulnerable as she stood over me that I just almost came when I looked at her. Like a sort of evil school teacher standing over her naughty little boy. It was all I could do not to beg her to fuck me…


		 

AM:

Maybe that’s what she wanted… you to beg?


		 

JV:

Maybe, but she sure didn’t need any encouragement! I never thought that gloves were sexy or a turn on, but I was so fucking disappointed when she slowly stripped them off and tossed them aside. Then came the clincher, Doc. She really knows how to make a man like me horny. She pulled on a pair of latex black gloves! When she touched my cock it was like an explosion in my head. There is something that’s such a turn-on with the feel of that latex. It was sliding up and down the length of me while she told me off. She said that forgetting the cuffs was a sign that I was not ready to be her little boy and that if I ever forgot them again she would really punish me.


		 

AM:

What did you say?


		 

JV:

I told her that I would be a good little boy from now on.


		 

AM:

Did that satisfy Elaine?


		 

JV:

You bet! For a moment, I saw her bend down and I thought again that she was going down on me, but instead I felt a finger probe my ass. Jesus, it was weird. Feeling that finger slowly push inside again while her other hand slowly stroked me off. Like being fucked, it must be like that for a woman, I suppose. Two weeks ago I would have been up from the bed and running for my life, but she was deep inside me and I could feel a tickle, a sort of deep massage while the other hand slowly wanked me off.


		 

AM:

It is a strong physical stimulation…


		 

JV:

More than that, it is so controlling. All I could do was writhe on the bed while she slowly fucked me with that finger of hers. I moved so much that she had to slap my thighs to stop it and she told me off for not lying still to be milked. Anyways, when I came it was so different from when she had used her shoe. One second I was on the edge of it, the next it was all over. Like Elaine had found a switch that just made me spray all over. Less of a climax than a sudden emptying…


		 

AM:

A prostate massage, that’s what it’s called, James. The prostate is massaged and releases without the full climax reaction and the pelvic hip movements…


		 

JV:

Whatever, it was great, don’t get me wrong, but it was not a patch on the one before. Then she told me that if I did not follow orders and think of things like bringing the cuffs, then that was all that she was prepared to do to me.


		 

AM:

More punishment?


		 

JV:

Sort of, though I loved it too. Anyway, she just did the same again. Peeled off the gloves and then left. It took me fucking ages how to figure to get those fucking cuffs off, but I did in the end and she was long gone.


		 

AM:

Another text message? Does the game go on?


		 

JV:

Doc, it’s all I can think about! The message came before I had escaped and I was so fucking frustrated that I couldn’t see it. Anyways, she was long gone and the next meet-up is tonight.


		 

AM:

What did the message say?


		 

JV:

Just a time and a place! This time it’s a bar that I don’t know, out the back of Times Square. I will be early…


		 

AM:

Don’t forget the cuffs…


		 

JV:

I won’t!


		 

AM:

Sounds like Elaine is changing you a little…


		 

JV:

You can fucking say that again. Now I am starting to wonder why I wasted all my life just messing around when I could have been with sexy African broads like Elaine all my life! What’s more, having that strong black woman standing over me and milking me empty is like heaven…


		 

AM:

Do you think that it’s because she’s and African American?


		 

JV:

(Pause)

Maybe, just maybe. There is something that’s such a turn-on as she tells me that I have been a naughty boy! She stands over me like a queen and makes me just beg for more, then she walks out like I’m just the shit on her shoes. Maybe I should forget the cuffs accidentally on purpose next time. Just to see where she would go from there…


		 

AM:

Do you want to move up a notch?


		 

JV:

What do you mean, Doc?


		 

AM:

Are you ready to raise the stakes of the game? It seems like a clear signal to me. Obey her, or go up to another level, submit and stay at the same level of intensity. She is placing the game in your hands, letting you decide what happens next. It is up to you to forget the cuffs or not, if you do then she will be allowed to punish you, if you bring them, she cannot move along!


		 

JV:

Oh, I get it! Very clever, Doc. I decide, I like that. Sort of some control and I decide.


		 

AM:

Exactly.


		 

JV:

Jesus, I am so glad that I come to you for these talks, man to man. You have it all figured out in the time it would take for me to flip a coin. Thanks, you are a real help in this…


		 

AM:

That’s the idea! Every relationship has rules, it’s just that the one that you are in now is a little more direct. It sounds like you have to learn Elaine’s rules and then decide the next move. It’s really quite simple, sounds like she will move the way that you decide!


		 

JV:

So, what do I have to do to fuck her? I haven’t even seen that pussy of hers yet and last time she never even showed me her tits.


		 

AM:

It might be that true intimacy needs a long time to develop! This seems a step by step affair. In the end, you just need to follow your instincts, that’s all.


		 

JV:

(Pause)

I think that I’ll double up stakes and gamble…


		 

AM:

Forget the cuffs?


		 

JV:

That’s right, let’s see what happens next.


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

The agreed method of causing an obsession for Dr Elaine Harambe is to ensure two main directions of control. The first is that each episode is an experience that James thinks can only be supplied by her. The second is to fetishize the experience to ensure that it is the method of climax and not the actual sexual act that supplied the obsession.


		 

In this regard, Dr Elaine Harambe is testing the reactions of the subject to different stimuli in order to decide which fixation is suitable to supply the trigger for the next stage of the dominance that she wishes to assert.


		 

My role in this development of the mental state of the subject is to encourage further progress and persuade the subject that he is following his own desires.


		7th August 2015

		 

AM:

Just a week this time?


		 

JV:

Sure, Doc. A lot can happen in a week and it’s time to report in to the CIA!


		 

AM:

Ah, that’s how you see me?


		 

JV:

Just a joke, Doc, just a joke! You always seem to have the right answers, let’s see if you can figure this one out?


		 

AM:

Was it good?


		 

JV:

Good? Well, yes and no! I’m not sure that pushing Elaine to the next level was such a clever thing to do. But, I take responsibility, my idea, and it was so fucking horny even if I now realise that I can never go back…


		 

AM:

The rules of the game?


		 

JV:

That’s right, the rules of the game. It seems as if I have figured the terms and conditions of Elaine and they look a little like this. Every time that I make a mistake, deliberate or not, she gets heavier. Then, there is no going back to the lower level. So, now I know and it’s all become a little difficult…


		 

AM:

Why?


		 

JV:

Because I think that if I don’t push the level up, she will get bored and fuck off. Elaine is not the kind of broad that puts up with any shit. She is back to selling her apartment again. We had a little chat when we met up and she wants to sell. Seems like she wants a discount on the three per cent that I always charge.


		 

AM:

Aha, now she’s got you trapped!


		 

JV:

Yeah, I do all sorts, but I never drop the prices! She is making me do just that.


		 

AM:

So, you went for it? What discount?


		 

JV:

For free! She wants it for free! I didn’t even do that for my wife when we were together…


		 

AM:

Do you think that this is part of the game or just a test to see if you have really fallen for her?


		 

JV:

Well, I’ve fallen for her, I’ll tell you in a moment, but that’s not the issue. In my life, personal and private never mix. Like oil and water. I’m kissing goodbye to thirty grand if I do this. Thirty fucking grand! Well, I just had to decide. I already did! I signed up the contract and now she gets it all for free.


		 

AM:

An interesting choice, James. Be careful, it is perhaps an indicator that you will do whatever it takes to see her again.


		 

JV:

(Pause)

You are so right, Doc. I sort of wish that I came to you with this sooner, but then there was not the time. This time we went back to her place…


		 

AM:

You took the cuffs?


		 

JV:

Absolutely not! I wanted to see what would happen and since you explained Elaine’s game, I knew that it was all under control. There’s one thing for sure, the black bitch is hard as nails!


		 

AM:

You called her a bitch!


		 

JV:

Just a way of speaking, Doc, just a way of speaking. She is more a Queen-Bitch if you get what I mean, but then that’s the price of playing the game with her. When she asked me for the cuffs, I showed her the key on my key-ring, but said that I’d forgotten them. Well, she was so pissed with me that I thought that she was about to throw me out of the apartment. Of course, she had another pair… ‘made of fucking hand-cuffs am I?” she said and then I knew that she was so pissed. Then she told me that she had another set and I breathed a sigh of relief. Trouble is, not at all what I was expecting.


		 

AM:

In what way?


		 

JV:

I’ll get to it, Doc. She had me strip off again and then on all fours on the floor. I was sort of expecting her to cuff my hands but instead she took a stocking and blindfolded me. I could hear her moving around and then her hands on my wrists. The cuffs went on and I thought that that was it, but then I felt her at my knees and she spread them wide and cuffed them too. She said that this was the last set that she had and that I had forced her to use them! It was then that she took off the blindfold and I looked down. Serious shit, Doc, serious fucking shit. The cuffs were like an ‘H’. One bar between my wrists and another between my knees and all held by a single metal strut between. I couldn’t even move, that’s how tight they were.


		 

AM:

You broke the rules… and pushed her to it…


		 

JV:

Sure did, Doc. There I was, on all fours and Elaine was strutting around me as if deciding what to do next. Turns out, that she had plenty of ideas and I was unable to stop her.


		 

AM:

You tried?


		 

JV:

Well, sort of! I told Elaine that this was a bit heavy for me, but she just laughed and said that the decision to come back to her was one that I had to make between each meet-up. More rules, that’s what it was. I know three now and it was getting heavy!


