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English Literature
 
    
 
   Michael Horton sat at his desk, gazing out of the window across the school grounds. He was fifteen years old and attending a very expensive independent boarding school. The grounds comprised beautiful, manicured lawns, punctuated by sprawling ancient trees, fading into rolling hills and forest. It was a gorgeous day, the sun was shining. He longed, longed to be out the stuffy classroom. Miss Chambers was droning on and on about Orwell, as her sharp, stiletto heels clicked on the hardwood floor of the classroom.  He’d read the books, Animal Farm and Nineteen Eighty Four, he got what they were about – he just wasn’t that interested. 
 
                 He yelped when he felt a sharp long fingernail dig into his earlobe as she gripped it and twisted his ear. ‘Ouch!’
 
                 She leaned down to him. ‘Well? I asked you a question Horton!’
 
                 What question? He’d been so lost in his thoughts, day-dreaming, that she could have been dancing naked behind him, while singing ‘Viva España’ and he wouldn’t have noticed. ‘Get up!’ she barked, as she pulled him to his feet by the ear. ‘Stand at the front, face the class.’
 
                 After being unceremoniously dragged from his desk and hauled over to the front by his ear, to face the all-boy class, Miss Chambers stepped away from him. She addressed the class. ‘Now boys, seeing as Horton here, seems to need a little time to martial his thoughts and think about his answer – I think we should have a little talk about school uniform. Horton here - has kindly provided me with an excellent example of how not to wear the school colours. First of all, you’ll notice his tie is loose and his top button undone. This is not acceptable.’
 
                 ‘But Miss, it’s roasting-‘
 
                 ‘Silence Horton! I appreciate it’s warm, but you do you see the Prime Minister loosening his tie and undoing his top button on hot days? You do not. Do you see the Chancellor of the Exchequer rolling his sleeves up and whipping his tie off when it’s warm?  Irrespective of the ambient temperature, I expect all students to maintain a proper appearance at all times. You may remove your blazer during break and after school hours. I was going to let it go, as it’s so warm – but seeing as you can’t even be bothered to pay attention to me, I’m going to have to correct you.’
 
                 She stepped in front of him, facing him – her ruby red lips inches from his face. She was wearing a smart pink suit, with a knee length skirt, a white cotton blouse and a pair of shiny black, patent leather high heels – which allowed her to tower over him. His sleeves were rolled up, his shirt undone and his tie was hanging loose around his neck. His blazer hung on the back of the seat part of his desk. ‘Keep still Horton.’
 
                 He watched her smile as she unfurled his sleeves and used her long, painted nails to button up his shirt cuffs. Then, amidst the sniggers of his class-mates, she reached up and buttoned up his top button, before pulling his tie tight, almost chokingly tight. She clicked over to his desk picked up his blazer and held it up behind him, open. ‘Well? Arms in.’
 
                 He obeyed begrudgingly, slipping his arms into the heavy, scratchy, school blazer. She clicked around in front of him, then reached forward and buttoned all three buttons up on his blazer. The classroom was like an oven, she was using his uniform to torture him. It was perfectly legitimate of course – it was the school rules, but on days like this, lee-way was expected and usually given. Some of his classmates had removed their blazers and loosened their ties too. Clearly she was picking on him simply because he’d been ignoring her. As she stood back to admire her instrument of torture he groaned. ‘Miss! It’s roasting! I’ll pass out!’
 
                 She raised an eyebrow at him. ‘Are you questioning me Horton? I want to make an example out of you. You are now wearing the school uniform in the correct manner. If you genuinely cannot wear it because of the heat, then I can arrange an alternative, equally correct uniform for you, which does not require trousers and a tie. Would you like that? Think carefully Horton.’
 
                 It had to be PE kit. It was the only possible thing she had in mind. That didn’t actually seem such a bad proposition. ‘What alternative?’
 
                 ‘Horton, do wish to wear a uniform which doesn’t require a tie for the rest of the week?’
 
                 He actually didn’t mind spending the week in PE kit; he decided to call her bluff. ‘Yeah actually. Why not?’
 
                 She gave him a sinister smile, which gave the impression he’d fallen delightfully into her trap. ‘Fine, come this way.’ She stopped at the door, holding it open and gesturing through. As he walked through she raised her voice. ‘Now I want you to all start re-reading the last chapter in silence.’
 
                 Michael waited patiently, somewhat smug that he’d called her bluff – he was convinced she’d expected him to back down. She closed the door and stepped ahead of him, beckoning him to follow with her finger, over her shoulder. He followed in silence, watching her buttocks undulate and her hips swing in the tight skirt of her suit. She was beautiful, but she was a cruel bitch. There was something about her cruelty though; it was more mischievous than sadistic. She liked to humiliate. She seemed to get an immense personal satisfaction from making her students cringe with embarrassment. 
 
                 After walking through the quiet school, amidst the sound of scribbling and stern voices, behind closed doors - they arrived at the school store. It was situated in the office building which adjoined both the boy’s school and the girl’s only part of the boarding school. Miss Chambers walked up to the counter and leaned on it. The elderly storekeeper was unpacking a large cardboard box of freshly ordered clothing. ‘Ahem, Deidre.’ 
 
                 The grey haired spinster stopped and looked up. ‘Louise, what can I do for you?’
 
                 ‘I’m afraid it seems one of my students can’t handle the heat.  He claims wearing a tie in this heat will make him pass out, and we can’t have that. I need you re-outfit him with a non-tie uniform please.’
 
                 The woman squinted, peering at Michael. ‘Non-tie? What do you mean? There is no-’
 
                 ‘I have got a PE kit miss.’
 
                 Miss Chambers turned to him, offering a sadistic smile. ‘Who said anything about a PE Kit? We can’t have you attending lessons in a PE kit; that simply wouldn’t do. We need you to look smart.’
 
                 Deidre cut in now. ‘So what do you mean?’
 
                 ‘A girls school uniform, blouse, tights, kilt, blazer and straw boater please.’
 
                 Michael gasped. ‘Miss!’ 
 
                 ‘Shhh, you said you couldn’t wear a tie, so you can wear a blouse. Seeing as you’re so susceptible to the heat you can wear the girls school kilt too – seeing as we’re going that far, we may as well put you in the full, girls school uniform.’
 
                 He cringed. ‘I’ve changed my mind Miss, I’ll keep my tie done up!’
 
                 ‘You will do nothing of the sort – I can’t have you passing out on me can I? Come along Deidre, we haven’t got all day.’
 
                 The old lady was smirking now. ‘Shall I just give him a full girl’s school starter pack?’
 
                 ‘Why not? Have you ever worn a bra before Horton? Today’s going to be an experience for you.’
 
                 He glared at her. ‘I’m not wearing the fucking girl’s school uniform!’
 
                 ‘How dare you swear at me? You can wear it for the rest of the week instead of the rest of the day!’
 
                 He sagged. ‘Miss, please!’
 
                 She smiled at him as Deidre handed over a bag with a full set of girl’s school uniform including regulation cotton underwear. Miss Chambers took the bag and held out to Michael. ‘Well? What are you waiting for? You can use the fitting room to get changed.’
 
                 ‘Miss, please!’
 
                 ‘Master Horton, I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you three choices. One, you get changed, and we get back to your lesson – though for talking back, I think you can wear girl’s uniform for the rest of the term. Option two, I telephone your parents and ask for permission to give you the cane. Friday’s assembly in front of the whole school would be a good time I think. Option three, I give you lunchtime detention and after school detention for the rest of your school life, including sixth form if you decide to stay on.’
 
                 ‘You can’t do that!’
 
                 ‘Do you want to try me? Calling my bluff last time worked well for you didn’t it? On the plus side you’ll have the honour and pleasure of my company! I will personally supervise all your detentions – perhaps I’ll give you lines to do every time? Do you like sitting in silence writing lines? Thought not – now get changed, before I dream up a more severe punishment for you.’
 
