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Ultimate Male Chastity and Male Submission

His Submission Deepens, Drawn into Her Web of Control, Caged and Forced to Obey

Our tale of male chastity, orgasm denial, female domination and male submission takes a darker turn when Igrushka, the man Tatiana has chosen to enslave, is summoned to the fabulously wealthy city of Monaco to join her on her Billionaire father’s luxury yacht. Who are the mysterious Dr Von Hoffman and his beautiful and insatiable assistant, Kristina… and will Igrushka be permitted the relief he hopelessly begs for?
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Chapter 1 - Arrival

Tatiana gasped as I slid my cock slowly into her soaking wet pussy. She was on all fours, exposing her gorgeous, inviting ass to me, begging me to fuck her. I gripped her hips to steady myself, my fingernails marking her flesh, making her squeal. I closed my eyes, trying to control the desperate urge to cum. She felt me tense behind her, and turned her head to look at me over her shoulder. “No cumming, Igrushka, not yet”, she panted, “it is too soon”.

“Yes, Tatiana”, I said, gritting my teeth and mentally trying to find that all-important edge… an edge I wanted more than anything to go over but dare not. I leaned forward, and ran my tongue up and down her beautifully muscled back, marvelling at the dusky perfection of her skin, reaching forward to caress her breasts and nipples. 

Suddenly, I pulled my cock out all the way to the tip and then rammed it home hard with a grunt.

“Oh…” she gasped, pushing back at me, “Iisus, Yes!”

Again, I pulled out, thrusting home hard, grinding my body against hers, the restrained violence taking my mind off the need to cum.

“Oh…”.

I increased the rhythm, thrusting hard and deep into her, her gasps and moans keeping time with my thrusts. I dug my fingernails even deeper into her skin, and she squealed again in exquisite pain. Aching, frustrated, and almost angry I fucked her hard and prayed not to cum. “Cum for me…” I grated, reaching forward to play with her clit, gasping into her ear, “cum for me, Tatiana”.

She groaned, clutching with her fingers at the bedclothes her mouth hanging open in a silent pent-up scream of ecstasy, eyes rolling up into her head… she gasped, once, twice, three times, her pussy convulsing around my cock, gripping it with her muscles, arching her back; then she fell forward onto the bed leaving me standing behind her, cock waving in mid air, hot and throbbing, my engorged and aching balls still waiting for the release they so desperately needed.

She rolled over with a slow, lazy smile. “yebat da ...” she giggled, holding her hands out to me, “bolshe , lyubov moya”. I had no fucking idea what she was saying, but her meaning was clear. I fell forward onto the bed, scrambling towards her. She opened her legs, inviting me closer, wrapping one around my waist, resting the other against my shoulder. I needed no urging and kissed her beautiful foot and ankle as I entered her again.

“Igrushka…” she breathed, pulling me down, her lips finding mine, her tongue eagerly exploring my mouth. She moved underneath me, her cunt slick with the juices of countless orgasms. Oh fucking hell but that feels good.

“Keep still now, Igrushka…” she warned. 

I bit my bottom lip. “Yes”. I said.

“Yes what?” she said sternly.

What? I thought. “Yes… Tatiana?” I ventured. 

“For now, it is enough” she said evenly, her body working its magic, her leg around my waist pulling me into her even deeper.

“Do not move. Do not cum.” she said, her hips moving faster now.

We kissed deeply, her breathing fast and ragged against my face and neck. We were both slicked with sweat and her luxurious cabin reeked of hot sex.

I gritted my teeth as her body began to buck and jerk in the familiar abandon of her orgasm oh please baby, just this once, please let me fucking cum. “Please…” I begged, “Please, let me cum… let me cum”.

My begging drove her into a frenzy, “No!”. She almost shouted the word, forcing it out in a long almost tortured moan, her own orgasm sweeping over her. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me” she panted over and over again, then sank her teeth deep into my shoulder making me gasp in sudden pain, her hands on my arse, pulling me in right to the hilt.

I almost lost it then, but the still-untested fear of what might happen should I cum without her say-so stopped me.

Slowly her orgasm subsided, and we lay together, my throbbing cock still inside her, our kisses soft and gentle. The aftershocks of her orgasm sent little convulsive ripples through her pussy, each one making exquisite torture to my aching cock and balls.

She opened her eyes and looked at me with a huge smile. “Wow!” she said. “You are talented, Igrushka”.

I grinned, rolling off her to lie on my back beside her, our fingertips just touching. A gentle breeze drifted in through the open porthole, raising goose-pimples on her skin. 

“Tatiana…” I said.

“Yes, Igrushka?” she replied sleepily.

“Why do you not want me to cum?”.

I felt her tense beside me, the breath catching for an instant in her throat. I turned my head to look at her.

“Why?” I repeated.

She looked up at the ceiling, not meeting my eye. “It is not easy to explain.” She turned her head and looked at me. “you are the one”, she said, shrugging.

“I know. You keep saying that,” I said frustrated. “But what does it mean? I ask and I ask, but you never tell me!”.

She sat up, and hugged her knees tightly to her chest. “Some things they cannot be explained, Igrushka. Some things have to be… experienced”. She looked at me with a sad smile. “Are you not happy with me? Do I not please you?”.

I felt a sudden pang of guilt. “No. I mean, yes, you please me. And of course I’m happy. I wouldn’t be here with you if I wasn’t, would I? It’s not that. It’s just… I’ve been here for two days now. Two nights, too. And the first night in your apartment. And you haven’t let me cum”.

She giggled, “Not completely true! You had an orgasm our first time together!”

“You know what I mean. Your ‘ruined orgasms’ don’t count”. I couldn’t help but grin back at her.

Her face turned serious and she put a hand on my arm. “I know it is hard for you. I know how much you think you need to cum. But isn’t it just one small thing? You don’t like the way Tatiana cums for you and makes you beg?”.

“I…” My cock was instantly hard again. She looked at it pointedly and smiled.

“You see! Your body agrees with me”.

I said nothing, my emotions awhirl in my head. She was right. Her just mentioning making me beg gave me an instant hard on. What the fuck is going on here? It was true, although I hardly dared even admit it to myself. Her making me beg was one of the most exquisite and torturous feelings I had ever experienced. And she was implacable, her eyes boring into mine telling me to beg for an orgasm we both knew wasn’t going to happen. And afterwards, when I’d cooled down? Indescribable pleasure and frustration rolled into one, with some dark and hidden part of me secretly needing the denial I had come to expect.

“You don’t like all this” she waved her hand taking in the opulence of the cabin. “You don’t enjoy sharing the time with me?”

I tried again. “OK, so I like it when I make you cum. I love being with you. I love to please you, you know I do. But…”

“But what?”

“I… I’d just like to cum, that’s all”, I said lamely, realising I’d lost the argument already.

She pouted, sensing victory. “One small little thing is all I ask and you complain! Shame on you Igrushka!” She paused. “Now. We must get up. It is late for breakfast and the chef will give us another one of his dirty looks”, she giggled, jumping off the bed and making for the shower. “But I have duties this afternoon, so you will have to make your own entertainment”.

She stuck her tongue out at me and wrinkled her nose; then she was gone. Moments later I heard the muted splashing of the power-shower and her voice singing some Russian song or other.

I lay back on the bed and closed my eyes.

I’d known Tatiana for just four days now and already my life before seemed as far distant as my childhood. 

Two days before I had been an ordinary freelance graphic designer scratching out a living in a crappy apartment in an anonymous part of an equally anonymous town, and now, summoned by a note left in my apartment by persons unknown, I was in Monaco, lying in post-coital bliss in a private cabin of a luxury yacht, guest and lover of Tatiana, daughter of a Russian Billionaire and Mafia Don.

Life, as they say, can be fucking strange at times.

I still had Tatiana’s crumpled note in my pocket, although every word was burned into my cortex:

Please, you are to join me in Monaco, as soon as you can. We sailed early this morning and will be there when you arrive. Boris will pick you up tomorrow evening at 8pm. Be ready. You need pack nothing but yourself and the ring.

Love, 

Tatiana x

The rest of that day and the next were a whirlwind of phone calls, emails and excuses as I finished what I could and got back to clients with postponements for whatever I couldn’t. Yes I know it’s short notice but it’s a family emergency… I’ll be in touch. Not the best way to deal with clients, I know, but something told me Tatiana would brook no excuses if I didn’t meet her in Monaco.