		 

AM:

So, she punished you?


		 

JV:

Jesus, did she! Elaine was so pissed that when I complained she showed me a gag and I soon shut up. Then comes the strange part…


		 

AM:

Strange?


		 

JV:

Sure, she left the bedroom, left me on the floor on all fours, all shackled and stuff while she went for a glass of wine. Would you believe it? She came back and sat on the edge of the bed, facing me and sipped that wine and smoked a cigarillo, while all I could do was look up at her and pray that Elaine would go easy on me!


		 

AM:

Were your prayers answered?


		 

JV:

Not sure, Doc, not sure! What I do know is that I escaped a caning!


		 

AM:

A caning?


		 

JV:

She had a fucking crop. A wicked little leather thing that she slapped in her hands as if deciding what to do next. I could not, dared not, say a fucking word. The big red gag was on her lap and I was so fucking scared that she would use it that I just looked up and admired her. Then she finished her wine and said that naughty boys needed to be milked to make sure that they didn’t play around with sluts.


		 

AM:

Ah, she wants to be sure that she’s exclusive?


		 

JV:

You can put it like that, Doc, but I would say that what she is saying is that Elaine wants to be sure that I don’t fuck around.


		 

AM:

Most women have that view…


		 

JV:

Most women don’t chain up a guy and threaten him with a whip, Doc. Most women!


		 

AM:

Rules of the game.

JV:

Rule number four. Don’t screw around… Anyways, what happened to me next was worrying on so many levels. Suddenly she had those gloves on again. The latex ones. I started to get so fucking hard and she reached down between my legs and stated a slow wank. I started to beg and plead, but really I wanted it and she knew it! I was expecting that finger in me, fucking me again in my ass, but this time it felt different. Big and smooth. It pushed into me and I could feel that feeling again. The one that was from last time. A sort of surge of pleasure and helplessness.


		 

AM:

Her finger?


		 

JV:

Was it fuck, Doc. Was it fuck! Elaine was pressing a vibrator in my ass while she was giving me the best hand-job I have ever had. When she switched it on, it was like a voltage that ran through me. A pulsing that filled me and made me almost cry. Jesus, it was like being fucked by a man and that’s something that I just can’t stand. Then she left it in and moved to sit on the bed again. Sipped her wine like it was just a normal thing while I begged her not to allow the vibrator to make me come!

(Pause)


		 

AM:

Did it?


		 

JV:

It was like something out of control! I clenched and moved, but that fucking vibrator just milked me of every drop of come in my balls. Like some queen-bee was fucking me while she just watched and smiled at me. No spurting, just an endless dribble of come that bled from my balls. I thought that when it was over, she would undo me from those fucking cuffs, but she didn’t. She just reached over and turned up the vibrator. Now it was really fucking me and I got that feeling again. Like being squeezed like a lemon. Every drop! The vibrator moved, I’ll swear it was jerking in my ass like a giant cock and it happened all over again.


		 

AM:

She was really punishing you!


		 

JV:

She said that it was, but actually it was sort of great!


		 

AM:

The end?

JV:

No! A third time, this time she helped it along. Teased my cock and pushed that damn vibrator in and out until I cried out and she just laughed and blew the smoke from that cheroot in my face as I came again. I was like it was a challenge for her to get every drop out.


		 

AM:

So, what did you feel?


		 

JV:

Fucking exhausted! Elaine said that now that I was milked properly, that she expected me to return every two days for a milking to make sure that I could not fuck any whore or slut that took my fancy.


		 

AM:

Oh, her rules are closing in now…


		 

JV:

They were about to, I can tell you! I told her that I could not manage every two days and she just tapped that damn crop in her hands and looked down at me. I promised that I would never have another woman but her, but she just shook her head and sipped her wine.


		 

AM:

She didn’t believe you?


		 

JV:

I guess not! Next thing I know, she is squatting behind me and pulling at my balls. Now it was not teasing, and I knew that she was up to something. I told her to stop and she came around and pushed her face into mine. Elaine said that she had to be sure, if I couldn’t see here every two days, then she had other means of making sure that I was just for her use. Her naughty little boy, she kept saying. I said that I would do anything to please her, seemed the best thing to say and she replied that she would take me at my word…


		 

AM:

So, what happened next?


		 

JV:

Before I know it, the Queen bitch is on my balls again. I felt those gloves and the vibrator still buzzing and then on went a ring!


		 

AM:

On your balls? Seems like she is serious!


		 

JV:

Too fucking right, she is serious! When she had it on, she let me out of those damn restraints and I looked down to see that there was a ring, a sort of steel collar on my balls with a lock on it! So fucking heavy that it weighs them down. She says, ‘That’s better now,’ as if this is all normal and I get dressed. One thing for sure, she has me dead to rights. There’s no way to go with another woman with that thing on me!


		 

AM:

Did she have the key?


		 

JV:

On a chain at her ankle! I just stared at those stilettos of hers and wished and wished that she would touch me with them. It filled my mind, Doc, it was like the key and the heels were all I could see!


		 

AM:

So, what happens now?


		 

JV:

I have to go figure. If I take it off, not too difficult, that will be the end of it. If I leave it on, then she has me where she wants me.


		 

AM:

Is that a bad thing?


		 

JV:

Well maybe, maybe not. It’s not too bad after a day or so. I have gotten used to it. On the other hand, it has Elaine’s name on and it makes me feel strange. Like I’m some sort of pet for her or a slave or something!


		 

AM:

Does that make you hot?


		 

JV:

Guess so. Here I am, a white man, a slave to sizzling hot black broad. Sure, it is pretty hot, but then I feel almost as if I have had enough. As you would say, Doc, I have grown and discovered something, now I might just want out!


		 

AM:

But, you could take it off at any point, right?


		 

JV:

True, it’s not that bad! There you go again, Doc, making me think. I just have to know where all this is going and I can’t stop now. But, I am scared that I just don’t know where this is all going.


		 

AM:

You don’t have to…


		 

JV:

There is a last thing…


		 

AM:

Which is?


		 

JV:

There I was, on my hands and knees. A fucking steel ring on my balls, her over me and I was thinking, now that the cuffs are off, I can get up and escape. But, it was not over!


		 

AM:

Ah.


		 

JV:

Too right! Ah! She made me kiss her shoes and heels…


		 

AM:

And, did you?


		 

JV:

Sure did and it was so hot. Like an animal crawling on the floor, I kissed her shoes and when she pulled the foot away, I actually begged for more. The little key hanging there and the smooth leather… It was so strange for me, but she just said that next time, I could come on her stilettos if I was a good boy or if I was a bad boy.


		 

AM:

What do you think that she meant by that?


		 

JV:

I have no idea, but I know that she decides everything now. When and where we meet, that I can’t fuck around, that she never seems to need satisfying and that she knows what turns me on.

(Laughs nervously)

I mean, her feet and that key is all I can think of! Elaine standing over me and making me perform like a little boy.


		 

AM:

Is that wrong for you?


		 

JV:

Yes. Or maybe no… I just can’t decide. We are meeting again in a couple of days and I have to see what happens next. It’s like a dream. All I can think of is her with that cheroot and a glass, the heels and the key! Like she is inside my fucking head. The ring reminds me all the time and every time that I think about her I am so fucking hard. I’m sure that there’s some way that she is tricking me, but I just can’t figure. Rule six is not in my head yet! But, you made up my mind, Doc. I’m going for it to the limit…

(Pause)

I can always get out any time I want, jump off the train at any stop.


		 

AM:

That’s so correct!


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

It is now clear that the subject has been fixed on the peripheral experiences that are dispensed with orgasm. He has basically developed a fetish for Dr Elaine Harambe’s well-chosen dress.


		 

It is generally agreed by all of the therapists involved that another, stronger background obsession has developed in the subject’s mind.


		 

His former dislike of African descended Americans has reversed to leave the attraction of being controlled by one. This is an important point as it is not unusual for a subject to develop a role-reversal obsession that leaves him vulnerable to further abuse.


		 

It was agreed at this point that a subtle advantage would be gained by the start of a course of Halcion was appropriate at a low level since the meetings between Dr Elaine Harambe and James were now a regular occurrence.


		16th August 2015

		 

JV:

Thanks for seeing me on a Sunday, Doc. I know that it’s not regular at all.


		 

AM:

That’s no problem. Obviously, you need a session if you call me up at short notice and I am here for you. Sunday or no Sunday!


		 

JV:

Yesterday was hard, tomorrow will be too late, because Elaine has called me in for then. I just need to go through it with you, because I am starting to think that the train has reached a stop where I want to jump off!


		 

AM:

I am here to help! Why don’t you tell me what is happening between you and Elaine and I’ll try to advise?


		 

JV:

Well, yesterday is not the start. I need to go back a week so that you’ll understand what’s happening. Then I can tell you about Saturday and you can help me. Jesus, Doc, I need your advice…


		 

AM:

Just tell me in your own words and we’ll see…


		 

JV:

OK, it was like this… I decided that the best thing was to slow down the ‘good boy – bad boy’ thing, So I took both pairs of cuffs back and apologised nicely. She popped them in her purse and gave me a little kiss. So, I thought, let’s see what happens, maybe it will be easier this time.