                 She thrust the bundle at him, smirking sadistically. He grabbed it and she withdrew her hands quickly, forcing him to hold it. She gestured towards the fitting room that adjoined the school store. Reluctantly he stepped in. He couldn’t believe she was going through with this. She’d humiliated pupils before, but this was extreme. He wondered, whether she was calling his bluff now – that once he’d got changed she laugh at him, warn him about his uniform again and tell to get changed back. It seemed likely. He decided to call her bluff. Stripping quickly, he unpacked the clothes. He pulled his face as he slipped his feet into the cotton knickers and pulled them up. Then he held out the cotton bra, and fed his arms through the loops. It took some skill and several tries to fasten the clip at the back. The tights were sheer black, almost opaque and of a smooth, but strong material. He’d never put tights on before, however after a couple of false starts he realised the easiest way was to roll them up a little and feed his feet in first. The sensation of material gripping his legs was strange and alien to him. They were uncomfortable too; the join between the legs of the tights, even when the waistband was pulled up high, didn’t meet his crotch. Next he slipped his arms into the short sleeve, rever collar blouse. As he pulled it about his waist and buttoned it up he felt the soft, smooth sides of the blouse grip his torso and the bra straps cut into his shoulders. It had the school coat of arms on the pen pocket and the rever collar sunk quite low. He pulled the white and plumb kilt on next and zipped it up at the small of his back, tucking the blouse in. He felt ridiculous, he knew he looked stupid. There was no mirror, but he could tell. Miss Chambers’ voice echoed from beyond the curtain. ‘Hurry up Horton, I haven’t got all day!’
 
                 He pulled the blazer on and stepped out. Miss Chambers burst out laughing, mockingly and uncontrollably. When she managed to contain her guffaws she wiped a tear from the corner of her eye. ‘Very sweet Horton, you look like quite a pretty little girl! I’m almost inclined to enrol you in the girl’s school next year. Perhaps put you down for needlework and ballet?’
 
                 ‘Hmmph! Very funny Miss! Can I get changed now?’
 
                 ‘Of course not! I said I was going to make an example of you, and I am. Here, I’ve got you some girl’s pumps to wear too.’
 
                 She thrust the shoes at him, forcing him to grab them. Before long he was fully attired in the girl’s school uniform and being marched back to the classroom with Miss Chambers leading the way. When she opened the door she almost shoved him in. As the door clicked shut, the class erupted with laughter and wolf-whistles. He gave in and decided at this point it would look better to try and appear a good sport, offering a cheeky curtsey to the class. Miss Chambers smiled and raised a finger to her lips. ‘Shhhh, now – stand at the front Horton and let everyone see your lovely new uniform.’
 
                 As he stood in the indicated position, she slid up to her desk and leaned her petit bottom on the edge. ‘Now class, as you can see I’ve outfitted Horton with a uniform which doesn’t require a tie. The skirt will keep his legs nice and cool too. He’ll be wearing the girl’s school uniform for the rest of the term. There are plenty more to go around too! So if anyone else feels it’s too hot and they can’t wear their uniform in the proper manner – please leave yourselves looking shabby. Anyone who doesn’t pass my inspection in one minute will be joining young, Miss Horton.’
 
                 The laughter didn’t start again. There was a rush of panic as shirts were tucked in, buttons buttoned and ties tightened up.  Miss Chambers watched the seconds hand spin around the clock. By the time the minute was up the class was silent and still. Slowly she started clicking up and down the aisles of desks, inspecting each boy from head to foot. Every boy had hurriedly tidied themselves up completely. Shirts tucked, buttons buttoned, even the ones on the front of blazers. Nobody had taken any chances. When she got back to the front she gestured towards Michael’s empty desk, ‘Well, be a good girl and take your seat. I’ve asked Deidre to contact your housemistress and swap your uniforms for your new ones. There are three weeks left to this term, if you so much as complain once – you’ll find yourself enrolled in the girl’s school next term. Clear?’
 
                 He groaned. ‘Yes Miss.’ 
 
                 ‘Good girl. Now back to my question, I asked you how you thought Winston Smith felt, living under a totalitarian state.’
 
                 Michael shuddered, the girl’s uniform pulled and scratched in all strange places, he could feel the air circulation up his skirt. It all combined to make concentrating difficult. He’d get the rip taken out of him something rotten for this. He’d never live it down. He thought about contacting his parents and telling them he needed to move schools – but somehow he didn’t think they’d be sympathetic. They’d paid a lot for him to be here, and if he left of his own volition they’d surely not get a refund.
 
   ***
 
                 Those three weeks had been hell. Sure enough Miss Chambers had arranged with Deidre and his housemistress for his school uniforms to be replaced with girl’s school uniforms. He’d worn them of course and tried to make it look smart, in the hope that she wouldn’t follow through on her threat to make him wear the skirt and blouse for the next term as well. The effect on uniform in the boy’s school was profound. Suddenly despite the heat, every boy began wearing his uniform in a strict and immaculate manner. Obviously this was thanks to Miss Chambers’ cruel and unusual punishment. Michael ended up spending as much time alone as possible, during school hours. He couldn’t wait until he could change into his casual clothes at the end of each day. Being humbled and humiliated in this way did help his studies strangely. He found himself putting his head down and getting stuck in at every lesson – in a vain attempt to forget his feminized state. He thought about making a claim against her for psychological damage or something, but despite the humiliation there was something about her treatment. He found himself enjoying the submissive feeling of being forced to dress as a girl.
 
   


 
   
  
 

12 Months Later
 
    
 
   It was the following summer. Michael had not forgotten Miss Chambers’ humiliation of forcing him into a girl’s uniform for three weeks the previous term. She’d achieved something with her punishment. Uniforms were immaculate all around for the rest of the year. For Michael, he never dared slouch his uniform again. She’d humiliated him and others on many more occasions too. He’d had a narrow escape one day. He’d been in an empty classroom at lunchtime enjoying a quiet game of cards with his best-friend, Alex when Miss Chambers had burst in with a gaggle of students to use the room. They’d intended to use the room to rehearse for the school play, when Michael and Alex had shown a reluctance to move she’d threatened them with being given the parts of fairies in the play. A further threat of dress rehearsal’s had sent them both scarpering, fearing a repeat of the previous year’s humiliation. His parents hadn’t found out thankfully. After only three weeks wear his girl’s uniform had been laundered and returned to the shop. He did not want a repeat performance. He lived in fear of Miss Chambers. He never dared disobey her again. She’d ask him to pick up litter, to run errands for her; he became something of her teacher’s pet. Though in truth he didn’t mind, she was a young teacher, probably late twenties. She looked young for her age too, with her petit frame and short black bob. She was sexy too. Of course, he knew he could never have a relationship with a teacher. Relationships were tricky at the best of times seeing as the girls and the boys schools only interacted during sports days and prize-giving days. It was somehow nice to find himself, enjoying dominant female company anyway. Nothing untoward or inappropriate happened. She’d simply use him as her errand boy and would talk to him. She was always professional though, and made sure at all times he was fully aware, she was the teacher and he was her pupil. She would often jokingly threaten him with a return to the girl’s school uniform or a term attending the girl’s school – though it never happened. 
 
                 On a warm summer’s day, nearly a year after the feminization episode, during the run up to GCSE examinations, Michael was misbehaving again. This time it was a little more serious than not doing his tie up though. Alex, his long-suffering friend had introduced him to the joys of pot. It was common amongst boarders, though every care had to be taken to keep the habit secret. IF the school discovered a pupil had smoked cannabis it would mean suspension, and probably expulsion. He’d just done his art exam, and wanted a spliff to calm his nerves. He’d found a spot to enjoy a quiet toke – on the roof of the school. The roof was flat and had battlements to hide behind – nobody seemed to come up here. There was no reason to, apart from for repairs. Pupils weren’t allowed of course, but once Michael had found the way up, it was just too tempting. Out of sight, he saw it as a place of freedom – away from the oppressive regime of the school. He’d crumbled some cannabis resin into a king size paper with some Sailor’s Choice tobacco and rolled it into a tight, neat cone. He didn’t have any exams or lessons this afternoon, so it seemed a perfect, almost risk-free time to get stoned. He pulled the spliff to his lips and took his lighter out - flicking the end once, making the gas burst into flame. He held the flame against the twisted end of the joint and sucked hard, breathing the smoke, deep, deep into his lungs. He held it for a second, then blew a smoke ring which wafted over the battlement and drifted slowly through the air, falling to the yard below. He took another drag, watching the end of the roll-up glow orange as the suction caused it to burn more fiercely. The smell was divine, he savoured the flavour, holding it in longer this time and enjoying the feeling of light-headedness. As he sat, toking, he closed his eyes. A few tokes later - the door to the roof slammed against the wall as it was opened hard.
 
