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‘If you’ve read the series and enjoyed it so far – please consider leaving a review! I don’t know how many books the ‘Teacher’s Pet Saga’ is going to run to, but nothing encourages me like positive feedback!’

~Martha

If you’re enjoying this series you might enjoy the stories which inspired it. I honestly feel the biggest influences on this series were:-

The Male Bridesmaid by Sabrina Jen Mountford

And

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

Read them! You won’t regret it.


An Outing with Miss Chambers

The last few weeks had been both surreal and harrowing. It would have been difficult to describe them as enjoyable. Constant, soul-wrenching denial, his member almost permanently in pain from the cruel band of spikes that was Miss Chambers’ Kali’s Teeth Bracelet… Being brutally ass-fucked by Karen and Miss Chambers’ painful milking machine… Giving oral service to both Karen and Miss Chambers and spending a whole day, feminized and locked into a maid’s uniform – performing maid service for Miss Chambers. His balls still ached from the severe thrashing they’d been given by Miss Chambers’ paddle. When he reminisced over the last three weeks, he felt like he could almost taste the gallons of girl-piss he’d been forced to guzzle and the almost endless dribbles of girl cum that had both smeared his face and filled his mouth. He felt objectified, mind-fucked and enslaved… Yet he wouldn’t have given it up for anything. Thinking back to that time at school, when she’d disciplined him by forcing him into a girl’s school uniform made his brain melt. Despite her cruel treatment of him, every punishment seemed to make him feel more and more in love with her.

Now, he was sitting in the passenger seat of her car, a pink Fiat 500, with flowers on the dashboard, wearing a high-neck polo-neck sweater to hide the heavy steel collar she’d locked on to him. Miss Chambers was driving. He’d agreed to become her property and to turn over all decisions regarding his life to her. She, for her part – looked rather smug about the situation. She’d eschewed her trademark fetish clothes for a more vanilla ensemble.  Jeans, a white cotton top and a small, feminine red leather jacket. It was strangely reminiscent of her red-leather Basque which she’d tended to wear to dominate him and which she wore for the photos on her website. Was it intentional? To give him a constant reminder of her fetish tastes? To keep his member painfully growing into the spikes of the KTB? He suspected she simply liked red leather, but the effect was intoxicating all the same. He looked over to her. ‘Miss Chambers, where are we going? This isn’t the road to town.’

She smiled at him. ‘Very observant slave. I’ve decided to get you humbled. I’m taking you for the surgery now.’

He shuddered, his jaw dropping as he gasped. ‘Surgery? What Surgery?’

‘Oh nothing too drastic, just a little genital modification to make you easier to control. Of course if you’re unwilling to undergo it, I can always free you?’

‘What does it involve?’

She grinned for a moment, showing her teeth. ‘Horton, don’t you trust me? It’d spoil the surprise if I told you! Don’t worry though, it’s minor, it’s safe and it’s easily reversible if you ever leave my ownership. Now sit quiet and relax. Think of this as my treat. I’m going to choose some new clothes to dress you in too! Both male and female of course, then we have to wrap up the loose ends, sort your flat out and so on. Now that you’re my live-in slave, you don’t need a flat. You just need a cage and a bowl.’

Everything was moving fast. In a matter of weeks he’d gone from having more or less forgotten the devilish Miss Chambers to becoming her chaste sissy slave.  Strangely the idea of being her property – now a reality, seemed to draw him in. After a riding shotgun in silence for the rest of the journey, her pink Fiat 500 pulled into a small carpark on the outskirts of the town centre. Miss Chambers jumped out first. When he followed she bleeped the car locked and headed for a discreet door between a café and record shop, beckoning him to follow over her shoulder. The door had a small white, laminated sign on it. It read ‘Deviant Denise – Tattoos & Piercings’. Michael shuddered softly as Miss Chambers pushed the door open, beckoning him through. At the foot of the stairs he turned to her. ‘Miss, you pierced my ears! Why do you need to bring me here for a piercing? Am I getting a tattoo?’