(Pause)


		 

AM:

But?


		 

JV:

But, it was not… She was laughing to herself when we got to her apartment and I was already hard and ready to go. So, she stripped me off and I thought, this is going to be fun! No vibrators in evidence, not my thing really…

(Laughs)

So, where was I? Oh yes, there I am all naked and her the lace dress that I first saw her in. Not a scrap of leather in place. So, we get down to it. Elaine cuffs my hands behind my back and I’m lying nice and comfortable on the bed waiting to see what’s in store, knowing that I have been a good boy and it’s going to be fun. She plays with me a bit, you know a little teasing, fondling that ring on my balls and all that. I’m ready to go, desperate really when she asks me if I have been wanking… Well, what could I say? I always told the truth, so I told her that I had shot a couple off the wrist and what is the problem with that?


		 

AM:

Ah, the rules, unwritten of course!


		 

JV:

You bet! Turns out that having a wank is a no-no! She got so fucking pissed. To Elaine, one off the wrist is the same as fucking around with some whore! She screamed at me like a mad woman, real angry like, and then calms down and disappears from the bedroom. I almost decided to get up and get out, even with the cuffs on, after all, I still had the key in my pants. I was too slow, by the time that I have decided to run, Elaine is back!


		 

AM:

To punish you?


		 

JV:

Exactly, you read her mind, Doc. She had that crop in her hands and a little box about as big as a jewellery box. She put the box to one side and then flipped me over, face down on the bed. I knew what was about to happen, and I guess that you do to.


		 

AM:

The crop?


		 

JV:

Five strokes… Don’t sound too much does it? But, five strokes from Elaine is like twenty from some bitch-teacher! She made me count them out as she punished me. Between clenched teeth, I wasn’t going to give in and cry or something. So, when that was done she tossed me on the floor. The woman is as strong as a fucking line-back! I was just about to start getting up to argue with her, but then that boot came down on my ass and I felt the heel press into me. I don’t know if it was agony or perfect. The heel penetrated so fucking deep and I did not dare move as she bent down and slowly forced me to come for her. Jesus, so fucking intense that I could do nothing but moan as her hand was brutally hard. It shagged my cock in just a few strokes and then the heel pulled out and the boot slipped between my legs and rubbed on my wet prick.

(Laughs)

Then she uncuffed me, just like that, and I was left staring up at that perfect body of hers.


		 

AM:

Not such a bad punishment?


		 

JV:

Well, it could have been worse and the climax was so strong. Then what do you know, Elaine walks around and stands with her boot dripping in my come, puts it right in front of me. ‘Next time you will be licking them clean, bitch,’ she says in that growl of hers and then pulls the foot away.


		 

AM:

What happened next?


		 

JV:

I got out of there, that’s what happened! I stood panting outside the door of the block for five minutes when my phone goes. It’s a message, telling me where to meet next time and that was yesterday.


		 

AM:

But, you decided to go?


		 

JV:

I sure did, this stuff is just a bit addictive, Doc. You should know that as a brain doctor! She’s got me hooked, so how could I not? I know, I know, you would have told me to give it a rest, but I really could not help myself. I spent a day standing and not sitting, my ass still aches from that fucking caning, but it was sort of worth it…

(Shuffles in chair)


		 

AM:

I have a question. What about that box?


		 

JV:

Yeah, I’m coming to that, because Elaine never showed me it, but last night, when I reported to her, she was waiting for me dressed like a fetish babe. All latex and straps, a corset that really made her naked boobs stand like mountains and high stilettos. She had gloves on as well and I was quivering in anticipation. I just found that I could not take my eyes of her boots. The heels were so high that she towered over me and the spurs on the heels really looked like they were meant to be used!

(Pause)


		 

AM:

And?


		 

JV:

It was real strange! No sex at all, nothing. Elaine got me to drop my pants and made this big thing of inspecting the ring on my balls. I just stood there while she checked it out. Then she told me that she had found a better method of making sure that her little boy would not play around with himself. I was thinking, here we go, but she stood and kissed me.


		 

AM:

Sounds hopeful!


		 

JV:

You living this with me, Doc? I’ll bet that you’ve never heard a tale like this before.


		 

AM:

(Nods and smiles)


		 

JV:

You have? So, Elaine takes that little box and opens it slowly. Inside is like a piece of jewellery. Well, not quite, but you get what I mean? All metal and stuff. ‘Nervous?’ she asks and I say that I am. By this time, I am so nervous that my cock has shrunk to nothing, even when her hands are on me. I feel a strange grip on me and then there is a click and she stands up. You’ll never guess what she had done to me?


		 

AM:

You’ll have to tell me!


		 

JV:

Onto that ring that she put on before, Elaine added a little cage! A fucking cage on my dick, just like the fucking Middle Ages. The bitch fitted me with a chastity belt…


		 

AM:

Restraint…


		 

JV:

Yeah, restraint! A little tube stuck down the eye of my cock, a tiny cage over the rest and all clicked and locked to that ring. ‘That’ll stop you,’ she said with a smile and then she dismissed me!


		 

AM:

What? Threw you out?


		 

JV:

Out of the door… Told me to meet her in two days and that’s why I’m here!


		 

AM:

You need to get it off?

JV:

Er, maybe? I just need to know how far this game can go, Doc? I have no idea about all this kinky stuff.


		 

AM:

There’s one thing for sure.


		 

JV:

Which is?


		 

AM:

If you take it off, then it’s over… but, on the other hand, this is all just part of the game that Elaine is playing, I think. It must be exciting for her to have you where she wants you!


		 

JV:

Yeah, I sort of guessed that, Doc. Now I don’t know if I should jump? What can happen next?


		 

AM:

Elaine is just proving to you that she’s in control, that’s all, James. Some women need to do that and she’s no different! I don’t think that you are in risky territory, yet! Look at it this way, you are sort of enjoying yourself, you have to admit that. Elaine is taking control and you are playing the game with her. You can still jump, it’s not like she is blackmailing you or something like that.


		 

JV:

Maybe that’s the next bit?


		 

AM:

Possibly, but I doubt it. Think of it this way. When you overawe women with your money and fast cars, she’s doing the same thing to you that you do. The difference is that she uses a couple of cuffs and a restraint, while you use the money and trips to Key West or Bermuda or something. Your problem is that you have never been at this end of a relationship, you have always been the one with the aces in your hand. Elaine is taking you on a trip of discovery and you can see the world through her eyes. How many other men can say that?


		 

JV:

So, you reckon it’s still safe?


		 

AM:

If you think that it is!


		 

JV:

Well then, let’s see what I see next. I gotta admit that it is a thrill. I really look forward to seeing her, but there is something that I just can’t understand.


		 

AM:

Which is?


		 

JV:

Why doesn’t Elaine ever want anything back? She’s the first broad I ever met that wants nothing back. No money, no sex, no climaxes, no romance and no gifts! That’s something else that I just don’t get!


		 

AM:

Isn’t that what worries you with other partners from the past, like your wife? I would think that most men would think that it’s heaven just letting her do all the work!


		 

JV:

Hillary, my wife, was a manipulating bitch. I guess so…

(Pause)

But, you gotta admit that the woman is an out and out kinky bitch!


		 

AM:

I might not put it quite that way. I would say that Elaine is not following the path of what is considered a ‘normal’ relationship.


		 

JV:

Kinky black bitch! Just my way of saying it.


		 

AM:

There is something that I have to tell you…


		 

JV:

Not bad?


		 

AM:

No, of course not. It’s just that I will be on vacation for seven weeks and so I have arranged another therapist to take these sessions. She is…


		 

JV:

She?


		 

AM:

Exactly, she is experienced in these types of relationships and will be ideal for you. Just talk to her like you do to me.


		 

JV:

Is she black? Like Elaine?


		 

AM:

The therapist is white actually, though you should know that that does not really matter. Just talk to her and you will find that she is neither easily embarrassed or upset by what her clients say to her.


		 

JV:

Oh, I have to admit that you have been good for me so far, Doc.


		 

AM:

Good to hear! Listen, I’ll be back in just a few months and then we can carry on if you like.


		 

JV:

OK, I’ll try it out.


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

I have to say at this point that I was doubtful that the Doctor could move James into a relationship based on chastity without offering inducement in the form of sexual congress. In the meetings of the university’s therapists, Dr Elaine Harambe repeatedly showed a personal dislike for the subject and a reluctance to allow any form of intimate contact to occur and I thought that this would restrict the progress of the experiment.


		 

I have to admit that I was incorrect in my analysis (as were the other therapists) and that the Doctor has created a situation where the subject has substituted foreplay for actual sexual congress with great finesse.


		 

It was necessary to administer the drugs used by skin contact instead of ingestion and the dosages were inexact, however the subject showed some signs of the effects in failing to question the direction of the relationship as well as signs of lassitude after administration.


		 

This point was considered appropriate to upset the balance a little and introduce Dr Janine Mansen as James’ therapist. The fact that she is both female and white would create a tension that would contrast perfectly with the experiences that the subject was experiencing.


		20th August 2015

		 

JM:

Good afternoon, James. I am Dr Janine Mansen. Dr Maylumbo assigned me to be your therapist from now on. My colleague will be back in around two months. If you feel that you wish to have him return as your therapist, then that is possible. I have been running through the notes and recordings of your sessions with Dr…


		 

JV:

Recordings? You have been taping me?