                 ‘What on earth are you doing Horton?’
 
                 He was shocked out of his stoned trance and he immediately shoved his still-burning joint into his blazer pocket and stood up. She was wearing a light, floral print, summer dress now and glaring at him. ‘Erm, nothing miss. Why?’
 
                 ‘You know pupils aren’t allowed up here don’t you?’
 
                 ‘Erm, I’d just come to admire the view Miss.’
 
                 ‘Admire the view? And smoke something?’ she sniffed the air ‘cannabis if I’m not mistaken.’
 
                 Michael quivered. He felt terrible, he was light headed and shaky, quite stoned and suddenly in a high pressure situation. He couldn’t afford to get expelled this close to his exams! ‘Erm, no Miss, must be your imagination.’
 
                 ‘Don’t you dare lie to me Horton! I can smell burning hash, I can see smoke rising from your blazer pocket! I should have kept you in a girl’s uniform indefinitely! The girl’s blazer doesn’t have pockets. Now turn your pockets out!’
 
                 ‘Miss!’
 
                 ‘Now Horton!’
 
                 Reluctantly he turned his pocket out. It had a large burn hole in it and the spliff tumbled onto the floor. Miss Chambers pointed to it. ‘Pick it up! Give it to me.’
 
                 He obeyed. She took it and held it up, smelling the smouldering weed, still burning slightly. ‘I have to report this you know. You’re going to be expelled. How could you be so stupid? I saw your smoke rings from my office window on the floor below – I thought someone was smoking cigarettes, but this!’
 
                 ‘Miss, please can’t you-‘
 
                 She glared at him, then her look softened. ‘I’m sorry Michael, but I’d lose my job if anyone found out I’d known about this and let you off. The school operates a zero tolerance policy on drugs. The police will have to be called too.’
 
                 ‘Please Miss, I’ll do anything!’
 
                 ‘I don’t see what I can do. I… ‘ she sighed, her face softening further. ‘Look, the headmaster is at a conference today. I think I have a way you can stay at the school.’
 
                 ‘Anything Miss!’
 
                 ‘You won’t like it. I’m not letting this go unpunished. Wait five minutes, have a mint or something – then come to my office.’
 
                 ‘Thank you Miss!’
 
                 ‘Don’t thank me yet, you don’t know what I have in store for you. I’ll keep this, as evidence. My office! Five minutes!’
 
                 He watched her stub the joint out on the wall carefully, as if she intended to smoke it herself later. Then she left the roof. He should have been terrified, but the stonedness hadn’t subsided and his memory of her previous punishment, weeks of wearing a girl’s uniform had him intrigued. This wouldn’t be lines, or detention. She had something special in mind.
 
                 He had a pack of strong peppermints ready for this occasion. He popped one in and started sucking it, dwelling on what punishment she might have in store for him.
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Brutal Punishment
 
    
 
   The effects of the cannabis worn off slightly, he stood outside her door in the quiet corridor knocking on the frosted glass. Eventually he heard her sharp, strict voice from beyond. ‘Enter!’
 
                 He opened the door and stepped in. She pointed to the door from behind her large, leather-bound desk. ‘Close and lock the door Horton.’
 
                 He obeyed her, pushing it to, then turning the key in the lock, before turning back to face her. ‘What are you going to do Miss?’
 
                 ‘I’m going to give you a choice. Option A, I contact the police and your parents, and inform the office that you are officially expelled from the school or option B. Obviously if you choose option A, I will have you pack your things, then I will immediately escort you off the school premises.  If you choose option B we do things the old fashioned way.’
 
                 Michael shivered. She had that ‘I have a fly in my web’ look on her face - mischievous and slightly sadistic. ‘What’s option B?’
 
                 ‘Well, in the good old days, teachers were free to discipline pupils as they saw fit. A ruler across the knuckles, a dunce’s hat and an hour in the corner – those kind of things. These days it’s all forms and detentions and you can’t do this, you can’t do that. If you want your little drug habit kept secret you will allow me to administer you with the cane and you will tell nobody. In return I will keep your little drug habit secret – so long as I don’t catch you smoking drugs again.’
 
                 He almost choked. Shaking he looked pleadingly at her. Nobody had been given the cane in all his years at the school. It was a private boarding school, and an old fashioned one – so it had been kept on the books, but it required parental permission in theory. ‘I –‘
 
                 ‘Parental permission will not be sought. This will be between you and me. If I catch you smoking weed a second time – I will report it, no second chances.’
 
                 ‘You’re serious!’
 
                 ‘I am, I don’t want to see you expelled. You’re a bright boy. It’d be a shame for you to leave school with no qualifications. I really thought you’d amount to being more than a mere benefit scrounger. I really did. The fact is I believe in strong punishments, I believe in discipline. You are bright, but you’re lazy and easy going and if someone doesn’t take charge of you and start disciplining you – you’ll never amount to anything. I don’t believe letting you off scot free will teach you anything, so the only option I can see is to give you a quick, memorable punishment – then we can forget about this, and pretend it never happened.’
 
                 He looked at her slim, petit, but curvaceous figure. How hard could she hit? He couldn’t get expelled – his parents would freak out. ‘Alright, let’s get it over with.’
 
                 ‘Good boy. Don’t forget, I catch you smoking weed again and you’re out of the school – this is a one-time offer only. Now remove your belt and give it to me.’
 
                 As he pulled his belt off, she stood and took a slender rattan cane from a hook on the wall behind her desk. It was dusty and didn’t look like it had been used in a long time. She took a duster from her drawer and began polishing it, cleaning the dust off and bringing the yellow rattan to a shine. When he handed her his belt she folded it two times then offered it up to his mouth. ‘Open wide; we’re trying to be clandestine here. When I cane you, I want you to bite down on this hard – and keep silent.’
 
                 He opened his mouth and felt her gently feed the folded belt sideways on into his lips. ‘Bite down, harder! Good boy.’
 
                 She stepped behind him and gave cane an experimental swish through the air. ‘Now drop your trousers and your pants. Good. Now lean over my desk, reach forwards and grip the other side.’
 
                 With shaking fingers he’d undone his trousers and pulled his pants down. Reaching over to the far side of the desk he felt her rolling his shirt up to expose his pasty, white buttocks. Her heels clicked on the hardwood floor as she took her position. He felt the cane resting across his buttocks. ‘Now bite down, if you squeal, then we stop and I report you instead. Oh and don’t think you can deny it – a hair sample will prove you’ve had cannabis. If you want out of this mess, this is your only choice. Now bite down hard.’
 
                 He sunk his teeth hard into the leather and screwed his eyes up, waiting for the stroke. When she swished the cane, it struck sharp and fast, making a deep, red line across his buttocks - he made an involuntary jump and grunted softly in pain. She hit hard. It felt like a red-hot iron bar had been pressed on his buttocks. He heard her chuckle softly and utter ‘one’ under her breath. The cane rose again and he bit down and gripped the table, bracing himself. Her stroke landed with pin-point accuracy on the mark left by the first one. Making him wriggle and squirm; his knees going weak. She rested the cane on the now red raw line on his buttocks. ‘Shhh - keep still. We’ve barely started yet.’
 
                 Her heels clicked as she took up position for a stronger stroke. He felt the cane touch him softly for a measure - there was the swish and the crack of it being whipped back then slapped against his buttocks with all her strength and momentum. Again, she landed it dead on the first two strokes bringing tears to his eyes. ‘Two’ she uttered. 
 
                 He mumbled through his gag ‘three you mean’ but she just chuckled at him. ‘Are you contradicting me Horton? Shall we start at one again?’
 
                 Swish, crack!
 
                 ‘One.’
 