She smirked. ‘Well, the piercing I have in mind for my slave is a rather special body modification. It takes some skill and experience to do. I wasn’t going to tattoo you, but as we’re here, perhaps I should? It needn’t be anything drastic – a simple “Property of Miss Chambers” on one of your buttocks might suffice? Perhaps I should put my contact details next to it in case I lose you?’ She had a twinkle in her eye, part of him thought she couldn’t be serious. When he considered it, when he imagined being permanently marked as ‘her property’ he melted with submissive pleasure. The fear of permanence gave way to a burning desire to submit to yet another humiliating treatment. She gestured towards the stairs. ‘Well slave? Up you go!’

He climbed the stairs slowly, his knees going weak. The very description of what she had in mind ‘body modification’ sent a shiver down his spine. The thought of being tattooed only added to the experience. When they entered the room at the top of the stairs it was surprisingly clean and unintimidating. There were pieces of art depicting tattoos you could choose on the walls, along with glass cabinets full of the various piercings available. A little bell rang as the door opened and a petit, Asian girl – Japanese by the look of her, with short black hair appeared from a back room. She wore a black, tight fitting, short dress with a pair of steel-decorated, high-heel, goth boots and a short black apron. She smiled as she saw Miss Chambers. ‘Louise! Hey, long time no see. How’s your piercing? Everything okay?’ As she spoke Mike suddenly remembered the delicate silver ring which pierced Miss Chambers’ clitoris. Clearly ‘Denise’ has done it. The thought of Miss Chambers lying back and having her clit pierced by this beautiful, young, Japanese girl seemed strangely erotic.  Miss Chambers stepped ahead of him. ‘Yes, it’s healed up nicely. It feels great.’

‘And what can I do for you today? You want your labia piercing too?’

‘No, not just at the moment. I want you do some work on my little sissy slave here. You can call her Michelle.’ 

The tattooist smirked at Michael. ‘What are we doing to you then?’

Miss Chambers clicked towards her, across the hard wooden floor. ‘Well, for a starter I want her marked as my property. A little tattoo on her left ass cheek. Just to remind her that she’s mine and to make sure anyone else knows she’s mine too. It might be a bit of an ask, but could you do a mirror image on the right buttock? So when she looks at her little bottom in the mirror she can read that she’s my property?’

Denise, laughed out loud, then grinned. ‘Yeah, sure. What an awesome idea!’

‘Well you know how I like to exercise my creative flair! Secondly, remember our discussion about the modified DL-2000 behaviour enhancement tool?’

Denise paused for a moment, searching her memory. ‘Erm, yeah. That remote zapper thing you were on about? Yeah, yeah your idea about making it more effective and secure would defo work. You just need a victim – er, volunteer to have it fitted.’

Miss Chambers stepped back and gestured towards Michael with something of a flourish. ‘Here she is. What would you like to do first? The ink or the DL-2000 Special?’

Denise grinned. ‘Let’s do the DL special. I’ve been really excited to try that! It sounds hot.’ Without pausing she approached what looked like a gynaecology chair, complete with stirrups and patted the seat. ‘Come on sweetie, strip from the waist down and hop up. Don’t be shy, it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.’ 

Nervously Michael obeyed under the watchful eye of Miss Chambers. His member was swollen and red in the KTB. The conversations of the morning had only increased his arousal level. With his buttocks planted onto the cold, plastic upholstery of the gynaecology chair he whimpered. Denise was carefully guiding his feet into the stirrups. As she did Miss Chambers reached up and fastened the buckles on two sturdy straps, keeping his ankles in the stirrups. He felt like the room was spinning, Denise vanished. He could feel his heart racing, he tried to sit up, but Miss Chambers pushed his chest, pressing him back into the chair. ‘Shhhh, just relax. Don’t worry, she’ll numb you up before she starts. Thanks for agreeing to this slave, I’m so glad you didn’t chicken out on me.’