		 

JM:

Absolutely, how else can we study what you say and make proper notes? As I was saying, I have been running through the notes and am up to speed in the case. Please understand that I am completely impartial and only interested in counselling you.


		 

JV:

You know everything?


		 

JM:

Of course! Elaine and your affair, the notes from previous anger management sessions and of course what is on file…


		 

JV:

Jesus. It was difficult to tell a guy about Elaine. Telling a drop-dead woman like you is going to be real tough! You know it all, I mean, even about the, er, restraint?


		 

JM:

Not as unusual as you would think, James! Occasionally men need a little reining back and Elaine seems to be a believer in this kind of thing. Never mind, the answer is yes! I know all about the restraint and Elaine’s rather interestingly distant attitude to sex. What happens now is that you loosen up, tell me all about what happened since my colleague last spoke to you and I will ask any questions that I think are needed.


		 

JV:

Last time was just four days ago. When I spoke to the Doc…


		 

JM:

I am a doctor too…


		 

JV:

Yeah, I get that. Anyway, I spoke to the Doc and I was worried about the next day because Elaine wanted me to meet up and I sort of thought that after the… metal… on my thing…

(Pauses)


		 

JM:

James, I have heard every word so far that you have used for your generative organs on the tapes. Cock, prick, dick… I have heard them all, so if you don’t mind, just tell it like you did before and then I will be satisfied.


		 

JV:

Got it.

(Coughs in embarrassment)

So, after Elaine put that cage on my cock, I sure was scared what would happen next. I mean what else was there to do to me? So, I went in and hoped for the best. The Doc said that I could always jump ship and I have to admit that Elaine’s aggression really is hot. Hot, hot, hot, so fucking hot! Some babes got it, others haven’t. So, there I am, like a schoolboy in second grade at the Principal’s office door. When it opens, Elaine is not at the door! It’s a big guy, big black guy, and he walks straight past me and to the elevator. I was about to step into the door when Elaine appeared and seemed surprised that I was even there.

(Pause)


		 

JM:

You had the wrong date or time?


		 

JV:

No, I was right, she had mixed it up. She tells me, the guy was Laran, her brother, and she had thought that I was coming later. Get the joke? Coming later? Oh, never mind! Anyways, I go in the apartment, this time to the lounge, not the bedroom. She had to prepare and I was just sitting there. Anyway, I see a photo of Elaine and this Laran and start to wonder. I mean, what if he’s not a brother, maybe he is something else…


		 

JM:

How could you check that suspicion?


		 

JV:

Ha, I thought of something. If he is not a brother, then I have to check the bedroom! That’s where I would find out. You know, the sheets ruffled, her cuffs on the floor and all of that shit.


		 

JM:

So?


		 

JV:

So, to cut a long story short. The bedroom was unused and I think that she had been straight with me. So, I head back and sit and wait. Of course, all of metal on my dick is starting to get just a little uncomfortable! Me, I’m anticipating Elaine and I can’t get it up! So, when she comes in in jeans and a T shirt, I am wondering what’s going on. I see that she’s wearing those latex gloves again and I know that I’m for it! She pulls me to my feet, smiles and kisses me and then I feel her hand slip down my pants. “Just checking,” she says as she pulls a little. “Can’t have you taking my little honesty token off can I?”

(Pause)

I just moaned I think!


		 

JM:

She was just making sure that you kept to the rules? Nothing more?


		 

JV:

That’s what I thought too, but then she walked me back to the wall, all the time with her hand down there. I was in agony, that damn cage on me was making me real uncomfortable, but she just smiled and walked me back until she had me trapped. It was all I could do not to scream, but somehow that was risky. I looked down and guess what? The key was on a thin gold chain that hung between her tits. Elaine saw the look and started to laugh. “There’s no way out, babe, you need to understand that I am in control,” she said and then her other hand slipped down my pants too, this time at the back. My legs were almost giving way as the fingers went deep into the crack of my ass. I could feel the slippery latex of the glove and suddenly her finger plunged into my ass.


		 

JM:

Ah, now I see what Elaine was up to… a little milking for her good boy!


		 

JV:

Fucking exactly right. It forced into me, I pressed forward to evade it, but her knee came up between my legs to stop me escaping. Elaine is so strong, like a wrestler. Her lips pressed to mine, one gloved hand playing with me while the other fucked my ass. Jesus, it was like being trapped by a vice.


		 

JM:

But good?


		 

JV:

Sort of! Not good, more just scary. That finger probed inside, I could not breathe and suddenly she had me. Like a dam bursting, it just all dribbled from my helpless little prick. I must have moaned, because she started to laugh and slowly pulled out her hand. I could almost not take a breath, it was so intense, like no climax that I had had so far.


		 

JM:

Overwhelming?


		 

JV:

That’s the right word for it. But, she hadn’t finished by a long way, Oh no. From somewhere she pulled that vibrator from before out and held it up before my eyes. I think that I pleaded that she not use it and she just laughed again. I felt so drained and helpless and she lifted the damn rubber cock and put it to my lips. ‘One hole or the other, boy! Which is it to be?’ Well, the only thing that I could do was open my mouth and she slipped it in. I think that I sucked on that rubber cock for minutes while she just smiled and took it all in. There was a roaring in my ears and I could not catch her whisper, but I knew what she was saying, but I knew that I just had to show her that I was obedient!


		 

JM:

What do you think that Elaine said?


		 

JV:

Something like, “This is just the start boy, stay with me and it will get so real!” All I could do was lick and suck on it while her hand smeared my come all over my caged cock. I can’t think of the words to express my emotions at that point.

(Pause)

Sort of helpless and hopeful. Like I wanted more, but dared not ask for it…


		 

JM:

That’s very good, it shows that, deep down, you really want what she is doing to you. You feel a need to submit and that is fine…


		 

JV:

Do you really think so? I mean, when I think about it all now, I just feel disgust at myself. That feeling like after a wank, when there is just worthlessness …


		 

JM:

But, when you did masturbate, you always did it again?


		 

JV:

You’re right, babe. It was kind of hot being trapped and abused. Sort of like not having to think, just do whatever Elaine wanted.


		 

JM:

There, you see. Somehow, Elaine is tapping into some deeper fantasy and you are surrendering to it. This kind of mental displacement is the most rewarding, surrender to it and you will discover so much!


		 

JV:

(Pause)

What do you think that she meant by saying that it would get real?


		 

JM:

I think that she has mapped a path for you to follow and that she is going to make her fantasies real for you both.


		 

JV:

That’s what worries me. What’s going to happen next?


		 

JM:

If I knew that I would be a priestess, not a psychologist, James!


		 

JV:

I can’t stop thinking about her… I even dream about Elaine now.


		 

JM:

Then maybe there are deeper feelings…


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Janine Mansen


		 

The subject was clearly thrown by my appearance, however the fact that I was female and Caucasian gave him a lifeline and broke down barriers to advice that was clearly subjective and intended to force him to a path that he was resistant to.


		 

The subject, in previous therapy sessions, has repeatedly shown that he is always at the brink of leaving the abuse that keeps him both stimulated and frightened. My presence will shift the balance a little in the other direction as will the increase in the administered drug.


		 

Dr Elaine Harambe has now introduced her ‘brother’ and is readying the next phase of the subject’s fall under her complete control. She has also supplied proof to him that he can still function sexually even in restraint. This gives him hope that further meetings will result in sexual release.


		12th September 2015

		 

JM:

Hi, James. It’s been three weeks of silence from you and suddenly you call up and need a session immediately! That tells me that there have been further developments…


		 

JV:

That’s an understatement, I am all in pieces…


		 

JM:

Last time you seemed to accept what Elaine was doing to you, have you changed your mind?


		 

JV:

Yes, I need to get out of this and I think that I need your help. Jesus fucking hell, the bitch has got me where she wants me!


		 

JM:

Calm down, James and tell me what the problem is. I am sure that you and I can come up with a solution! So, in what way is Elaine giving a problem?


		 

JV:

I don’t know where to start. It’s all so confused and I am in real trouble.

(Pause)

Real fucking trouble!


		 

JM:

It’s never as bad as it seems, James. We can talk this problem through and sort it out. Just tell me what happened in the last month and we’ll find a solution together.


		 

JV:

Where to start? OK, it was like this… For two weeks, I was called to Elaine’s every day or two. No need to go into the details because it was always like the time that I last told you about. I went to Elaine’s, sometimes she stripped and cuffed me, sometimes she just pinned me to the wall like before, but each time I was offered a choice. Have that rubber cock up my ass or suck it like a baby. Each time I took the second choice and she milked me of every drop of come. Sometimes once, sometimes twice. It was like a ritual, the same words, the same choice, the same thing each time. I started to think that this was it, that all she wanted me for was to play with me in the same way. In fact it was starting to get just a little boring! Each time, she milked me while I sucked at that rubber cock and I found that it was irresistible. At first it was that pink vibrator. I didn’t mind that too much, but when she started with a huge black rubber cock that was so lifelike, I was almost sick. I have never been even slightly even slightly that way…

(Pause)


		 

JM:

You mean, attracted to men?


		 

JV:

A fucking sissy-queer! Let’s be quite plain about it!