                 He lay silent this time, tears running down his now red face. His knuckles were white from gripping the desk hard. The blows continued raining down. He lay submissively over her desk allowing the cane to cascade down upon his raw, swollen buttocks. Amazingly each stroke landed square on the original stroke, making it hurt more and more until it started going numb. She’d soon broken the skin and he could feel warm blood seeping from the burning hot line in his exposed bottom. After she’d counted to thirty, she stepped back to her side of the desk and began wiping the blood off her cane. She spoke without looking up. ‘Put yourself back together. You may go now. Do NOT let me catch you smoking pot again – or you WILL be expelled.’
 
                 He sighed with relief and let go of the desk, grabbing his belt from his mouth. When he pulled his pants up over his swollen, red raw bottom he felt strange. His bottom felt almost numb. He could feel the wetness of his pants and the bloody wound on his bottom though. His legs were shaking, he could hardly walk. Once his trousers were up and his belt fed back through the loops, he hobbled to the door and turned for one more look at Miss Chambers. ‘Thank you Miss.’ 
 
                 She simply glared at him. ‘Do NOT let me catch you at it again. Now get out of my sight!’
 
   ***
 
   For the rest of the school year he never touched pot again. The brutal scar she’d inflicted upon him didn’t heal well. As she’d placed each stroke so accurately, he managed to convince people who saw it in the showers that it was from falling on an upright fence panel. When it came to the end of the school year, having completed his GCSE’s and done quite well, Miss Chambers caught him in the corridor – it was his last day. ‘Michael, I just wanted to say well done. I heard about your results. I knew you’d do well if only you could learn to discipline yourself. I just wanted to say, I hope there’s no hard feelings about the times I punished you. Since you spent three weeks in skirt, tights and blouse we’ve had no problems with uniform discipline!’
 
                 He smiled at her. She was probably fifteen years older than him, but to him – she was the sexiest woman alive and she’d stirred feelings in him which otherwise wouldn’t have been awakened. ‘Well, it was quite humiliating – but it sounds like it did the job.’
 
                 ‘Good, I’m glad you’re over it. Here, I wanted to give you this, as a thank you for being my errand boy and teacher’s pet, and to remember me by.’
 
                 He reached out and took the battered copy of nineteen eighty four by Orwell from her outstretched hand. He smiled and dropped it into his bag, before turning his back on her and leaving, expecting never to see her again. He hadn’t intended to stay on at sixth form - the institutional environment was claustrophobic and stifling. He’d go to college, stay with ‘the rents’ and maybe get a part-time job. There was one thing for sure - he’d never forget Miss Chambers.
 
   


 
   
  
 

Discretion Assured
 
    
 
   Despite the pain and humiliation of his brutal caning at the hands of Miss Chambers, Michael remembered it almost fondly. The short, sadistic caning had actually left him feeling elated, almost intoxicated. It’d left him feeling so submissive to Miss Chambers that he’d fantasized about a repeat caning on many occasions. The harsh reality of the pain she’d inflicted and a genuine desire to strive to please Miss Chambers had prevented him from actually stepping out of line again.
 
                 Since he’d left school his life hadn’t gone well. The rigid structured organization of the school suited him. Given the freedom of adulthood he’d more or less squandered himself – drifting from low-paid job to low-paid job. His parents had wanted him to stay on for sixth form, but he’d more or less refused, desperate for his freedom and personal space. He left home when he was eighteen, renting a studio flat in the centre of town. His parents immigrated to Australia before he was nineteen. There’d been no invitation for him to join them – he probably wouldn’t have, even if he’d been asked.  They’d simply boxed up the remainder of his belongings which had spent two years gathering dust in their loft and mailed them to his flat before jetting off for good.
 
                 The box now sat on his bric-a-brac coffee table. He’d been stacking shelves at the local supermarket, doing a nightshift. After rolling a blunted two skin cone, and sitting at the table, he pulled the flaps of the box open and sat down to investigate its contents. There wasn’t much. Some old photos, school books, a trophy he’d won for taking two wickets in one over and a copy of Orwell’s ‘Nineteen Eighty Four’. He picked up the book, took a long drag on his joint and leaned back on his chair. Nineteen Eighty Four, it brought back memories. Memories of stuffy classrooms, strict teachers, cold dormitories, a domineering housemistress and… Miss Chambers. That uncomfortable time when she’d forced him to wear the girl’s school uniform for the remainder of term, and the brutal caning she’d administered him. He’d never re-read the book; he’d put it down when he got home and forgotten about it. Now he opened it and fanned the pages nostalgically, thinking he’d pick a random page and read it. As the pages wafted by, flickering and creating a soft breeze, a small white card tumbled onto the floor. He rested his joint in his mouth and gripped it between his lips, before reaching down to pick it up. After a pull on his spliff, he read the card.
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   He stared at the card for a long time. He wasn’t stoned. He’d built up quite a tolerance for pot since leaving school. However this was head-blagging. Mistress Louise? Where had the card come from? He’d heard the old lady who’d cruelly given him his girl’s uniform call Miss Chambers ‘Louise’, but a professional escort? It didn’t make sense, she’d been a teacher and surely… Had she put this card in here on purpose? Had she wanted him to contact her? It seemed plausible, she’d certainly appeared to enjoy using him to run errands and had despite her treatment of him, he’d grown fond of her in an almost Stockholm-Syndrome manner. 
 
                 He had to know, was Mistress Louise, Miss Chambers. He picked up his mobile from the coffee table and punched in the number, leaving his smouldering joint on the edge of the ashtray, perched on the arm of the sofa. It rang several times, each ringtone making him feel more and more nervous. When Miss Chambers answered the phone, Michael gasped, stunned unable to speak.
 
                 ‘Mistress Louise, hello?’
 
                 ‘…’
 
                 ‘This is Mistress Louise speaking, if you’re shy please don’t be. Just relax, and take a deep breath. Did you want to book a session?’
 
                 He hung up, slammed the phone down on the table and shuddered. It was her, he was sure of it. Had she been a professional escort while she was a teacher? Or just after? He wondered if she was still teaching at the school. Forgetting his joint, he reached over and pulled his laptop onto his knee. He tapped the schools name into google and brought up their website. There was a page with all the teachers’ photographs, qualifications and past experience. He scrolled down the list. She wasn’t there. He looked back at the card, and started googling ‘Discretion Assured’ and ‘Mistress Louise’. He soon came upon a website with a large image of a woman, wearing a red leather bustier and a shiny black skirt which appeared to be either PVC or leather. She was draping some sort of multi-tailed whip over her shoulder. The image didn’t show her face, but the voice on the phone and shoulders visible in the image – he somehow knew it was her. He had a vague idea of what a dominatrix was, but had never actually had an interest in BDSM. Knowing that the dominatrix at the other end of both the business card and the website was his old teacher sent a shiver up his spine. He read the profile - she never mentioned that she’d been a teacher, only that she’d always been a dominant. He clicked on the ‘interests’ page and read down the list. She advertised a very comprehensive list of interests, she seemed happy to indulge in almost any fetish, only excluding ‘Roman Showers’, ‘Hard Sports’, ‘Edge Play’ and ‘Switching’. Most of the itemized list meant little or nothing to Michael. Mesmerized, he began googling the various terms she’d listed, as he did, he found himself feeling more and more aroused. He’d never really considered this sort of thing before, but as he googled the terms and imagined himself experiencing Miss Chambers ‘Interests List’ first hand, he began to feel more and more aroused. As soon as he’d read to the end of the list he explored the rest of the site. Her tribute page declared her fees at sixty pounds for half an hour. There were small discounts for longer times. She even advertised a long-stay rate, whereby her client would be kept in a prison cell for up to two weeks while she entertained other clients – taking the prisoner client out periodically for fun. Twenty four hour imprisonment was listed at five hundred pounds, a weekend was a thousand, a week was fifteen hundred and a fortnight was two thousand pounds. The fortnight offered the best value, but he was broke as usual. He stared at the gallery picture of the cell she was offering. It was actually a medical looking, white, padded cell only a few feet across, with tiny round inspection window in the door. He imagined himself, allowing his old teacher to put him in a straightjacket, then usher him into the cell before locking the door, her smiling face in the tiny inspection window before it vanished and he was plunged into darkness. But two month’s salary! He didn’t earn much more than a thousand a month, could he spend two month’s salary and a big chunk of his holiday allowance being locked in Miss Chambers’ cell?  Would he want to? Strangely he did want to. He enjoyed smoking cannabis and getting drunk for the experience, he enjoyed new experiences. He sought out extreme experiences. His eyes ran up the list to the half-hour slot. She’d listed over-the-knee spanking as an interest. He knew what this meant - this could fit into a half hour session. He imagined himself lying over the PVC skirt, gazing at her high heel shoes and stockings, feeling her lower his trousers and boxer shorts, resting her palm on his buttocks, before… He shuddered. He had to experience this, the more he thought about it - the more he wanted it. He wanted to experience all of it, every item on her list of interests.
 
