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‘If you’ve read the series and enjoyed it so far – please consider leaving a review! I don’t know how many books the ‘Teacher’s Pet Saga’ is going to run to, but nothing encourages me like positive feedback!’
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If you’re enjoying this series you might enjoy the stories which inspired it. I honestly feel the biggest influences on this series were:-

The Male Bridesmaid by Sabrina Jen Mountford

And

The Photographer by Mia Anne Fisher (This book that really inspired me to make a KTB story!)

Read them! You won’t regret it.


An Unexpected Guest

It turned out to be a long night. Karen had him at her mercy, but strangely Mike could think of no place he’d rather be, than handcuffed spread-eagled on her bed. Struggling and trying to escape the handcuffs would have been futile, but the fact was, he didn’t actually want to escape. He wanted to remain Karen’s captive. The only real inconvenience to speak of, was boredom. 

Mike felt like he’d been waiting for hours. The needles jabbed straight through his nipples had eased off hurting sharply, leaving a dull, aching sensation, rather like they were being pulled or pinched. Of course, handcuffed spread-eagled on the bed he felt utterly helpless to remove them, though he didn’t actually want to. He’d nodded off more than once, the daylight was now fading and being restrained like this was starting to become uncomfortable. He tried to move his wrists and ankles around in the cuffs, to stop them making too severe a mark, but she’d done them up so tight there was simply nowhere to go. Throughout the experience he also felt himself starting to grow hard in the accursed KTB again. Even though he’d had an orgasm, he still felt permanently aroused. This feeling was exacerbated by the bondage, the torture and the chastity of course. His mind was spinning, with the constant cycle of boredom, frustration, arousal and pain. Just when he’d been ready to give up hope he heard the door to the flat open and slam shut. He breathed a sigh of relief. Still helpless on the bed he turned his head to the bedroom door. He gasped in horror and started struggling in his chains as soon as he looked though. Instead of Karen, a complete stranger had walked in. She was wearing a long, floral print dress with high-heeled pumps. She had shoulder length, shiny, brown hair and ruby red lips. ‘Who are you?’ he muttered, struggling in his chains. She ignored him, walking closer, and sitting on the side of the bed. Without pausing she reached into her red leather handbag and pulled out a ball-gag, before offering it up to him. ‘Open.’

He shook his head and clenched his lips. She sighed and reached forwards, pinching his nose shutting his nostrils, her long, probably fake nails digging into his skin as she pinched. He held his breath, but she kept pinching, smiling at him as she did. When he gasped for a breath of air, she rammed the ball gag in and fastened the buckle tightly at the back of his head. ‘There, that’s better. I don’t want you to try and talk –so don’t. If you can be good and lie still I’ll explain what’s happening to you.’

She paused as if waiting for a reaction, when he lay back silently, submissively she broadened her smile. ‘Good. I can see we’re going to get along fine. Now as I’m sure she’s told you Karen is bisexual. That means essentially, sometimes she’s straight and sometimes she’s a lesbian. She likes a bit of cock, but she also likes a bit of pussy. My pussy to be precise. Now she’s staying at mine tonight. She’s cooking a nice romantic dinner for two as we speak. That’s why I’m here. I offered to come and prepare you for your night in, while she made dinner. Once I’ve got you sorted, I’m going to go back, we’re going to eat together, then we’re going to have lesbian sex for as long as our stamina allows us. Whatever you’ve done to her… Well, she’s done to you – has made her super horny it seems, so for that I’m grateful. It means we’re going to be enjoying multiple orgasms tonight! Anyway, back to you. She’s concerned about you shitting the bed or pissing yourself, so I’ve come to sort that out. Once you’re ready I’m going to head back and she’ll see to you in the morning. If you’re not happy about this situation and want out, that’s fine but after I let you go – she won’t see you again. If you don’t want this, say so and I’ll free you, but you won’t be seeing Karen again. If you’re happy for me to proceed and prepare you, nod for me.’

He lay still, submissive, then gave a clear nod, trying to convey that he was happy with this situation. Eventually she smiled. ‘Good, I’ll take that as consent and get started. Try and keep still for me, I’m a trained nurse, so I know what I’m doing, but it will be much easier if you try and stay calm and keep still. Understood?’

He nodded again, feeling bewildered by this new, bizarre turn of events. She smiled, ‘Good, I can see we are going to get along fine! I’m glad. Once we’ve got you in a nice sexy little maids outfit, perhaps you’ll be cleaning and waiting on us at my place too? I always fancied having a servant. I can’t wait! For now, I’d better get on. I don’t want to keep Karen waiting. My name’s Alice by the way.’

Mike was stunned. He watched her begin getting things out of her bag and laying them between his legs on the bed – out of sight. She held her hands up and snapped on a pair of white latex gloves, one by one. Then she unwrapped a sterile wipe and began wiping over the tip of his KTB encased member. ‘First I’m going to pop you a catheter in and connect it up to a bag. I will ask you to try to pee in a minute.’ He lay in silence, feeling her soft, latex gloves hands manipulating his parts. She had a tube of sterile medical lube and began feeding the unpacked catheter through the lube and into his penis. The KTB made this quite tricky. As the thick tube slid down his urethra he could feel it pushing his dick onto the spikes of the KTB. The lube felt cold and the whole sensation felt strangely violating. Eventually she met real resistance and probed a couple of times, jabbing it softly forwards. When it failed to move she turned to him. ‘Okay sweetie, try to pee for me… Good.’

As he tried to pee, she shoved the tube in deeper. No urine was lost as she’d clamped the tube off. Once she’d inserted it all the way until she’d hit the back of his bladder she pulled it back a little and with her spare hand injected saline solution into a port on the tube to inflate the balloon of the foley catheter. This done, she gave it a little tug to make sure it was secure and he felt it pulling down on his bladder. Satisfied it was secure she gave his chastity device a gentle pat. ‘There, that’s in. I do love catheterising patients you know! There’s something decidedly fun about controlling patients bodily functions. Now, you don’t get to choose when you pee – I do! I love it. Do you need to pee?’

He’d already been holding the pint from Smetherton’s for hours. He was desperate to go. He nodded frantically. She smiled and shrugged. ‘Hard luck! You can go when I decide you can go. If you’re a good patient and don’t struggle, I might, might let you pee when I leave.’

He lay back staring at the ceiling, his mind on fire. His bladder felt full to burst, it actually felt like he was peeing, but she’d clamped the tube off and no urine was coming out. He could feel her fiddling with the tube for a moment before she spoke. ‘There, that’s your bag fitted. I’m just going to plug your anus. We don’t want you shitting the bed do we?’

She held up a key that had a slim rubber tube on it with a rounded end. ‘This is a locking butt plug. Watch.’ She turned the key and the tube became almost ball shaped with only a slim section just behind the key where the anal sphincter would go. She opened it and closed it a few times, smiling. ‘Pretty neat huh? It means when it’s locked, it stays in whether you like it or not. We’d better not lose the key! Otherwise the only way you’ll be pooping again is if you get it surgically removed! Do like surgery? Have you ever been operated on before?’

He watched her smear more surgical lube over the device then lower it. Her hand vanished out of sight, then he felt pressure on his sphincter. She rammed it right in and turned the key – expanding it. Finally she removed the key and started pulling her gloves off, still smiling warmly at him. ‘There, we’re all done! One thing, Karen says she wants to know you’re completely happy with this situation. Like I said, if you’re not I’m afraid I have to release you and she won’t see you again – you can go back to this Chambers person. Just nod for me again, so I can make sure you’re one hundred percent happy to spend the night in bondage.’

He thought about shaking his head. His back passage felt stuffed and the tube up his urethra was irritating. However he couldn’t give up on Karen. Not now, before he could change his mind he nodded quickly. She smiled and patted his head. ‘Good boy! As you’ve been a good patient, I think I will let you pee tonight.’ She reached down and removed the clamp and he immediately felt his bladder emptying into the waiting bag on the floor. ‘Hmmm, perhaps I’ll pop over and give you a bladder washing before we let you go tomorrow? I have a practical exam soon and I could use the practise.’

With that she rose and headed for the door, to which he started making muffled grunts through the gag, trying to get her to remove it. She didn’t though, she shouted from out of sight as she left. ‘The gag? Oh, sorry. I should have explained, that’s part of the deal – she doesn’t want you disturbing her neighbours! Night, night!’