Boris arrived dead on 8pm, his usual cheerful and talkative self. He pointed at my small suitcase. “Leave that”, he said.

“But it’s got just a few things I’ll need” I protested, “my laptop and…”.

“Leave it.” he repeated. “Just the ring”.

 “OK, OK”, I sighed. “Just my phone and Tablet? OK? They fit in my pocket. See? Not even a bulge. Passport?”

Boris merely grunted, turning on his heel, clearly expecting me to follow.

We drove to the airport. Although it was late evening and the roads were busy Boris expertly manoeuvred the big Mercedes in and out of the traffic, somehow catching the traffic lights at exactly the right moment. 

To my surprise, instead of pulling into the main terminal area, Boris took a slip road I’d never noticed before, and was waved through the security barriers without slowing. I was impressed. Tatiana’s father is a seriously big cheese I thought. Boris pulled up in the shadow of a small jet. I looked at it goggle-eyed, as the truth started to dawn on me.t.

Boris gave a rare smile, gone almost before it was there. “Yes. Private jet. Tatiana sent it for you.”, he said, simply, motioning me to get out. “Quickly. The pilot does not have all day”.

The stewardess greeted me at the top of the stairs, surreptitiously glancing at my ring. I raised it and showed it to her with a broad grin fixed on my face.

“Welcome aboard, Sir. Make yourself comfortable. We shall be departing momentarily”.

I looked about the long, narrow maple-panelled cabin in awe. “Um… where do I sit?”

She flashed me a dazzling smile, indicating the sumptuous leather armchairs. “Anywhere you like, Sir. You are our only passenger”.

“Oh”, I said. Somewhat dazed and overwhelmed by the whole experience, I dumbly took the nearest seat. Minutes later we were airborne and the stewardess reappeared. 

“Drink, Sir?”

“Martini? Shaken, not stirred”, I said in my best James Bond voice.

She rolled her eyes and giggled.

A few minutes later she placed the Martini on the low wooden table in front of me”. And something to eat?” she said, handing me a thick menu. 

I flicked through it and looked up at her. “What’s on?”, I asked.

“Everything, Sir. Chef is in the galley waiting… but he does particularly recommend the filet mignon.”

I handed the menu back to her. “OK, I’ll go with the chef’s recommendation.”

The rest of the flight passed quickly, and by the time I was on my third Martini and polished off my second dessert (some insanely rich chocolate cakey thing the chef should have been beatified for), we were on final approach for L'Aeroport Cote D'Azur, just outside Nice.

We touched down gently and I was whisked off the plane and straight into a waiting helicopter for the short flight to Monaco Heliport, which took off almost before I’d buckled myself in. The pilot nodded down to the left as we passed over the lights of Nice, the dark of the ocean to our left sparkling with the distant lights of pleasure boats and yachts.

Minutes later we were down. Fuck, I thought hurrying head-down away from the helicopter, which lifted off again the moment I was clear. I’m in fucking Monaco!

And it dawned on me I had no idea what to do next.

“Igrushka!” a familiar voice squealed with delight from the shadows; a blurred rush of white, and Tatiana was in my arms, smothering me with kisses, her body pressed urgently against mine. I kissed her back soundly, my cock instantly springing to attention at the warmth of her body.

She broke off and held me at arms’ length, her eyes shining. “You came!” she exclaimed. “I knew you would. But I feared you wouldn’t”.

I smiled. “And here I am”, I said, holding my arms out to my sides.

She took my hand, tugging me along. “Come,” she said, “it is but a short walk to the marina”. We strolled along the seafront hand in hand, unable to take our eyes of each other, just two more young lovers under the moon.

Something struck me. “Your father…?” I asked, leaving the question hanging in the air between us.

She laughed. “He is in Paris, on business. He will be back in two days. But do not worry, Igrushka – he knows you are here and is looking forward to meeting you”.

I stopped dead. “What?” I said, panic welling up inside me.

She looked at me seriously then burst out laughing. “I am sorry,” she said when she could catch her breath, “but you looked so funny standing there with your mouth wide open. My father knows you are here as my guest. We will be dining with him when he returns. He is looking forward to meeting you”.

“Oh”, I said, uneasily. 

“Do not worry,” she repeated. “He knows I am no longer a little girl.”

We walked along the seafront in silence. I couldn’t stop thinking about her father. Despite her reassurances, it didn’t strike me as being a good idea to be fucking the brains out of the daughter of a Russian mafia boss on his yacht. Call me old fashioned, but I tend to think fathers probably disapprove of that kind of thing.

“This way”, she said, jerking me out of my reverie, “Sudba, she is this way.”

“Who?”

She laughed, “Not a ‘who’. She is father’s yacht. Sudba, Destiny. He named her after my mother.” Her face clouded for a moment. “He still misses her.”

“I’m sorry”, I said, touching her face.

She shrugged, her mood suddenly sombre. “I was very young when she died. I do not think I remember her, even. But my father… I think he did not truly get over her. I think he believes she still lives somewhere, in his heart, maybe… but…”.

Whatever it was she was about to say was forgotten as we reached Sudba. I didn’t see any of Tatiana’s father’s heavies in evidence but my gut told me they wouldn’t be far away. It was as if she could read my mind. “They have been following us from the heliport”, she said. “It is not often I am spared their presence. One can forget them sometimes… but always, they are there. My father has powerful enemies. And many of them”. She turned to me and smiled, her sombre mood gone as quickly as it had appeared, “But enough of the long faces! We’re here now. Come. It’s time for bed!”.

That was two days ago and we’d barely left her cabin since… sex, sex and more sex, occasionally venturing out to the dining room where the ever-present but always unseen chef kept our bellies filled and our energy up.

And still I hadn’t cum… I’d been so busy running around in the couple of days I’d had before I flew out to Monaco, I’d literally given it no thought, and then I was with Tatiana and it was too late. But the sex… wow…

I must have dozed off because I opened my eyes with a start to find Tatiana standing over me grinning, still wet from the shower a towel wrapped around her head bobble-fashion. “I said ‘wake up’ sleepy head! You will be late!”

“Late?” I yawned sleepily. “Late for what?”

“You are such a man! I told you last night. This afternoon I have business to attend to. And you have an appointment to keep”.

“What? Appointment? Where? And with whom?”

She rolled her eyes. “For breakfast! And for Dr von Hoffmann. You have to be there at three o’clock. But other than that your time is your own. Here,” she said tossing me a gift-wrapped box from the shelf by the bed. “This is for you. A watch, so you will not be late! Dr von Hoffmann gets very unhappy if you are late”.

I opened the box. It was a Rolex. Of course. “Thank you”, I said. I didn’t know what else to say.

“Never mind thank you!” she chided. “Up and showered and dressed now! You cannot spend all your time fucking me”. She wrinkled her nose. “You smell like a whorehouse!”, she giggled.

“Um… clothes?” I ventured, remembering I’d got on the plane with nothing but the clothes I was wearing. 

She rolled her eyes again impatiently. “In the wardrobe. You have something of everything, all your size”. 

I remembered the ring and the note on the table in the flat. No prizes for guessing how she knew my measurements.

She leaned over the bed and kissed me hard, then drew back and gave me a serious look. “Igrushka", she said, “when you see Dr von Hoffmann, remember your promise.”

“Er, yeah, sure” I nodded, smiling, not really seeing her point.

“No, really!” She said. “Remember the rules! Yes?”

My smile faded. “Yes. Of course”. 

She smiled brightly and kissed me again. “Good!” she said.

Showered, and dressed in the impeccably tasteful, made-to-measure, and insanely expensive clothes I found in the wardrobe I made my way to breakfast, but Tatiana had already gone, simply leaving me a note with the address of Dr von Hoffmann’s practice on it and a reminder, underlined twice in red to be there at two o’clock and not a minute later. Why would I need to see a doctor? I shrugged mentally. Perhaps we were going to be sailing to North Africa for a jolly or something and I’d need the jabs. Tatiana had been stubbornly vague about the next couple of weeks and, to be fair, we’d had other, more pressing things on our minds.

I checked my new Rolex. Almost ten. That gave me five hours to kill before I had to keep my appointment with the mysterious Dr von Hoffmann.





Chapter 2 – Dr von Hoffmann

Monaco. It’s one of those places we’ve all heard of, and most of us probably know it’s in the South of France somewhere. And we all know it’s full of the idle, filthy rich who have nothing better to do with their time than look fabulous in bikinis and watch Formula I racing.

