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The Morning After
 
    
 
   Michael Horton awoke suddenly. He was disoriented and in severe pain - focused on his groin. He opened his eyes only to find himself in an unfamiliar bedroom. He realised at this point he was wearing a nightie too, the soft, satin material sliding over his shoulders and torso as he sat up in bed. He was in Karen’s bedroom – he had to be, yet she wasn’t with him. The pain came from trying to form a ‘gentleman’s early morning thing’ within the confines of the spike ridden band that was Miss Chambers’ KTB device. He threw the covers back and lifted the front of his nightie almost in disgust. His cock looked swollen and red and it was going numb. He grabbed the plastic seal Miss Chambers had fitted to the device and prepared to twist. Then he remembered her words. ‘You won’t last twenty-four hours.’ He had to prove her wrong. Whimpering in pain, he slipped his feet over the edge of the bed and stood up. Shakily, he hobbled to the bedroom door, only to find a bright pink post-it note stuck on at eye level. It said in curly letters, “Thanks for a great time last night. Feel free to have a shower and help yourself to some breakfast. Post the spare key back through the letterbox when you go. Call me! Karen – xxx. PS: There’s make-up remover in the bathroom, on the sink.’
 
                 He pulled the note down to reveal a small mortise-lock key taped to the door beneath it. Groaning he threw the note and key onto the bed and trudged into the shower room. He looked at himself in the mirror and sighed with dismay. He looked a state, smudged, sleep-spoiled make-up on his tired face. The ill-fitting nightie bulged in all the wrong places. He pulled it off and left it on top of her washing basket. Removing the make-up required some trial and error, a lot of cotton-wool and a lot of make-up remover.  When he turned on the taps on her shower and climbed in, it felt so good. He stood right in the spray and faced the jets, letting the pleasantly warm water smash into his face and run down his body. He washed thoroughly and the comfortable heat made him forget the KTB firmly attached to his member. The pain subsided as he went flaccid. Seeing himself shrivelled up, he tried applying a little soap to the inside of the device, hoping to lubricate at and ease it off without breaking the seal. It didn’t come easily. He worked as much soap as he could in, twisting and pulling the device, jiggling it. Nothing he could do would move it. Working hard to remove it actually made matters worse, the friction stimulated and caused him to start growing again – painfully. Letting go of the device he focused on the warm water washing over his body. He could twist the seal off and remove it – he wanted to, but stubborn-ness won out. She said he couldn’t wear it non-stop for three weeks? He would wear it for three weeks and she’d eat her words. 
 
                 Eventually he switched off the taps and climbed out of the shower, desperate to stay flaccid by not thinking about the KTB. It was difficult, the only way he had any chance of keeping his mind off it was to focus on other things. The trouble was, everything in Karen’s flat screamed memories of the previous night.  Once he’d dried off and got dressed, he poured himself a bowl of cornflakes, made a cup of coffee and sat in her kitchen area in silent contemplation. Crunching away he considered his options. He could try to hold out and attempt to beat Miss Chambers’ challenge – or he could just twist the seal off, and try to start dating Karen – she certainly seemed keen.  The thing was; being defeated irked him. Miss Chambers had been pretty clear that she both expected him to lose her challenge and also wanted him to lose it. He was also excited to explore this strange new world, which Miss Chambers had promised to introduce him to. Strangely he’d actually enjoyed having lesbian sex with Karen too, and being denied himself. It had created a strange sensation of deep, deep pleasure, an almost internal peace through acceptance and submission.
 
                 He decided he would not give up so easily and would leave Miss Chambers’ seal in place. He cleared up the dishes and tried to leave Karen’s kitchen in as good an order as he could. Next he found a pen and paper and jotted down his mobile number, leaving it on the kitchen table. 
 
                 After locking the flat up and posting the key back through, he headed for home. Karen lived on the far side of town so he had to take a bus. It was strange sitting on the bus, watching people go about their lives while he sat there with a steel ring of spikes on his cock. It felt naughty, like he possessed a dirty secret. On more than one occasion, a lithe, teenage beauty would board the bus – forcing him to avoid looking, for fear of the fire in his loins being lit up, causing the severe punishment of the KTB. When he did make it back he was somewhat relieved. Alex had left by the time he got there, having hidden the key in the usual place. It was going to be a long week. Even thinking about the opposite sex, made his member grow and penetrate on the spikes, seeing one or speaking to one, quickly caused severe, sharp pains.
 
                 Over the course of the next few days Michael struggled in the KTB. At work it wasn’t so bad, his mind was usually occupied and he could almost forget he was wearing it. Going for a pee was bad however. Every time he went to pee he was forced to look down at the steel band of spikes, gripping his penis – the plastic security seal, teasing him, willing him to twist it off. He wanted too, he so, so wanted to. The thought of Miss Chambers defeating him though, kept him in check. When he wavered and rested his fingers on the plastic seal which preserved his chastity, he thought about Miss Chambers’ preferences list and the fact that she’d promised to indulge in all of her preferences -if he could beat her challenge. It was tantalizing, the more he thought about it; the more he thought he didn’t want to give that up. At times he considered twisting the seal off and going to another domme, but there was something about Miss Chambers, perhaps because she’d been his teacher – it felt all the more exciting.
 
                 The following day after getting back from work he tried to call Karen. She wasn’t there, however while he was working the night after - she’d called back and left him a message to say she was going on holiday with friends and would call when she got back.  Partly he felt annoyed that he wouldn’t see her for a while. However at the same time he felt something of a sense of relief. Perhaps avoiding contact with the opposite sex would make the passing of his three week sentence easier? No girls worked the night–shift.  It wasn’t a point of discrimination; it just happened that at this time no girls chose to work the unsociable and tiring hours it demanded. Work would be easy.  He’d have to try and stay in as much as possible, drink beer and play video games. The highest risk of arousal came from either being out and about – or from sitting and allowing his mind to wander. 
 
                 The next few days passed swiftly and easily. He’d sleep, go to work, get home, crack open a lager and fire up his XBOX. Despite the urge for arousal growing with each day, he managed to remain in something like a state of comfort. The worst times, were when he woke in the morning – sporting a ‘gentleman’s early morning thing’. After a few days of waking in excruciating pain he started leaping out of bed and darting into the bathroom for a cold shower – which worked wonders. The challenge was really keeping his mind from wandering to erotic topics. Every passing day made it harder and harder, his first real test, came half-way through the second week…
 
   
  
 



A Visit to the Dentist
 
    
 
   The week had been easy at times and difficult at others. Now Michael was shivering, feeling like a total wreck. He’d forgotten that he had a dental check-up booked. When he remembered - he almost cancelled. The problem was, he was quite nervous about dentists. He had a mild phobia of having dental work done. One of the main factors which allowed him to overcome his fear was the fact that his dentist happened to be a very young, very sexy, female dentist.
 
                 Now he was quaking with fear, sitting in the clinical waiting room of the dental surgery. His cock kept trying to grow, and the check-up hadn’t even started. He tried to think about something else, anything else. He thought about getting up and going – but before he could follow through with it, she appeared in her crisp white tunic, immaculately but subtly made up, scanning the waiting room for him. ‘Mr. Horton, would you like to come through?’
 