                 He picked up the phone several times with the intention of making the call. He’d dialled the numbers, only bottling it as the phone began to ring.  Was it really so taboo? Surely it was just a bit of fun? A few quid to get spanked by a sexy, dominant lady? Of course, the fact that she’d been his teacher put a spin on things. If anything, remembering her being his teacher made it more erotic. He’d just turned nineteen; there was nothing untoward about him going to her for a ‘session’ as she called it. Eventually he plucked up the courage to allow it to ring long enough for her to pick up. ‘Hello, Mistress Louise speaking.’
 
                 ‘Hello.’ Michael stammered.
 
                 ‘Have you been trying to ring for a while? Please don’t hang up, there’s really no need to be shy.’ She replied in a warm, friendly, inviting voice, rather than the cold, strict tone she’d often used as his teacher.
 
                 He listened, pausing to regain his composure. ‘Erm, I’d like to book a session please. Just a half hour one.’
 
                 ‘Okay, can you tell me what your interests are?’
 
                 ‘Um, everything, everything on your list. I thought perhaps a, erm, spanking to start with?’
 
                 She didn’t laugh, after a brief pause she responded. ‘You’d like me to spank you? That can certainly be arranged. With half an hour I’m sure we do more than that too. Do you have any medical conditions? Are you comfortable being ‘marked’ and can you tell me how old you are – you sound young, and I only see over eighteens.’
 
                 She clearly didn’t recognise him. His voice had fully broken since they’d last met and life in the real world has softened his private school accent. ‘I’m healthy, nineteen and erm, you can mark me.’
 
                 ‘Oh good, I do like to put my mark on slaves. One moment please.’
 
                 He heard the scratching of a pen on paper for a few seconds. His heart was racing. She was doing her best to put him at ease, but it was still a nervous moment. He thought about revealing his identity – but then thought better of it. He wanted to see this dominatrix. If it wasn’t Miss Chambers he still wanted to see her. When she’d finished writing notes he heard the flicking of pages in a book on the other end of the phone. Eventually her silken voice came down the line. ‘You’re lucky, I’ve had a cancellation. I can see you tomorrow afternoon at three. I will text the address to this phone. Please make sure you are clean, not intoxicated and you have my tribute.’
 
                 ‘Thanks, I’ll see you then.’
 
                 ‘Bye.’
 
                 He hung up again, his heart pounding in his chest. He thought about the images on the website, the personal history he had with Miss Chambers. He started forming an urgent desire to masturbate, but he refrained. It would be a much more intense experience he could turn up aroused and not on a post masturbation downer. He went to sleep eventually, dreaming of boarding school, Miss Chambers and being punished and humiliated.
 
                 When he eventually woke and went to work, he struggled to take his mind off the fate that was awaiting him. The text had come through while he’d slept. He knew the area, it wasn’t far. It was in the nice part of town with all the big detached houses. All the time he was working he was desperate to get back so he could get some sleep, then get over to Mistress Louise’s house for his session. He called at the cash machine after work and drew a hundred pounds. After getting home and almost forcing himself to sleep he awoke tired and nervous. The adrenaline was flowing though, and eager to follow Mistress Louise’s instructions he showered, washed thoroughly, shaved, trimmed his nails and made himself look as presentable as possible. He chose a shirt a shirt to wear and his best corduroy trousers. He still looked shabby, but he was clean and it looked like he’d made an effort. He made his way to his tatty old Vauxhall Corsa, which stank of weed – and wound down the windows before climbing in to dissipate the smell.  As soon as he’d awoken he’d considered phoning up and cancelling. Periodically throughout the process of getting ready, he’d gone to the phone and started dialling to cancel – but he’d held his nerve and was now about to set off…
 
   


 
   
  
 

Mistress Louise
 
    
 
   When Michael got near, he pulled into a broad leafy side-road and parked his old banger against the curb. He wound the windows up and locked it. He’d parked a good two hundred metres from the house, hoping the short walk through the fresh air would remove some of the smell of cannabis from his clothes, which he would have picked up in the car. When he got to the house, he pushed the pedestrian gate open and stepped over the threshold. Tall conifers surrounded the property giving it a sense of privacy and isolation. The house itself was a broad, tall, double-fronted Georgian manor with a central front door and large sash window on either side. The first floor had three windows, one above each on the ground floor and a smaller one above the front door. The detached house went back a long way – it was big. His legs shaking he strode up to the large, decorative, oak, front door. He extended a finger and shoved the bell button hard before he had the chance to change his mind. A distant ‘ding-dong’ echoed within the house. He checked his watch, he was right on time.
 
                 There was a nervous wait. Eventually he heard the distinctive ‘click, click’ of high heels on a tiled floor from beyond the door. He heard a bolt sliding back, then the tumblers of a lock turning – then the door opened. She’d left the chain on – a sensible security measure. When her eyes peeped through the gap between the door-frame and the door she gasped. ‘Horton! What are you doing here?’
 
                 He was trembling now. Though she’d only peeped through the gap, he could see she was wearing the red leather bustier and black PVC skirt he’d seen on the website. Her face hadn’t changed, bar for a few wrinkles around the corners of the eyes. She was still beautiful. She still wore her hair in a short black bob. Her make-up was crisply applied and immaculate – he wanted to melt in front of her. ‘Um, I’m erm, here for my session?’
 
                 She glared at him, her face full of anger. ‘I do NOT session with my ex-pupils! Get out of my sight! Get gone and never contact me again!’
 
                 He quivered. ‘But Miss, your card, in the book?’
 
                 She raised an eyebrow. ‘Card? What card?’
 
                 Michael handed over the ‘Discretion Assured’ business card he’d found in the pages of her gift. She took it and looked at it while he explained. ‘It was in that old copy of nineteen eighty four you gave me, I thought it meant-‘
 
                 ‘I did NOT mean to leave this in there.’ She looked at him sympathetically now, understanding his confusion that she’d effectively invited him here.  She slid back the chain and opened the door. ‘Michael, you’d better come in.’
 
                 He was still shaking. Her voice, so sharp and cutting had made him wince. She led him into a front room which was lined with heaving bookshelves and furnished with delicate antique furniture. She gestured towards a dainty, high-backed chair next to a large wooden globe. ‘Please – have a seat.’
 
                 He obeyed, sitting where she’d indicated, secretly hoping he could change her mind. He felt giddy with nostalgia, the memory of her feminization and punishment suddenly fresh in his mind. He could smell the musty old office where he’d sprawled over her desk to receive the cane…
 
                 Miss Chambers took a seat on a matching chair opposite. ‘Michael, I really don’t think it would be proper for me to session with you. I’m sorry I allowed you to book a session, if I’d known it was you I would have turned you down.’
 
                 He frowned at her. ‘Why? I’m an adult; I’m nineteen for god’s sake! Why shouldn’t I-‘
 
                 ‘Because you were a pupil! I told you – I never intended for my card to be in that book. I’m sorry Michael, but there’s no way I can give you a session. I’ll give you ten pounds for inconveniencing you. Then I’ll have to send you on your way.’
 
                 He thought about getting up and leaving, but he’d come this far, he’d built up the courage to do this and adrenalin was running high. ‘It’s your fault I’m here Miss, not just the card, the girls school uniform, the caning – you made me into this stuff!’
 