The door slammed shut and he shuddered. The sun was even lower in the sky. His backside was plugged, he had a catheter in, he was in severe, painful chastity and his bleeding nipples were numb-sore from Karen’s torture earlier… But he loved it. The sensation was overwhelming. The helplessness, the vulnerability it was delicious. The fact that Karen’s lesbian lover had come to find him naked and bound made the scenario even more erotic. It was deeply humiliating, if it hadn’t been for the device he could have cum just by thinking about it. Instead though, he was forced to lie still submissive, and frustrated – waiting for the morning in tears, desperate to cum.


Karen Returns

The night fastened to the bed was long and uncomfortable. It was reminisce of the night in Miss Chambers’ Milking Parlour. He had no sense of time apart from the daylight streaming in through the windows. When he heard the door open again he felt awash with relief, knowing the ordeal was nearly over. As he heard it open he heard the soft sound of giggling girls. It wasn’t Karen who appeared to greet him though, it was Alice. This morning though, she was wearing a navy blue nurse’s dress, complete with white trim on the sleeves and collar. Her legs were covered by shear black tights and her outfit was complemented by a pair of sensible shoes. This wasn’t a fetish outfit, she’d clearly called on her way to work. She wasn’t even wearing make-up. The only sign of the outfit she wore the previous night was the red handbag. She smiled at him. ‘Morning patient! How are we today?’

Of course he couldn’t respond, he had dried-on drool smeared down his cheeks and his mouth was still stuffed with ball gag. Alice held up his bag, now filled with transparent yellow liquid. ‘Hmmm, urine output looks healthy – that’s good. We’ll just give your bladder a quick wash or two I think.’ She then snapped on another pair of latex gloves before producing a piston syringe from her bag and a bottle. She filled the large syringe, pointed it into the air and squirted the air out in front of him. ‘You’ll feel a little discomfort. Try to relax and it will all be over soon.’ 

There was nothing he could do to resist, so he watched her connect the syringe, clamp the outlet tube off and start filling his bladder. It was a huge syringe and she’d filled him until he was bursting. After watching his pained expression for a moment, she repeated the procedure, filling and draining his bladder several times. Afterwards she smiled and patted him on the chastity device. ‘Thanks for this, you’re a great practise patient! I need to practise digital rectal examination too! I think I’ll unlock the plug and have a go before we let you go.’ She turned to open doorway. ‘Karen! Have you got the key to the plug?’

Karen’s sweet voice echoed back from the kitchen. ‘I thought you had it?’

Mike began panicking, going red in the face and jangling his restraints. Alice frowned. ‘Oh dear… I was sure Karen had it… I must have lost it! Looks like it’s surgery for you! Don’t worry, just pop into A&E and explain what’s happened. They’ll have a laugh about it I’m sure, but then they’ll understand the emergency, put you to sleep and cut it out. It might hurt to pass a stool for a while though!’ 

Mike went white, and start sobbing. As he did though, Alice started grinning. ‘Hah! You’re so gullible! I have the key right here! Hold still.’

She pulled the key from her bag and swiftly unlocked and removed the plug. After putting it onto a tissue that’d been left on the bedside table, she brandished the lube again, leaning down to him and holding it in front of his face. ‘I DO need to practise my DRE and there’s no time like the present. Normally I’d ask my patient to lie on their side for this and pull their knees to their chest, but I think I can check your prostate with you spread-eagled. Deep breath for me!’

He watched her lube two fingers up thoroughly and saw her hand vanish out of view, then he felt pressure on his sphincter and her twin digits slid up into his anus. He felt the knuckles of her latex gloved fist pressing hard between his thighs, against the stretch of flesh between his balls and his anus. He could feel her fingers stretching and probing deep inside him. It felt brutal. He felt her reach up into the sphincter which joined the lower intestine and anus. It was more like being fisted than having a digital rectal examination. Then her fingers rested on the back of his prostate. She smiled at him. ‘Ah, your prostate, it feels a little swollen. Well, a lot swollen, perhaps I’d better massage it a bit?’

He shook his head, but she ignored him, gently rubbing and pressing on his prostate, then pushing harder, then beginning again. She worked her fingers in and out, all over the prostate, massaging gently then firmly, then pressing hard. Eventually a glob of thin, gooey semen leaked from his glans and he whimpered at the discomfort from his cock pressing into the KTB. Her spare hand, scooped up the resultant glob on the end of her index finger. She eyed it whimsically for a moment, then leaned forwards and smeared the semen up and into his nostrils, before pinching his nostrils shut. He held his breath. The gag meant he couldn’t breathe through his mouth. When she released his nose, he took a deep breath, drawing the gooey semen deeper in his nasal cavity and overpowering him with the smell of semen. Leaning back she gave him another friendly smile. ‘I have to go to work now. I’m so glad Karen’s got you, it’s going to be great having a patient to practice procedures on. See you later.’ She patted him on the chastity device, then pulled her gloves off and stood, heading for the door.

Mike turned to the doorway as Karen appeared. She was wearing the same clothes she’d been wearing the previous day. Karen and Alice met in the doorway and Karen wrapped her arms around Alice’s waist and embraced her. Their breasts pushed together and they kissed, a long and passionate kiss, eyes closed and soft moaning coming from both. Alice, started by placing her hands on Karen’s shoulders, but as they kissed and kissed they stroked down Karen’s back to her pert bottom and started caressing her buttocks. They began pulling each other tighter and rubbing their crotches together. It seemed they’d chosen this spot just to give him a tantalizing show – something to make his imprisoned member grow, piercing itself on the spikes, and it worked. He squirmed, jangling his chains and whimpering softly throughout. Eventually they broke and gave each other a short, sharp kiss on the lips. Karen was beaming, ‘Bye sweetie. Have a good day at work!’

Then that was it. Alice had gone. Karen grabbed a box from the hallway and entered. Without a word, she unpacked a steel plate from the box and held it against the outer wall of the room, near the centre. After marking four holes with a pencil she pulled a cordless drill from the box and drilled four deep holes in the wall. Mike watched with fascination. Next she inserted rawl plugs and fastened the steel plate with a semi-circular ring in the centre firmly to the wall using long screws. She pulled on it a few times to make sure it was sound. Satisfied it was secure she used the drill to drill the heads off the screws. Finally, humming to herself she walked back to the hallway and returned with a long length of chain on a roll and two padlocks. Suddenly it made sense. He knew what she was up to. She padlocked one end of the chain to the wall, then vanished out of the bedroom holding the other end. She was clearly measuring out how far she wanted him to be capable of exploring the flat. He heard a snapping noise, perhaps bolt-cutters cutting the chain? Then she reappeared holding an end of chain and a padlock. Leaning over him, she locked the end of the chain to the steel D-ring on the front of his steel collar. ‘There! Now before you get any funny ideas, the bolt-croppers are well out of your reach as are the keys to these padlocks. Now… I suppose I’d better sort those nipples out.’

He’d almost forgotten the array of needles sticking through his nipples – the pain had subsided and they’d gone numb. When she pulled them out one by one it stung again and he whimpered into his gag. Next, she uncuffed his wrists and ankles and beckoned him. ‘Come on, up you get sissy.’

Rising, his muscles screamed for mercy. Lying flat on his back for the entire night had taken a toll on him. Before he could move she stepped behind and unbuckled his ball gag and threw it onto the bed. While he moved around, trying to loosen his muscles up, she left the room again and returned holding a shiny black, satin maid’s uniform. It looked about his size. It had short sleeves and a knee-length skirt. There was a demure, white collar on the neck-line and it came complete with a cap and a cotton apron. Karen thrust it at him. ‘You like maid service? That’s what you can do for me. Get dressed.’

When he didn’t spring into action she glared at him. ‘Hurry up, or we’ll play Karen tortures sissy’s nipples again.’

This was more than enough to spur him on. The soft, silky smooth material slid through his hands as he took it. It shouted femininity and smelled almost perfumed. Fearful of her following through with her threat he lay the bed on the dress. As he did he saw there were breast forms, a bra, a black satin camisole, a pair of black satin French knickers, a black satin corset and a pair of shear black tights. He started with the bra and breast forms, then the cami, next he pulled the French knickers on – the soft, sensuous material making his member grow into the spikes of the KTB. The lace frill surrounding the leg-holes tickled his thighs and the little black ribbon bow on the front centre reminded him of his sissy status. Next it was the tights, he pulled them all the way up, then wrapped the corset around his waist and fastened it at the front. Finally, he unzipped the dress and climbed into it, sliding his arms through arm holes. Once he was in Karen twirled her finger for him to turn around. He obeyed and he felt her grip the laces of the corset and press her knee into his back, pulling hard on the cords. The pressure took his breath away and pushed his organs up into his chest making breathing more difficult. Once she’d tied the laces off, he heard the snap of a padlock and she began zipping the dress up over the corset, the soft, silky material hugging him and rustling over the corset and tights. He expected the snap of a padlock once it was zipped and he wasn’t disappointed. Finally she passed the apron in front of him and pulled the waist-tie tight before tying it in a big bow. ‘There! You look very pretty! Now come to the dressing table, it’s time for your wig and make-up!’