(Pause)

But it seemed to excite her more each time and I so wanted to be a good boy for her. There is something else. I suppose that I am quite highly sexed, actually, I am mad for it! Having that steel restraint on and not being able to wank was hurting so bad, but the only sex that I ever got was a finger up the ass and Elaine playing with me and teasing my cock. I found that I was always hoping for more and more, and turned up each time in that hope. Elaine was just playing… I realise that now. Sort of training me and there was nothing I could do to stop it! I knew that if I sawed off the ring from my balls I would never see her again and I was so hot for her. On the other hand, I was getting scared of the way that it seemed that every time she pushed in that rubber cock, that was the reason that I came for her.


		 

JM:

I don’t understand why you want out?


		 

JV:

Maybe it’s because you’re a broad, babe. Maybe the thought of a cock in your mouth is what you want?


		 

JM:

I doubt it, James! I prefer women… usually, but my personal tastes are not the issue here!


		 

JV:

Jesus! You’re a fucking lesbo!


		 

JM:

Crudely stated; but yes!


		 

JV:

Well fuck me, I’d never have guessed.


		 

JM:

None of us are one thing or the other. We are all, to some extent ‘in-between’, James. You have homosexual leanings, I have heterosexual ones, it’s all a case of degree. Perhaps it is not correct for me to state personal preferences, but a big black cock is also appealing!


		 

JV:

(Pause)

Oh, if you put it like that… Still, what happened next was so disturbing that I almost tried to run away from it. I would have if I hadn’t been cuffed, that’s for sure.


		 

JM:

Tell me and we’ll work it out…


		 

JV:

Just last night started like always. I turned up, and she was all dressed in her fetish battle-gear. Stilettos, tight latex and all that. For the first time in ages she had her tits out and I knew that somehow this was a change of scene. God, the sight of those silicone tits with the little rings in the nipples was almost too much for me. Don’t forget, I hadn’t seen them for months and I really like a big rack. Elaine was like in those first days, all strict and bossy. She told me to strip and get on my knees and then she blindfolded me. Now I knew what was coming, that fucking frame that cuffs knees and wrists, but I let her do it. I must have been mad to just give in, but how could I know what was going to happen?

(Pause. James sobs)


		 

JM:

Whatever it was, I’m sure that you can tell me.


		 

JV:

I can, but I feel so ashamed, so humiliated… Elaine strolled around me in all that tight gear and teased me a little. I could hear her heels and knew that she was in front of me. I heard the feet move and the snap of latex as she squatted and suddenly I thought, this is what it has all been leading up to. Now she wants something at last and I will have to give it… I have to be a good boy for her.

(Sobs)

Sorry, I just can’t get over it, really, I can’t.


		 

JM:

Take your time, James.


		 

JV:

(Long pause)

So, off comes the blindfold. Some old stocking of hers that was just over my eyes. I see her so close that I can hardly focus. Sort of squatting in front of me and I can almost see up that rubber skirt. In her hands is the big cock and she lays it to one side and tells me that she won’t be needing it today to milk me because she has something better. I look up at those tits and the smile on her face, but she just lights up a cheroot and blows the smoke in my face. It’s like I am just amusing her and there’s noting that I can do! I have to admit, I was so fucking turned on and my cock was hurting as it tried to escape. I think that what I was really praying for was that she would use the little key and make me come for her. That feeling made me desperate to please, but all she did was finish the cheroot and pat me on the head.

(Pause)

“There’s a choice, boy,” she said and then her gloved hands started to roll up that skirt. I saw the stocking tops and then the bare thighs. The most that I had ever seen. I was panting for it, so fucking eager that I could just gasp. Then I saw what she had. At first I thought that it was another one of those rubber things, it was so thick and long. Deep black with a pink tip, smooth like it was oiled. It was only when she took it in her hand and pointed it at me that I realised that it was fucking real! Oh, fuck, it was real! Elaine was not a woman at all!

(Sobs)

Jesus!


		 

JM:

That must have been hard…


		 

JV:

Hard, it was pulsing and growing as I watched. Elaine had the biggest black cock and low hanging balls. I looked up and she was smiling and then she said, “You have the choice, boy! Which hole do I fuck?”


		 

JV:

I started to yell. Real fucking loud, cursing and trying to get away, but that damn frame held me ready for her like it was made for this moment. Worst was, I had allowed her to put it on. Jesus, I had as good as made myself ready to be fucked by the homo-bitch…


		 

JM:

It’s true, it was your fault that you were helpless…


		 

JV:

When I had cursed and called her all the names under the sun, begged her to loosen me and pleaded for minutes, Elaine just smiled and stood up. Now I could see that her cock was so big that it hung down even when it was stiff. She just popped out of the room and came back with a bag. Well, I thought that it was a bag, but it wasn’t. When she opened it, she pulled out a gag and showed me. Like a ring and two straps. One slap from her was enough to open my mouth wide and she pulled it tight. Then she fiddled with it and it seemed to get bigger. I thought that I couldn’t open my mouth any wider, but it turned out that I could!

(Pause as James tries to control his emotions)

Then the bag…

(Pause and James sobs)

It was like a hood, a mask with no face. Elaine pulled it over my head and did it up tight. Real tight with those strong hands. There were zippers for eyes and just a big hole for my mouth. Then she asked me again and all I could do was gasp and moan so she said, “Then, the same choice as last time, babes…”


		 

JM:

Mouth?


		 

JV:

I almost can’t tell you, but I think that I have to. I have to get this experience out! It was warm, smooth and tasted of sweat. It filled the hole exactly and I had a close-up view as her belly moved towards me. There was nothing I could do, it just smoothly slipped into me, pushed my tongue out of the way and into my throat. I was choking, my lungs were empty and it pushed so deep. I love having it done to me, some skank swallowing me whole but, Elaine just loved fucking my face! She pulled out a little and I managed to gasp and then in again. Elaine was fucking me and for the first time I could hear her gasp and moan while she enjoyed every moment.


		 

JM:

Elaine climaxed?


		 

JV:

(Pause)

If you call an endless pumping of come a climax! The tip was in my mouth, one of her hands was on my head, the other stroking herself and then she filled my mouth with come. I felt the hand on my head move to stroke my throat and she was saying something like, “Swallow like a good little bitch, boy, just swallow it all and there’s a reward in store for you…”

(Sobs)

I had to, I had to swallow every drop and the worst was that my cock was still trying to get hard, even though every moment was terrible. With the gag in, some of the come dripped to her shoes and she smiled as she watched. All I could think of was that she had threatened me and now I would be forced to clean it up, lick her stilettos clean…


		 

JM:

And did she?


		 

JV:

(Nods)

JM:

Traumatic and no doubt about it!


		 

JV:

(Nods again. Sobs.)


		 

JM:

And, Elaine rewarded you?


		 

JV:

I thought that she was going to fuck my ass, but instead she just pushed a finger up me and I came and dribbled more on the floor. It took just seconds! Shit, I was horny and sick with it. Hot and so fucking humiliated, because she just kept saying that this was what I wanted and she was giving it to me.


		 

JM:

Then she let you go?


		 

JV:

Elaine undid the cuffs and I managed to get dressed. I could not speak a word, all I could taste and smell was that cock and her come, but still, I was so hot. When she told me to come back I just nodded… the first thing that I did was to call you up and arrange this session. I had to talk to someone and you’re the only one that I can…


		 

JM:

Are you going back?


		 

JV:

I bought a saw to get the ring off…


		 

JM:

But, you haven’t taken it off yet?


		 

JV:

No, but I will!


		 

JM:

You’ve had hours, why aren’t you free of it? You are not crying now, are you?


		 

JV:

No, I’m over it but, I didn’t want to make a mistake and I wanted to tell you first…

JM:

I don’t think so, I think that you have not even been pushed to your limits yet, that’s the reason that you are still in Elaine’s grip! I think that deep down, this is what you wanted to happen, it’s just that your conscious mind cannot give in easily to your inner needs. But, it needs to…


		 

JV:

That’s all just too fucking neat, I need to escape and I wanted to tell you what happened before I broke with that bitch.


		 

JM:

So, tell me, if you want to escape, why did you come for her? Why did you swallow Elaine’s come? Why were you so excited as she fucked you?


		 

JV:

I don’t know, I can’t answer that.


		 

JM:

Well then, let’s try a test. Leave it on, come back tomorrow before you are due to meet your Mistress and then decide. I think that you’ll be knocking at her door for more…


		 

JV:

(Pause)

‘My Mistress’, has quite a ring to it! I could do that, OK, but then we need to speak in the morning… Shit, I can’t believe that I’m doing this…


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Janine Mansen


		 

It took all of my skill to keep the subject in the loop of his sexual and obsessive noose. Despite everything he was so close to rejection of his experience that I really felt that we had failed and that James would slip from the grasp of the experiment.


		 

Clearly, the doctor had overplayed her hand and without the therapy sessions that had preceded this violation he would never have even questioned running from the relationship and putting it behind him. A major clue, that I almost missed, was that the subject still persisted in referring to the doctor as ‘she’ even though this was clearly not the case! This is a common sign-post that shows that even though the sexuality of the subject has been inverted, the subject still tries to cheat his own mind of the reality that he is submitting to a woman.