                 She smirked at this. ‘Ahhh, yes. I remember now. You were quite a pretty girl in your skirt and blouse! That was all contrived you know? There’d been a discussion about how we could encourage pupils to look smarter. I made a bet with the head, that I could get the entire boy’s school dressing smartly by the end of term. I didn’t specifically intend to use you – but you were certainly on my list of possibles, so to speak. The caning? Well, it wasn’t my intention that you enjoyed it. I genuinely wanted to you to finish school, with results! If your drug habit had got to the head, you’d have been out with no qualifications – what could I do?’
 
                 ‘Hah! You could have just let me off and told me the next time you’d report it.’
 
                 ‘And what would that have taught you? No I thought my alternative worked very well, you became much more obedient after the caning.’
 
                 ‘It wasn’t for fear of being caned. It just… Made me feel funny, like I wanted to please you.’
 
                 Louise sat back in her chair and sighed. ‘It sounds like you are a natural submissive Michael. I wish I could play with you, but you’re still a kid and ex-pupil. I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you back my card. Go, live your life – be a teenager. Then come back to me when you’re twenty five and you’ve matured, maybe I’ll see you then?’
 
                 ‘That’s six years away!’
 
                 ‘Well, it’d give you time to decide whether you really wanted to start making your way down the rabbit hole you are peering into. I warn you Michael, once you start making your way down this rabbit-hole, it may be very hard to turn your back on it. You will just end up going deeper, and deeper until the lifestyle consumes you utterly.’
 
                 He stood abruptly, scowling at her. ‘Forget it, if you’re not prepared to session with a paying customer, who booked a session in good faith – I’ll go. In fact I think I’ll go to the papers, I’m sure it’d make a great story – respectable teacher at private boarding school secretly a ‘whips for cash’ escort. Did you ever want to be famous?’
 
                 As he strode towards the door she scrambled to her feet. ‘Stop! You’re serious?’
 
                 He span on his heel and glared at her. ‘Yes I am. It was hard building up the courage to book a session with you and to come here. If you can throw it back in my face, then I can take your story to the papers.’
 
                 She sagged. ‘Alright stop. Stop right now. How about I give you one session? A session of aversion therapy perhaps? You could call it a test? If you can endure the session and still want to pursue your fetishes afterwards, then I’ll help you. I’ll session with you.’
 
                 ‘What do you want to do?’
 
                 She smiled wickedly now. ‘Well, seeing as you said you were interested in all the items on my interests list how about we go through them? I’ll give you a safe-word. If it all gets too much, you use the safe-word, the session ends and we say goodbye forever.’
 
                 Michael’s heart skipped a beat, he started to feel light-headed. ‘You can’t damage me!’
 
                 ‘I’ll do you no permanent damage, I will humiliate you and I will cause you exquisite pain – but I won’t cause you any actual damage. The rules for our little game are simple. You have to be completely obedient, any disobedience and you lose. Use of the safe-word and you lose. You lose; you leave and never contact me again. You win; I will take you on as a paying customer and won’t mention your ex-pupil status again. Agreed?’
 
                 ‘What about the session, how long have you got? How much do you expect me to-‘
 
                 ‘Oh, I think I give you the challenge session free of charge. However in return you will give me as much time as I want to break you. Agreed?’
 
                 ‘What a couple of hours?’
 
                 ‘Hours?’ she laughed, ‘Oh Michael, I think we can do better than that. Let’s leave it open ended, days? Weeks? Months? Years?’
 
                 She had a mischievous twinkle in her eye at this. He decided she had to be trying to make him bottle out. ‘Alright, you’re on. If you keep me more than four days though, you have to let me contact work and pay next month’s rent.’
 
                 ‘Deal. Now, shall we start?  There’s no time like the present!’
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Chastity
 
    
 
   Michael had followed Miss Chambers into her office. She’d brought up the webpage with her list of interests on and copied and pasted them into a word file. She was now standing by her printer, hand outstretched to catch the print out. When it slipped into her hand she held it up and read the first item aloud. ‘Chastity Keyholding, good. Come along slave, let’s get you fitted.’
 
                 She clicked towards the rear of the house, brushing past him and beckoning him over her shoulder. This gave him a full view of her rear. Her bustier was laced tightly like a corset, pulling her waist in. Her buttocks were extenuated in the shiny, black, PVC skirt, looking like a giant, juicy peach. She oozed dominance and sexiness, just looking at her made him want to masturbate. As she clicked down the corridor she asked him. ‘Do you know what Chastity Keyholding means?’
 
                 He didn’t of course. ‘No, something to do with-‘
 
                 She giggled playfully. ‘Oh this is going to be such fun! What a wonderful way of learning about chastity, experiencing it without knowing what it is!’
 
                 ‘Is it something to do with not having sex?’
 
                 She came to a plain door, opened it and beckoned him through. ‘In you go, third door on the left – it’s my medical room.’ As he followed her instructions she followed him. Explaining Chastity on the way. ‘You’ve heard of chastity belts I presume? There’s a common misconception that women wore them, while their husbands were fighting in the crusades. The truth is these medieval devices couldn’t be worn for long periods, so it’s likely that women locked them onto themselves as short-term anti-rape devices. Now, these days we have wonderful technological marvels like surgical steel and neoprene, we can make secure, practical chastity devices which can be worn long term. For the first item on our list, I’m going to lock you into a chastity device, and I’m going to be in charge of the key.’
 
                 ‘What? So I won’t be able to-‘
 
                 ‘No, not until I let you out. I’ve decided, in the interests of breaking you quickly and efficiently and getting you out of my life as soon as possible – I’m going to lock you into my favourite, most severe device. It’s called a Kali’s teeth bracelet. it’s a simple band of steel, lined with spikes on the inside. Once you’re in it, orgasms will be impossible, erections will be painful. To make it more fun, I’m not even going to lock you in. I’m going to put it on you, then use a security seal – so you can remove it at any time you like, but I’ll know. If you remove it – you lose, you leave me alone, agreed?’
 
                 ‘I suppose-‘
 
                 ‘Good. Now strip!’
 
                 They’d entered her white tiled medical room, with a medical couch complete with stirrups and medical equipment. The room looked very clinical.  On the one hand he was terrified, on the other hand he felt so excited. His hands were shaking - he could barely undo his belt.  Miss Chambers began tapping her foot impatiently. ‘Hurry up, I haven’t got all day!’
 
                 He slowly started undoing his belt. She sighed, then took on her teacher tone. ‘Look Horton, part of the deal is you have to be obedient. I ordered you to strip, so strip and do it faster!’
 
                 He quickened his pace, throwing his clothes into a pile on the floor.  Miss Chambers pointed to his boxer shorts. ‘Those too Horton, quick as you can.’
 
   Once he was naked she patted the gynaecology chair. ‘Alright, hop up. Pop your legs in the stirrups.’
 
   He did as ordered, feeling both nervous and absurd. She carefully buckled one ankle, then the other in the stirrups then pushed them apart for better access to his genitals. This done, she turned her back on him and opened one of the stainless steel drawers opposite. She snapped on a pair of latex gloves, grabbed a steel, spiked Kali’s Teeth Bracelet chastity device from the drawer and a small plastic seal. It looked like a flimsy little white padlock, but with no key hole. She took a pen and signed the seal, then approached. She passed the signed seal to Michael and gently started manipulating his penis with her latex gloved hands. Immediately he became rock-hard erect. She looked up, smiling, then tutted. ‘I’m afraid you’re going to have to learn to control yourself, or your spell in a KTB is going to be both short and uncomfortable. Sit still – try to relax.’
 
   She turned her back on him and went to a chest freezer in the corner. She pulled out a bag of peas, then approached and pressed them hard into his crotch. ‘Miss!’
 
   ‘Shhh, be good and keep still. We need to get you nice and shrivelled up, so we can get you fitted. This won’t take a second. Pass me the seal and hold this here for me.’
 
   He handed her the little plastic seal and pressed the peas onto his own crotch. She opened up the steel cuff lined with spikes and poised, ready to fit it. She waited for another minute then waved the peas away with her hand holding the seal. ‘Okay, take them away quickly.’
 
   As Michael whipped the peas away she leaned in and quickly slipped the spiked cuff around the base of his shaft. Holding it firmly in place she slid the hasp of the plastic seal through the eye-let and closed it. She looked up and smiled at him. ‘There, all done! You can get dressed now.’
 