He wavered, he was seriously uncomfortable now, his manhood stripped of him and being swathed in femininity… She sighed. ‘Look Mike, if you don’t want to be my sissy maid –I’ll unlock you and we’ll say goodbye. I can always look for another victim, erm, I mean volunteer? I know you want this though. If you want it – work with me! Sit down at the dressing table.’

That was enough, he padded over and plonked himself down. She did his make-up first, foundation, bronzer, lipstick, eye-shadow, mascara. Each item was carefully applied, to her credit she was trying to do a good job. When she finally left to fetch the newly acquired wig, he was left staring into the mirror at a frighteningly feminine face. She’d chosen a bright pink bob for his wig and returned from the kitchen, pulling it onto his head with glee. ‘There! Good girl! Now, I may, may have a treat for you tonight. If you’re a good girl and get all your chores done. You’re going to hand wash, dry and iron all of mine and Alice’s lingerie. You’re going to wash, dry and iron all the clothes in the washing basket. You’re going to vacuum every room, as far as your chain will allow you to anyway. You’ll find you can’t reach the cupboard in the hall, so don’t try. You’re going to brush up, and mop the kitchen, wash and dry the dishes and wipe the tops off. You’re going to clean the toilet and the bathroom. I want you to make the toilet so clean you could eat your dinner out of it. Yes, you can take that as a clue. When you’ve done, you should ask yourself, “Am I prepared to eat my dinner out of that toilet?” and if not, I suggest you clean it again. Then you’re going to dust and polish, you’re going to dust the skirting boards, the tops of the doors – everywhere. Any mistakes or anywhere missed will be duly noted and you will be punished. Now, we’ll just pop your gag back in. I don’t want you talking without my permission!’ she grabbed the gag off the bed. Obediently he allowed her slip the ball into his mouth and pull the strap tight. This time rather than simply buckling it he heard the snap of another padlock. He watched her pert bottom sway left and right as she swung her hips, walking towards the hall. The high heels gave her calves a firm, toned look. She giggled over her shoulder, ‘Bye slave! Have a nice day! Don’t forget to make sure all your chores are done or else!’ Her voice had a singing, almost mocking tone to it. His cock was pulsating in its steel prison as he heard the door slam shut. He immediately fumbled with the padlock on his steel collar, testing it for security. The chain wasn’t particularly heavy-duty, but it would be impossible to damage without tools. Michael padded over to the plate she’d anchored to the wall and started fiddling with the padlock at the other end of his clattering chain. It was no use though. He almost jumped out of his skin when he heard the door open again and froze. Karen reappeared, popping her head around the doorframe. ‘Not started yet? You’d better get a move on sissy! I almost forgot – I got you these.’

She stepped out brandishing a large plain white shoe-box. When she opened the lid he saw patent black six inch stiletto heels with a locking ankle strap. She knelt down before him and stood the shoes up. ‘Step in.’

He obeyed without thinking. He felt her grip his ankle and pull the thick strap tighter, tighter, so it was cutting into his ankle. Then she slotted a tiny padlock into the buckle and gently closed it. Immediately he began shaking with fear. The day would have been hard enough, but his foot was now arched sharply up and he was effectively balancing on a pin. He could barely stand in the shoes, let alone walk in them and once she’d left there would be no way of taking them off. He made weak, muffled grunts into his gag and she pulled the strap on the other foot tight and locked the other shoe on. Satisfied, she rose and looked him in the eye. ‘There, that’s better. Don’t worry – you’ll soon get used to them. Well, you’d better. I’m going to keep you in heels all the time – so you can’t not wear heels because your calf muscles have shrunk! Have a nice day sissy!’ Then she span on her heel and left for the second time. He stood stock still, trying to maintain his balance on the torturous heels. His member was desperately growing in the band of spikes, encased in femininity forcibly until she released him, it was hard to imagine how he could actually get any of the work she’d prescribed done. Gingerly, carefully placing one foot before the other he started making his way to the washing basket. It was going to be a long day, but he would have to rush to do all the work before she got back. By the time he’d teetered over to the washing basket he’d drawn the conclusion that the only way he’d get through this day was by working hard and trying to concentrate on his work to take his mind off the predicament he’d found himself in. He was desperate, desperate to cum – but when he reached down to feel his swollen, chastity imprisoned cock through the soft, silky, satin skirt of the maid uniform it only made matters worse. The pain made his knees buckle and he almost fell to the floor. Gritting his teeth he tried to focus on his first task. The basket was full of lingerie, some sexy, some everyday; plus skirts, tops, dresses. He thought he could tell which Alice’s were and which belonged to Karen. They each had a distinct style and Alice seemed if anything a little taller. Waddling along in the locking heels, dragging the basket, while the flared satin skirt of the maid’s dress flapped about his thighs was sheer murder. When he made it to the kitchen he had to fondle every item of clothing and check what type of wash it needed. Before long he DID manage to become absorbed in his work and the pain in his crotch lessened to a dull ache. While the first wash whirred away, he set about the task of hand-washing the skimpy, lacy knickers and bras he’d found. This was worse somehow. The feel of the dainty, satin and lacy garments in his fingers reminded him of his own humiliating attire. As the pain started to grow beneath his flowy skirt again he focused, setting his mind entirely on the task. As he worked his way through the mental list in his head of what he had to do, he began to feel desperate to masturbate and desperate to get out of his utterly embarrassing maid’s dress. However he was trapped, helpless to mince about the house like a pathetic sissy while Karen, who now appeared to be his new mistress owner, was out at work. He would be forced to remain the chastised sissy until she returned to release him from his femininity. 

As the day wore on his calves began hurting, as did his back. There was no point in stopping for a drink as the gag meant he couldn’t drink anything anyway. There wasn’t time to stop for a rest. When the door finally, finally opened he’d completed all his tasks and flaked out on the sofa. He was so tired he didn’t get up to greet his mistress owner. She walked into view, holding hands with Alice. They were both wearing a genuine NHS nurse’s dress. He frowned at them, confused. Karen chuckled. ‘No I’m not a nurse. I’m borrowing Alice’s spare uniform. We’re all going out tonight, to a fetish club! We’re strict nurses and you’re going to be our naughty patient! Look what we go you!’ He shivered as she held up a heavy, canvass straight jacket with the buckles dangling loose on leather straps. We he started mouthing garbled complaint into his gag, but Karen and Alice simply laughed. His chain leash was draped over him and across the floor. Karen reached down and grabbed the chain, yanking on it – hard. ‘Come on bitch! On your feet!’ 

Tiredly Michael fought his way onto his feet, wobbling on the stiletto heels as he allowed them to take his weight. Alice and Karen began the process of unlocking the heels, the dress and the gag, effectively stripping him naked. Then he was led to the bathroom and his chain was looped around the shower pipe, locking him into the cubicle. He frowned at them. ‘What?’ 

Karen gave him a sweet smile. ‘I need to bob around and make sure you’ve done your chores properly! Meanwhile, Alice can get you washed and ready while I check. Be good for her and no talking.’

At that point Karen scuttled out of the bathroom and Alice gave him a menacing glare. ‘Don’t worry Michelle, I’ve washed patients before. Keep still and stay silent.’

She began with cotton wool pads and makeup remover. Telling him to close his eyes at the appropriate time and scrubbing his face clean. Standing naked, except for the Kali’s Teeth Bracelet, while his mistress owner’s lesbian girlfriend cleaned up him was humiliating. Once she’d finished removing the makeup she took the shower head off the hook. ‘Arms out.’

He obeyed and she turned the cold tap on full blast. Spraying a jet of freezing cold water at him and hosing off every inch of his body with icy water he squeaked and began shivering. She turned the tap off and dropped the shower head back on the hook. ‘Stop being such a baby!’

He watched her snap on a pair of white latex gloves and reach for shampoo first. She washed his hair, then swapped the shampoo for shower gel and began lathering up his body, it felt cold and unemotional. She acted like she cleaning a piece of meat or something. Once he’d been clinically and methodically washed she got the hose onto him again and began jetting him with icy spray. Just as she’d finished Karen’s voice echoed from the hall. ‘Al, leave him to drip dry – I’ve made you a coffee!’