But what I bet you don’t know is just how fucking small it is. You can walk from the heliport to the Monte Carlo Bay Hotel at the Eastern end in under an hour; and standing with your back to the sea and your ankles in the surf, France is just over a mile away at its furthest.

So by one o’clock, a full two hours before I had to meet the good Dr, I’d walked the length and breadth of the place and was kicking my heels. 

Truth was, I was bored. It’s not that I lack imagination or don’t like visiting exotic principalities teeming with immensely rich people and an unlimited supply of magnificent female bodies wearing next to nothing to ogle at.

No, the truth of it was I missed Tatiana. Pathetic, I know. But that’s the way of things, sometimes.

So I wandered around aimlessly, inwardly whimpering at the astronomical prices for pretty much everything from coffee served in a cup barely large enough to drown a mosquito to clothes and designer accessories so fucking expensive they didn’t even have prices on them, before I remembered the ring I wore: “wear it always, Igrushka. It will open many door for you”. Surely not? I thought to myself with a little tingle running up my spine. Only one way to find out.

I went into the most exclusive-looking jewellers I could find and spent a dreamlike hour being sold a diamond-dusted platinum chain for Tatiana’s beautiful neck that cost more than a good-sized detached house in the posher suburbs of my home town… and when Madame raised her eyebrows in the most overt reference to the vulgarity of money she could bring herself to display, I forced down my nerves and merely showed her my ring with what I hoped was a bored expression.

“Ah, oui monsieur!”.

And that was that. No questions, no money changing hands, nothing. She just clicked her fingers and, voila!, the chain was whisked away and returned a few minutes later in an expensive rosewood box, tied with a silk ribbon.

I slipped it into my pocket and made my way onto the street, squinting in the bright sunlight at my Rolex: two-thirty. Almost time.

I chuckled to myself and slipped into a nearby boutique and emerged five minutes and flash of the magic ring later with a pair of designer sunglasses. Being rich, even by proxy, has a lot to be said for it, I can tell you. But it all comes at a price, as I was about to discover.

***

 

“Yes?”. The voice crackled from the intercom.

“I’m here to see Dr von Hoffmann. I’m…” the door buzzed faintly and clicked open. “We are expecting you”, the voice said warmly, cutting me off. “Please. Come up”.

The stairway was narrow and steep but brightly lit, and opened out into an expensively appointed reception area. The receptionist rose from behind the single desk in the corner and greeted me with a dazzling smile that sent a shiver through my balls. 

“Good afternoon. I am Kristina. Dr von Hoffmann is expecting you. Please, go through”, she said indicating a door by her desk.

 “Oh, OK. Thanks”, I mumbled, trying not to stare. 

That’s something else you probably don’t know about Monaco (but should expect, if you think about it): the women. You’ve heard of the “beautiful people”, right? Well, Monaco has them by the billion. I’m sure you must get “ordinary” folk living there, too, emptying the trash, clearing blocked drains and working behind the scenes to keep the wheels of society turning smoothly, but everywhere I looked there were outrageously hot women — wealthy, impeccably dressed and loving every fucking minute of it.

Kristina was no exception. Tall and lean with a dancer’s physique, blue-eyes, long blonde hair, luscious ruby-red cock-sucking lips, and endless tanned legs, she stood before me like a Viking goddess made flesh, her flawless skin contrasting with the dark green designer dress. She wore a single diamond on a gold chain around her neck. 

My knees went weak as I imagined kissing that neck, ripping the dress from her shoulders, burying my face between those magnificent breasts. 

I shook my head to clear it, hurrying through the door before she could see the rapidly tenting bulge at the front of my trousers. I am so fucking horny it’s untrue… I’m like a fucking stoat on heat, I thought. 

Dr von Hoffmann was exactly as I’d expected him to be: tall, grey haired, grey eyed, and completely devoid of a sense of humour. 

“Good afternoon”, he said, with only the faintest trace of accent.

“Um, good afternoon. Um… Tatiana… er… Tatiana, sent me.” I realised I didn’t even know her last name. “Her father owns a big boat”, I said feebly, breaking into a sweat.

“Yes, yes”, he said impatiently. “Miss Tatiana has given her instructions. You will undress now”, he said.

“What?”, I said.

“You must undress. For examination.” he said. “It is not possible if you are wearing your clothes”, he added, just in case I was an idiot.

Mechanically I undressed. Just what the fuck is going on here? None of it made any real sense… but then, so little did these past few days. I’d been plunged into a world so very different from my own, I just didn’t know what was normal and what wasn’t. Maybe this was what rich people did every few weeks, like taking a car to be serviced or something. 

The next hour or so passed in a blur. Von Hoffmann poked and prodded me in every orifice, shone bright lights and stared into others muttering under his breath, making notes in a thick leather-bound notebook. He cracked my toes, felt my balls and made me cough, stuck needles in to take samples, injected Lord knows what into me (“necessary vaccines”, he said when I shied away from the needle). Kristina bustled in and out, seemingly oblivious to my nakedness, collecting samples, and returning with printouts that Von Hoffmann looked over with a critical eye before grunting and slipping them into his notebook.

“We are done,” he said, smiling for the first time. I wondered if it actually hurt his face. “Just one more thing before you can go.”, he said, “Now we have to do the measurements and the piercing”.

I started. “Measurements and… what did you say?”.

Von Hoffmann looked at me impassively. “It is as I said. Miss Tatiana gave her instructions. If you have questions, then she is the one to ask. Now, onto the couch, please”, he said impatiently.

I remembered her words as she kissed me that morning: “When you see Dr von Hoffmann, remember your promise”.

Dispassionately von Hoffmann took a measuring tape and started measuring my cock and balls. I looked fixedly at the wall, my mind racing. What the fuck is going on here? My instinct was to punch the clearly insane Dr von Hoffmann hard and repeatedly in his serious Teutonic face and run the hell out of there, head North and not stop running until I reached the English Channel. 

But something kept me there, perhaps my promise to Tatiana and the trust I had in her not to do anything to cause me harm or distress… or maybe it was the fear I had of her punishment. She’d never said exactly what “punishment” I would suffer if I disobeyed, but I’d sensed enough of the steel underneath her soft and compliant skin to know it would be swift and memorable; and the power her ring gave me in this ludicrously wealthy city told me her reach would be long indeed.

So I sat mutely as von Hoffmann took his measurements, trying to pretend nothing was happening. But the worst was yet to come.

“Now,” he said, satisfied he had everything he needed. “I need to measure you when you are… aroused.”

“What?” I said, incredulously. He at least has the decency to look embarrassed.

“It is necessary for the correct measurements”, he said with a shrug, not meeting my eye.

“And just how the fuck do you think that is going to happen?” I grated. “If you think you’re…”

“Nein! No!” he held up his hands in horror. “Not me”. He pressed the button on his desk. A moment later Kristina came in the door.

“Kristina”, he said, “we have to do the final measurements”.

She nodded, her face unreadable. Then, before I could react or even think, she flashed me another one of her dazzling smiles, bent over me on the couch and slid her gorgeous full lips around my cock, taking me all the way back into her throat, her hair falling across my belly and thighs.

I almost jumped out of my skin. “What? No, stop!” I said, but made no move to push her away from my instantly hard cock, guilt ripping through me. “Tatiana…”

“… Has given her instructions.” Von Hoffman said forcefully. “She is aware of my methods”.

“But…” I was shaking, goose-pimples starting on my skin, my body responding to Kristina’s expert ministrations.

Von Hoffman shook his head emphatically, his lips a thin line. “No buts. Miss Tatiana was quite clear the measurements must be taken. All of them”.

I lay back, defeated. Despite the sheer fucking weirdness of it all, I was enjoying it. Kristina had an amazing technique and I’d been fucking Tatiana for two days solid and hadn’t cum once, plus there was our first night in England. 

A small moan escaped my lips and my hips moved involuntarily. Jeeze… that feels so fucking good.

I moaned again, right on the edge of cumming… if she doesn’t stop right about now... I thought, reaching to put my hands on the back of Kristina’s head. Von Hoffman pushed them away angrily. “This is not for your pleasure! This is for the measurements”, he barked, handing Kristina the tape measure. 

She lifted her head and smiled at me, the tape in her hands. Expertly she used her hands, tongue and fingers to keep me right on the edge of orgasm, my cock at rock hard and pulsing with my heated need to cum until she was done.

Then she simply stopped, handed the tape to von Hoffman and walked out of the room without so much as a backward glance. 