                 He stood shakily and followed her swinging hips in white clinical trousers down the white, glaring corridor. His nervousness grew – he’d not been looking after his teeth very well. He’d skipped brushing at least three nights a week on most weeks - he hadn’t bothered flossing at all. When she got to her room, she pushed the door aside and gestured through with a smile. The chair loomed ominously in front of him. The padded hard seat was upholstered in pink vinyl and had arm rests and a cupped head-rest. Maria – the dentist clicked the closed and smiled. ‘Have a seat please.’
 
                 Her assistant, an even younger and prettier blonde girl leaned over to tie a large, pink, plastic bib around his neck as he sat down. The pink was new, her room had obviously been given something of a make-over in the last six months. His bottom on the seat, he swung his legs up onto the leg rest. ‘What’s with all the pink? It’s a bit much!’
 
                 Maria shrugged. ‘I chose it. They say it’s a calming colour, helps people to relax. Do you think it works?’
 
                 He shuddered as she took her stool behind him. ‘No, not really.’
 
                 ‘Well, it’s my favourite colour too so…’ 
 
                 The assistant, whose name-badge identified as ‘Lisa’ leaned in with a pair of dark glasses and slid them onto Michael’s face with a smile. ‘We’ll just put these on you. There.’
 
                 He felt the chair reclining, his shoulders falling and his bottom and legs being raised up. ‘I’ll just pop you back.’ Maria said.
 
                 When the chair stopped he was in the supine position. Saliva quickly started pooling at the back of this throat, forcing him to clear it by swallowing. Maria put her mask on and goggles and snapped on a pair of latex gloves – loudly. She then leaned in, her breasts pressing on his head. ‘Right, open wide – let’s have a look at what we’ve got.’
 
                 He opened his mouth as wide as he could, staring at her long eyelashes, while her eyes – peeping over the mask, focused on his mouth. ‘Wider, wide as you can for me… Good.’
 
                 With that slid her white tray on an extending arm over his chest so she could reach her implements. Her hand loomed close eventually with a sharp steel hook. Slowly she began working her way around his mouth scraping his teeth and calling out the coded language dentists used to describe the condition of teeth. Occasionally she’d find a soft one and scrape harder, causing him to yelp and squirm in the chair.  That done she began testing and prodding his gums with the spiked tip of the hook. Finally she swapped the hook for two dentists mirrors and examined the roof and floor of his mouth. Once she was done she sighed and gave him a disappointed look. ‘Mr. Horton – you’ve not been looking after your teeth. You need to start brushing, three times a day and flossing every day. Your right upper wisdom tooth has a large area of decay, I think it’s in a difficult to brush position. You also have a cavity in your left incisor and one of your molars. Now I could fill the wisdom tooth – but I honestly don’t think it’s worth it. You don’t really need them and I think you’re having trouble brushing it. So I’d like to remove the wisdom tooth and fill the other two.’
 
                 He shook and groaned softly. He’d never had a tooth removed before, and two fillings! He started trembling softly. She gave him a sympathetic expression. ‘Look, if you’re not sure you can go away and think about it – then book in when you’re ready. I think it’d be best to do all three at once. If you want me to do it, I could do it now – I’ve had a cancellation.’
 
                 He quivered and trembled and looked at Lisa – the assistant. ‘What do you think? Should I –‘
 
                 ‘I really can’t say’ she cut him off, ‘maybe you should go home and think about it?’
 
                 He looked at Maria who he thought was smiling by the shape of her eyes. ‘I suppose seeing as I’m already here, maybe we’d better just get it over with?’
 
                 ‘Good, decisive. I like that. Okay, just relax and I’ll get you numbed up.’
 
                 He tried to relax, but the glaring bright light shining directly into his face, the threat of having not just a tooth pulled out, but two fillings as well – it all had his cock piercing itself on the spikes of the KTB. He wished, wished he’d cancelled, but it was too late now. Her raised hand was looming towards his face holding a stainless steel syringe, poised to inject. She rubbed his gums in a few places hard, then with a stern look of concentration - began injecting his gums. She was thorough, injecting several spots – each time he felt the pressure of anaesthetic being driven hard into his gums. Once she’d emptied her syringe she pulled it back and smiled. ‘There, all done. We’ll just give that a couple of minutes to work. I think we’ll start with the fillings.’
 
                 Michael felt paralyzed with fear. His mouth grew number and number, partly a relief, partly an indicator that his imminent torture was getting closer.  Maria and Lisa were having a conversation about the fillings, but he couldn’t hear, he was gripping the arms of the chair, his cock punishing his arousal, now, quite brutally. Lisa loomed over him next, mask and goggles in place. She lowered her suction tool into his mouth and began vacuuming saliva from his mouth. Next Maria’s face came into view, her firm breasts pressing hard onto his head. ‘Now - if it hurts, just tap the arm-rest and I’ll top your anaesthetic up, okay?’
 
                 The air drill whirred into life and he braced himself. The gurgling sound of the suction, the whirring of the drill made him feel vulnerable and helpless. Tears started running down his cheeks as he felt the spinning drill-bit push onto the first tooth. Soon she was working the drill around, removing all the decayed dentine with a look of concentration. Spray, water and tooth-dust was spraying up and hitting him on the face and landing on his bib. She seemed to be drilling, deep and aggressively. His whole body was tense as he gripped the armrests of the chair. When she finally withdrew her tool she didn’t pause, but moved straight for the molar. ‘I’m going to drill both teeth first, it’ll be quicker and easier that way.’
 
                 Then she was in again, he held his mouth as wide as he could, giving her the best access. He felt her pressing hard, and swirling the whirring drill around while Lisa moved her suction tool backwards and forwards sucking as much spray as she could. When the drill was removed and the whirring stopped he felt himself slump into the chair as he relaxed. His pulse was raised. She leaned away to mix the filling compound, then was back in, pressing and compressing the substance into the large holes she’d prepared in his teeth. When she’d done Lisa was in with the UV light, a short beep, then a click, then the same again. Maria smiled. ‘There, I’ll just smooth those off for you – nearly done now.’
 
                 With a new bit attached she leaned back in, and the drill whirred again.  In ways he felt relieved that the filling was nearing completion. The trouble was it also meant the moment when she’d reach in with her pliers and rip out his wisdom tooth was looming closer. Lisa worked on the suction, the spray splattered his face and bib – then it was over. His mouth felt swollen and numb. Maria pulled her tray closer and reached for a pair of stainless steel pliers. She brandished them menacingly. ‘Okay, as wide as you can for me now. Wider, wider, if you could tilt your head back please. Good.’
 
                 He watched her reach in and sensed the hard steel clamp around his numbed tooth, her latex gloved, spare hand pressed down hard on his forehead. As she peered into his mouth, gripping with her forceps, she began tugging and yanking, twisting and rocking back and forth the stubborn tooth. Eventually the exertion of a difficult extraction started to show, spots of perspiration appearing on Maria’s forehead. She gripped his head even harder and wrenched at this tooth, grunting softly as she did. Immediately he tasted blood and felt warm, salty ichor falling on the back of his throat. Maria withdrew, allowing Lisa straight in with her suction too, sucking the blood from the back of his throat. Maria dropped her pliers back onto the tray with a click and brandished a tool which looked like a stainless steel screwdriver. When Lisa withdrew the suction Maria loomed over again, threateningly with her tool. She looked him in the eye momentarily. ‘Wide as you can please. Good.’
 