Alice smirked, turned her back and sauntered out of the bathroom into the hall. The chain trailed along the floor up to the loop on the shower pipe, where it was locked, then up to his steel collar. The way it was fastened, meant he couldn’t sit down or leave the cubicle. The distant groan of the television blaring into life was eventually heard. She’d clearly left him for some time. It was uncomfortable, standing immobile in the slippery shower tray. He tried transferring his weight from one foot to another then leaning against the wall, nothing helped though. The cold water had left him shivering, however it had made his member shrivel up to as tiny a size as he ever seen it. He gently reached down to his genitals and cupped his imprisoned cock and body-modified balls in his hands. He could see the stitching Denise had done on his scrotum, concealing part of the DL2000 unit. Ironic really, that Miss Chambers had gone to the significant trouble of getting this thing securely fitted, yet now he was out of range it was useless. He tried to gently, carefully work his shrivelled member out of the KTB. He was bursting to come, every torment, every act of domination had turned him on more and more. He felt like if he could masturbate, he could pee a constant stream of semen for ten minutes, he was so aroused and full to the brim of spunk. The trouble was, whichever way he worked it, he couldn’t get his dick out of the KTB. It was trapped, securely fastened into the device. Handling it made matters worse, it made him start to grow into the spikes. After his now reddened and swollen phallus started to ache he let go and tried to think of something else. It was impossible though, his hormones were raging at him, screaming for him to come as if they didn’t understand that he couldn’t. Standing stock still, he began sobbing silently, desperately. 

When Karen did arrive, he had tears streaming down his cheeks. She sighed and adjusted her glasses. ‘Awww, Michelle, have you been crying?’

‘I want to come…’ he muttered, weakly.

Karen reached up and gave his shoulder a squeeze. ‘I know.  You can’t though, not at the moment. I might let you come as a treat at Christmas, or perhaps your birthday? But unless I feel like cock, you’re staying locked up. I think I prefer your tongue anyway slave. There is some good news though! You’ve actually done a pretty good job, so you won’t need to be punished too severely!’

‘If I’ve done a good job, why do I have to be punished at all?’ Mike gasped.

‘Silly! To keep you in your place! Don’t question my training methods, you’ve done alright, but I still want you to try harder next time. Come on, it’s time we administered your punishment. Unless of course you’ve had enough of being my slave and want to be set free? Do you want to accept my punishment?’

She smiled sweetly and he gazed at the tight-fitting blue nurse’s dress. She was still wearing her square rimmed glasses and looked professional and innocent in equal measure. He couldn’t resist her. Despite the constant pain, arousal and eye-watering frustration, he loved her and he loved being in this predicament. ‘Karen, I’ll accept any punishment you want to administer.’

‘Good! This is a fun one, you’ll LOVE this! Come on slave!’

As she spoke she unlocked the padlock on the chain leash, then gave the chain a tug, making him scurry after her.

Back in the kitchen area, Alice was waiting, holding two pairs of handcuffs. Karen led him up to the table, then gently, but forcefully pressed him to lean over the table. Alice handcuffed his wrists to the legs on the far side of the table, pinning him over it. From his prone position he watched Karen and Alice stand smiling sinisterly at him. Karen spoke, in a stern, almost judicial voice. ‘The prisoner is accused of being lazy and feckless. He is therefore sentenced to one hundred strokes of the cane, with our special little surprise of course. However for being a good girl and trying her best to clean the place up, I will reduce the sentence to fifty strokes of the cane. I will administer the punishment, and nurse Alice will monitor the prisoner’s blood pressure and pulse.’

Alice scraped a chair up to the table on the side where his wrists were cuffed. She’d left some medical looking devices out on the table. She took an ear thermometer and gently pressed it into Mike’s ear. He heard a loud ‘beep’ then she pulled it out. ‘Thirty seven degrees – healthy.’

Then she fastened a blood pressure cuff around his arm, inserted the cold steel of a stethoscope and began pumping. While she was doing this Mike noticed Karen holding a large vibrator up and using a basting brush to paint it with a goopy red substance. She noticed his confused look and leaned down to him. ‘Ahhh, my own special chili and tabasco concoction! You’re butt-hole is going to be on fire after this! You’re getting a good figging! It’s going to be awesome!’

Before he could speak he felt the cuff deflating and Alice declared. ‘Hundred and fifteen over seventy five, blood pressure healthy.’

Karen vanished behind him now, he heard the snapping of latex gloves. Alice at this point, had gently pressed her fingertips into his neck with one hand and started a stopwatch with the other. He squirmed as he felt Karen brutally ram the chili coated vibrator up his anus. He didn’t feel anything at first, then the warmth started to build and he wriggled about, panting with discomfort. Alice said in an official tone. ‘Pulse is rising, please try to relax so we can get on with your punishment.’

‘Aargh! It burns! Take it out!’ Mike squealed.

Karen tutted softly, ‘But we haven’t administered your punishment yet sweetie. Stay calm and keep still. If you’re a good girl this will all be over in a jiffy.’

While Alice monitored his pulse, he watched Karen step in front of him and grab a roll of duct tape off the counter. She vanished out of sight behind him and he heard her unravelling and ripping off long strips. She placed then through his legs, over the vibrator, going around either side of his chastity device – holding the vibrator firmly in his butt. Then used the roll to put several wraps around his hips, holding the others in place. He felt her dainty hand on his buttock, fingers on the ‘on’ button of the vibrator. ‘Shall I proceed?’

Alice checked his pulse again, then did a quick blood pressure check. The clinical and judicial nature of this punishment made it all the more arousing. The burning pain in his anus made it more arousing. The arousal made his cock spike itself on the KTB, putting him further into a vicious circle of pain and arousal.  Alice nodded. ‘You may proceed.’ 

She flicked the switch and he suddenly felt the vibrator massaging his prostate, the sensation of burning pain and exquisite pleasure was delightful. He whimpered as his cock throbbed against the spikes of the KTB. When he heard the swish of Karen’s practice swing he became even more aroused. The frustration was mind melting. He quivered like a lump of jelly as Karen lined herself up and began caning him hard. Each brutal stroke made him jump and squeak in agony. His buttocks felt like they’d been cut with a knife. After the tenth stroke Karen paused, ‘Is the prisoner fit to continue?’

This began the strange ritual of Alice, checking his temperature, his blood pressure and his pulse, before announcing in a stern, official voice. ‘The prisoner is fit to continue. The punishment may commence.’

Then it was back into the vicious cycle of pain and arousal as Karen caned and caned him, the burning, vibrator jammed up his backside whirring away as she did. His penis had gone numb, its futile attempts to grow in the KTB punished every time. Then after another ten strokes, a brief pause for Alice to check his vitals and declare him fit to continue. He started wishing, hoping that she’d declare his heart rate too fast or blood pressure too high and insist Karen stopped. However he didn’t think she would, this was all part of the game. They wanted him wishing this, there was something about the medical checks between strokes. It gave the punishment an eerily realistic and official feel. The sensation was intoxicating. 

Before the final ten strokes could be commenced Alice didn’t actually declare him fit to continue. Instead she held a palm up to Karen. ‘Stop, his pulse is a little high. Let’s give the prisoner a break while I inspect his wounds.’

She rose and walked behind where he couldn’t see. He heard the snapping on of latex gloves again and felt her fingers gently pulling and manipulating the skin on his buttocks. ‘I’m afraid you’ve broken the skin quite badly here. He’s going to need stitches.’

Michael whimpered and squirmed on the table as he heard this. In truth his bottom hurt so much it had gone almost numb, but he could feel warm liquid trickling down the backs of his thighs – it didn’t surprise him that he was bleeding.  Alice leaned down to his face. ‘It’s okay, I’ve got everything I need to stitch you up. Just be a good patient, bite down and lie still and I’ll have you sorted out in no time.’

He couldn’t see what she was doing, but eventually her felt her working on his butt cheeks. He felt the sharp insertion of a needle and the pulling of thread, closing the wounds. It was degrading and painful, but the situation also made him even more aroused – creating more punishment from the KTB. He sighed with relief when she finished and walked back to the front. He gasped with surprise though, when she checked his temperature, blood pressure and pulse and announced. ‘Okay, vitals are good now – he’s fit to continue.’