My cock deflated under von Hoffman scornful glare. “We have one final thing to do before you can go. The piercing.”

“Piercing? Where?”

 He raised his eyebrow and gave me an evil smile. “Your penis, of course. A ‘Prince Albert’ they call it, I believe. It will be very quick… but… a little painful, I am afraid. Lie back, now”.

He unwrapped one of those stainless steel kidney-dishes from its sterile wrapping, talking me through the procedure clinically.

“This tube, we insert into your urethra, like so”.

The metal tube was cold and it fucking hurt. The needle glinted in the overhead light. I whimpered, and pulled away.

“No, no” he said, “You must be still. It will be quick. This is the needle and this is the ring you will use until you are healed. I have some spray and some pills to heal you quickly. It will be ten days only. Now put your hands on the side of the couch and squeeze. Do not move or let go!”

I realised this was all part of his bedside manner, because without warning he jabbed the needle through the underside of my penis, withdrawing it, taking the metal tube from my urethra, and inserting the ring all in one, fluid motion.

“Ow!” I yelped, my eyes stinging. The pain was indescribable. If you’ve never had a needle pushed through your recently tumescent cock, then you probably can’t even begin to imagine it. I gripped the side of the couch with my fingers until they hurt. “Jesus, that fucking hurt”, I panted.

“Shhh. It is done now.” he said, spraying my cock from a small aerosol, then handing it to me, along with a small bottle of pills. “Use this spray morning and night-time. Take one of these pills three times a day until all are gone.”

I nodded. Whatever the spray was, it seemed to be working. The pain was gone and what little blood there had been stopped flowing.

 He held it up for me to see. “This is stop the bleeding… and some... other things… to heal quickly. It would be six weeks without the spray. No penetrative sex until it is healed.” 

He looked me in the eye. “Miss Tatiana rarely has money as a consideration… she has more important criteria when judging value… Igrushka”. He sneered the last word, his grey eyes cold and contemptuous. “Now dress. And go.”

As I left, Kristina handed me an envelope. “For Miss Tatiana” she said simply, looking me in the eye. I nodded, embarrassed, and with mumbled thanks, I blundered down the stairs and back onto the bright, sunlit streets of Monaco, my head spinning with confusion.





Chapter 3 – Nicolai

“You were not late, then?” Tatiana asked when I got back to the Sudba. 

“No.” I said, shortly.

She looked at her watch. “What took you so long? It is nearly five o’clock. Did you get lost?” The corners of her mouth twitched up.

“No.” I said.

“Then…?” she said, trying not to laugh.

“I stopped for a fucking drink. Several in fact.”

She burst out laughing. “I am sorry”, she said. “But you look so serious sometimes. I cannot help teasing you. So, show me!”.

“Show you what?” I said, knowing full well what she meant. 

“You know ‘what’, Igrushka!”

I sighed and undid my belt, dropping my trousers and showing her the Prince Albert. 

“Oh, it looks so beautiful!” she cried, her eyes shining. “I knew it would!” She reached out to touch it.

I flinched back. “It’s sore”, I said. “Doctor von Happy said it would take ten days to heal. I can’t fuck you for over a week! You planned this!”, I said accusingly. 

She laughed again. “Yes, Igrushka, I planned it. And there are other ways you can please me. Are you angry with me?” she pouted and stuck her bottom lip out.

“Yes!”, I said, trying to keep a straight face.

“Liar!” she shot back, jumping on me, and pushing me back onto the bed, raining kisses on me. “You lie!”.

“Mmmmm… mmm” mumbled into her neck.

“What?”, she said.

“Kristina…” I halted suddenly at the memory. “The receptionist, she gave me an envelope for you”. I fumbled in my pocket and drew it out. “And…” I took a deep breath, “there’s something you have to know about her”.

Tatiana put a finger to my lips. “Shhh, Igrushka. There is nothing to tell I do not already know. Kristina has a very pretty mouth… and she knows how to give much pleasure.” She smiled wistfully, “And sometimes we… we have to bear certain things in pursuit of what we want, no?”

I nodded, not understanding but just glad she wasn’t angry with me. “I…” I searched for something to say. “I… didn’t cum”. Brilliant. Just one step up from ‘it meant nothing’.

“I know, silly”, she said. “Kristina, she is a woman of many talents, a boginya. But you wanted to, hmm, Igrushka?” she gave me a sidelong look and smiled knowingly, laughing at my hangdog expression.

She opened the envelope and quickly read the letter inside, her face lighting up with an enormous grin. “Excellent! Igrushka, you are as strong as an ox! But come now, we must meet father for dinner at six. We have to be ready and dressed”.

“He’s back?” I gulped, suddenly nervous. I wasn’t looking forward to this one little bit.

“Yes. Since this afternoon. He is in his office, now. But he will be expecting us later for dinner.” She took my hands in hers and looked at me seriously. “Really, Igrushka, you have nothing to be afraid of. My father is a good man and he wants to meet you. But one thing you must never do…”

“What?” I said.

“Never, ever, lie to him, Igrushka. He can see through every man to his very soul. If you lie he will see it in your eyes. And he is a good man… but not a forgiving one”.

“OK”, I said, liking the whole idea of meeting him less and less with every minute. But I didn’t see any way of avoiding it. Bollocks to it, I thought. 

I kicked off my trousers, the rosewood box dropping from my pocket to the carpet. “Damn. I forgot. I got you a present”, I said, holding it out to her.

“For me?” she said, taking the box and turning it over in her hands.

“Yes. Open it”, I said.

She opened the box and her eyes widened. “Igrushka!” she squealed with delight, holding it up to the light. “It is beautiful!. You have excellent taste. Here, I shall wear it now”, she said, turning her back to me and pushing up her hair for me to slide it around her neck, “tonight, for my father… so he can see what a perfect man you are for me”.

I grinned, trying to hide my misgivings. Great. I just bought your daughter a stupidly expensive platinum neclace with your money, and by the way I’m fucking her blind on your yacht, if that’s OK.

***

Tatiana’s father entered the dining room at exactly 6pm. Tatiana jumped up from the table and threw herself into his arms, “Papa!”, she exclaimed, “I have missed you so!”

He whirled her around in his arms then planted her on her feet. “I have only been gone a few days, daughter. And I think you have someone you wish me to meet, no?” he said, looking at me for the first time, one eyebrow raised.

“Yes!”, she gushed, “Papa, this is Igrushka; Igrushka, my father, Nikolai. But you can call him Kolya”.

I stood up from the table feeling awkward in the tuxedo, and decided to play it safe. “Tatiana has been telling me all about you, Sir. I’m pleased to meet you at last”.

He frowned and looked back to Tatiana. “You have been telling all my secrets, child?” he said.

She laughed. “Only the nice ones, Papa!”

He looked back and reached across the table to shake hands. “I am joking. I have heard much about you. Tatiana has not stopped talking about you since you met. I went away not on business but to get away from her infernal chatter”.

“Papa!” she said, slapping him playfully on the arm. “Pay him no notice, Igrushka”, she said. “Just look what Igrushka bought me today, Papa! A present – from Mme Rioux!”

“Ah, young love!” he said with a laugh. “I remember it well. Now, please, sit”, he said, taking a seat himself, and ringing a small brass bell set on the table. Immediately the doors at the end of the dining room opened and the serving staff began efficiently serving us.

Nicolai ignored them, simply acknowledging his satisfaction with a nod, whereupon they bowed out closing the double doors behind them. “So, Igrushka, you have been enjoying Monaco? I see you have managed at least to find Mme Rioux”, he said.

I nodded. “Yes, Sir”, I said.

He waved his hand dismissively. “Please. It is ‘Kolya’. We are among friends, yes?”

“Yes… Kolya” I said.

“Good. We come here often. I find the climate agrees with my old bones. The years weigh heavily on this old man”, he laughed.

Tatiana giggled, “Nonsense, Papa. You are not even old! And you will outlive us all just to prove you can.”

Her father smiled at her indulgently, but I caught a fleeting shadow cross his face, gone almost before it was there.

As we ate, Nicolai had us both in fits of laughter, telling us his old ‘war stories’ from the time when he was in the Russian army as a very young man, a wet-behind-the-ears conscript posted to some desolate outpost in Siberia. “That was when I decided to make something more of myself than a common soldier, Igrushka. Days, weeks, and months in the wilderness with nothing but snow and frostbite for company gives a man time to think.”