                 He whimpered as he felt her jabbing the tool into his numb gums and levering and twisting. The taste of blood in his mouth grew stronger and she wrapped the latex gloved fingers of her spare hand onto the top of his mouth, gripping firmly. She was pulling his head firmly into her breasts to keep it still and stabbing and levering with the screwdriver tool. She withdrew and Lisa replaced the suction while Maria replaced her implement. She returned to view with a syringe and looked him in the eye. ‘Mr. Horton, it’s proving a stubborn one – I think might be here for a while, so I’m just going to top up your anaesthetic. Try to stay calm.’
 
                 He was trying to stay calm, but he was failing. His mouth felt numb and swollen his whole body ached from gripping the armrests of the chair and tensing up. She leaned in and injected him in several places before replacing the syringe. Maria then picked up her pliers and turned to Lisa. ‘Could you hold his head for me please? As firmly as you can?
 
                 Michael whimpered as Lisa repositioned herself and another pair of latex gloved hands gripped his head, holding it hard onto the headrest, Lisa’s breasts pressing onto his head now. He could hear her breathing, smell her perfume. He didn’t have time to dwell on it though, as Maria’s pliers re-entered his mouth and clamped onto the offending tooth. Her other hand rested on his face, her palm against his top teeth and her fingers either side of his nose, pressing on his cheeks while she tugged and yanked with her other hand, gripping the pliers harder with ever pull. 
 
                 It was a surreal experience, immensely uncomfortable, both for the dentistry and the spiked band encircling his member. It felt like an extreme medical BDSM session with two cruel, sadistic mistresses. Would it have felt different without the KTB? He thought it would, just when it couldn’t get any worse Maria gave a mighty grunt and yanked hard, ripping his tooth from his mouth, complete with bits of bone, blood and gore.  Blood gushed down the back of his throat, his mouth filled with a strong, strong taste of blood. Maria held it up for him to see in her pliers, while Lisa began suction again. ‘There, all done!’ 
 
                 She inserted a hard lump of cotton wool in the socket after Lisa had withdrawn suction. ‘Now bite down hard, try to keep biting down. Have a rest, we’ll just make sure the bleeding’s stopped then you can go home.’
 
                 As she said this, she raised his chair. For the first time he saw the splatters of blood on his bib. He felt light-headed, nauseous but somehow elated. He watched her release the pliers, allowing the tooth to fall into a stainless steel dish with a click. His penis was throbbing, still desperately trying to get hard – thanks to the arousal caused by the brutal, dental assault.  He sat panting, breathing deeply, while they cleared up. Eventually Maria rolled back to him on her stool. ‘Open.’
 
                 He opened his mouth and she removed the dense cotton pad he’d been biting into his now empty socket. Lisa handed him a plastic up filled with mouthwash. ‘Have a rinse.’
 
                 Obeying, he swirled the translucent green liquid about his swollen and numb mouth. It felt strange, he’d been so thoroughly numbed he couldn’t close his lips tightly and mouthwash dribbled out of the corner of his mouth, dripping onto his bib – making Lisa smirk at him. When he spat into the little sink at the side of the chair he saw copious amounts of blood mingled with the green liquid. He repeated the process a couple of times, trying and failing to keep himself from drooling all down his bib. When the blood stopped showing Maria leaned in with another cotton-wool wad. ‘Open again.’ 
 
                 He did as she asked and watched her insert the cotton-wool wad into his bloody socket. ‘Bite down, hard – good. You can take paracetamol or ibuprofen for the pain, if it’s still giving you pain after a couple of days I’ll have you back in to have a look at it. Don’t forget, brush three times a day and floss every  day – otherwise you’ll be back in the chair before you know it, having more teeth pulled out or filled.’
 
                 He garbled a muffled thanks and climbed wearily out of the chair. He paid and left for home. For the rest of the day his mouth felt swollen and numb and he was desperate, desperate to masturbate – while imagining Maria and Lisa performing dental surgery on him. On several occasions he prepared to twist of the plastic seal on his KTB, but every time he did – he backed off at the last minute.
 
                 Having survived the most intense experience of his three-week stint in chastity, Michael made it through the rest of the period without incident. It took many cold showers and a determined, sustained attempt to avoid contact with females or anything arousing – but he made it. When there was only a few days left to go he rang Miss Chambers – or Mistress Louise to arrange their next session.
 
   


 
   
  
 

The Second Session
 
    
 
   Michael sat patiently listening to the phone. Simply phoning Miss Chambers had made his member try and grow futilely in the KTB. The anticipation was intense. When her silken voice answered he whimpered as his penis jabbed itself harder on the cruel spikes. ‘Hello, Mistress Louise.’
 
                 ‘Hi, it’s Michael.’
 
                 She giggled softly before responding. ‘Horton! I haven’t received my device back – so I presume my seal is still intact?’
 
                 ‘Yes, it’s still intact, not been removed or tampered with.’
 
                 ‘My, my – you have been a good boy haven’t you? You really have surpassed all expectations Horton! I don’t know many boys as young as you who can go three weeks without playing with themselves. Perhaps you’ll make a better submissive than I originally thought? Maybe, if you can beat the challenge, and complete my list – I’ll make you my permanent, live-in submissive slave?’
 
                 He gasped. It was a change of heart – but the condition was still there. He had to beat her challenge and complete her list. ‘Erm, what’s next?’
 
                 ‘Well, we’ll need to get you booked in for your next session won’t we? A full three weeks, hmmm, my first slot is Friday afternoon – two, okay?’
 
                 He thought about asking for an earlier slot – he was desperate to get out of this blasted device and move on to the next item. He thought better of it in the end though – figuring it was best not to argue. ‘Okay, I’ll be there.’
 
                 ‘Good boy. See you at two.’
 
                 The phone clicked and went dead. He’d done it. He’d booked himself back in. Putting the phone down, he sighed. It would be a long few days, but he couldn’t wait to see her again.
 
   ***
 
   The wait for the appointment was excruciating.  The drive over was worse. Ringing her doorbell and standing waiting, had his cock screaming to be free of the KTB. His balls had started to ache, his cock was throbbing, alternating between sharp pain and numbness. When Miss Chambers did eventually open the door she was wearing her favourite fetish-outfit again, the red leather bustier with the black skirt she wore the last time. ‘Horton, so glad you could come. Please, step this way.’
 
                 She gestured into her house with a flourish of her hand. As he stepped forwards she clicked the door shut behind him.  Stepping past him, her heels clicked on the hard, tiled floor and she beckoned him over her shoulder. ‘This way Horton, I’ve thought of a better way to complete my list. This way will be much more fun!’
 
                 He shuddered and followed her towards the rear of the house. This time she didn’t lead him into the medical room, but into a large room with restraints, corporal punishment implements and dungeon furniture. Miss Chambers clicked ahead, speaking over her shoulder. ‘Strip Horton.’
 
                 He opened his mouth, ‘But-‘
 
                 ‘I want to check that my seal is still in place and un-tampered with. Strip!’
 