He screamed as Karen whipped the cane through the air with all her might. It felt like sitting on a red-hot razor blade as the cane bit into his flesh. The cane rose and fell as Karen delivered the final ten strokes with renewed enthusiasm. By the end of it he was sobbing pathetically, a quivering wreck.


Dinner is Served

After releasing him from his bondage, Alice and Karen helped him into the scrubs they’d brought for him from the hospital. As usual he was forced to wear girlie knickers, but they didn’t enforce a bra this time. The day’s events and the emotional rollercoaster he’d been through, plus the physical hardship – had left him tired and disorientated. They’d left the vibrator taped up his backside and it transpired that it was hooked up to a remote control. Now Karen was holding up the straight jacket for him. ‘Come on sweetie, pop your arms in here. It won’t bite.’

He had a strange feeling that it would bite though. The fact was, ever since Miss Chambers had tainted his mind, back at school – he had fantasized about trying on a straightjacket. He held his arms up and felt a shiver up his spine as Karen moved the heavy canvas jacket up to him. The material was course and rough, but soft as it stroked over his arms. Then Alice was behind him, tugging hard on the straps. Karen gently grabbed his elbows. ‘Now fold your arms, nice and tight for me.’ As he did this, she pulled on his elbows, helping him to fold them tightly. Alice meanwhile was yanking hard on the straps at the end of the arms. Satisfied, Karen began pulling the chest strap, which fell vertically down the front, holding the folded arms tight against the chest – then she buckled it. Alice was still fastening the many buckles and straps at the rear when Karen passed the crotch strap between his legs for Alice to grab. When she pulled it hard, he felt like he was being melvined. She fastened it as tight as it would go, escape would be impossible. Now trussed up in the strait jacket, Karen reached up to the D-ring on his steel collar. ‘Now Slave, remember I told you to make the toilet so clean you could eat your dinner out of it? It’s time we put you to the test.’

Michael gagged. He’d scrubbed and scrubbed, the bowl, but seriously they were going to make him eat out of it? Karen dragged him to the bathroom and there was an agonising wait. He was hungry. Standing there, Karen’s dainty finger looped through the D-ring – staring at the looming, gleaming white toilet, gave him a sense of impending doom. Eventually Alice arrived, with a saucepan of spaghetti Bolognese. She stirred it with a fork and stood teasingly above the bowl. ‘Well slave, did you clean it clean enough to eat your dinner out of?’ 

Michael glared at the sparkling bowl. He’d cleaned it so it shone. It looked like new. The trouble was, he still couldn’t fancy eating dinner out of it. He shook his head. ‘I’d rather not thanks.’

Karen yanked him down with the D-ring on his collar. ‘On your knees bitch! It’s dinner time!’

He fell to his knees and watched Alice hold the pan of pasta over the toilet. Then she chuckled, closed the toilet lid and rested the pan on top. She reached into the saucepan and twirled the fork before holding it up to his face. ‘As you’ve been a good slave, we’ll perhaps let you off eating from the toilet this time. Open wide slave.’

The unrelenting ordeal finally took its toll, urging Michael into being rebellious and testing his captors’ authority. He growled at them, ‘I don’t want to eat in the bathroom! Let me eat in the kitchen.’

Alice tutted softly. ‘Now that’s not being a good girl. Slaves serve food in the kitchen and eat in the bathroom.’

He clenched his lips and shook his head. Karen slapped his face. ‘Alice cooks you some nice pasta and you’re not going to eat it?’

He gasped. ‘You’ll have to make me!’

Karen chuckled. ‘Or I could let you go? Send you back to this Chambers woman? Do you want to stay and play Karen and Alice force-feed sissy Michelle?’

Despite his thoughts of rebellion, the idea of being force-fed was intriguing. Immediately, he DID want to play. At least they hadn’t made him eat out of the toilet bowl as they’d threatened. He nodded eagerly. Karen reached up and pinched his nose, so he couldn’t breathe. Then she turned to Alice. ‘Get ready to pop it in when he gasps for breath.’

Alice smirked, then a large grin grew on her face. ‘Hang on, I’ve got a better idea. Come on, drag him into the living room. If we’re going to force-feed him we’d better do it properly.’

Karen and Alice pulled him to his feet and marched him into the living room. There, he was pushed down onto the reclining armchair and Alice reclined it all the way back, so he was lying prone, like at the dentist. His arms were starting to feel numb in the jacket, the crotch strap was cutting into his balls and he could feel the buckles all down his back. Alice pulled his head back into the chair. ‘Kaz, hold his head here. I need to get something.’

Karen giggled. ‘My pleasure!’ then held his head a stone grip. There was a shuffling unseen, then Alice appeared with a metal contraption. She held it up. ‘This is a whitehead gag. They’re used in ENT and dentistry. Open wide.’

He didn’t comply, so Alice pinched his nose and waited. When he gasped she slipped the metal frame in and ratchetted his mouth open. It was lodged behind his teeth, holding his jaw open as far as it would go. He gargled, helplessly, his mouth forced fully open while Alice vanished again. Then he heard a buzzing noise, it sounded like a handheld blender. When Alice reappeared again, she was wearing latex gloves again and carrying a long hose and a huge syringe. She approached, smiling. ‘Now, I’ve decided to force-feed you suffragette style. Seeing as it’s just for fun, I’ll use the gag rather than break your teeth out. Normally, if I was tube feeding a patient I’d use a naso-gastric tube, but we’ll try it the old fashioned way I think. Kaz, holding him still.’

Michael tensed up, he could feel Karen’s hands pressing onto his head, her nails digging into his cheeks. He tried to struggle, but she held him fast. Alice loomed closer with the transparent hose.  The gag meant he couldn’t close his mouth, he was helpless as her white, latex-gloved hands fed the thick tune into his mouth. He began gagging as it was eased past his tonsils, but she used the coughing to ram it deeper, deeper into his oesophagus. Then he was coughing, feeling like he was choking as she fed the tube deeper still, right down into his stomach. Lying prone in the strait jacket, Karen holding him still, unable to talk, barely able to breath he watched with horror as Alice took the giant syringe full of liquidized spaghetti Bolognese and put it to the end of the tube. The tube quickly filled with a mass of yellow, red and brown as she pushed the water solution down into his stomach. He wanted to gag, the thought of being fed like this made him sick. Once she’d emptied the syringe he began trying to bark for her to take the tube out. However she leaned right in his face, so close he could smell her breath on his face. She looked right into his eyes, and smiled warmly, her voice like honey. ‘But we haven’t finished feeding you yet. I think another fifteen doses should do. Hold him still Kaz.’

And that was it. He was pinned down, helplessly while Alice refilled and emptied her syringe again and again. It felt like being brutally violated. The sensation gave him a new respect for the suffragettes who suffered this treatment in more sinister surroundings. When she’d finally finished, Alice gently pulled the tube out, leaving him gagging and with a sore throat. It was time to go out.


Matilda’s

The taxi ride had been another voyage of torment. The driver had laughed hysterically at Michael’s predicament when he watched Karen tug him into the back with a chain leash attached to his collar. Of course there was also a subtle, almost invisible look of jealousy. The man was in his forties and balding. Yes Michael was in a straightjacket and wearing a steel collar, but he appeared to have the full attention of these two, beautiful young women. Once they were seated Karen amused herself by switching on the remote control to the vibrator firmly inserted right up Michael’s ass. Each time he felt a wave of pleasure as his prostate was stimulated, then a sharp, burning pain as his cock pierced itself trying to grow onto the spikes. Eventually Alice yanked the remote off her. ‘Hey, save some for later! You’ll wear the batteries out!’ 

Just as Michael breathed a sigh of relief, Alice playfully activated it again, and watched him squirm, writhing in pain and pleasure. 

There was a queue outside the club. However the doormen appeared to have been instructed to allow people in fetish-wear straight in, because when they saw Alice and Karen approaching in nurses uniforms, tugging their patient along on a leash – they stepped aside and ushered them in. The two nurses led Michael through the club on his leash. They headed straight for the bar. Once there Karen ordered drinks, three small bottles of lager. She smiled and held his up to his lips. ‘You’ve been a good sissy. Here, you’ve earned this.’

She tipped it back and he drank deeply, the cool, fizzy liquid giving him a feeling of euphoria deep inside. It felt strange, standing there in a straightjacket, his arms secured, but suddenly everything seemed alright. Despite Alice seeming harsh at times, he’d actually enjoyed her harshness. Belonging to Karen and Alice, being their sissy slave, was suddenly looking like a very attractive proposition. Eschewing the tradition of girls going together Karen handed her bottle, Michael’s bottle and his leash to Alice. ‘I need to pee, hold these.’