I studied him over my wineglass as he spoke. It was hard to reconcile the tanned, handsome man in front of me with what I’d been told about his mafia connections. But beneath the open, friendly face there was something hard and calculating. I got the feeling he was a man who could be the best of friends, but the worst of enemies.

“I made my first fortune in concrete”, he said. “It was after Chernobyl. They needed concrete. Lots of it… and the brave men to do the dangerous job of pouring it. Then steel, and more concrete. After the Wall came down everything changed and making money from the shattered remains of the old Soviet Union was easy if you were prepared to… do what was sometimes necessary”. He gave me a thin smile. “But that’s all in the past now. Now I am a respectable Western businessman! We can drink to that, no?” he said, raising his glass.

“To business!”, he said.

“To business”, Tatiana and I echoed.

We drank our toast and sat in silence for a moment.

Then Nicolai said, “And now, Igrushka and I have men’s business to discuss. Leave us, Tatiana.”

Tatiana smiled at me reassuringly, laying her hand on top of mine. She kissed her father goodnight and then left us, giving me a little wave as she shut the door.

Nicolai reached behind him, placing a hand-cut crystal decanter of Cognac and two snifters on the table. “You were expecting vodka?”, he said. “In my country, we make good vodka. But I prefer Cognac! This is the Courvoisier L'Esprit.”

He poured out two generous measures, and slid one across the table to me.

“Thank you”, I said.

“So, Igrushka. This is what my daughter calls you, yes?”

“Yes. But my name is…”

He cut me off with a wave of his hand. “Never mind. I think the name she has chosen for you is far more important.” He studied me for a moment. Then he said, “Do you have children?”

“No.” I said. Then I remembered Tatiana’s warning. “Not that I know of, anyway”.

“I know.” He laughed, patting his pockets, until he found the cigar he was looking for.

“Do you smoke?” he said.

“No, thank you”. I said.

“I know that, too”, he chuckled. “In fact, I know a lot about you, young man. More than you perhaps know about yourself”.

Cold sweat pricked along my spine.

He must have caught my nervousness because he smiled and said, “Do not be alarmed. Tatiana is my only daughter. Since her mother died, the only person I have left to love and cherish. You must understand and forgive me.”

I said nothing, waiting for him to continue.

He pointed at me with the cigar and said, “Let me guess. You are now expecting the fatherly talk from me and the warnings of what will happen to you if you should break my little Princess’s heart, no?”

I took a sip of the Cognac, and waited for him to continue.

 “Well, I do have a warning for you. But you will find it not the one you expected. You will have heard the stories about me, that I know. Sometimes a man has to do what needs to be done, da? Things he is not proud of, maybe. But things that have to be done, in any case. I am a businessman, Igrushka. So are you.” 

He enjoyed my sudden start and laughed. “Yes, I know that, too. I know what you do, and for whom and how much they pay you! You are a good man, I think. A man I can perhaps one day call a friend”.

He drained his Cognac and refilled his glass. “But that is why it is not Tatiana whom I worry about. Tatiana has grown up with all this. She has enjoyed all the privileges of wealth… and the dangers this must necessarily attract. So, she has been schooled in the martial arts all her life. She is as quick and just as deadly with a gun or a knife as any of my men… and probably even more ruthless. You would not, as you might say, ‘want to meet her in a dark alley’. So no, I do not worry about her, at least no more than any doting father worries about his daughter. It is you, I worry about, Igrushka.”

“Me?” I said, incredulously. “Why?”

He shrugged. “You do not know my daughter, Igrushka. She may be my little Princess, but she has always had a mind of her own. She knows what she wants… and she knows how to get it. Tatiana is headstrong. Foolish? No. But headstrong and… shall we say… uncaring about how many toes she treads on?”

I looked down into my Cognac and then said, “She… I am… very fond of her”. 

He laughed. “Yes, that I can see. But do not be deceived. Underneath her soft, pretty outside she is made of stone.”

A sudden memory from the party just a few days and a whole lifetime ago: she bites.

“You know what the name she calls you means in our language, do you not?”

“Yes” I said.

“Have you not wondered why she chose it?”

I shrugged. In truth, I hadn’t dared even look under that particular stone. I was afraid of what I might find.

“She has chosen, you, Igrushka. For what purposes and reason I can but guess, but she has told me you are ‘the one’. And when Tatiana sets her mind on something, then the gods themselves would be wise to draw a line under their own plans. She is so like her mother, I fear”, he said with a distant look in his eye. “But, enough melancholy. I have done my duty. Now it is in the hands of fate!” He raised his glass. “Zdorovʹye!”

“Cheers”, I said.





Chapter 4 –  Kletka

The next week passed quickly. Tatiana’s father flew out again the next morning for another one of his interminable business meetings, and I didn’t see him again until after I returned home.

But Tatiana had nothing planned for the week so we took Sudba South to Tunisia and Nicolai’s estate with its own private beach, lazily sailing the length of Corsica and Sardinia, endless hours knocking back ice-cold cocktails on the sun-drenched deck, our fingers just touching, and hot nights in her cabin filled with passion.

It was unreal. I had to keep mentally pinching myself to prove this wasn’t some bizarre and ultimately cruel dream. Money changes you. Well, not the money itself, maybe, but what the money can mean to you.

See, the most important thing it buys is freedom. If I had to sum up that week with Tatiana on our “little trip” to Tunisia, as she called it, that’s the word I’d use: freedom. Freedom to do what we wanted, when we wanted, with whom we wanted and only if we wanted.

But I couldn’t get out of my head the knowledge I was a hanger-on, perhaps just a temporary dalliance to be discarded for the next guy who came along and took her fancy. Then I remembered her words, “you are the one”, and her father’s warning. I don’t know where this is all going I told myself or how long it will last… but I’m going to make the most of it.

So we sailed on, the dream unfolding before my eyes. The first couple of nights hurt. My cock hurt just because it got hard, never mind fucking her or even her touching it. But it didn’t seem to bother her. 

She was right. There were many ways for me to please her. She had an amazingly inventive sexual imagination and a seemingly endless collection of toys in the drawers under her bed. “You cannot fuck me, Igrushka. So you will have to pretend”, she said, holding up what looked suspiciously like a dildo and a harness.

“Hmmm”, I said dubiously. “Stupid question… but what do you want me to do with that?”.

“You wear it. And you fuck me, of course!” she said impatiently.  “You wear it like so” she said, helping me into it. She stood back and giggled. “You do look funny, Igrushka”.

My ears reddened and my cheeks burned. I’m no prude, but standing there naked save for a leather harness around my thighs and an obviously fake purple plastic dildo twice the size of my own cock was not something I was used to.

“Do we have to do this?” I whined.

“Well,” she said. “You can either fuck me with it… or…”

“Or?”

“I fuck you with it”, she said sweetly, just a hint of ice behind her eyes.

“OK, you win”, I said.

I soon forgot my embarrassment. Tatiana was an amazing fuck at any time. But with a strapon? She was wild. I don’t know whether it was the size of the thing or the knowledge there was absolutely no way I was going to cum with zero stimulation, so she didn’t have to pay attention to my need — and nor did I. 

Ever fucked a woman with a strapon? No? Most men haven’t.

You know how fucking hot it is to make a woman cum with your tongue or your fingers, or even a vibrator, yeah? How she moves and sounds, and the sheer glory of watching her in utter sexual abandon, and the frenzy of orgasm? 

Well, imagine her being like that when she’s enjoying your whole body, just like when you’re actually fucking her. But you can’t feel a thing, not where it counts. 

She’s bucking and heaving and writhing and squirming and cumming over and over like a train, digging her fingernails into your skin, tearing at your shoulders with her teeth, about breaking your spine wrapping her legs around you… and you’re as physically detached from the action as you can be without just being a voyeur. The teasing and the frustration they’re all exquisite. You feel the need to slide your cock — your real cock — into her, growing and burning, the aching frustration of needing, fucking needing her to touch you and take you over the edge of that glorious orgasm is enough to make you scream in a demented howl of sexual need… but you get nothing.

And that’s all I had for two whole nights. She wouldn’t touch me — she wanted me to be healed quickly, she said, so I would be ready for when we returned to Monaco at the end of the week.

 Von Hoffman was true to his word. The spray and the pills worked like magic. By the third night my cock was healed enough for Tatiana to touch and play her exquisite teasing games with me. Although I still hadn’t cum with her, save for that one ruined orgasm, the need was fading. No, that’s not right. The need was stronger than ever… it was the expectation that was fading. 