		 

James is a Beta, despite his utterances to the contrary and the next session proves this to be fact. All white males are in fact Betas and to one extent or another ready to submit to true male strength and domination. All it takes is a push in the direction of submission and they cannot resist serving their betters. James is no different in this regard, but I have to admit that I had doubts that he would return.


		13th September 2015

		 

JV:

I just have a few minutes…


		 

JM:

So, have you decided to go?


		 

JV:

I think so, fuck me, what am I doing?


		 

JM:

What you need to! You just need to find out, that’s all and I think that it will be good for you. If not, then you still have time to change your mind!


		 

JV:

(Pause)

You really think that I’m not making a mistake?


		 

JM:

I think that you need to discover what you really are?


		 

JV:

And, that is?


		 

JM:

Mm, don’t take this the wrong way, but, I think that Elaine knows better than you!


		 

JV:

If that’s true, where is this all going to end up?


		 

JM:

Only Elaine knows, but you will find out!


		 

JV:

Fuck, this is almost more than I can stand.


		 

JM:

But, it is exciting?


		 

JV:

Like a horror film is exciting, like a skydive without a fucking parachute is exciting. That’s how! I must be mad…


		 

JM:

You’re not mad, you are obsessed and learning fast…

JV:

Oh fuck! I have to go, she’s waiting for me… Or ‘he’, or something!


		 

JM:

She! Keep thinking that, Elaine is a woman…


		 

JV:

That’s the only reason that…


		 

JM:

Don’t be a naughty boy and I’ll see you soon.


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Janine Mansen


		 

On reflection, this is not as surprising as it seems! The intervening twenty-four hours have caused James to re-evaluate his experience and now, even though he questions the sexual orientation of his abuser, he has, deep down, decided that she is actually female.


		 

True ‘Beta’ thinking… I think that the case is proved.


		15th November 2015

		 

JM:

Four weeks! I was starting to wonder what was happening?


		 

JV:

Plenty. Mistress Elaine knows that I am in therapy, she knows everything now, and she told me that I had to make an appointment.


		 

JM:

Mm, well that’s a positive sign, James. I am glad that you two are at last starting to be so much more than just sexual partners. There is much more to a lasting relationship than just sex!


		 

JV:

(Sigh)

I suppose so, but I am so confused by it all! Confused by my feelings, confused about who and what I am. All I know is that everything is about her now and…


		 

JM:

But, Elaine knows what you need, doesn’t she? I think that she is good for you, I really do. It is so important to experience all of this. In the end, you will reach a special place that so few arrive at.


		 

JV:

I don’t even know where to start. The last four weeks has been one thing after another and I just know that what she forces me to do for her is what I deserve.


		 

JM:

Well then, just start where you like. Relax and tell me what is going on now.


		 

JV:

I had to go to her, I had to and she knew it…

(Sobs)

It was like I was drawn. Pulled by a magnet! You were so right, I had to find out and I just could not stop myself. I arrived at her apartment with a pit in my stomach. I knew that she was going to make me….


		 

JM:

Just take a moment and tell me what happened. Just the story, this is important for you because it will tell me if you are going down the right road.


		 

JV:

I was late! The last session that we had was too long and I could see that Mistress Elaine was not pleased at all. She opened the door and told me that I had kept her friends waiting and that that was unforgivable! I had no idea that Mistress Elaine wanted me to meet anyone and apologised as well as I could, but it did not seem to help her mood at all. She took my hand and led me into the lounge. There were two others sitting with glasses in their hands. Only one, I recognised, Laran, the man that Mistress Elaine had told me was her brother and another woman who was much older. I started to move to take a seat on the sofa, but Mistress Elaine stopped me with her hand and introduced me.


		 

JM:

Mistress?


		 

JV:

She insists.


		 

JM:

I see, a little respect is no bad thing…


		 

JV:

So, the older woman is called Miss Jarman…


		 

JM:

Just to help me a little, can you tell me about them? What were your impressions and what do they look like?


		 

JV:

Laran is in his thirties, I think. Tall, black and was dressed in a suit. Miss Jarman is maybe in her mid-fifties. A good-looking black woman, she was smoking a cigarette and tapped it just-so in the ashtray. At first, I wondered if she was Miss Elaine’s mother, but it seems that she is a partner in Miss Elaine’s business or something. Anyway, she was dressed pretty smartly and formal. A long skirt and everything in black. Then there was Miss Elaine herself. She was all dressed just like two days before. The latex skirt, the boots and everything. The only thing was that she wore a tight top from which she was almost falling out of…


		 

JM:

Were you scared?


		 

JV:

My knees felt like jelly and I could hardly speak. In fact, Miss Jarman told me to speak up when I introduced myself! I clenched Miss Elaine’s hand and she had to pull to get herself free. I felt like a little schoolboy waiting for teacher to tell me off. Miss Elaine went and sat down next to Laran and lit a cigarillo and told them that I was her new little toy-boy. I almost spoke out, but a look from her stopped me, so I just stayed silent. Miss Jarman stood up and walked around me slowly and I felt so embarrassed because it was so clear that she was judging me. She stopped in front of me and breathed the smoke into my face and then asked if Miss Elaine really thought that white trash like me could be worthy of her. Miss Elaine smiled and said that I was being trained and that for the moment I was a pastime that amused her.


		 

JM:

And her brother?


		 

JV:

He just sat and smiled and sipped his wine. I was starting to wonder what this was all about, but Miss Elaine just tapped her cigarillo in the ashtray and told me to strip. This had happened so often before, but in front of the other two, with Miss Jarman standing in front of me, I must have hesitated. Miss Elaine ordered again, this time I could see that she was really pissed. I undressed slowly, carefully folding my clothes and the three of them just watched me in silence. Now I was really scared, it was so humiliating, because Miss Jarman then walked around me again. I felt her finger go down my back almost to my ass and then she moved to sit down again.


		 

JM:

Were you excited by the humiliation, do you think?


		 

JV:

There was something so erotic about being the little white boy while they sat and chatted. Naked and demeaned as they smoked and drank, because they just ignored me for ages. I dared not speak a work as I listened to a conversation about people and places that I did not know before the conversation turned back to me. It was like being a small naked child at an adult gathering that I could not understand and I even started to wonder why I was even there.


		 

JM:

They discussed you over your head, so to speak?


		 

JV:

Mistress Elaine commented that I was in general a good boy and Miss Jarman then asked if the restraint was the reason. Until then, Laran had not said much. He just listened to what the other two said and nodded occasionally. When Miss Jarman asked about the restraint he just reached over and took the key from between her breasts and stood. I could feel a sense of excitement, a hope that he was going to give me the key. In a way, I suppose that I was hoping that he would just give me the key and dismiss me. Make an end of my obsession and free me. As if they had had their fun! Instead he took a couple of steps and reached down. There was something so strange about a man touching me down there, something wrong and at the same time, thrilling. Don’t forget, I had been wearing that restraint since August. Four months in all and I was just desperate to get it off. Of course, I had been getting used to it, the agony of the first month was long gone…


		 

JM:

He took it off?


		 

JV:

He did, he slipped the metal off my cock, but he didn’t take off the ring at my balls that held it in place. As he did so, there was a reaction. I got stiff real quick and when Laran stood back with the restraint in his hand the two women looked at me and laughed. I think that I even blushed all pink with shame, but when I looked down to see what they were laughing about, I realised what the last four months had done to me.


		 

JM:

Is your size important to you?


		 

JV:

I never really thought so! But, actually, yes. I always took it for granted that I was well over-average and able to please any woman, but when that cock-cage came off and I looked down, I saw that I had been reduced to just three inches of uselessness. Like a little finger just sticking up from my belly. I think that the shock on my face was what amused them most especially when Miss Jarman said that little white boys had little cocks and that they could never please any real women. I flinched when Laran touched me down there again and brushed my hands away when I wanted to feel myself. He said that this would never happen to a real man.


		 

JM:

Do you think that he’s right?


		 

JV:

Er no, or maybe…


		 

JM:

It is true that the average black man has a bigger penis, so actually he is right! I know this from personal experience, white trash are just tiny…


		 

JV:

(Hangs head and sighs)

The worst was that when he held me in his hand, I just could not help myself being aroused. That was when he did something that caused me to break down and cry. I think that the whole half an hour just standing naked listening to them came to a head and then the humiliation of being laughed at was too much to bear. I looked up and Miss Elaine was standing by Laran. She put her arm around his waist and kissed him and suddenly I knew that he was not a brother at all, he was a lover and the thought of that was just too much to bear.


		 

JM:

You cried?


		 

JV:

I did, I felt so lost knowing that the reason that Miss Elaine had never allowed me to pleasure her for so long was that I was not enough for her and that this huge guy had so little respect for me that he was not even bothered when his woman played her games with me! They kissed and then Miss Elaine slowly opened his pants. I was paralysed, like a rabbit in the headlights of a car as she pulled him free and I saw what it was that she really needed. I had thought that Miss Elaine was well endowed, but Laran was frighteningly big. Even limp like he was, it hung from her hand half way to his knee and when she started to kiss him again, it grew to become enormous. He just looked at me and smiled and Miss Jarman held up her hand with her finger and thumb just an inch or two apart with a small smile while she smoked her cigarette.


		 

JM:

Now you wanted to escape?