Michael watched her scuttle off. Alice stepped in front of him smiling. She pulled on his chain, dragging him closer and looked at him with predatory eyes. ‘I’m really glad Karen found you. I’ve really had a lot of fun with you. I’ve really enjoyed having a pathetic little sissy, with his cock, locked up, all safe and sound around. It’s going to be great having you do all our chores for us! It’ll mean every time you’re washing and ironing our lingerie and our dresses, in your cute little maid’s uniform – we can be pleasuring each other, over and over again… Haha! All the while your pathetic little cock can’t even get hard! I love it. I really do like you Michael, I almost wish you were a girl. I think I could have more fun with a girl slave. It could be arranged you know. I’ve assisted in theatre when men have had an orchiectomy, I’m sure I could castrate you. We’d just have to do both! It’d be easier too. When they’re removing testicles in hospital they make an incision here, in the pubic area, and pull the testicle up through the inguinal canal.’ As she spoke she drew a diagonal line with her fingernail just above where his penis was and to the side. ‘Then, once the testicle is out, I could just stitch up your vasdeferens, then sort out any loose blood vessels and snip, snip you have no balls. Actually I think it’d be easier to do a scrotal castration on you. For that I’d just slice your scrotum open, a little bit of fiddly stuff, then snip, snip. You’re castrated! We could get you some breast implants, maybe even get you a vaginoplasty? Or we could leave that little tiddler of a dick on you. It’d never get hard again of course… I think it’d be fun. Are you up for it? Can I castrate you tonight? I’ve always wanted to castrate a man. I think it would feel really powerful, taking your manhood away forever. Can I do it? Can I take your balls off?’

She was looking into his eyes and talking warmly, sweetly, almost pleadingly. She had a finely tuned, friendly tone, as sweet as honey. She sounded caring. He almost did want her to castrate him at that point. However he was afraid. How would he feel afterwards? Was she even serious? He shook his head. ‘Erm, no thanks. I’ll keep them attached thanks.’

Her hand reached down and grabbed his crotch. ‘Are you sure? It’d be the first step to making you a real girl! I know you like being a girl and you look great in dress. Can’t I just whip these off for you? It wouldn’t take half an hour. I’ll do you a deal, if you let me castrate you, I’ll let you fuck me with a strap on. I’ll even fuck you up the ass with a strap on. Come on! I’m sure you don’t need these! ’

‘No, erm I can’t agree to that.’

Her face changed now, becoming full of malice. ‘Perhaps I should do it anyway? I’ve got you all trussed up? I could sedate you when we get back, tie you up. Then, “snip, snip”, off with your balls!’

Karen appeared at that point, grabbing her drink and Michael’s leash. ‘Hey. Did I miss anything?’

Alice shrugged. ‘Nah, just messin’ with slave boy. I told him I’m going to castrate him later.’

Karen frowned. ‘You’re not castrating him! All the fun is keeping him frustrated, desperate for an orgasm! If you cut his balls off that’s gone. Watch.’

Alice looked on as Karen reached up to his D-ring and pulled him close by the collar. Then she wrapped her lips around his, tilted her head and began kissing him passionately, exploring his mouth with her tongue. He immediately kissed her back, swirling his tongue around hers and pressing his folded arms against her breasts. Still holding his leash she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him more, moaning softly as she did. The physical contact was overpowering, immediately Michael’s penis was swelling and swelling in the confines of the spiked KTB, making him whimper and pull away, trying to cross his legs, or push his knees together. Alice grabbed Karen’s shoulder and pulled her towards her. ‘Hey! He’s not having all the fun.’

Karen chanced a mischievous grin at Michael, then began snogging Alice with all her heart instead, still holding his leash. He watched the two nurses’ uniforms press against each other, their hands exploring each other’s contours. 

After what seemed like the kiss that lasted forever Alice broke off, ‘Tie him to something, let’s go have a dance.’

Karen nodded and tied the leash tightly to chrome railing next to where they were standing. Michael watched them with envy, walking hand in hand to the dancefloor in the centre of the smoky club. As he watched he gasped. He saw a flash of red leather. He scanned the bobbing crowd again, then he saw her face. Had she seen him? He should have guessed she’d be here. It was Miss Chambers, his old teacher. He panicked, Karen and Alice were at the far end of the dancefloor and he was trussed up helplessly in the straightjacket, tied to the railing. In desperation he bent down and started trying to undo the knot with his teeth, however a PVC clad girl, wearing a black corset spotted him and pushed him off. ‘Ah, ah – I don’t think your mistress would approve of that slave!’ 

She smirked at him playfully and tied his chain in another two double knots, making it even harder to undo, before turning back to her friends. He felt helpless, vulnerable. Where was Miss Chambers? She’d vanished back into the crowd. He tried wriggling his arms free of the jacket but they’d done it up so tight he could hardly move let alone escape. He bent down to try and undo the leash with his teeth again. It was hard, but he managed to undo the first knot, despite being trussed up tight in the strait jacket. As he was working on the second though, the girl who’d double knotted the leash spotted him and pulled him off. ‘Hey! Not cool slave! Your mistress wants you here, you stay here. Open wide.’

He glared at her. ‘I need to be somewhere!’ 

As he spoke she reached up and rammed a ball-gag in his mouth, then buckled it tightly behind his head. She smiled sweetly at him. ‘There, now you’re going nowhere, at least until you get your mistress’s permission, hmmm? I’ll have my gag back when your mistress picks you up.’

He started making loud, muffled complaints. It was quite a large ball, forcing his mouth open and making his jaw ache. Undoing knots with his teeth would be impossible. She ignored him, turning her back to him to talk to her friends. For a moment, he stood, thinking about what to do. The problem was there wasn’t anything he COULD do. The jacket had been strapped up as tight as a strait jacket would go. He could barely wriggle his fingers, let alone uncross his arms or undo knots. The ball gag in his mouth meant there was no way he could undo the leash. As he pondered he spotted her walking towards him. She didn’t seem to have spotted him, so he turned his back and tried to look inconspicuous. It was working, however as she passed he heard a short sharp beep from his crotch. Then suddenly DL-2000 that have been stitched into the folds of his ball-sack began shocking him mercilessly. His scream was muffled by the gag, but he fell to his knees. The leash wasn’t long enough to stretch to the floor so he forced himself to remain kneeling, whimpering, going red in the face and grunting muffled pants through the gag as his private parts were shocked over and over again. Miss Chambers turned and looked down at him. His face was at the level of the join between the black PVC skirt and the red leather corset, which she’d worn on so many occasions. She glared at him, whimpering and grunting – in agony. The pain was visible on his face. She tutted softly under breath, ‘Well, well… Look what the cat’s dragged in. If it isn’t my pathetic little sissy slave Horton. How are you Michelle? Can’t talk? I can see you’re in pain. The thing is, I was so angry with you for vanishing on me, after I’d put so much time, effort and money into you into the perfect sissy – I turned the DL-2000 perimeter shock on max and left it. I’ll be honest, I’d forgotten about it.’

She reached up to her necklace which controlled the shocker and pressed one of the gems down. The shocking stopped. She loomed over him, staring disapprovingly at her property. He felt like she was looking at him as if he was a dog that’d done a wee on the carpet. She eventually reached down and grabbed the chain just before the D-ring on his collar. She pulled him to his feet. ‘So Horton, you ran away only to give yourself to someone else.’

He shook his head. She sighed and reached up to remove the ball-gag. ‘Well? Aren’t you going to explain yourself?’

‘I didn’t run away, I was captured.’ He whined.

She reached up and grabbed his chin. ‘Captured? Well, that’s different. Who captured you? Why? What are you doing here?’

She noticed that his eyes were fixed on something behind Miss Chambers, she turned to see two young girls standing there in nurses’ dresses, holding hands. Karen’s and Miss Chambers’ eyes met. Miss Chambers raised an eyebrow at Karen. ‘Care to explain what you’re doing with my sissy slave?’

Karen smiled sweetly. ‘MY, sissy slave, I think you’ll find.’

Miss Chambers sighed. ‘We need to talk.’

And that was that, Michael was left on his knees, trussed up, tied to the railing with his leash while Louise Chambers, Karen and Alice went off to a table to talk.


The Chambers of Miss Chambers

Miss Chambers eventually returned alone. She untied his leash from the railing and gave his collar a little tug. ‘Come along slave.’