Denise appeared, with a tray of what looked like surgical instruments, wearing a face-mask and white latex gloves. She slid a stool with wheels on into position with her foot and took a seat between his legs. ‘I’m going to start by numbing the area up. Deep breath in for me.’

He saw her pick up a syringe and form a look of concentration on his face. He felt a sharp scratch, then the sensation of fluid being pushed in. It hurt like hell, but as soon she’d done it he could feel himself becoming numb. Then she moved on and injected another area, then another. She looked up to him. ‘I’m just going to give you a quick shave while we wait for the anaesthetic to kick in properly.’ Without pausing she was lathering up his pubic hair and balls, then methodically shaving them bare. By the time she’d completely finished, his balls, cock and crotch were totally bare. From that point he couldn’t really see what she was doing. She started by wiping his whole crotch area with some kind of cold sterilising fluid. Then she was in with her scalpel, then a tiny round needle and a pair of forceps. He could see her blood-stained gloves suturing away, then she reached for the scalpel again. Whatever she was doing seemed to be taking forever. Her blood stained hands were constantly swapping things to and from the tray of surgical instruments. Eventually she beckoned Miss Chambers to have a look. ‘I’m done, come and see. I’ve locked the positive terminal through the hole in the scrotum and encased it in loose scrotum so it can’t be shorted out. The battery holder, is here between – you need the key to remove and change the battery. Finally, I’ve locked the negative terminal on the connection on the KTB. So the shock will go right through the penis and balls and there’s no way he can cheat by shorting the connections out or breaking the circuit! Pretty neat huh?’

Miss Chambers peered at his crotch and smiled. ‘When can I try it out?’ 

Denise shrugged. ‘Whenever, maybe you should wait for the anaesthetic to wear off before you give him his first shock though? To maximise the effect?’

‘I agree, now can we get her inked up? I want to do some shopping this afternoon.’

‘Sure, I just need to fill the scrotum back up a little by injecting some saline solution. Won’t take a sec.’ She reached for a large syringe and Michael felt his ball sack suddenly filling up with cold fluid. She pulled the syringe out, dropped it onto the tray, slid her stool back and stood up, unfastening the straps on the stirrups. ‘Okay sweetie, up you get. I need you face-down on the bed now.’

When Michael rose he could feel a change through the anaesthetic. There was extra weight attached to his genitals and his scrotum had been sutured around something. She’d also over-filled his scrotum a little, leaving it feeling swollen and bloated. He approached the bed where she’d indicated and climbed cautiously on. After lying quietly while Miss Chambers guided Denise making the transfer, Michael watched Denise approach, with her mask still on, but a fresh pair of black latex gloves. He couldn’t easily see the process, but it felt like being scratched over and over again. She worked away on his left buttock. Then using the transfer as a guide carried on to inscribe the mirror image on the opposite buttock. 

The whole experience reminded him somewhat of being at the dentist. Two female torturers, his cock stuck in the KTB, constantly growing onto the spikes… The tattoo machine whirred away, he felt her pulling his skin taut as she tattooed his buttocks. Eventually she’d done both, wrapped them and stood up. Okay sweetie, up you get. You wanna see?’

His backside felt bruised and battered. When he wobbled to his feet his knees were like jelly. She had a full length mirror on the wall next to the couch. Approaching he studied his genitals first. His balls looked swollen and a wire, locked onto the KTB vanished into the sutured folds of his scrotum. When he turned to look at his bottom, he gasped. She’d created the mirror image perfectly so that in the mirror he could read. “Sissy Slave Michelle – Property of Miss Chambers – If found please contact…” with the dungeon phone number. It was in a neat, easy to read font with a thin bordered box around it. Denise pulled her mask off. ‘You like?’

Michael nodded. Something inside him told him he shouldn’t like this – however he did. He looked to Miss Chambers. ‘What does this DL thingie she’s attached to my balls do?’