                 Michael began removing his clothes and placing them neatly in a pile on the floor. Miss Chambers eventually stopped and turned to watch him, her eyes following his actions as he removed his trainers and socks, his jeans, his Tee shirt and finally his boxer shorts. He stood submissively, his forced-flaccid cock dangling downward with the weight of the KTB. Miss Chambers clicked over and twisted the KTB to show the plastic seal. At the same time she held up a previously unseen printed photo she’d taken during their first visit. She eyed the seal critically, casting her glance from the KTB to the photo and back again. Her long fingernails caressing his private parts made him try even harder to grow, causing more severe pain. Satisfied she looked him in the eye – smiling. ‘Good, I’m satisfied that you haven’t tampered. We can continue the challenge.’
 
                 He breathed a sigh of relief. ‘Great! Can I take it off now then?’
 
                 Miss Chambers sported a bemused look, smirking at him a condescending manner. ‘Take it off? Michael I think you’ve misunderstood. The chastity key holder element isn’t a three-week thing. Three weeks is nothing! Any pussy could go three weeks! I challenged you to three weeks before we started exploring the rest of my list, but my intention was always that our continued exploration of my list would be on top of chastity – not instead of. Think of it like this Michael, now that you’ve managed to go three weeks without breaking my seal – I’m actually warming to the idea of having a young submissive boy as my slave. Maybe your challenge is becoming more of an audition, than a test for suitability as a paying client? If you want to audition to be my permanent, live-in, submissive slave – I think you should also audition the lifestyle for yourself, to see if you like it. If I take you on as a slave, I will keep you in chastity most of the time. Being allowed erections and orgasms will be a rare privilege indeed. Of course if it all sounds too much – feel free to break the seal, remove the device and walk away.’
 
                 Michael was stunned. He assumed he’d beaten the chastity part of the challenge. The fact that he hadn’t was heart-breaking. He studied Miss Chambers, from her face down to her strappy high-heels. She promised so much… He thought about the lesbian sex with Karen. It was so intense!  At the very least he could experience one session with her – surely? She sensed his hesitation and tackled him. ‘Well Horton? Are you going to keep wearing my device for me? Can you promise to keep wearing it and not to tamper?’
 
                 He lowered his eyes, feeling both submissive and helpless as he stood naked, except for the device – before her. ‘Yes, Miss, I’ll keep wearing your device.’
 
                 She smiled. ‘Good, good boy. Now, do you see the bowl on the counter over there, next to the whips? What I’ve done is printed a checklist of my ‘interests’ and put it on that clipboard there – so we can tick them off as we do them. I printed a second copy out, and cut out the interests, folded them up and popped them into the bowl there. I’m giving you a free two hour session once a week. Rather than just work down the list, you’re going to close your eyes and pull out an interest from the bowl. Off you go then! Pick one out! Good luck.’
 
                 Michael heard her snigger behind him as he approached the bowl. Sure enough, next to the bowl was a long, long list of activities, each with a tick-box next to them. He slipped his hand into the bowl and swirled the papers around before pulling one out and handing it to Miss Chambers. She took it, unfolded it and smiled. ‘Oh, lucky… Something nice and light to get you started! Now follow me.’
 
                 He watched her click across the room to an old, comfortable looking wooden chair. She took three pairs of hand-cuffs off the counter next to the chair. ‘Your first experience is going to be an over-the-knee spanking. I like my spanking victims to be helpless though – so turn around and allow me attach your restraints.’ 
 
                 Michael obeyed and felt her grip his wrists, one by one and handcuff them behind his back to the opposite elbow. It was a curious way to bind him, his right wrist to his left upper-arm and vice-versa. It was more restrictive than simply cuffing the wrists, it felt like wearing a strait-jacket.  As she clicked the last few ratchets of the other handcuff, so it gripped both his wrist and upper arm gently, he realised this method of restraint would leave him unable to defend his vulnerable posterior from her strikes. His arms secure she bent down and cuffed his ankles tightly together, meaning any movement, other than standing still or performing tiny shuffles would be impossible. As she fully closed the cuffs on his ankles she smiled up at him. ‘There, we don’t want you running away on me do we?’
 
                 She rose, planted herself on the chair and straightened out her skirt. Looking up she raised an eyebrow. ‘Well? Are you going to lie over my knee so I can spank you?’
 
                 He shuffled awkwardly in the cuffs, carefully manoeuvring himself into position before lowering his torso onto her knee. The skirt seemed to be PVC, it felt plastic and stuck to his skin slightly. He could feel the contours of her thighs through the garment and smelled her perfume, light and feminine, invading his nostrils. She shuffled him into position. He was helpless, lying prone, on her knee, staring down at her feet in the strappy high heels. She wasn’t wearing tights and he shivered as the skin on his right upper-arm brushed against her bare knees. She leaned forwards and gripped his wrists hard with her left hand, placing her elbow in the nape of his neck. Naked, with a view of her beautiful calves and ankles, he felt her right palm gently rest on his buttocks, caressing them slightly. It felt almost maternal, the intensity of the situation was increased by the fact that she’d been his teacher. When she spoke, she almost whispered. ‘I wonder what I’m punishing you for? Maybe I never punished you enough for sneaking onto the roof to smoke pot? Perhaps making you dress like a schoolgirl for a term wasn’t severe enough a punishment for your uniform infringements? I liked you as a school-girl you know. I really wanted to send you to the girls school, I pleaded with the headmaster to let me do it. Have you on the netball team, running around in your netball skirt. Have you learning cookery, with a nice frilly apron. I think femininity suits you Michael – I thought so at the time. It was a bit of an in-joke in the staffroom, but ever since I made you dress as a schoolgirl we all referred to you as Michelle, did you know that?’
 
                 He shook his head. She sniggered and gave him a hard smack, making him squeak and wriggle on her knee. ‘I can’t wait to start feminizing you Michelle, I really hoped you’d draw out “forced feminization” first time. So I could sit you at the dressing table, do your make-up, pop you a wig on? Then dress you up again, in the all silkiest, sexiest, most feminine things I can find.’
 
   SMACK!
 
   He winced and squirmed as her palm planted itself hard on his buttocks. She smacked hard, making his bottom sting – but that wasn’t the most uncomfortable aspect of the scenario. The sensation of being naked bar the KTB, over the knee of his leather and PVC clad teacher was making his member grow even more desperately in its cruel ring of spikes. He tried to raise his head but her elbow pressed it down again. ‘We’re not done yet Michelle, we’ve barely started. Keep still or I’ll lose count and have to start again.’
 
                 Her hand began rising and falling, striking with force, slapping his buttocks and leaving them red-raw and stinging. He wanted to try to defend himself, but his bound arms left him helpless and vulnerable, his bound ankles meant escape was impossible. He gritted his teeth and began grunting with each stroke and she smacked and smacked and smacked, seemingly harder each time. Eventually he started trying to wriggle free, calling out. ‘Stop! Stop! I’ve had enough!’
 
                 She leaned in and whispered in his ear. ‘Have you? Is it game over already? I was starting to have high expectations of you Horton! Unless you’re throwing in the towel, the spanking stops when I’m bored of spanking you and not before. Now keep still and quiet and let me continue – or you lose. Shall I continue? Do you want to continue the challenge?’
 