Soon he was riding in the passenger seat of her car, going back to her house. He still felt torn, it was partly a relief to be back with Miss Chambers, she had something about her. Something about her manner made him want to submit to her. At the same the experience of being double-dommed by Karen and her girlfriend had been incredible. Once they’d got back and she’d led him indoors on his leash. Mike had to ask. ‘Miss Chambers, what did you say to Karen?’

She smiled sweetly, her ruby red lips millimetres from his face. ‘Simple, we had a little chat. She told me a bit about what she’d been doing with you, I told her a bit about what I’ve been doing with you… We’ve decided to share. I think I like this Karen actually. Her friend the nurse – Alice? She’s a dominant, I’m sure. But I think there’s something of a switch in your Karen. I’m going to be seeing more of her.’

Mike gasped. ‘What about Alice?!’

              ‘Oh, I’ll be seeing more of her too. We’re going to have some fun times together. Not tonight, you’re going to entertain me tonight. But rest assured, we’re all going to be seeing a lot more of each other. Now come up stairs. All this talk has made me horny. I actually feel like having sex tonight.’

Mike looked down. ‘Erm, you can’t. Karen took the seal off. She’s put a padlock on the KTB now. I don’t think there’s any way of getting it off without the key.’

Chambers smirked. ‘Oh I know. She told me. You’ll have to wear a strap-on. I think it’s better that way anyway. I like keeping you all frustrated and horny. I think it’s good for you to keep that pathetic little sissy cock all locked up. I was actually thinking of riveting your KTB on permanently. There’s something really special about putting a slave into permanent, inescapable chastity. I don’t think there’s a more humbling thing you can do to a slave. Do you fancy it Horton? Would you like to be fitted with a permanent, arousal punishing chastity device, so you could never take it off, not even the day you died an old man, long having forgotten what an erection or an orgasm is like?’

He shuddered. ‘I’ll be honest no.’

‘Well, tough. You’re mine now. If I decide you’re going into permanent chastity – then you are I’m afraid, you don’t get a say in it. If you’re a good girl and you’re obedient and do your best to serve your mistresses – well, maybe I can let you stay in temporary chastity, at least for the time being? You’ll better try your best though, or we’ll have that padlock off and the rivet gun out and you’ll be kissing erections and orgasms goodbye forever. Are we clear?’

He bowed his head slightly. ‘Yes miss.’

‘Good. Now come on, I want to snuggle up in front of the television with a glass of wine.’

Before long she’d taken him upstairs, removed the straight jacket and stripped him. After ripping the tape off, she removed Karen’s vibrator from his ass. It left a long, lingering burning sensation and a feeling of fullness, but he was still relieved to have it out. Finally she gave him a bra, knickers, and full length, short sleeve, satin night to wear in a very feminine deep purple with white lace around the trim. The soft, silky material slid over his arms and legs and flapped about his ankles as she led him downstairs. She’d changed into a shorter, bright crimson nightie with black lace around the trim. True to her word she poured both of them a glass of merlot and they snuggled together on her cream leather sofa and watched the news for a while, sipping their wine as they did. Her touch, her aroma, everything about her was electric. She seemed powerful, in control, she seemed so in control it didn’t even occur to him to disobey her. Eventually she switched the television off and pushed him off. ‘Rub my feet slave.’

Mike did as commanded, resting her dainty ankles in his crotch and massaging her soles with his palms and his thumbs, rubbing his hands all over her soles, ankles and instep, then caressing her toes. As he did this he felt himself becoming hard, of course as he did he whimpered at his swelling cock piercing itself on the KTB. She noticed and smiled, she suddenly had a twinkle in her eye. He could tell she found his frustration and denial erotic. She relaxed and started playfully rubbing his chastity device with her heels.  This turned her on even more and she lay back and closed her eyes, cheekily stroking his spike-encased cock with her toes. After several minutes of this torment she whispered. ‘Forget the strap on, I want your tongue.’

She pulled her knickers down around her ankles and hitched her nightie up. He watched her spread her knees. Slowly he turned and leaned down to her neatly shaved pussy with the clit ring in plain view. He opened his mouth and gently stroked his tongue up the inside of labia, then down the outside, then he pressed his face into her pussy and explored her vagina as deeply as he could with his tongue. She tasted, warm and bitter, and the stench of sex filled his nostrils. He felt her hands reach down and grab his head manoeuvring him to her clitoris. He obliged, licking stroking, caressing, using his tongue to good effect. As he did she began getting moist, wet even. Then she started gripping his head hard and rocking her hips back and forth, effectively fucking him in the face and smearing his mouth and nose with pussy juice. When she came, she let out a deep moan and sagged back, deflated. He watched her clit ring bob and down as he whole body pulsated, the orgasm coursing through her. He was desperate now, so desperate to cum. He reached down and felt his dick through the soft, luxurious nightie. It’d almost gone numb. He could have come on a breath, if not for the device, but it was futile. He whimpered, tears creeping down his cheeks. Desperate, so desperate to cum. She opened her eyes and smiled at him. Beckoning him onto her. He lay on her pressing his chin onto her shoulder as she wrapped her arms around him, stroking the back of his head uttering. ‘Shhhhh, there, there… You’re a good girl. Maybe I’ll let you come tomorrow, or the day after? I’m sure I’ll let you cum one day sissy.’


A Meeting of Mistresses

That night Miss Chambers had actually taken him to her bed and they’d fallen asleep cuddling, soft satin nightie rubbing against soft, satin nightie. Now it was morning and they were up. She’d allowed him to wear male clothes, but with bra, panties, suspender belt, stockings and a corset underneath. He’d cooked her breakfast and was busy washing up. For these moments, he was able to forget his chastity, his collar and his enforced femininity and feel like they were in a normal relationship. She’d gone into the living room to watch the news while he cleared up, but had seemed to be gone for an eternity. She finally reappeared as he was finishing off. She’d gone to get dressed and was now wearing a black PVC dress with red trim around the laced collar and arm holes and a zipper up the middle of the front. It had hole between the collar and her mature breasts, which exenterated her shapely figure. Her heels clicked loudly on the tiled floor as she approached. He felt her hands grip his hips and spin him around. Silently, she pulled his crotch against hers and held him tightly. She leaned in and kissed him.  Her fingernails, complete with deep purple nail varnish, caressed his neck and her lips forced his mouth open, as she kissed him passionately. With her other hand she reached up and slipped a finger through the D-ring on his steel collar and pulled him down to her level. The feel of the shiny, smooth material against his body made him shiver. The warm taste of her saliva, as she explored his mouth with her tongue drove his arousal up. They kissed passionately for several minutes, the pain in his crotch from the KTB growing as they did. Eventually the doorbell rang. Miss Chambers backed off and flashed him mischievous smile. He frowned. ‘Who is that? Do you have a client?’

She shrugged. ‘Sort of. I invited Karen and Alice over. We’re going to have some fun.’

He watched her click off to the hallway with a sense of trepidation. When she reappeared she had Karen and Alice following her. The nurses’ uniforms were gone. Now Alice wore another floral print dress and Karen wore the white blouse and black mini-skirt which she often wore to the office, along with a pair of black high-heeled sandals. Karen gave him a disapproving look when she saw him. ‘Hmmph! I prefer you in a dress! Why are you wearing trousers?’

Miss Chambers beckoned them towards the dungeon. When the door swung open Michael gasped. This had to be what Miss Chambers had been setting up while he was clearing up the kitchen. There was a strange leather chair in the centre of the dungeon, with a naked girl, strapped firmly into it – her head secured in such a way as her face formed the front of the seat. Her knees were strapped far apart and her pussy was so wet it was dripping. She was blindfolded and wearing a whitehead gag – a steel mouth spreader. 

Miss Chambers gestured to her. ‘A paying customer of mine. She’d booked an over-night stay in my prison cell so I thought I’d give her a little treat for being a good prisoner. Let me demonstrate.’

Miss Chambers unceremoniously dropped her satin knickers and stepped out of them. Then she picked up a riding crop off its hook on the wall and approached the chair. She rolled the dress up so it was over her hips, then carefully sat on the seat, so her labia just kissed the blindfolded submissive’s lips. ‘Lick slave!’

A probing tongue, slowly rose from her mouth and the girl started enthusiastically licking Miss Chambers’ labia and clitoris. Miss Chambers’ shoulders sagged with pleasure and her smile broadened, then she leant forwards and started gently smacking the submissive on the pussy with the flat tip of the crop. The customer whimpered and licked more enthusiastically. Smiling and panting slightly, Miss Chambers began smacking her pussy harder, and harder. Eventually she came and she pressed her vagina over the submissive’s mouth, so all her pussy juice drained into it. Then she stood up and handed the crop to Alice. ‘I know you’ll love dominating Cindy! Here! Have fun!’ 