It’s hard to explain, but I was getting used to not cumming, and while it was frustrating in the moment — my begging was not forced or false, and no matter how many times I resolved to be strong, Tatiana would ultimately have me on my knees at her feet begging her to let me cum, only to dismiss my pleas with a cruel laugh — the feelings afterwards were sublime. 

It felt like I was permanently half-way to orgasm, and the slightest touch from her on my skin, anywhere on my body, would have me aroused within seconds. I didn’t know this at the time, but she was expertly training me to complete and unquestioning obedience.

But more than anything she loved the strapon. “This is my cock”, she would purr hungrily, slowly sliding it inside her beautiful tight pussy. “Your cock is for teasing; my cock is for fucking”.

When we sailed into Monaco harbour in the late evening, Tatiana inspected my cock and pronounced it healed. “But no fucking until you have the ‘OK’!” she said.

“From whom?” I said.

“Later”, she said, and would say no more. 

***

“Where are we?” I hissed as Tatiana pressed her small finger against the doorbell. A faint whirr overhead betrayed the presence of a closed-circuit camera. The door clicked open and Tatiana pushed it wide, letting us through.

“You will see!” she said for the umpteenth time, stepping into the brightly lit corridor. “Just follow me. It just up these stairs. Look.”

She’d led me from the Sudba through a confusing labyrinth of alleyways and short cuts. Within five minutes, I was completely lost. I had no idea where we were going or why, and my attempts to get a sensible answer out of her fell on deaf ears. We’d eventually stopped at a set of luxury apartments, discretely set back from the road. If you’d not been looking for them or known they were there, you’d have missed them.

“Here”, she said, at the top of the stairs, stopping by the only door on this level. She was about to knock, but the door swung open.

I gulped. Kristina.

She glanced at me, then beamed a huge smile at Tatiana, embracing her warmly, stroking the hair from her eyes and kissing her on the cheeks and lips, pulling her into the apartment. “Tatiana!”, she said, “it has been too long!”

“Much too long”, murmured Tatiana. “But I am here now. And here is Igrushka, too. You have met, I think?” she said archly.

I smiled wanly, but said nothing.

Kristina giggled. “He was so very shy”, she said. “But was not hard to persuade.” She took a small box from the low table in the centre of the room. “And here it is. I finished it yesterday.”

She handed the box to Tatiana, who took it eagerly, fumbling with the lid in her haste. “It is beautiful, Kristina!” she gasped. “Exquisite”.

Kristina inclined her head modestly. “It is one of the best I have ever done. Perhaps the best”, she said. “For someone very special to me”. She gave Tatiana a meaningful look.

Tatiana turned to show me. “Look, Igrushka. Isn’t it the most beautiful thing you have ever seen?”.

I was nonplussed. She held a small curved metal tube in her hand, closed at one end with a rounded top, with the other attached to a larger rounded metal hemisphere. 

“Um, yeah. Lovely. What is it?”

She handed it to me. “Look,” she said.

I turned it over in my hands. At the thinner end was a curved pin, maybe 1/8 inch in diameter. What I’d taken to be a hemisphere at the other end was actually shaped so it looked suspiciously like a pair of balls. It had a hole in it immediately behind the tube, and was locked to it with an efficient looking lock. I weighed it in my hand. It was feather light.

“It looks like some kind of sex aid”, I said, shrugging. “What’s it made from?”

“Titanium”, said Kristina. “With gold inlay with diamonds. See, here?” She pointed.

“So… what’s it for?” I said, mystified.

Tatiana and Kristina exchanged a look, then burst out laughing. I looked from one to the other. I was starting to get pissed off.

“OK, OK. Come on ladies, what’s so fucking funny?”

With an obvious effort, Tatiana composed herself. “It is for you, Igrushka. It is why Dr von Hoffmann and Kristina needed those measurements. And why you needed that piercing. We call it a kletka; a cage”, she said.

Something started to grow at the back of my mind. Not quite understanding or realisation… but whatever it was, it was making me very uneasy.

“Whoa…”, I said. “What do you mean? What does… this have to do with my piercing?”

Kristina raised her eyebrows. “First you must undress, and then I — we — will show you”.

“Undress? Now? Here?” I was getting flustered. “Why?”

Tatiana, put her hand on my arm and looked seriously at me. “Trust me, Igrushka. And remember your promise.”

Unsteady and unsure I removed my shirt, standing uncertainly under their gaze.

“No, everything”, said Kristina.

“Do as she says, Igrushka”, said Tatiana, the first hint of steel entering her voice. 

Numbly I undid my trousers and let them fall to the floor, kicking them off with my shoes. My boxers followed and I stood before them, naked… and feeling very exposed.

Kristina giggled, turned to Tatiana and said something I didn’t follow. Tatiana replied in the same language, making both women almost howl with laughter.

To my horror I felt my cock growing harder, my horror and embarrassment making it stiffen even more.

Tatiana cleared her throat. “Kristina says she hopes it will fit… she had forgotten how big you were”.

Kristina stepped forward and held out her hand. I gave her the metal contraption and stood waiting while she rummaged around in the box on the table. She returned a moment later with a key and a small bottle.

Deftly she inserted the key into the lock on the device and it came apart in her hands. 

“It fits like this”, she said to Tatiana, crouching in front of me, my throbbing cock just inches from her face. I moaned in fear and humiliation. Again Tatiana reassured me: “Igrushka, it is OK. Everything will be good. I would never allow you to come to harm. Be patient and have courage”.

“It has healed well”, said Kristina. “I think it will be fine. Hold still, Igrushka.” She slipped my hard cock through the hole, and, with a quick squirt of lube from the bottle, effortlessly slipped my balls through a ring I hadn’t noticed before, holding them snug behind the shield.

“See?” she said to Tatiana. Tatiana nodded.

“Now for the tube… but first…” Kristina nodded at my engorged cock.

Tatiana laughed and passed her an aerosol from the box on the table.

“Yeow!’ I said in shock. The spray was cold and stung like hell. Instantly all feeling fled from my cock and the blood drained from it, leaving it pale and limp. “What the fuck is that?”

“Spray”, said Kristina somewhat unhelpfully. “The tube will not go on when you are aroused like that”.

“Now, watch carefully”, she said to Tatiana. I flinched as she grabbed my flaccid cock, but didn’t pull away. I swallowed dryly. Not happening… not happening… not happening…  I repeated in my head, over and over again.

“The penis goes in here, and the pin goes through like so… see?” Tatiana nodded. “then the tube goes up to the lock  — do not pinch the skin — and it clicks shut.” Click.

“And that’s it”, she said.

I looked down. My cock and balls were effectively encased in titanium, and secured with a pin through my Prince Albert. The truth began to dawn.

“How does it feel, Igrushka?” said Tatiana.

“Take it off me!” I said stiffly.

“How does it feel?”, she repeated. 

“You have pain or discomfort?”, added Kristina.

“No. It doesn’t hurt. But I don’t want it on. Take it off”.

“No”, said Tatiana.

I stared at her. “OK, give me the key. I’ll take the fucking thing off, then”. I took a step towards Kristina who stood her ground defiantly.

“No!” Tatiana repeated, stepping between us, her hand on my chest and her eyes hard. “Remember your promise, Igrushka. To obey me… in all things. It is to stop you from cumming. From cheating when you are not with me. Soon you return to England and I have to travel for a short while. I need to know you are pure for me, da? It is safe and secure. You will come to no harm.” Her face softened. “Do this for me, Igrushka. It is comfortable, no?”

I silently weighed up my choices. I nodded. “Yes. So far”. I said.

“It may be sore a little for a day or two, but it is hand made for your body. It is a perfect fit”, said Kristina over Tatiana’s shoulder.

“See, Igrushka.” said Tatiana. “I told you. The kletka will cause no harm. If it hurts a lot, I will take it off myself, da?”

I nodded again, suddenly aware the matter had been decided and — somehow — my agreement was taken as being read. Tears of frustration pricked at my eyes. I felt powerless in the complicity of my utter surrender. 

“Just some things to remember”, said Kristina. “It is not 100% secure. No device is. You could remove it in an emergency with simple tools if you needed to, but the device would be destroyed. And you will be able to orgasm while wearing it if you are diligent and persevere. But I warn you… if you do, you will wish you had not. It will be very painful and not enjoyable. You would not be so foolish to do it a second time, that I promise”.