		 

JV:

Desperately, but like I already said, I was rooted to the ground as that huge black cock grew and grew. It never seemed to stop until it was like a fucking tree trunk. Oh, I’m so sorry, Miss Elaine has said that I must never ever swear or be rude, I so do apologise


		 

JM:

She’s right, but I have to say that I have noticed how much you have improved in this session. I’ll forgive it this time, but please restrain yourself… Has Miss Elaine given you other orders about how to behave in general.


		 

JV:

Loads, there are so many rules to learn…


		 

JM:

It sounds as if she is really making a serious effort to improve you! Keep trying hard, she is doing a fine job.


		 

JV:

(Pause)

I do my best…

(Sobs)

All I want to do is to please her… how has this happened?

(Pause)


		 

JM:

So, what happened next?


		 

JV:

Miss Elaine asked me if I liked that big black cock. It was all I could do to nod and she smiled and told me that only a real man like Laran could satisfy her phat ass. Miss Jarman then came to join Miss Elaine and her lover and her hand went to me and brushed Laran’s hand away. ‘Is this what you want, little boy?’ she asked as she teased me and I could feel the first real climax for three months boiling up inside me. I was so light-headed and full of need to come that I just stood there while they laughed at me. I was so close, I could feel it boiling up inside me, but her hand pulled back and moved to tease Laran. She asked what I would do to come, but all I could do was to watch her hand playing up and down that long shaft until it suddenly jerked and fountained come. Spurt after spurt, so much more that I could have imagined and all I could do was watch enviously and hope that I would be next.


		 

JM:

You were jealous?


		 

JV:

Of course, how could I not be?


		 

JM:

I think that you have good reason, but it is wrong to be envious of something that you can never have! These are feelings that you will just have to get over. You have to realise that feelings of inferiority are normal for a white man like you and that you can never hope to compete with a real man like Laran.


		 

JV:

(Sigh)

You are so right, but it’s difficult to get the feeling from my mind.


		 

JM:

I think that Miss Elaine will be working on that by now. This is such a good opportunity for you to learn that what you really are is just an amusing plaything for your superiors. Behave, and I’m sure that Miss Elaine and her friends will reward you properly. Black cock is what you need!

JV:

It was Miss Jarman that put the restraint back on. She complained that it was too big now and Miss Elaine said that she had a new one for me and went to the bedroom to fetch it. Laran put his hand on my shoulder and I thought that he was going to push me down to my knees, his grip was so powerful, but he was sympathetic really and just said that he pitied me and that this time he was going to give me a rain-check.

(Pause)


		 

JM:

That was good of him, to show a little understanding to an inferior.


		 

JV:

It helped, I have to admit it, because I really didn’t want to perform in front of Miss Jarman. She is such a strict woman…


		 

JM:

Miss Elaine returned?


		 

JV:

In just a minute. I was so glad that she got back because I so thought that the other two were going to punish me, but she got back in time, just as Miss Jarman found Mistress’ crop and was tapping it in her hands. I could see a look of anticipation on her face. Anyway, it was Miss Elaine that put the ice on me and fitted on the new restraint. I flinched and I thought that she was going to allow Miss Jarman to use the crop, but instead she just gave me a sharp slap on the ass and then slipped on the restraint.


		 

JM:

Smaller?


		 

JV:

Even with the ice it was so tight! Just like a little thimble really and a long tube that went so deep inside that I cried out as it went in. She just laughed and slapped me again before adding the lock and patting it with a smile. ‘That will help you,’ she said. ‘Can’t have my little white boy playing around can I?’


		 

JM:

Seems that there’s no chance of that!


		 

JV:

It hurts so much…


		 

JM:

Just like the first one?

JV:

Worse, now when I get the slightest bit stiff, the sharp points inside stop it straight away. I am so frightened because I know what a few more months of this will do, but I just daren’t take it off.


		 

JM:

Why?


		 

JV:

Because of what happened a week after what I just told you.


		 

JM:

I think that we’ll have to leave that until tomorrow. Do you think that Miss Elaine will allow you to come back?


		 

JV:

She said that I had to tell you everything, so I guess so!


		 

JM:

Good, then we’ll meet up again and you can tell me the rest.


		 

JV:

There’s another thing… I am living with her and Laran now…


		 

JM:

Fine, I’ll tell the secretary to change the address in your file.


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 


Dr Janine Mansen


		 

The subject is now almost fully under control. In the session, I carefully used the new title that Dr Elaine Harambe (Mistress) had added as well as making sure to continue to refer to her as ‘she’. The experiment has run its course and James is almost ready to be sold on the open market.


		 

Dr Elaine Harambe has just to cut the lifeline of the therapy sessions and the case is closed. A few more weeks of abuse and a raising of the drug regime will ensure complete compliance and the subject will be disposed of.


		16th December 2015

		 

Note:

In this last therapy session Dr Ata Maylumbo was also present. The session started with just Dr Janine Mansen present and Dr Maylumbo was introduced towards the end.


		 

JM:

You told me yesterday that you are living with Miss Elaine now. Excellent news, this means that things are moving along nicely for you. How did that happen?


		 

JV:

It was nearly a week before I had to see Miss Elaine again. We always used to meet up in some bar or restaurant occasionally, but that hasn’t happened for months now. I turned up at the apartment and she was alone. I was so happy that I just fell to my knees and kissed her boots. Like it was the most natural thing in the world! She patted me on the head and was clearly pleased, so I stayed on my knees and followed her into the bedroom. I sort of had a plan in my head, to beg her not to have her friends around when we met because they frightened me, but I never got the chance to say it, because she sat down in the armchair by the window and told me that she was disappointed with me. I think that I must have looked surprised, because I thought that I had been a good boy. She told me that she knew about my arrest and the dismissed case against me in Biloxi years before. I told her that the case was dismissed, but she was not happy with that. Now I was really scared! I moved to New York to get away from all of that shit, and now she knew. She told me that it was wrong for me to hide my past from her and it always had a way of coming back to bite me!


		 

JM:

You should have told her, James. No secrets in a relationship is so much better! Tell me what happened in Biloxi.


		 

JV:

I had a load of stuff on my computer. Pictures and film and somehow the police found out about it. They raided my offices and my house and found it all, but it turned out that the warrant that they had was filed with the wrong date and my lawyer got me off. I admit it, it was bad stuff, but I was not harming anyone. My wife left me and then business dried up. So, I moved up north and made a fresh start…


		 

JM:

What sort of pornography?


		 

JV:

Do I have to tell you?


		 

JM:

Yes, you do, this is important background. I also advise you to tell Miss Elaine, she needs to know what she’s getting into!


		 

JV:

I already told her…


		 

JM:

Then you can tell me, can’t you!


		 

JV:

(Sigh)

I suppose so. It was all young girls… I have always liked that sort of thing. How could I possibly know that some of the films had underaged girls who were under eighteen? Three of them were seventeen and their boyfriends had sold the film to porn sites, so how could I possibly know?


		 

JM:

It was still illegal… So do you still do this?


		 

JV:

No! I might still have some of it, but I haven’t looked at it in months.


		 

JM:

Since Miss Elaine came on the scene?


		 

JV:

Exactly. Not since then…


		 

JM:

So, you kept them, even when you knew?


		 

JV:

(Nods)


		 

JM:

No wonder she was angry! What did she do?


		 

JV:

She told me that I was going to move in with her so that she could keep an eye on me.


		 

JM:

Did you argue?


		 

JV:

I tried, but she was adamant. Then she said that even though I needed to be punished for being naughty, she had decided to put it off for the moment…


		 

JM:

That was good of her. Miss Elaine is really quite generous, most women would not have forgiven you.


		 

JV:

That’s true. It seemed to me that finding out about Biloxi made her horny because she pointed at her feet and I crawled to kiss her feet. Now there was no way to tell her about her friends, not after I had lied to her. When I looked up she had rolled back her skirt to her waist and I knew that she needed me to amuse her.


		 

JM:

Was that difficult for you?


		 

JV:

Not like the first time, not at all. In fact I suddenly realised that pleasing her was all that I wanted to do. I felt sort of woozy and had to give in, difficult to explain, but that was how it was. I started to move up to her ankles and legs, but she slowed me down and told me that I was too eager. That she wanted it nice and slow, a long tease and not just a fast blow-job. It was all I could do to slow down. The sight of her cock looming over me was almost too much. Not as big as Laran’s, but so smooth and attractive. Sort of curved and perfect to kiss, if you know what I mean. Her balls hang so low, a real manhood and not like mine.


		 

JM:

I know exactly what you mean!


		 

JV:

Worse still, the restraint was causing me to almost cry, because it was so tight and so I started to sob and beg her. I don’t think that Miss Elaine could make out what I was really begging for, because she just held my head and wiped the tears away as she told me that I could take my time…

(Sobs)

She was so kind…


		 

JM:

Did you manage to please your Mistress?

JV:

Of course, I slowed down and she showed me what she wanted. I kissed her ankles and boots again and then slowly worked my way up. By the time I got above the latex stockings her hands were playing with herself and she guided me to show me how to worship her properly. Little licks and kisses, gentle touches of lips on her heavy balls, the tip of my tongue between ass that cock before I was shown how to tease her before taking her in. I was lost in the pleasure of showing her my devotion. By the time that I was guided to slowly swallow that beautiful prick, I was almost crying with the elation that I was allowed to give so much pleasure to her. I was so good that she came almost as soon as I closed my lips on her and she held me in her hands and looked down at me with a smile. I knew that this was what I wanted, just to be with her and make her happy.