‘Oh, it’s a training aid’ she began, ‘I can use it to discipline you with a remote electric shock, or I can set you on a leash so you have to stay within a certain number of metres of me or of a computer… I can set it to do all sorts of things, most of which involve shocking you. Once your anaesthetic has worn off I’ll give you a level one as a taster! Then you’ll have to be a good girl for me or I might decide to crank it up to ten! Now get dressed slave, while I pay.’

He obeyed, hurriedly throwing his trousers back on over his sore crotch and bottom.  By the time he was done Miss Chambers had inserted her credit card and punched in her PIN. As they left Denise gave him a warm smile and a wave. ‘Bye sweetie! Hopefully see you again soon!’

And that was that, they were back at the car. Miss Chambers practically jumped into the driving seat, but Michael, still recovering had to lower himself in oh, so carefully. Miss Chambers plonked a small, heavy, plastic bag onto his knee and started the car. Soon the car was rolling out of the carpark towards the town centre.


Shopping with Miss Chambers

Riding passenger in her car with his crotch feeling both numb and swollen felt strange. He squirmed a little and every time he did it amplified the alien sensation between his thighs. By the time she’d pulled her car into a space on the multi-story carpark, he was beginning to get some sensation back. Miss Chambers turned to him as she turned the engine off. ‘Well slave, are you getting any sensation back?’

‘It still feels a bit weird. I think so.’

She smiled, ‘Well, let’s try it then? Here, put this on me.’

She’d reached into her back and taken out an ornate necklace on a chain, decorated with semi-precious stones. He took it from her and when she twisted her shoulders so her back was to him, he fastened the necklace on. She adjusted it, looking in her sunvisor mirror. Then she reached up and touched a large red gem on the necklace with her finger. She pressed gently and he felt a sudden jolt in his crotch, making him yelp and squirm around. She grinned, leaning closer to him. ‘Good, it works. Now when I correct you, try not to squeal. It might be a bit embarrassing. Shall we give you another practise shock?’

He shook his head, looking petrified. She ignored his fear and quickly tapped the gem again making him squeak and reach for his groin. ‘Now, now slave Michelle – you’re not doing very well are we? Let’s try again. I need you to act like nothing is happening. You’re on level one at the moment, if you fail to control yourself again we’ll jump up to level ten and work our way down instead – clear?’

He nodded. She pointed to the dangling necklace, a C- shape embedded with stones which dangled on a chain around her neck. ‘To give you a chance, I’ll let you activate it. Now press the red stone.’

He reached forwards with his finger, his hand trembling. He gritted his teeth and tensed up, and gently pressed the stone. Again the jolt came, bringing tears to his eyes, but he managed to remain silent. She reached up and clasped his shoulder. ‘Well done! There, you see! It’s not so bad! This will be a great learning tool for you. Now I’m going to shock you again just to make sure. I don’t want to hear a peep – clear?’

He nodded and watched her delicate hand reach up, then her painted nailed finger plant itself on the stone. She pressed and he tensed up – forcing himself to remain silent and trying to maintain a stoic expression. She patted him on the knee. ‘Good girl, now come on – we’re going shopping!’

After slinging her bag over her shoulder she headed for the shops with Michael in tow. As they walked she leaned to his ear and whispered. ‘By the way, make sure you don’t wander off. I’ve set you on a two metre leash. If you stray too far away, you’ll get a level one warning shock, then every ten seconds you’ll go up a level and receive a punishment shock.’

He gulped and shimmied obediently to her side. The shocks were not pleasant. The sensation of being tethered to his beautiful owner however, was pleasant, the feeling of absolute submission was intense – however the actual shocks were something he was desperate to avoid.