Tatiana clapped her hands together happily. “You are wonderful, Kristina. And so are you, Igrushka. You make me so happy, both of you!”.

I said nothing but managed a feeble smile, just wanting to get dressed and get the fuck away from there. 

Kristina smiled. “It is nothing. A gift for an old friend… a friend I have seen too seldom”.

Kristina reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it fall to the floor. She stood in her silk bra and panties, arms outstretched to Tatiana. “As I said, my love, it has been too long”.

Tatiana stepped into Kristina’s arms and kissed her on the mouth, their lips meeting hungrily, tongues fighting for supremacy, her arms around Kristina’s neck, hands buried in her tousled hair. 

She murmured something, and Kristina smiled down into her eyes. “Da”, she said, picking up the box off the table before taking Tatiana by the hand and leading her to the bedroom. They stopped at the door, and Tatiana gave me a cool look, no trace of false modesty on her face. “Come, Igrushka. Join us”; then they disappeared inside. 

I stood for a moment alone in the living room of that strange apartment. My… what? Girlfriend? Lover? Mistress? In the bedroom with another woman, their intention clear. 

And I, naked, save for a titanium tube effectively preventing any access to my cock and balls, had just been invited to join them.

All my life I had harboured the fantasy of a ménage a trois; to have it happen here in fucking Monaco with two ridiculously hot chicks, one of whom was as rich as Croesus, and the other obviously not short of a few quid, was just fucking insane. But to have it happen now when my cock and balls were clearly off everyone’s limits, including my own, was the cruellest trick fate ever played on a man. I was instantly hard in the kletka, the ring around my testicles tight but not painfully so.

“Igrushka! Come, now!” called Tatiana, impatiently.

Kristina was naked on the bed, one knee flexed, sitting up on one elbow, her eyes hooded, a smile of anticipation suffusing her face. A slow flush spread across her neck and breasts, her nipples erect and engorged.

“Undress me”, commanded Tatiana, standing with her arms outstretched.

Mutely I did as I was told, my cock throbbing in the kletka. I could feel the precum already starting to leak from my cock. 

Now naked, Tatiana joined Kristina on the bed, kneeling by her side, leaning forward to kiss her breasts and belly, kissing and licking her way down that fabulous body.

Kristina moaned softly, her body reacting to Tatiana’s soft kisses, her legs parting to allow lips and flicking tongue between them. She gasped and pushed her hips upwards as Tatiana’s tongue flicked against her swollen clit before dipping down to enter her soaking wet cunt.

“Tatiana…”, Kristina sighed, eyes closed, clutching at the pillows, “Tatiana…”. 

Tatiana slowly slid her fingers into Kristina’s pussy, sending a wave of shuddering pleasure through her body. “Yes, yes, yes”, Kristina was panting, hips moving uncontrollably, her orgasm sweeping over her.

“Ohh…” she said. “Too fast. I have been waiting a long time for you”.

“Shh” said Tatiana, “I am here”. She turned, pulling me down to the bed with them. “Kiss her, Igrushka.”, she said, turning once more to Kristina and kissing her passionately, and sensuously, tongues entwined. 

I bent my head between her legs and gently eased my tongue and fingers into Kristina’s hot, wet cunt. She came a second time, then a third, her juices squirting hot and sweet in my mouth, body bucking and writhing.

My balls were on fire in the ring. I groaned.

Tatiana broke off their kiss, “The box” she said huskily, “Pass me the box”. I did as she said. She opened it and withdrew a dildo. “Come here. Lie down on your back”, she said. 

I craned my neck to see what she was doing. The dildo snapped effortlessly onto the front of the kletka. “There!” she said triumphantly. “My cock!”

I let my head drop back to the bed. 

“Now… fuck her”, she commanded, kneeling by Kristina’s head, stroking her hair. “Fuck her with my cock!”

I got up onto my knees and shuffled forwards between Kristina’s gorgeous legs, leaning forward over her, carefully positioning the dildo between her pussy lips. Slowly I thrust forward, making her moan softly. Her legs rose around me and over my shoulders. 

Tatiana gasped with pleasure, one hand in Kristina’s hair, the other fingers extended, sliding them in and out of her own pussy, massaging her clit. “Fuck her, Igrushka”, she moaned, “fuck her”.

I leaned further forward, taking the weight on one hand, caressing her breast with the other, running my hand up the side of her neck and into her hair. She moved against me, grinding the dildo deep into her, her hands moving up and down my back, grabbing my buttocks, pulling me in deeper.

I had all my weight on my arms now, rolling my hips forwards and backwards, hitting the g-spot with every inward thrust. Her voice rose in a long moan. I winced as her nails bit deep into my flesh. 

And I could feel nothing but her body beneath me and experience the sound and smell of her all around me. It was intoxicating, maddening, infuriating. I desperately wanted to fuck her for real, to cast off this kletka, and fill her with my hot, throbbing flesh from root to tip, to cum inside her, to gasp and groan and scream with the relief I so desperately needed.

But it was not going to happen. Tatiana was playing the game perfectly, her own panting and moaning rising in a crescendo to match Kristina’s. I fucked her harder and faster, desperate to feel something — anything — but the kletka stood sentinel between us.

Kristina came with a scream, biting my neck, calling Tatiana’s name; Tatiana’s own orgasm flooded over her at the same time, hot, creamy juices spilling over her hand onto the bed. She leaned over Kristina, her hand caressing the last shudders of orgasm from her and kissed us both, all three of us kissing and licking at each other’s lips and tongues.

Gradually our breathing slowed, the sweat cooling our skin. Kristina opened her eyes. “Thank you, Igrushka”, she said. “And thank you”, she said, turning her head to Tatiana. I slid the dildo out of Kristina and sat back on my knees.

“Wow.” I said, with a laugh.

Tatiana smiled. “You see? The kletka is good, da? And the flesh is still willing”, she giggled, nodding her head at the dildo.

She reached for me and pulled me down to the bed, kissing me. “My turn” she said, mounting me. “My turn, Igrushka.” 

And then, for the rest of the night, she and Kristina used me for their pleasure.

I know, every guy’s fantasy, but let’s be clear about something: there is only so long you can need to cum in one night before you’re an emotional wreck. This wasn’t simply tease and denial, which is usually a short-sharp shock soon forgotten.

No, this was the slow burn. My cock and balls trapped in the kletka were in agony, and my entire psyche overwhelmed with the need to cum with these two incredibly beautiful, but utterly implacable women. They delighted in my suffering, knowing their own orgasms spurred me on to greater need.

And then, at my very lowest point, I could take no more. I wept. Genuine tears of pent-up frustration.

“I need to cum!” I sobbed. “It hurts. My whole body hurts. I can’t sit still; I can’t stand up. I need to fucking cum!”. I buried my head in my hands and sobbed.

I felt Tatiana and Kristina either side of me, their arms around my body, rocking me. “Igrushka, Igrushka… you are so strong, so brave.” Tatiana, said softly. “You are doing a wonderful thing here. We know it is so very hard for you. But you cannot cum, you know that”.

“I don’t want to play this any more” I sniffed, leaning on her. “It’s too hard. I feel like my balls are going to explode”.

Tatiana sighed, “If you stop, then everything stops, Igrushka.” She took my face in her hands and looked me in the eyes. “You are the one, do you not understand that?”

“No”, I said miserably. “I don’t. Because you never tell me when I fucking ask!”

Kristina spoke suddenly.

“What did she say?” I said.

Tatiana ignored me and answered, the words rolling out of her mouth. It went back and forth a couple of times with a lot of arm-waving and nodding of heads; then Tatiana looked at me. “He won’t like it”, she said, in English.

Kristina just shrugged. So what?

They led me through to the bathroom and had me bend forwards standing on a towel, resting my hands on the sink. Kristina stood behind me and squeezed a generous helping of lube onto her hands. I watched in the mirror as she stood behind me, reaching down between my legs. “Open them wider”, she instructed.

“Watch” she said to Tatiana.

Kristina spread the lube around my balls from behind, easing her fingers between the metal cover and the ring, gently massaging and scratching at my scrotum. It felt amazing. I groaned in pleasure, pushing back against her hand.

“You are not going to cum, Igrushka” she said. “But it will help a little”. My cock throbbed and the old, familiar ache came back with a vengeance. I moaned, “No, stop. It’s making it worse”.

“Be quiet!” she snapped. She took her hands and grabbed my balls gently massaging as if she were milking a cow, stroking her hands down from the root of my cock all the way to the bottom of my scrotum before letting go and beginning at the top once more. 