(Pause)

It was like having a high, that feeling you get when you snort a line of snow and it envelops you in sheer satisfaction. Even the terrible agony in my little prick could not take that feeling away. I just ignored it and lapped her up as I watched her realise that I was what she needed.


		 

JM:

Did she reward you?


		 

JV:

(Smiles)

She hugged me tight and then I was allowed to suckle at those perfect breasts. It had been so long and I loved it! Tease the little studs in her nipples while she slowly recovered from a perfect climax to need more.


		 

JM:

You made your Mistress climax again?


		 

JV:

I did, but this time she needed more! So much more! She positioned me on the floor on hands and knees and cuffed me in that ‘H’ frame. I had always hated it, but this time I knew that it was so right because it meant that whatever she took, I would be milked for her as I needed… I wanted it, but knew that with the cuffs, there was no way for me to escape and I needed that!


		 

JM:

She fucked you?


		 

JV:

So slowly, so slowly. First, I had to take her in my throat until she decided that she had recovered from the first time and then Miss Elaine shafted me from behind. I almost cried out as she first entered, but after that it was so perfect. I could feel every inch pushing inside until she reached that special place that makes my little cock just empty itself. I think that I even felt her come inside, it was like being filled as her thighs pressed to mine and she took what she needed. After that, I was allowed to slowly lick her clean.

(Pause)

It was so perfect, so fucking perfect…


		 

JM:

You are thinking how much has changed in the last months, aren’t you?


		 

JV:

No, not at all. I was just thinking that it is not Miss Elaine that I need, it is what she gives me. I love what she does to me, I love to hear her groan and breathe as she comes, I love to be under that cock as it comes and watch the fountain of come that shows that I know what she needs.


		 

JM:

That’s so good. Most men would be so intent on their own needs and wants. Miss Elaine has showed you, trained you to the point where you just need to give to be satisfied. You have accepted your role as a Beta and that is the greatest thing that you will ever be. Now you can concentrate on being the best that you can for your owner.


		 

JV:

Owner?


		 

JM:

Of course, owner! We all have owners! Some of us think that we are independent and free to do what we want, but there are always things and people that guide us, show us what has to be done. What you have is so very precious, James. You actually know and perform for someone who needs you to serve their every little craving. All you have to do is to surrender everything and Miss Elaine will look after you and use you every minute of the day. Even when she’s not there you will be worshipping her in every moment and looking forward to pleasing her.

(Pause)

I think that you have a need to be owned, a deep-down obsession that has to be fulfilled. It’s quite normal for white men to have these feelings.


		 

JV:

That is so much of what I feel… you are so right, Miss…


		 

JM:

See, you recognise that all of those around you, everyone that looks after you is a superior and that recognition is so important…

(Pause)

Now that you finally live with Miss Elaine you can devote yourself. Tell her that she owns you and she will be so gratified with those words. Of course, you have to mean it from the heart, otherwise you are just playing games!


		 

JV:

(Pause)

You are right… I need this more than I can say.


		 

JM:

Of course you do.


		 

JV:

But, when I moved in and Miss Elaine gave me a special place to wait for her use, I discovered that her lover, Laran lives there too. He makes me scared!


		 

JM:

I thought that in our last session he seemed sympathetic to you?


		 

JV:

I did, but he uses me whenever Miss Elaine is not there and told me that if I was not properly obedient that he would punish me all the time. He also said that I should stop seeing you… he scares me so much and he canes me when I am a bad boy for him… But, I need to be put in my place and he knows it…

(pause)

I just can’t help myself!


		 

JM:

Even though Miss Elaine thinks that you should?


		 

JV:

When I was coming here today, Miss Elaine said that this would be the last time, so Laran must have persuaded her to change her mind. Anyway, what I heard last night means that I won’t be able to see you ever again… She told me that all black men own me and that I should never refuse…


		 

JM:

That’s such good advice…

(Pats his knee)

You have to respect those wishes, James. Like we agreed, she owns you, so does he, so you have to be a good boy and be fully obedient.


		 

(Door opens and Dr Ata Maylumbo enters the room)


		 

You remember Dr Maylumbo?


		 

JV:

Of course, he was my therapist…


		 

JM:

He is here so that you can show him what you have learned…


		 

(Dr Maylumbo moves forward and slowly undoes his zipper)


		 

JV:

Now?


		 

JM:

You promised your mistress and this is to show how much you have changed! You are nothing but a worthless Beta and this experience will give you closure…


		 

JV:

Please, Miss, do I have to?


		 

JM:

This is therapy, dear, I want to see just how much you need to please your new mistress…


		 

AM:

Show me, bitch!


		 

(James kneels and slides his lips over Dr Maylumbo’s erection)


		 

JM:

That’s a good little slut, I want to see you swallow every drop…


		 

(Dr Maylumbo climaxes after around thirty seconds)


		 

Now clean up the mess and thank the doctor for showing you what you need.


		 

AM:

Every drop, bitch, and from my balls…


		 

*****



		NOTES:

		 

Dr Janine Mansen & Dr Ata Maylumbo


		 

JM:

Dr Ata Maylumbo’s appearance sealed the subject’s final submission. The idea that the subject could not escape being abused by any black Alpha ensured that his ownership was fully accepted.


		 

It allows his mind to reason that he is safer in the hands of his owner than free to be used by any African American that seeks relief. The blackmail was the other chain added to his consciousness to allow him to feel that he has escaped the consequences of his problems in Biloxi. Reinforcement will ensure that the subject is fully prepared for auction.


		 

AM:

The gratifying end to the case has been that a buyer has been found for the subject and his further obedience is ensured. Though somewhat unskilled, James shows great potential for further use and Dr Jarman has showed great interest in purchasing him for her personal use.


		 

Since Dr Jarman is offering a considerable sum, I recommend that his further education be placed in her hands.


		 



Notes:

		 

Dr. Janine Mansen.


		 

The therapy of a single man, untrammelled by other relationships, was an interesting experiment. By supplying the partner from our experimenters, we had complete control of the relationship.


		 

However, it should be noted that there were several points when the subject resisted the assault on his sexuality and was at the point of leaving the trial. It was the therapy that kept the subject on-course throughout. The change of therapists allowed two things to be assessed.


		 

The first was if the colour and sex of the therapist had an effect on the development of Beta submissive behaviour. The second was the opportunity to reintroduce the first therapist to test the trained behaviour of the subject.


		 

It could be argued that the implied and actual blackmail was the tipping point, however the consensus is that it simply speeded the process of submissive behaviour and reinforced the fetishistic aspects of the subject’s behaviour. Fetishistic obsession is an interesting pressure point in the mind. In this case there was no deep obsession before the therapy, all of the reaction was added by Doctor Elaine Harambe and is possibly an indication of how easily a Beta male can be ensnared in fantasy.


		 

Notes on drugs used:


		 

From the 7th August 2013 - 30 mg of Halcion was administered irregularly to inculcate memory loss and improve general tractability. It was agreed afterwards that the level of dosage was too low. The dosage of Halcion was increased a month later to 300mg per day as contact with the subject was regular.


		 

Post Case:


		 

Mr Vallely was trained for a further six months by Dr Jarman. The university therapists were interested to see the further work that she did because she is an expert at creating dependency in sexual situations. A few weeks after the last session, James was introduced to a new regime that left the psychological effects difficult to determine.


		 

Restricted in a tight rubber suit that prevented movement other than on hands-and-knees he was used regularly (around five times per diem) by various males (including the therapists) for both anal and oral penetration. The effect seemed to be a dependency on penetration in which James eagerly served over twenty users for a period of four months of this part of his education.


		 

As expected, there was no longer a need for the dosage of Halcion. The restriction of the smallest size of restraint effectively neutered James and as a result Dr Jarman decided on the removal of his scrotum and a permanent attachment of a restraint that allowed no future removal.


		 

The university traced Mrs Hillary Teach (nee Vallely) and noted that she had married an African American. This being some of the source of James’ bitterness in early therapy. Dr Jarman took the unusual step of selling James to his former wife where by all accounts he is an amusing plaything for her husband. The price being paid from James’ businesses in New York once they had passed into her capable hands.



Experimental End Note:

		 

The therapists feel that they have successfully proved the case that white males are vulnerable to the superior black Alpha male. In each case study, resistance to sexual regression was overcome with the help of judiciously used therapy sessions, both couples and the lone single male discovered the benefits of being the property of superior Alphas. Living proof of our conjecture that little stands in the way of a new form of society.


		 

It is a given, that Caucasian’s are living in a world in which they are not able to compete sexually, emotionally or psychologically with their black cousins. We feel that vast changes in society are in the offing and, that the next generation will see the cravings and obsessions of the weak Betas being enriched by being fully owned and used for gratification by those who truly deserve to be in charge.


		 

		In closing:

		 

We feel that we have learned a great deal from this preliminary series of experiments and are eager to pursue the work in this area. We would like to thank the generous help of the various organisations that allowed us to complete this experiment and have already decided to create a new experimental series that will concentrate on purely female dominance leading to the mental submission of white males.


		 

		NOTES COMPLETE
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