                 His bottom was glowing red and blood was rushing to his head. His penis was fighting a losing battle with the KTB, giving him excruciating pain – yet there was something about lying over her knee, restrained and in pain, while she spanked him. The act of submission, the sense of being at her mercy gave him a deep, deep internal sense of pleasure. Yes, he was in pain, but no he didn’t want to give this up. He muttered under his breath. ‘Carry on.’
 
                 ‘Shall I keep going until I’m bored?’
 
                 ‘Yes Miss.’
 
                 ‘Good. Good boy.’
 
                 Immediately the spanking continued. After a few more strokes, she sighed. ‘Michelle, I’m not finding this as satisfying as I should be. You’re tensing up, rather than accepting the full force of my smacks.’
 
                 ‘I can’t help it! It’s my natural reaction.’
 
                 ‘Is it now? Well, don’t worry Michelle – I have the perfect remedy. Stand up. You can have a short break while I prepare something for you.’
 
                 After she’d helped him to his feet, Miss Chambers clicked away and left the dungeon – leaving him standing precariously, without the use of his hands and with his ankles chained firmly together. She seemed to take an age. He wobbled and teetered, shuffling awkwardly on the bare soles of his feet, the cuffs around his ankles preventing all but the tiniest movements. When she did eventually return, she was carrying a small dark blue Tupperware container. He eyed it suspiciously as she clicked closer. ‘What’s that?’
 
                 She took her seat and patted her knee. ‘It’s a surprise, come on. Back over my knee.’
 
                 He lowered himself and felt her grip him and manoeuvre him into position. Again, presented with the view of her dainty feet in their high-heel shoes he couldn’t see what was in the box. He heard her pop it open. A moment later he felt something cold, and moist pressing against his anal sphincter. As it probed, she whispered in his ear. ‘Michelle, relax your sphincter, relax – I need you to accept this for me.’
 
                 ‘What is it?’
 
                 ‘Shhh, I’ll tell you once it’s in – just relax… There, I’ll just slide this in.’
 
                 While she spoke, he felt the cool, moist object inserted into his rectum. It was large, but not massive. The sensation of something being pushed in, rather than out was a strange one and he had to resist the urge to clench his sphincter. As the foreign object came to a halt, he felt the shape was such that clenching his sphincter now only held it more firmly in place, rather than ejecting it.  He felt her give him a friendly little pat on the bottom. ‘There, good girl. Now it’s in, I want you to try and poop it out, just to make sure it’s secure.’
 
                 He tried of course, pushing and squeezing, but the shape meant any attempt to eject it simply gripped it tighter. As he gripped it she chuckled and he felt a warm, burning sensation around his sphincter. He relaxed, giving up. ‘What have you done?!’
 
                 ‘Have you ever heard of figging Michelle? In the olden days when a rogue horse-dealer wanted to sell a tired old nag that was only fit for the knacker’s, he’d insert a fig in the horses rectum. It made the horse seem lively and thus healthy. In Victorian times, it was used with human corporal punishment victims. Particularly - spanking. It stings you see, the more you grip, the more juices you squeeze out – the greater the burning sensation in your rectum gets. It’s also an aphrodisiac, so the more you grip it, the more you’ll grow in your KTB. I would suggest then Michelle - that it’s best to try to relax, and accept the full-force of my blows, without tensing up.’
 
                 He felt her hand rest on his buttocks again. His cock was already throbbing and going numb in the KTB. He desperately tried to relax and accept the spanking without going tense. As the strokes landed he felt her spank him so hard she was hitting bone. He squirmed and wriggled on her knee, but her spare hand held him firmly in place as she spanked and spanked and spanked, each stroke resonating with a loud smacking sound. He didn’t beg for mercy, or ask her to stop now. He gritted his teeth and took each stroke one by one, tears forming in his eyes and rolling down his cheeks. When she stopped she was panting softly. ‘You are enjoyable to spank Michelle, but I’m afraid my hand is starting to hurt now. Up you get.’
 
                 After being guided to his feet, Michael stood quivering, still unable to do more than shuffle about because of the ankle cuffs. His rectum was burning now from the ginger, and his cock was straining in the steel band of spikes more than ever. He looked at her pleadingly. ‘Can you take this thing out now?’
 
                 She smiled. ‘The ginger? Oh no, I think we’ll leave that in for the time being. I think I might actually send you home with it in. We’ve got time for another activity though, seeing as your hands are so nicely restrained I’ll do your unlucky dip.’
 
                 Michael shuffled his feet awkwardly, watching her click away to the bowl of folded papers. She gave him a cheeky smile and started stirring the papers with her long, painted nail. After a few moments she pinched a note, pulled it free and unfolded it. He watched her eyes track the words on the paper. She saw him watching and smirked. ‘Hmmm, this should be a fun one. Looks like we’re going to be getting a little more intimate before I let you go today.’
 
                 ‘What is it?’ he asked.
 
                 Miss Chambers ignored the question, unhooking a rubber gas mask with a large rubber hose for a mouth-piece instead of a filter. He quivered, his pulse picking up a pace. ‘Breath control?’
 
                 ‘Nearly! Now, shush, I don’t want you to ruin the surprise!’
 
                 She approached and he watched her manicured hands loom closer with the mask. The two round, glass, eye-holes in the mask lined up perfectly for his eyes and he felt her fastening and tightening the straps. It was a snug fit, when she she’d done he watched her grip the hose in one hand and place her palm tightly over the end, preventing any fresh air entering. He continued to breath, he could taste the carbon dioxide increasing and breathing became harder. He began to feel light-headed as he peeped through the eye-holes at her smiling face. His knees going weak she removed her hand sharply, making him gasp for air, breathing heavy to replace the lost oxygen. ‘No Michelle, it’s not breath control – not this time. Now - come this way.’
 
                 He allowed her to guide him to a low bed, on rails. She helped him to lie down on the bed, then started strapping him down, so he couldn’t move at all. Finally the whole bed was slid up the rails so his head passed through the wall, ending up in a dark box. While he lay there, wondering what the hell was happening, he felt a stock being placed in the head hole, trapping his head separately in the other room. Finally he heard her pumping a rubber bulb and felt something inflate around his neck, immobilizing his head completely. 
 
                 Plunged into total darkness, Michael waited. The tightly fastened restraints and the strange, unidentified head-box his head had been immobilised in - made him feel very, very vulnerable. He suspected the glasses of the gas mask were steaming up by now, yet he couldn’t tell as it was so black. He didn’t hear the tell-tale click of heels on hard floor, he couldn’t hear anything. Helpless to do anything but, he lay in silence waiting. 
 
                 Just as he was about to give up hope of something happening he saw an oval ring of white light appear above his head. Could he hear the clicking of heels? He thought he could. His suspicions were confirmed when the lid on his box was lifted, flooding him with white light. Miss Chambers was smiling down at him, holding the toilet lid in her manicured fingers. She peered in. ‘Michelle! You’re in for a treat! The next activity pulled out of the hat read “champagne”. In my terms, that means water-sports, golden-showers, but specifically drinking, warm, fresh out of the body, piss. Now seeing as time is on our side, rather than just fill your mouth up to the brim with my piss, I’ve secured your head in my human toilet. Your body is in the dungeon, but your head is trapped essentially in a separate room. I’m sorry about the wait, but I wanted to invite some of my girlfriends around for drinks, so you can sample more than one flavour of piss. Now keep still while I fit your funnel.’
 