To innocent bystanders they looked like an ordinary couple, except that he appeared a toy-boy to an older woman. She immediately headed for a particularly feminine clothes shop, right near the door of the arcade. It was sort of shop that stocked satin and silk dresses, skirts and blouses and accessories. They had a large lingerie section. Michael had never been in such a shop before. Even as he crossed the threshold a faint hint of lavender invaded his nostrils. She began idly sliding hangers along rails, while Michael stood shoulder to shoulder with her. She’d occasionally ask his opinion on a top or a dress – which he dutifully gave.  After a while she pulled out a full-length satin nightie, in pastel pink with a printed floral motif up the side of the skirt. ‘Do you like this?’

He studied it for a moment. He thought she was more of a scarlet and black dresser so he shook his head. ‘Not really. It’s a bit girly for you I think.’

She frowned and tapped the red gem on her necklace, making him bend his knees and stifle a squeal. ‘It’s not for me silly. It’s for my sissy slave. Do you want to try it on?’

‘No!’

She tapped the button again, making him gasp and struggle to stay on his feet. The burning sensation caused by the jolt lingered for a moment the second time and he panted to get through the discomfort. Once he’d recovered he looked up to her. She smiled warmly and idly caressed her necklace between her fingers. ‘I’ll ask you again. Do you want to try it on?’

Mentally he was screaming no but he couldn’t bear another shock. Instead he gritted his teeth. ‘Yes.’

She smirked. ‘Good girl, I’ll get an assistant.’ 

Leaving Michael shaking with fear and embarrassment, Miss Chambers wandered over to a shop assistant and gestured for her to come over to where Michael was waiting. ‘Excuse me, could you help me? My boyfriend and I have been asked to a fancy dress party, and the girls have to wear their boyfriend’s pyjamas and the guys have to wear their girlfriend’s nighties. I can easily fit into his, but none of mine will fit him! Do you mind if he tries this on?’

The girl, a petulant eighteen year old, burst out laughing. When she managed to regain her composure she shook her head, clearly finding the idea of Michael in a nightie hilarious. ‘I’m really sorry. I can’t allow that.’ She had a subtle twinkle in her eye as she spoke, and sported a mischievous smirk.

Michael breathed a sigh of relief. Miss Chambers however was unperturbed. ‘Look I know it’s unorthodox, but we’re really stuck. It’s tonight so we haven’t got time to take one home and swap it. There aren’t many people about, it won’t take a minute.’

The girl, whose name was Abby if her name badge was correct glanced around the shop. Then she chuckled and gave Miss Chambers a sly wink. ‘I suppose it is quiet. Alright, seeing as you’re desperate, come with me.’

They followed the teenager, with her crisp white blouse and black-skirt through the shop. Her hair was a short, blonde bob and she was wearing an excessive amount of makeup. In the corner of the shop she drew the changing room curtain aside and gestured. ‘Alright, in you go sweetie – before I change my mind!’

Michael, red in the face now, looked like he was about to refuse. However when Miss Chambers reached for her necklace he scurried in, flicking the curtain back afterwards. There was an awkward silence for a moment, then a rustling of clothes. Finally his shaky voice, echoed from beyond the curtain. ‘Yeah, it fits. Can we go?’

Miss Chambers tutted softly. ‘Come on out. The least you can do is give Abby a twirl seeing as she’s been good enough to let you try it.’

He didn’t rush out as she intended, instead he squeaked from behind the curtain, ‘but the col-‘. He never finished the word ‘collar’- she tapped the red gem, making him squeak and almost fall to his knees. ‘Hurry up!’

His face bright red, he threw the curtain back and stepped out. The soft, silky, feminine garment hung off his shoulders and the skirt flapped around his ankles. It was cut to extenuate the breasts and the waist. Even though he didn’t have much, it did exaggerate what he did have, the soft fabric hugging his waist and the triangular breast shapes outlining his breasts giving him a more feminine appearance. When Abby saw the collar, she laughed uncontrollably, barely able to keep her eyes open, while Miss Chambers smiled at him. She made a twirling motion with finger. Seeing the cue he gave a little twirl, then curtseyed to Abby who had tears of laughter streaming down her cheeks. She eventually regained her composure and stood up straight. ‘Very nice. Cute.’ She leaned to Miss Chambers. ‘You’re lucky, my bf would never agree to this! Why the steel collar?’ 