With that she stepped into her knickers and pulled them up.

As Miss Chambers led Karen and Michael out of the dungeon Karen asked her. ‘What about us?’

Miss Chambers chuckled. ‘Oh, I’ve got something special setup for us. Follow me.’

She led them into another room, a wooden panel lined drawing room filled with bookshelves. In a corner was a study wooden pillory on a stand. Karen smirked at it. ‘Hah! Are we going to put him in that, then cane him and fuck him?’

Miss Chambers stepped closer, then turned and opened the top, smiling. ‘No. We’re going to put you in it. Then cane you, then fuck you.’

Karen’s knees wobbled a little at this and she shivered. ‘But I’m not a…’

‘Oh, I think you are. Or you’re at least a switch. Now, come here and put your neck in the pillory.’

Karen was visibly shaking now. She appeared drawn to obeying but fearful. She almost whispered. ‘No.’

Miss Chambers’ tutted under her breath. ‘Now that’s not being a good girl is it? Come on, pop your neck in here. It won’t bite.’

She beckoned with her finger and Karen almost involuntarily stepped closer. The pillory loomed closer. Miss Chambers stroked her finger over the neck and wrist holes. ‘See they’re lined, it’s really quite a comfortable pillory as they go.’

‘What are you going to do to me?’ Karen whispered.

‘Oh that’s a surprise. You’ll enjoy it though, I promise you that. Now come on, pop your head in.’

Michael almost gasped in surprise as Karen stepped closer and slowly lowered her neck into the large hole then placed her wrists in the smaller ones. Chambers slowly pulled the top down and fastened the bolts locking it. Karen visibly shook at the sharp snapping sounds of the Miss Chambers fastening the catches. She then withdrew a small rubber bulb and attached it to a tube, then inflated the linings on the wrist and neck holder. Karen felt her neck softly compressed and her wrists, holding her even more securely. The black PVC clad dominatrix stepped behind her, heels clicking loudly on the wooden floor. Then she held a hand with long fingernails reach up her skirt onto her crotch. Fingers rubbed her labia and clitoris firmly, but she was helpless to resist. She felt Miss Chambers’ breath on the back of her neck as the mistress spoke. ‘Don’t like it? You’re already moist down there and I haven’t even started? I wonder how moist you’ll be after a good caning?’

Karen struggled a little now, but she was helpless. She could feel Miss Chambers pulling the hem of her mini-skirt up, before tucking into the waistband, leaving her buttocks exposed. She couldn’t move, she couldn’t see anything. However she heard a high pitched ‘swish’ as Miss Chambers performed a few practice strokes. ‘Now I want you to count and thank me one every stroke. Or I start again from the beginning. Don’t squeal too loudly, or I’ll gag you. Now bite down.’

The next swish ended with a searing ‘crack’ and Karen gave out a piercing yelp, then panted softly, wriggling her wrists in the restraints of the pillory. Miss Chambers’ heels clicked on the wooden floor as she stepped around to the front of the pillory. She pressed her hands on her knees and bent down so she was face to face with her helpless captive. She leaned close, so Karen could feel her breath on her face when she talked, so she could smell her waxy, ruby, red lipstick. ‘You didn’t count, you didn’t thank, and you squeal like a pig. I’ll give you one more chance. If you fail this time, I’m going to gag you.’

As she spoke, she gently, caringly stroked Karen’s hair and caressed her neck. After a brief pause, she smiled, rose and vanished behind the pillory. Karen was shaking with fear and anticipation, her hitched up skirt and exposed buttocks gave her a sense of extreme vulnerability. When the next stroke landed with a ‘swish’ and a ‘crack’ she screamed and tensed up. After panting exasperatedly, she remembered and blurted out. ‘One! Thank you Miss!’

The following silence was broken by Miss Chambers tutting softly. ‘Too slow dear, and still far too loud.’ 

Michael watched Miss Chambers click across to the sideboard and pull a ball-gag out of the top drawer. She then returned to the front of the pillory, bent down and offered it up to Karen’s mouth. ‘Open.’

Karen’s head was spinning at this point. Her buttocks felt like they’d be scarred with a red-hot iron rod. Not complying didn’t seem an option. She willingly opened her mouth wide and watched Miss Chambers gently but firmly insert the gag and wrap the straps around the back of her head. The leather cut into her cheeks as Miss Chambers pulled the strap tight and buckled it. She turned to Michael. ‘That should muffle her. Now, Horton, you will count and thank.’

Karen was quaking with anticipation as Miss Chambers disappeared behind the pillory again. She expected a swish and a crack, so she jumped when she felt manicured fingers exploring her vagina, clitoris and labia. Slender fingers slid up into her vagina, then retreated and gently massaged her clitoris, making her go weak at the knees. She heard Miss Chambers voice from behind her. ‘You DO like this, don’t you slave?’

Then a gooey, pussy juice soaked hand reached forward and smeared sex all over Karen’s face. The stench invaded her nostrils, but she was helpless to wipe it off. Left trapped in the smell of her own arousal made her even more turned on. When Miss Chambers started caning her harder and harder, Michael calling out the number and thanking her, Karen started to feel even more aroused. Her buttocks were soon on fire, she started trying to shy away or wriggle to spoil Chambers’ aim, but she was almost orgasming at the same time. Miss Chambers finally planed the cane down at thirty strokes. 

Trapped, prone and gagged in the pillory, Karen couldn’t see what was happening. Michael watched with interest though. Miss Chambers black PVC dress had a double zipper, one at the top and one on the hem. She pulled the one at the bottom up and strode over to the drawers again, this time pulling out a large, pink strap-on, complete with dangling plastic testicles. Holding it in one hand she held a finger to her lips and smiled at Michael. ‘Shhh….’

He gulped and remained silent, watching her step into and adjust the straps on the strap-on dildo. Once she'd finished, it stuck out, parting the two sides of the zipper in the dress, like a pair of curtains. Then she grabbed a large tube of lube from the drawer. Her heels clicked loudly on the floor and the plastic, pink member swayed side to side as she stepped closer to Karen. Karen felt the cold lube on her sphincter and whimpered. Miss Chambers lubed her strap-on up and lubed Karen up thoroughly, even inserting the nozzle into her back passage and squirting a healthy glob of lube right into her anus. Then she rested her palms on Karen’s hips and curled her fingers around, gripping her tightly. The plastic glans rested against Karen’s sphincter and Miss Chambers almost whispered. ‘Just relax, breathe in. Deep breath now!’

Karen closed her eyes and shuddered as the artificial phallus slowly slide right up her bottom, until Miss Chambers PVC clad hips kissed her buttocks. Miss Horton, still pressing her probe deep into Karen and holding her captive’s pert bottom tightly against her hips. ‘Horton, kneel under Karen, I want you to service her orally… While I fuck her brains out…’

Michael obeyed the order, crouching and clambering under Karen. There was a small wet pool where Karen’s pussy juice had dripped onto the floor. He ignored it and slid his face right into her crotch. As he started licking and probing Karen, Miss Chambers began rhythmically sliding the dildo in and out, so the plastic testicles swung up and kissed Michael’s chin. Of course, Michael was still locked in the KTB, the sensation, his face right in Karen’s moist groin, vaginal juices smearing his face, only millimetres from Miss Chambers pegging Karen enthusiastically… It set his tortured and denied member growing into the spikes of the KTB again and again. Unable to even get hard, tears started forming in his eyes. It was frustrating, so frustrating. He could hear Karen’s moans of pleasure, muffled through her gag. The denial was perfect. Perfectly frustrating. Yet he wouldn’t change it for the world. The deep, deep submissive pleasure of serving his mistresses was more powerful than a mere orgasm. He smiled to himself as Karen let out a deep groan and started orgasming, her knees sagging, her clitoris throbbing. The unthinkable had happened. He’d ended up not submissive, chaste sissy-slave to one mistress, but to at least two. Possibly even three if you counted Alice… 

Crouched beneath Karen, his face smeared with goo, his mind raced with thoughts about what was to come and how this bizarre relationship would develop….

~ To be continued – MK

[Enjoy? Please leave me a review if you enjoyed this! Nothing will inspire me to write part 5 like an explosion of positive reviews for parts 1, 2, 3 and 4!]
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