                 Her hands reached down towards his face and removed the tube from the front of the gas mask. She then reached out of the toilet to fit a large glass funnel in its place. Finally she attached some hooks from the funnel to fixing points unseen – so there was no means of manoeuvring the funnel out of the way. It meant he’d have to accept and drink every drop of warm, alkaline piss that was sprayed down on him. Once it was secure she peered back in. ‘Have you ever tasted piss before Michelle? Are you consenting to this? Or would you like to admit defeat and quit now?’
 
                 He thought about the various female bottoms that would park themselves above him and spray his mouth full of warm, alkaline urine. He had never tasted piss before, the thought was terrifying, but also somehow intriguing. He felt like the lowest of the low. Reduced to nameless piss-hole, a human toilet. It was demeaning in the extreme, but the thought of being so humiliated, set his pulse racing. He nodded awkwardly. Miss Chambers smiled down at him.  ‘So you consent to being a human toilet for as long as I see fit?’
 
                 He nodded again. She smirked. ‘Hmmm, in that case – I think I have an idea of how we can make this scenario more fun and interesting! We’re going to be ticking off catheterization  this afternoon too I think. Have you ever had a catheter fitted?’
 
                 Michael shook his head from side to side. She grinned sadistically. ‘Well, here’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to insert a tube up your urethra. That’s the pee-hole at the end of your penis. I’m going to feed it all the way into your bladder, then fill a balloon at the end with sterile water to secure it – so it can’t pull out. The tube will essentially hold your ural sphincters open, meaning as water collects in your bladder – it will drain straight out. I will be in control of whether you pee or not – not you. I’m going to feed the tube into a pump, then connect the other end of the pump to a little tube. When enough of your pee has collected, the float will rise activating the pump and your pee will be pumped back through the wall, into this funnel – so get to drink your own piss too! Delicious isn’t it? Last chance Michelle, do you consent to being catheterized and force-fed your own piss too?’
 
                 He nodded immediately; enjoying the sensation of submission doing so gave him. The satisfying feeling of submission - which emanated from somewhere at the back of his brain - sent a shiver down his spine. Being so helpless made him feel like a child again. He felt helpless, helpless but to agree to anything she wanted to do to him. She smiled and lowered the toilet lid plunging him into darkness again. He heard the faint click of heels on hard floor, then she was gone. Alone, plunged into darkness, a thought occurred – she’d have to remove the KTB! The thought of being able to have a break from the erection punishing device made him breathe a sigh of relief.  Sure enough eventually he felt soft, latex gloved hands caressing his genitals. However she didn’t remove the seal or the KTB! Instead he felt a large glob of cold jelly on the tip of his flaccid penis, then she was feeding the tube in forcefully. He was helpless to resist now, and it was very uncomfortable, every shove seemed to scrape the sides of the urethra and expand the penis into the KTB. The pain actually aroused him and made him grow harder into the KTB. Eventually she’d hit a sphincter and felt the tube shove hard against it. Her voice, barely audible, could be heard, echoing from the other room. ‘Try to pee for me Michelle! Good girl.’
 
   As he tried to pee, he felt the tube shoved deeper, deeper into his bladder. She then inflated the bulb securing the foley catheter and tugged hard several times to ensure it was secure. She’d seized control of more of his bodily functions. She had control over his erections, his orgasms and now even whether he could pee or not. Understanding this gave him a euphoric sense of helplessness. Her idle threat of making him her personal, live-in, slave seemed more and more attractive. After a brief pause he felt something light resting on the funnel – she’d fed the tube through, he would be drinking the ladies piss and his own as well and there was now, no way of backing out. This realization almost sent him into a panic, he struggled in his restraints, grunting and groaning, but no help came. Eventually he calmed down and lay back, submissively waiting for his first drink.
 
   Time seemed to stand still. He thought he could hear faint voices in the distance, but he couldn’t be sure. Was it his imagination? Miss Chambers had left the light on and the toilet lid closed, meaning his view was only a ring of white light. He waited, patiently, gazing up at the ring of light, expecting it to be lifted any moment. When he’d more or less given up on the possibility, a neatly manicured, slender female hand lifted the lid. The girl who’d lifted it stayed out of view – was it Miss Chambers? Or one of her friends? He couldn’t tell. The next thing he saw, was a pert, bronze bottom slid right into view, a neatly shaved pussy staring down at him. As the flaps of her labia stared down at him, the weight of inevitability did too. He instinctively held his mouth closed as warm, yellow, feminine piss splattered and splashed into the funnel, running down and filling the mask. He felt the hot, smelly wee run over his lips and wash around the inside of the mask. She’d needed to go quite badly, the pee rained down and down, relentlessly. It began to run into his undefended nostrils, stinging and burning. He gasped at this, causing more pee to enter his mouth. He quickly realised the mask and funnel meant it would be impossible to expel the liquid – the only way to ensure he could keep breathing, was to drink and drink as fast as he could. He gulped and gulped the warm, yellow, piss down. It felt so humiliating, it was somehow worse that hadn’t seen her face, she had no emotional connection to him – he was just a toilet. When the flow of urine eventually slowed and stopped, a few drips of warm, yellow piss continued to fall. He lapped up every drop, feeling surreal and almost disorientated.  He thought about how it must feel for her. Sitting there, knowing she’s pissing in the mouth of a helpless, restrained, submissive slave. It had to feel powerful, it had to give a strong sensation of dominance and superiority – to use another human being as a toilet. While he thought about this he saw her re-position herself on the toilet, pushing herself back and widening her knees. A well-manicured, slender hand, with bright red, long, painted fingernails reached down. She was arching her back and touching herself. The tip of her middle finger stroked her labia, inside and out, then eased the hood back over her clitoris and started rubbing quickly. Her other hand slipped down to her crotch too, and started playing with the lips of her labia while the first hand frantically stimulated her clitoris. Her whole crotch started to pulsate. She was masturbating, and masturbating hard. Having filled him up to the brim with piss, she was now going to come in his mouth and there was nothing he could do to stop her. He looked up helplessly, watching her hands vigorously stimulating her genitals, when they pulled away her vagina pulsated strongly. She’d come and she was riding the waves of orgasm, while sticky, gooey, pussy-juice oozed from her cunt and landed in the funnel. Soon a new flavour entered Michael’s mouth and he found himself drinking her warm, fishy-smelling pussy-juice, his humiliation complete. She rose, and dropped the lid, plunging him into darkness again. He felt violated and humiliated, but it was an addictive feeling. Lying alone in the darkness, he started to long for his next customer. Long, to experience the intense reality, of being a girl’s personal, human toilet and cum-pot, again.  He didn’t have to wait too long. A pale, milky white bottom appeared with a shaved bare pussy. She’d hitched her dress up around her hips and started peeing as soon as she sat.  He helplessly accepted the long, burning stream of hot piss. When she’d finished, again she began to masturbate enthusiastically, rubbing herself off vigorously, until sticky, pussy-juice dribbled down into his funnel and his mouth. Again she rose, and shut the lid without looking at him. The pauses between customers alternated, sometimes there’d be two or three in a row, sometimes there’d be a long pause. After the first few customers they stopped masturbating into his mouth too and he was left drinking a steady, warm stream of piss. After a particularly long gap, he heard a faint whirring noise and his mouth was filled with his own piss, pumped from the catheter. The smell was intense, the interior of the gas mask stank of urea and stale, dried pussy juice. He started to feel desperate to get out again, to escape, but attempts to struggle and free himself proved futile. He was completely immobile, all he could do was try to wriggle around enough to avoid cramping. As he did so, the lid opened again and another female bottom loomed into view, spraying a warm stream of girl-piss into his mouth. Tears started running down his cheeks as she shut the toilet lid. Again, acceptance followed and the wave of submissive pleasure that came with it – made it all worthwhile. In time his pump activated again, pumping his own warm piss up the tube and into his mouth. He’d lost track of time completely. After a particularly long pause between customers he nodded off, exhausted.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 