“Please, stop” I sobbed, the need to cum stronger than ever. “Please, Tatiana, tell her to stop”. But Tatiana simply looked at me in the mirror, her arms crossed and her face impassive and unreadable.

I was almost insane with desire when suddenly Kristina changed her hands around and began stroking gently but firmly the soft skin between the root of my cock and my anus. Oh sweet Jesus I thought frantically, a hot, burning sensation beginning deep in my body.

It felt like I was going to piss but my bladder was empty. “Stop, stop”, I begged, unable to stop my body responding to her touch… “stop…” and then it was there, a sensation I had never felt before and can barely find words to describe, like piss streaming from my cock, hot and thick; the emptying feeling of orgasm without the pleasure of relief. 

It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling at all, but like the ruined orgasm, it left me feeling empty inside, still frustrated, still needing to cum.

“Does that feel better?” said Kristina?

“Yes”, I whispered. “It does”.

I looked down at the towel. It was a mess.

“I’m sorry”, I said, guiltily.

“It is nothing”, said Kristina. “What you just felt Igrushka was your prostate emptying. It is called ‘milking’. It can help when you find your denial hard. I think it is something you will be getting used to. Yes, Tatiana?”

Tatiana nodded. Yes.

Inwardly my heart sank. I had dared to hope tonight would be the night Tatiana finally let me cum, but I was deeper and more emphatically in denial than ever before.

 “Come back to bed, Tatiana”, said, Kristina, taking her hand, “The night is still young”.

Tatiana smiled and turned to me. “Igrushka, join us again when you are ready. Your duties are not yet done”.

Then I was alone in the brightly lit bathroom, standing on the towel damp from my milking. In the bedroom Kristina and Tatiana giggled.  I heard the bed creak and the clink of wine glasses in a toast.

I think this is when I first began to understand, truly, what she meant by Igrushka. Her plaything.

That she was fond of me was beyond doubt; maybe she even loved me. But she had a hold on me, a barbed and wicked hook under my skin she knew she could use to control me and make me obey.

I rested my head against the cool porcelain, cock and balls no longer aching in their titanium prison, but the familiar pressure was still there, ever my companion, and the one thought chasing itself round and round in my mind: I need to cum.

*** End of this Instalment ***







About Sarah Jameson

Hi, I'm Sarah Jameson, author of Monaco, creator and host of the Male Chastity Blog, and real-life keyholder to my beloved husband John.

What you’ve just read is fiction – but it’s accurate and realistic and representative of what can happen with couples who enter into the male chastity lifestyle and take it seriously. I try to keep a touch of realism in all my fiction, so you’ll never read anything about “impossible to remove” chastity devices or men forced against their will to do anything.

No, my writing is far, far darker than that, as I hope you’ll come to learn for yourself.

You may have heard about male chastity before, perhaps from a partner, or perhaps it's something you've desired in your own life.

Well, I'm glad to say there's nothing wrong with it or you – and, if you’re a woman reading this, then there's nothing wrong with your man if he's summoned up the courage to ask you about it.

I first became aware of male chastity when my husband, John, cleverly engineered a way of telling me about it in an easy and non-threatening way for both of us.

But when I started to research the topic on the Internet I was shocked and occasionally even appalled at the obvious nonsense out there. Still, it took some patience and time for John to show me it wasn't disgusting and perverted or even particularly kinky.

The fact is, male chastity is a wonderful way to increase both emotional and physical intimacy in a relationship, so long as that relationship is fundamentally sound and loving. 

So I decided to do my bit for the happiness of men and women just coming into the Male Chastity Lifestyle and began the Male Chastity Blog, as well as writing articles about subject.

To answer the obvious questions I get all the time, I'm happily a married and 100% monogamous woman who's living an ultra strict and uncompromising male chastity lifestyle with John. He's not submissive, servile or any less of a man just because he's given me the key to his chastity device – and you or your man doesn't have to be any of those things, either.

You can get my free Beginner's Guide to Male Chastity, "Why He Wants You To Say 'NO!'", from my website at the Male Chastity Blog:
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http://www.MaleChastityBlog.com 

Nothing makes me happier than getting messages from men and women who have successfully found their way into a loving and strict male chastity lifestyle.

Finally, an extension of chastity for many couples is cuckolding, where the wife takes one or more lovers with the approval and even at the urging of her husband. This, too, is perfectly OK, even if it’s not for everyone and does present some very real dangers for all concerned, both physical and emotional. This isn’t something John and I practice ourselves, but we can never see what’s around the next corner.

My dream is that one day the male chastity lifestyle will be as mainstream and acceptable in "polite society" in the future as is sex before marriage today!
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Ultimate Male Chastity and Male Submission

Enslaved by a Beautiful Russian Billionaire's Daughter

Strict male chastity and orgasm denial enforced by Dominant woman who seduces her man into it almost against his will... leading him inexorably to a fate he fears yet cannot resist.

Tatiana. Enigma. Exotic beauty. Rich far beyond the dreams of avarice. Maneater. But this doesn't deter the man she names "Igrushka" — 'Plaything' in her native tongue —  who makes a brazen approach when he first sets eyes on her at the party on her father's luxury yacht.

Yet this time... perhaps he's bitten off more than he can chew, and the mysterious Tatiana begins to spin her web of irresistible desire, orgasm control and mind-bending tease and denial, ever drawing him further in like a moth drawn to a candle-flame... to a doom he cannot resist yet knows he cannot bear.

Ultimately she seeks one thing -- utter male submission and surrender, to own him as a true male slave. His orgasm is hers to control and ultimately deny... and despite his begging and pleading, she is implacable. 

"Tatiana" is the first in a series, and is approximately 8,000 words. It contains strong language and covers adult topics including male chastity, male submission, female domination, orgasm denial, oral sex, and ruined orgasm.

'Tatiana' is not for the prudish or the easily offended

Stacy’s Game 
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Joe and Stacy are off for a well-earned weekend break. Joe has been busy working and his promises of the 'early days' intimacy are wearing a little thin. 

Stacy, Joe's devoted wife, is a highly sexed woman and her idea of a husband willing to please seems very different from Joe's, whose continual bugging for her to seek her pleasure elsewhere is enough to drive her to distraction. She's a one-man-woman and all she wants is her husband to give her what she so badly needs.

A weekend break in an upmarket hotel is exactly what Joe needs to regain his energy and begin keeping his promises.

But Joe can't keep his mouth shut and throws down his challenge one time too many.

Until Pete catches her eye, and she decides to call Joe's bluff... and he finds this time he's gone too far and things can never be the same again.

Contains explicit sex-scenes, and deals with the adult concepts of male chastity, orgasm denial and cuckolding.

This book is NOT for the prudish, faint hearted or easily shocked.

By Other Authors

Switch
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Title says it all... Paige finds notes not meant for her in her mailbox but decides to follow the instructions anyway... and takes herself on a voyage of erotic self-discovery.

Male Chastity – A Guide for Keyholders (non-fiction)
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Non fiction. A fairly short (110 pages) but practical guide to the practice of male chastity and keyholding for women.

The Well Disciplined Husband - a femdom novella
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When Elliott and his wife Allison go on a tropical vacation, neither had planned on completely changing their sexual life as a couple. But when Allison meets a dominant wife of a submissive husband and learns the ways of female-led relationships, all bets are off.

Kinky sexual changes in their marriage start to happen!
Elliott must adjust to his pretty wife’s new taste for disciplining him into becoming a more attentive husband.
Allison practices her new domination skills on Elliott with great sexual energy and enthusiasm. 

Part of her training includes the more experienced female dominant and her submissive man becoming involved in the new direction their marriage is taking. Allison’s merciless discipline teaches her man how to please a strong woman.
Will Elliott resist? Or will he learn to enjoy his wife’s erotic discipline so thoroughly that he becomes her devoted “subbie hubbie”?

Read their sexually-explicit BDSM story and find out! 

After all, a well-disciplined husband is the very best kind...

For Adult Readers only. Must be 18 years of age. Mature content.

Thrilling scenes of erotic femdom training and punishment include:


	spanking
pegging or anal strap-on play


	ass worship or rimming


	oral servitude and pussy worship


	bondage


	female dominant sex and blow job


	cock and ball torture (cbt)


	a public humiliation scene
caning (hard-core discipline)


	forced masturbation


	electric discipline device (electro-stim) on the husband


	trampling


	a severe double domming scene
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