   She unbuckled his ankles from the stirrups and stepped back allowing him to climb to his feet. She chortled as he gathered up his clothes, his numb penis beginning to come to life. ‘You’re nineteen now did you say? I suppose you masturbate three times a day or so? I think you’re going to find this a very interesting experience. Personally I give you one day, before it gets too much. If you want to move on to the next item, I want you to hold out for three weeks.’
 
   He pulled his jeans up. ‘Three weeks? What do you mean?’
 
   ‘If you break the seal, you lose. You go home now, live your life! Experience chastity. If you can keep my seal unbroken for three weeks I’ll take you further down the rabbit hole. If you can’t then the challenge is over. You’ll find it an interesting experience. All those hormones rushing around your young virile body, desperately trying to urge you to spread your seed – except you won’t be able to. Every time you become aroused, you will experience severe pain, you will need to learn to control your erections. I doubt you’ll last twenty-four hours.’
 
   He could feel himself growing into the spikes now. Miss Chambers standing in front of him, in her read leather bustier – still wearing the white latex gloves didn’t help matters. He bent forwards groaning. She put her arm around his shoulders. ‘Come now, you’ve only been in it for a few minutes! Take deep breaths; try to think about something else… There… Good boy. Now get dressed and I’ll see you out. If you break the seal you can mail the device back to me. If you can hold out I’ll see you in exactly three weeks.’
 
   When he was fully dressed she showed him out, waved him goodbye and shut the door. She was right of course. Under normal circumstances he’d masturbate between once and five times a day. He had a niggling feeling that the amount of times he did masturbate tended to be inversely proportional to the number of times he’d masturbated the previous day. If he’d had a five times a day, day – then he’d maybe only do it once or twice. If he went a day without masturbating much, the following day he’d be desperate and would masturbate several times. The ramifications of this became clear to him as he walked back to his car. Going three weeks without even becoming erect would be murder; every day would be harder than the last. He was determined to do it though. She’d set him a challenge, so he’d show her he could do it. 
 
   Throughout the drive home he found his member throbbing and straining in the spikes. At times he nearly crashed his car – the pain was so severe. He made it home however and just as he rolled up outside his flat, his old school friend Alex turned up…
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Night on the Tiles
 
    
 
   Michael resisted the urge to tell Alex about his liaison with Miss Chambers. He wanted to experience the full range of BDSM activities and he wanted to experience them with her. Telling Alex might jeopardize his chances of doing that. Alex upon seeing him climb out of his tatty old car declared that he was staying over, and that they were going out for a night out.
 
                 The night started the usual way, with a couple of cans of lager, a couple of spliffs and game of video football on the XBOX 360.  Surprisingly the device became less painful as he engaged in other activities. It was actually quite comfortable to wear as long as he didn’t become aroused. He found himself willing himself not to think about it. It worked, and the alcohol induced ‘brewer’s droop’ only made things easier. They walked into town, passing another fat joint back and forth as they walked. Being in the busy town centre presented an additional challenge however. It was student night, and as such a great deal of smooth, beautiful female flesh was on show. Alex was ogling enthusiastically, however every time he pointed out an attractive cleavage or a sexy pair of legs, Michael just grimaced.  If it hadn’t been for the beer and cannabis he’d have been struggling. They started off in a pub, chatting idly, drinking and in Alex’s case ogling the attractive females wandering in and out. When Alex quizzed him about his lack of enthusiasm for the opposite sex, all he could come up with was that he wasn’t in the mood. After a few drinks, Alex insisted they go to a non-dress-code nightclub, which they often frequented called Grangers. After a couple of over-priced, nightclub alcopops, Michael found himself on the dance-floor, undulating drunkenly amidst scantily clad young women. While he was dancing, a short blonde in a revealing, skin-tight, red dress backed into him. She smiled cheekily over her shoulder and thrust her bottom into his crotch, then started undulating with him. It was torture, immediately he was in pain. When her hands reached up to his and she started rubbing her pert bottom against his imprisoned cock, he squeaked with frustration and cursed Miss Chambers under his breath. Normally he’d have given his right arm to be in this situation – now however it was painful and somewhat humiliating. She seemed to be confused as to his lukewarm reaction to her, so she tried harder, contacting more intimately and thoroughly. When he still didn’t reciprocate she broke away, turned then wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her breasts into his chest, dancing face-to-face with him. They made eye contact, then she gave him that smile, that knowing look. She opened her lips and leaned towards him. They kissed, and she pulled his body against hers, kissing him more and more enthusiastically. This was unprecedented. As she rubbed herself against him, exploring his mouth thoroughly with her tongue – his cock speared itself on the spikes of Miss Chambers KTB, making him whimper.
 
                 Karen, as that was her name ended up persuading Michael to give his flat keys to Alex and come back to her flat. She was feisty, strong-willed and very forward. She liked the same movies, the same music, and the same food as Michael. She also hinted that she occasionally enjoyed a spliff. He would have refused her, but she seemed like actual, potential girlfriend material – and she was hot.
 
                 After a short taxi ride she was leading up him through the freshly painted lobby of her block of flats. They climbed the stairs to the third floor. When she opened the door and gestured for him to enter, he was still questioning himself as to whether he was doing the right thing. He’d actually suggested on several occasions that they exchange numbers instead – that it was too soon to be taking him back to her flat. Ironically this seemed to make her want him even more – perhaps because he came across as a guy who wasn’t just out for sex. When they got inside she closed the door and turned on the television. Instead of cracking open a bottle of wine she brought two ice cold lagers from the fridge and beckoned Michael to curl up on the sofa with her. Sitting at the side of the sofa, Karen, draped against him with her arm around him was both beautiful and torturous at the same time. After watching the tail-end of a comedy she flicked the TV off using the remote and turned to Michael. ‘Mike, what does it take to turn you on?’
 
                 He looked puzzled. ‘What do you mean?’
 
                 ‘I’ve been trying to make you sport an erection all night - nothing. Are you gay? Is this some kind of weird, last chance saloon on your heterosexuality?’
 
                 He laughed so hard he spurted beer back into his can. It took him a moment to regain his composure. ‘No, it’s nothing like that erm-‘
 
                 ‘Do you want to have sex?’
 
                 She was gazing longingly at him, with her best ‘come to bed’ eyes. He quivered and avoided eye contact. ‘Erm, not really. We’ve only just met.’
 
                 She rolled her eyes at him. ‘I’m eighteen you know! It is allowed! Don’t be so old-fashioned! I thought it was kind of cute at first, but it’s getting kinda old now.’
 
                 He groaned, he didn’t want to blow his chances with her. ‘Erm, I can’t.’
 
                 ‘Why?’
 
                 ‘Would you believe it’s a ‘long story’?’
 
                 She shrugged. ‘We’ve got all night, I’ll listen to your story. I’d rather you just shut up and put your dick inside me though.’
 
                 ‘I erm, I can’t. I’m wearing a thing which makes it so I can’t have erections or sex or masturbate or anything.’
 
                 ‘What? What for? Is it medical? Did you get your cock trapped in a car door or something?’
 
                 ‘No, erm, I was erm… Well, a female friend accused me of being a wanker. One thing led to another and I ended up making a bet that I could go three weeks without wanking. To prove I could do it she got me this device and put a plastic security seal on it. To win the bet I have to show her the seal is unbroken in three weeks’ time.’
 
                 She laughed at this. ‘Mike – that’s pathetic. Is it true?’
 
                 ‘Erm, yeah.’
 
                 ‘Well just break the seal thing off and let’s have some fun!’
 
                 ‘I can’t - I bet her five hundred quid.’
 
                 ‘Jesus! Are you mad? Is she mad?  That’s an insane amount of money!’
 
                 ‘Yeah, well she’s pretty rich, and she’s pretty sure I can’t do it. I wanted to-‘
 
                 ‘Can you get it off without breaking the seal? Let me see.’
 
                 Michael pulled his trousers down and boxers, allowing Karen’s well-manicured hands to caress his device and member while she examined it. She tried working it off using her long nails, and wiggling it about. Anything she did actually seemed to make it tighter and more painful if anything. Eventually she withdrew her hands and smiled at him. ‘It won’t come off – I’m afraid there’s only one thing for it – we’ll have to just have lesbian sex.’
 