Miss Chambers tutted softly at this, ‘Well you’ll have to get him better trained won’t you! A collar helps, it helps them to remember who is in charge.’ She reached up to her necklace, fondling it between her fingers and held out a high-heeled shoe towards him. ‘Kneel and kiss my foot.’

Michael gasped, he was humiliated enough as it was. He was frozen, unsure of what to do – then he saw her rest a finger on the red gem and dived to his knees, kissing the toes of her patent leather shoe. Abby stood open mouthed. ‘How on earth do get him to do that?’ 

She was watching him hungrily, and going a little flush. Clearly seeing Miss Chambers so dominant, so in charge had made her horny. She had that look in her eyes and Miss Chambers noticed. Miss Chambers smirked at her. ‘Can you get staff discount by the way? What is it?’

She answered, but she couldn’t take her eyes off Michael in his nightie and collar. ‘Forty percent off.’

‘Hmmm, I have a proposition for you.’

Michael watched her lean in and whisper something into Abby’s ear. It took some time, but as she whispered the look of hunger turned into one of utter longing. Her eyes were almost glazed over, eventually she nodded and stepped forwards. Michael looked at Miss Chambers, ‘What was all that about?’

‘Oh, I may want to lend you to my friends from time to time, or complete strangers. I’ve offered to lend you to Abby for a bit in exchange for her letting me use her staff discount. Now be a good girl for her, nice and obedient. If I think you’re not doing your best, I might have to tap my red button to encourage you!’

‘What do you mean?’ Michael spat. 

Abby had stepped into the changing room and was now holding the curtain aside. Miss Chambers pushed him through. ‘Just do as you’re told.’

Michael shivered when Abby slid the curtain back. She rolled her skirt up frantically, then pulled her tights down revealing a pair of black satin knickers. She pulled those down too to show her neatly shaved pussy with a small triangle of short pubic hair above the clitoral hood. She perched on the edge on the bench in the changing room and pointed to her crotch. ‘On your knees bitch and lick. If you don’t make me climax, I’m not giving you my staff discount.’ 

Michael should have resisted, his cock was straining in the KTB before he’d even entered the cubicle. Kneeling down and giving oral sex to a stranger was so far out of his comfort zone, but also so erotic… Then he recalled the gallons of piss he’d guzzled in Miss Chambers’ human toilet. All the girls who’d masturbated and pissed into his mouth hadn’t even seen him or spoken to him. His throbbing member grew into the spikes of the chastity device, making him wince in pain. He knelt in between her thighs with his knees pressing into her rolled-down tights. He paused, nervously but she leaned forwards and grabbed his ears, yanking him into her crotch. ‘Lick bitch! And hurry up! We don’t want to get caught!’

She pulled his face right into her crotch so his nose pressed into her clitoris and his mouth parted her labia. She smelt a little sweaty and a little fishy. When he reached out with his tongue and stroked it up through her labia and over her clit it tasted sharp, almost tangy. She was warm and moist. She shuddered as he licked, then moved her grip from his ears to his steel collar, pulling him hard into her pussy so he could barely breathe. As he licked, working his tongue in and out of her vagina, up and down the inside of her labia and around her clitoris, she moaned softly and loosened her grip a little.  She whispered down to him. ‘Put your palms flat on the floor.’ Curious he obeyed, continuing to probe her cunt with his tongue and caress her sensitive, moist genitals with his lips. 

She slowly lifted her stiletto heels off the ground and manoeuvred them so the stiletto heel was right over the middle of the backs of his hands. Then she rested a little weight on her heels, pinning his hands down. He whimpered as she pressed her sharp heels into his hands softly and whispered again. ‘Go faster! Keep going, or I put my stilettos right through your hands!’