Awakening
 
    
 
   Michael was eventually brought around to the sensation of a tube being painfully retracted from his urethra. The paradox of arousal and arousal punishment caused by the KTB was having an extreme effect on his psyche now. He eventually felt the restraint holding his head in the dark toilet being released and he was slid back. Miss Chambers silently unfastened the gas mask and the straps and helped him to his feet, before undoing his hand cuffs and ankle cuffs. She then pointed to a door at the far side of the dungeon. ‘You should have a shower, freshen up and get dressed. I’ve left your clothes in there for you – then we need to talk. Keep your ginger fig  in though – I’m sending you home with it in.’
 
                 He made his way wearily to the en-suite – a small wet room with a shower in the corner, and turned the taps on full. His upper arms and wrists were chaffed from the cuffs and his mouth was rank with the taste of urine and pussy-juice. He stood directly under the shower, looked up and opened his mouth, trying to get as much fresh, warm water into his nostrils and mouth. He gargled he used the shower-gel on the shelf and washed himself thoroughly. Getting the taste and smell of girl-pee and pussy-juice to subside was not easy. When it eventually had subsided he felt refreshed, elated and happy. He then turned his attention to his crotch, the KTB was still in place, still preventing the physical signs of arousal from manifesting. Mentally he was more aroused than he’d ever been.  If not for the KTB he could be squirting semen around the shower cubicle while standing up, by doing nothing more than shaking it a few times. As it was he was in a weird mental vicious circle of allowing himself to sense the arousal, being punished and having to supress it. He knew attempts to remove the device without breaking the seal were futile. He considered twisting the seal off again, wanking himself off and spraying cum up the side of the shower-cubicle. It would take only a moment’s weakness. This strange world of domination and submission was too intriguing though. Lying helpless, face-up in a toilet, while several girls used him as a human toilet - was a surreal experience. What other surreal experiences could he enjoy?  It was like a drug, the sensation reminded him of his misspent youth, partaking of cannabis and enjoying the ensuing head-mash. The head-mash of being a submissive was actually even more intense, because through these extreme experiences he was fully alert and able to enjoy the sounds, smells and sensations without a hazy cloud of incoherence.  He dropped the KTB, submitting further, giving himself more to Miss Chambers. The very act of accepting that he would keep her seal intact sent a shiver up his spine. The sensation was made all the more intense by the feeling of fullness and the faint burning, caused by the still present ginger plug in his anus.
 
   


 
   
  
 

An Interview
 
    
 
   When Michael emerged from the shower room, he was clean, dressed and refreshed. Miss Chambers was sitting casually on one of her pieces of dungeon furniture – which looked like a spanking bench, idly reading a novel. When she saw him she opened the pages wide and placed the book face down so it held her place. ‘Ah, Michelle, feeling better? Are my ginger plug and my seal still in place?’
 
                 ‘Yes Miss.’
 
                 ‘Good. In that case I think it’s time I interviewed you.’
 
                 ‘Interviewed me?’
 
                 ‘About your experiences so far! I want to understand you, I want to understand what makes you tick. Follow me back into the house.’ As she spoke she rose and started clicking back towards the main door between the dungeon and the house. She led him silently to a room which looked rather like an old library or study. Ancient, leather-bound books lined the shelves on every wall, a skeleton was hanging up, as one might have expected in a doctors office of yesteryear. There was an old, yellowed globe next to the skeleton and long, low, leather couch in front of the window. She gestured to the couch and sank onto a stool behind it. ‘Please – lie down. Try to relax.’
 
                 He obeyed her, sinking into the age-softened leather couch. It was comfortable and smelled of leather. She was out of view, but he could hear her opening a notebook and clicking the top of a biro. ‘Now, Michael. I want you to tell me about your experience over the last few weeks. How have you found your first three weeks in chastity?’
 
                 He thought for a moment. He considered asking her why she wanted to know, but in the end submission got the better of him. The sensation of hard spikes on his member was a constant reminder of his place. The fact that the only thing keeping the device on was a flimsy plastic seal reminded him that he was in this bizarre situation by choice. ‘It hasn’t been easy.’
 
                 ‘Have you tried to remove it? Be honest.’ She said.
 
                 ‘I’ve tried to slip it off in the shower – using soap as lubricant. It wouldn’t budge though. I have considered removing the seal.’
 
                 ‘I see. Tell me Michael, why haven’t you twisted my seal off?’ she asked.
 
                 Michael paused, then took a deep breath. ‘I don’t know. I normally masturbate at least once a day. I can’t remember going three weeks without masturbating. I don’t know if I’ve ever gone that long since I started masturbating. I get a different kind of pleasure from not removing it. It’s like a deeper, more long lasting pleasure than the sudden intensity of an orgasm. It feels different, it’s kind of addictive in a different way. It’s like, I like the feeling of being helpless, of being at your mercy. I like the sensation of being owned.’
 
                 ‘Good. That’s exactly what I wanted you to say. Have there been any particularly difficult times over the past three weeks?’
 
                 Michael thought back to Karen, then to his visit to the dentist – they stood out. ‘Well, firstly, I went out and met a girl just after the first appointment. She ended up taking me back to her place. She wanted sex, but I told her I was wearing the KTB thing for a bet. She claimed to be bi and said I’d have to have lesbian sex with her instead.’
 
                 ‘Lesbian sex?’ Miss Chambers interrupted.
 
                 ‘Yeah, she got me to put a girlie nighty on, put me some make-up on and I had to give her oral sex.’
 
                 Miss Chambers stifled a chuckle. ‘And um, did you enjoy giving this girl oral sex, while you remained denied yourself?’
 
                 ‘Strangely, I did. It was weird, it felt different to anything I’ve ever experienced, but it was an amazing experience – so intense.’
 
                 ‘Good, I might use you this way myself – if you can pass my audition. I think your challenge has become an audition. I’m not challenging you for the right to become a paying customer any more. I’m auditioning you to become my personal, live-in, submissive slave. Can you imagine spending months in chastity, being forced to give oral sex while denied yourself?’
 
                 He tried to imagine it, that intense feeling of deep, deep submission, night after night. He imagined falling asleep every night, his cock straining in the KTB, his mouth full of the taste of female sex. ‘Yes, I can. I think I’d like it.’
 
                 ‘Good. I think if you carry on as you’ve started – we can make that a reality. Have you had any other difficult moments?’
 