                 ‘What!?’
 
                 She shrugged. ‘Well, to be honest I’m bisexual, if your manhood isn’t available; you’ll just have to be my lesbian girlfriend instead for tonight.’
 
                 ‘How?’
 
                 She rolled her eyes at him. ‘Mike, use your imagination! I’ll tell you what, I’ll teach you how we girls do it, or one of the ways at least – deal?’
 
                 He shook, suddenly feeling more nervous again.  She reached down and took his hand gently. ‘Just relax, do as you’re told and I’ll sort everything out – okay?’
 
                 He looked into her beautiful brown eyes, she looked genuinely enthusiastic. What harm could it be? He had a few preconceptions about what they were going to do, and how they were going to do it – it he decided he had more to gain than to lose. ‘Okay.’
 
                 She smiled. ‘Good, now come on.’ 
 
                 She led him to the bedroom and stripped to her underwear - lacy black satin bra and panties. She then undressed a shaking Michael while he looked on. When she’d stripped him down to his chastity device she stepped back and eyed him critically. ‘Hmmm, you don’t look much like my lesbian girlfriend – I think we’ll have to do something about that.’
 
                 He eyed her suspiciously. ‘Like what?’
 
                 ‘Wait here.’
 
                 She span on her heel and opened her drawers. She pulled a knee-length, red, satin night trimmed with white lace from the drawer and held it out to him. ‘Here – put this on.’
 
                 He cringed. ‘No!’
 
                 She gave him a sweet, innocent look and fluttered her eye-lids. ‘Don’t you want to be my lesbian girlfriend tonight? Just pop it on, it won’t bite.’
 
                 He forced himself to obey and slipped it over his shoulders. She chuckled as it fell down over his torso. ‘Hmmm, better, but you’re still not quite there.’
 
                 ‘What then?’
 
                 ‘Have a seat at my dressing table.’
 
                 ‘Why?’
 
                 ‘I think we need a little bit of make-up, not too much. I’m too desperate for sex to spend time giving you a full male to female make-over. Let me just do your eyes and put you some lipstick on.’
 
                 ‘Karen! I’m not having make-up on!’
 
                 ‘Don’t be a baby! A little bit of make-up never hurt anyone! What if you were an actor? You know during the Regency period – men wore more make-up than girls? It won’t take a tick, I promise. Please? For me?’
 
                 He begrudgingly sat on the stool at her dressing table, facing her mirror. She started with his eyes, using a strange pair of tweezer-like things, which curled his eyelashes upwards. Then she applied mascara to make his lashes seem even longer, then eye-liner and eye-shadow. Next she unscrewed her lipstick and leaned in to his face, brandishing it. ‘Now keep still! I don’t want to smudge.’
 
                 He felt the waxy, feminine smelling stick pressed onto his lip. She stroked it carefully across, then back again. Once both lips were done she leaned back and screwed the lipstick back down. He shuddered when he saw his reflection. He didn’t look overtly female, but his eyes and lips did. His cock strained in its spiked prison again – harder than ever. She smiled at him in the mirror. She took an atomizer from the dressing table and squirted a couple of sprays of feminine perfume on both sides of his neck, ‘There! Perfect! You’re ready, now come.’
 
                 Karen made her way to the edge of the bed, pulled her panties off and sat down – spreading her knees. ‘Kneel between my legs; have you ever given a girl oral sex before?’
 
                 He obeyed, the feminine perfume invading his nostrils and his cock going numb from the spikes. When he spoke it came out as little more than a whimper. ‘Yes, of course I have!’
 
                 ‘Good, the thing is. The female orgasm takes a bit longer to come, but the longer it takes the more powerful it is. Take your time. Use your lips, your tongue and your teeth to caress every part. Go fast, then slow down, then stop. If you feel like I’m getting close – don’t stop, go faster.’
 
   He stared at her female genitalia gaping in front of him. He’d been here before, but never wearing a chastity device, a nightie and a smattering of make-up and perfume. He enjoyed extreme experiences, and there would be none more extreme than this. Slowly he leaned in, she was obviously aroused, he could smell her juices through the faint aroma of perfume. He began by gently stroking her clitoris with his tongue, pushing the clitoris hood up and sliding his warm, wet tongue over her clit. She sighed with relief as he did and pushed her knees open wider. He tried to ignore the growing sharp pain in his crotch and focus on her pleasure. His tongue slid inside her vagina and stroked the inside, then outside of both of her labia, then he flicked his tongue rapidly over her clitoris, making her quiver and shake, moaning softly. Her crotch was getting moist and warm now, a tiny trickle of juices ran from the base of her vagina. He pressed his face right in, using his tongue to explore as deeply as he could, while his nose stroked and caressed her clitoris. She sighed with pleasure and reached down gripping his head. Holding his head firmly she began rocking her hips, effectively fucking him in the mouth, smearing pussy juice all over his face. As her grip relaxed, he gently nibbled her clitoris between his teeth, making her squeak and shudder. Then he closed his lips around her clitoris and began sucking, then releasing, sucking, then releasing. Her orgasm by now was building, and he sensed a change in her breathing. Desperate to maximize her orgasm, he began frantically licking her clitoris with the tip of his tongue. When she came, she came so hard she arched her back and let out a satisfied groan, before pushing his face away with her hand, then lying back, panting as her whole body pulsated with sexual pleasure.  He smiled - there was something pleasing about giving someone an orgasm. The trouble was it made him more desperate and aroused than ever. He stood and pulled his nightie up at the front, gripping Miss Chambers’ plastic seal. Karen gazed at him and spoke dreamily. ‘What are you doing?’
 
   ‘Getting this stupid thing off! I have to have an orgasm now!’
 
   She looked sad at this. ‘Awww, don’t! Leave it on, I think it’s really sweet that you do this for me, and not have any relief yourself – I think it’s really special!’
 
   He wavered. Pausing just as he was about to twist off the plastic seal. ‘But I’m desperate!’
 
   ‘Oh, come on! Show some self-control! You don’t want to lose your five hundred quid! Why don’t you hold out? For me? It’s only three weeks! Besides, that’s the best orgasm a man has ever given me! I think I probably prefer you to be my chaste, lesbian lover than boyfriend anyway!’
 
   He glared at her. ‘What?!’
 
   ‘I mean it. That was really, really amazing. I love the idea that your cock is all locked up and helpless and that you’re giving me this amazing orgasm while you’re all frustrated and desperate yourself. I think it’s hot!’
 
   ‘But Karen-‘
 
   ‘Shhh, come on, go wash your face – then come and get into bed. I want to snuggle up!’
 
   He looked at her, fluttering her eyelashes and patting the bed beside her. Yes the device hurt, yes he was desperate, but he also felt so submissive. Accepting that he would not have an orgasm this night sent a wave of submissive pleasure right through him. He melted, sighed and climbed out of bed. Once he’d washed his face and his mouth out, he returned and crawled up the bed to lie with her. She turned off the bedside lamp and they embraced and kissed passionately. 
 
   Karen soon drifted off into a pleasant, orgasm induced slumber, her lithe, toned legs and arms wrapping around Michael, a blissful smile on her face.
 
   Michael grimaced and savoured the submissive feeling, the feel of the soft satin nightie against his skin – her petit frame resting against his body. It hadn’t been one night, and it had been murder. Could he seriously expect to wear Miss Chambers’ device for three weeks? He had to try, the fact was he felt so alive, so charged, he’d felt nothing like it. His head was spinning with submission and supressed arousal… All this after only one day and only experiencing the first item on Miss Chambers ‘interests list’…
 
   Eventually he fell into a tired, frustrated sleep, wondering what the next day of this bizarre adventure might bring.
 
   ~ To be continued - MK
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
1
FEMDOM, FORCED' /
NING AND

CHASTI

A BDSM FEgtish'story, of Female Domination,
Forced Fi ization & Enforced Male Chastity






images/00001.jpeg
DiscretionAssured

Professional Dominatrix & Escort

Well Equipped Dungeon — Home Visits

Available

Discreet and professional service.

+ 09915 777999