This encouraged him to work harder, quickly sliding his tongue up and down between her pussy lips and sucking on her clitoris. She sighed with pleasure, which made him slow a little. As soon as he slowed though she dug her heels in hard, pinning his hands down. It felt like he was being crucified. ‘Keep going!’

He quickened his pace again, sucking, sliding, probing, and burying his face in her crotch and smearing pussy juice and saliva all over his cheeks. As he worked, she moved her grip back to his head and started rocking her hips back and forth rapidly, fucking him in the face. She squeaked softly as she came, closing her eyes and panting while the orgasm surged through her. He could feel her pussy lips and clit pulsating as she pulled his face into her moist, sweaty crotch. Once her orgasm had subsided she released him, but pointed an accusing finger at him, panting. ‘Stay!’ 

His dick had gone numb in the Kali’s Teeth Bracelet. His head was swimming, from his kneeling position on the floor he watched her reach into a pocket in her skirt – still pinning his palms to the floor with her heels. Then she leaned forwards and carefully wiped the pussy juice smeared over his face. Then she thoroughly wiped her own crotch, by the time she’d wiped herself dry the tissue was dripping wet. She grabbed his chin with her spare hand and gently pulled down. ‘Open.’

He knew what was coming. When he hesitated he felt her put more weight on the heels and yelped. She glared at him. ‘I’m waiting. Open wide.’

He had no choice. He allowed her to pull his chin down, opening his mouth. She popped the soggy tissue in with a smile. ‘There, now close.’

His mouth closed obediently. The taste of her sex filled his nostrils through the back of his throat. She smirked. ‘Good girl. Something to remember me by? You can take it out ONLY when you’re out of the shopping arcade.’

Finally she raised her heels, lowered them on the ground and stood, pulling up her knickers and tights as she did.  She rolled down her skirt and exited pulling the curtain shut after her. ‘You can get changed now bitch.’

Michael had large red bruises on the backs of his hands where she’d pinned him down. He rose awkwardly and started getting out of the nightie and back into his clothes. His swollen member in the confines of the KTB, made walking uncomfortable. When he left the changing room Miss Chambers was smiling at him.  She reached up and adjusted his polo neck to hide the steel collar. ‘There, Abby tells me you’ve been a good boy! Now stay close to me while I pay, you’re getting used to the leash now, so I’ve notched it up a couple of levels for you.’

He didn’t complain or speak, he simply followed her to the till and watched her pay for her purchases, hand the bags to him and walk out. Abby gave him a cheeky smile and wave as they left. He almost couldn’t believe what had happened. It didn’t seem real.  For the rest of the walk out of the arcade, he scurried to keep up with the striding Miss Chambers. When they eventually got outside she stood next to a rubbish bin, leaned in to him and whispered. ‘You can take it out now.’

He checked that nobody was watching, then discreetly pulled the soggy, pussy juice ridden tissue out and slung it in the bin. It’d left a lingering taste of sex and little fragments of gritty tissue. With it gone he glared at Miss Chambers. ‘Urgh! I can’t believe that happened! How did you-‘

‘Oh, I’ve taken slaves there before with me. You’re not the first slave to service Abby in exchange for something. I’ve even seen her at fetish events. She might even become a pro-domme herself one day.’

Michael grimaced. ‘Yeah? Well she’d got the attitude for it. How come she acted like she didn’t know you?’

‘Well, we have an agreement. She always pretends to be vanilla the first time she meets a slave. It makes it more of a surprise for them! Now you’ve done well. I can imagine you want to wash the taste of girl-cum out of your mouth. So, as a treat, I’m letting you off your leash. You can make your own way home. I need to run a few errands. I want you back at the house by seven o’clock sharp though. You have your maid duties to perform tonight, and I feel like exercising my caning arm, every minute you’re late, you’ll get an extra stroke of the cane. Clear?’

He bowed his head slightly. ‘Yes miss.’