                 ‘Just when I went to visit the dentist. I’m not great at looking after my teeth. I think it’s partly because my dentist is a very young, extremely hot, female dentist. It’s kind of weird – I hate having dental work done, but I love having it done by her at the same time. She did my two fillings and pulled a wisdom tooth out. It’s more than I’ve ever had done in one go before – the whole time my cock was bursting out of the KTB. I don’t know what hurt more, the drilling, filling and pulling or the KTB. It was probably the KTB.’
 
                 Miss Chambers laughed out loud at this. ‘Hah! Sounds intense! Well, I have to say I’m really pleased with your progress so far. I am serious about enslaving you. You can quit at any time of course – but my end-game is to lock a stainless steel collar onto you, which is engraved – declaring you as my property and using you for all sorts of tasks. You may go now. I’ll see you at the same time next week for your next appointment. You may remove your ginger plug when you get home.’
 
   He rose and left in a daze. He felt dizzy, giddy with elation and submission. It had been another surreal, surreal experience. As he left her premises, his phone beeped. He checked – it was a text from Karen inviting him to her flat for movie that evening. He had to get back and get ready. Again his journey across town was made surreal, by the presence of not just the KTB, but now a ginger butt-plug, causing his rectum to burn and his cock to impale on the KTB spikes. He found himself driving extra-carefully, to avoid being distracted and crashing, due to these intense sensations.
 
   


 
   
  
 

A Night At Karen’s
 
    
 
   Michael picked up a bottle of red wine on the way over. He’d been in two minds – on one hand desperate to see her again, on the other dreading the potential punishment the KTB would administer him – if he did see her again. He parked his car and walked trembling to her door. When she answered it she was wearing a short, red dress. He stepped over the threshold holding out the wine. Karen took it and placed it on the side-board next to the door. Michael clicked the door shut, then turned to her. ‘Erm, what movie are we watching?’
 
                 Karen turned to him and offered him a mischievous smile. She then grabbed him, pulled him and started kissing him, force-fully probing his mouth with her wet, slippery tongue. He closed his eyes and reciprocated, adjusting his stance so he was closer to her height and wrapping his arms around her waist. After a long, long kiss, she pulled away, looked him in the eye and stroked his hair. ‘Mike, I’ve been waiting to do that for so long! I’m sorry I had to rush off last time. That night was amazing. Forget the film, I want to feel your cock inside me! Come to the bedroom!’
 
                 He looked crestfallen at her. She noticed and frowned. ‘What’s up Mike?’
 
                 ‘I erm, I’m still wearing the device.’
 
                 She smirked. ‘What? I thought that was coming off?’
 
                 ‘Yeah, it was supposed to be. I ended up betting double or nothing I could go another three weeks.’
 
                 Karen burst out laughing. ‘Haha! Mike, you’re nuts! Completely bonkers! I can’t believe you agreed to that! Your friend must be pretty barmy too I reckon.’
 
                 ‘Sorry.’
 
                 She shrugged. ‘Don’t be, you make a pretty good lesbian. I think we can have steaming hot lesbian sex without your cock in the equation again.’
 
                 She grabbed his hand and gently, but firmly dragged him to the bedroom. As they walked in he shut the door. ‘Do you want to girl me up again like last time?’
 
                 Karen eyed cheekily. ‘You know what? No! I want a cock inside me. I’m afraid you’re going to have to be a man for me today. I’m sorry, I know how much you like having make-up and nighties, on, but I need cock today.’
 
                 ‘But-‘
 
                 She held her palm up to him, silencing him and opened a drawer with her other hand. ‘Take your clothes off Mike, I want to fit you with your falsie.’
 
                 He pulled his T-shirt off and threw it on the floor by the bed. ‘Falsie?’
 
                 Karen took from the drawer a pink, strap-on dildo, held in a black leather harness with buckles and straps. ‘Yep, you’re going to penetrate me tonight and your little mister happy can stay in his little cage, all locked away nice and snug while we have fun!’
 
                 He dropped his jeans and pulled his boxer shorts down. Karen approached, wielding the mass of straps and buckles. She hung the dildo over his crotch and fastened it in place, buckling it tight at the rear. She then pulled the other straps in and buckled each as tight as they would go. It meant the giant, false, pink dick pushed his own KTB confined cock down and out of the way. She’d fastened it tightly and he stood trembling while she pulled her dress off and removed her underwear her short blonde hair falling about her shoulders as her hands slipped behind her to undo her bra. 
 
                 Once naked, Karen climbed onto the bed and lay back with her knees wide – inviting him to mount her in the missionary position. Michael approached, walking across the bed on his knees. His penis was throbbing, desperately trying to get erect in the KTB – but failing. Karen smirked at him. ‘Well? What are you waiting for? I want you to fuck me silly Mike! Fuck my brains out, Fuck me until I have a screaming orgasm!’
 
                 Mike was shaking. He drew closer. Karen laughed unexpectedly. ‘Wait a sec Mike, let me give you head, it’ll help lube us up.’
 
                 Michael watched her shuffle around so her head was in his crotch. Mesmerized, he looked on as she extended her tongue and swirled it around the glans of his plastic member. She looked up, smiled, then slid her lips over the dildo and started deep-throating it, moaning softly, almost making herself gag. It was torture, his real member, shrivelled and humbled in the KTB was screaming to be allowed to grow. Throbbing and aching numbly as  the band of spikes punished it again and again. She eventually pulled her lips slowly off, leaving a thing coat of saliva glistening on his falsie. She lay back, raised her knees and opened her legs. Michael moved into position and gently probed her vagina with  the dead, life-less phallus. She grabbed his waist and started rocking her hips. He found her rhythm and matched it, rocking his hips back and forth, penetrating her deeply, then retracting and repeating. She was soon closing her eyes, fluttering her eyelids and breathing shallowly as he penetrated her again and again. It was surreal experience, he could feel himself making love to this beautiful, naked girl – yet he received no pleasurable stimulation – only pain and punishment. She grabbed his shoulders and pulled him down, beginning to snog him enthusiastically while he continued to rock back and forth sliding his falsie  in and out of her vagina. By the time she came his dick had gone completely numb and his head was spinning. Again, he was so, so tempted to twist that damn seal off and use his actual cock. He could almost imagine filling her right up to the brim with wet, sticky semen, so much that it burst out and dribbled down towards her anus. He was so full of cum after three weeks of abstinence he was bursting. She’d come though, and grabbed him, hugging him tightly against her, his plastic phallus still inside. She kissed, and kissed him, wrapping her legs around his and ruffling his hair. It was an intense, intense experience again. Despite the desperate, desperate urge to rip off the seal and empty his bloated prostrate – he submitted again, accepting frustration and denial. Every dark, twisted experience drew him closer to Miss Chambers. He was now determined to be owned by her, to be her personal submissive slave, collared and labelled as her property. All he had to do was pass her audition. The only question in his mind was what to do about Karen. He felt torn in two directions, he felt like he was falling in love with both – his old teacher from the boarding school – who had feminized him as a punishment and caned him in secret, and the beautiful eighteen year old, Karen – who he had now brought to two powerful orgasms, while remaining denied himself. Eventually he drifted off in her arms, still strapped into the dildo harness, trembling at the thought of the paralysing ‘gentleman’s early morning thing’ that would definitely awaken him…
 
    
 
   ~ To be continued - MK
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
, of Eamdom,: Watm

ng'&Enforced Male Chastity

MARTHA Z KLEINE