‘Good girl. I’ll give you some money so you can buy yourself a drink and a bus-ticket. If you come back drunk though, you’ll spend the night in the milking machine again. Clear?’

‘Yes miss.’

She turned and sauntered off, reaching up to her necklace as she walked – turning off the leash.


The Rendezvous 

Michael was left standing alone, outside the shopping arcade. People milling about, ignoring him. He felt a sudden sense of loss and unsureness – his mistress owner having vanished. At the same time he felt like her presence was still with him. The KTB, which though he could remove if he wanted to, was also now secured by the shock device sewn into his scrotum. Of course he could go to A&E and ask them to remove it. It’d be embarrassing, but do-able. Also he was now marked as her property both in his buttock tattoos and on his steel collar. He suddenly had a burning urge to masturbate. He’d never felt hornier. The memories of his whole catalogue of encounters with Miss Chambers flooded his head – the girl’s school uniform, his first caning, the stuff with Karen, the chastity device, the maid service, the human toilet experience. He knew he could just twist the seal off and cum barely having to breathe on his cock. He thought about where he could go to quietly do it. Then he came to his senses. She’d know, he’d be punished, maybe she’d even reject him and tell him her ownership of him was over. That prospect was bad enough before, but for some reason being marked as her property made him feel more determined to maintain that status. No. He’d sink a couple of jars to take his mind off it instead. There was a Smetherton’s in town, a franchise pub which specialised in cheap beer and catered in meals. It would do nicely. He headed off towards it, trying not to think about his hidden bondage gear. The sensation of the heavy steel collar rocking about on his neck exacerbated his predicament. He felt it’s presence with every step, each time he strode forwards, it reminded him of his owned status.

Having made it to Smetherton’s he bought a pint of ale and sat by a window. Trying to quiet his mind and escape the memories of his recent descent into slavery. Not that he didn’t enjoy his new status as being Miss Chambers’ property, but simply that he wanted a break from the constant discomfort of his penis trying to become erect in the tight-fitting, spiked Kali’s Teeth Bracelet. 

The savoury, malty taste of well-brewed ale was heaven. Sitting still and focusing on the simple pleasure of a nice pint helped him to forget his self-inflicted predicament. He sat watching people walk by outside, living their boring lives, smirking at what they’d think if they knew what strange turn the guy sitting in the window’s life had taken. As he supped and watched he saw a familiar face and his heart sank. It was Karen. She made eye-contact for a second, then walked on. Had she recognised him? He didn’t think so. He was thankful actually, he didn’t feel he could face her at the moment. He continued supping, and watching the world go by. A few minutes a later though a slender, feminine hand clamped onto his shoulder. He turned in shock and she was standing there. Her long blonde hair fell over her shoulders. She was wearing a white, collared blouse, a short black skirt, stockings and a pair of high-heeled sandals secured with a dainty ankle strap. She started at him from behind her square rimmed spectacles. ‘Mike where have you been?’

‘Um, I’ve been erm….’

She sat next to him, clicked her glass of wine onto the table and slid her other hand under the table into his crotch. ‘You’re still wearing that thing?’ 

He squirmed as she touched his privates. ‘Yeah, it’s complicated.’

‘Let me guess, you made a bet that you can go the rest of your life without cumming? I call bullshit Mike, why are you lying to me? What the fuck is going on?’

He sighed. ‘I don’t want to talk about it. Can we talk about you? What have you been up to?’

‘Wondering why you were being so weird. Are you still being a good girl and wearing your lingerie? I’ll have to punish you if you’re not. I want my sissy slave in lingerie all the time.’

He glanced around, ‘Hang on a sec, I just need the loo.’

Before she could complain he rose and scurried into the toilets. He was desperate to pee. This was awkward though, he wondered if he waiting long enough – would she go away? Part of him hoped she would. He liked her, he could have loved her, but Miss Chambers complicated things. He took as long as he could, when he eventually emerged, she was still sitting there sipping her glass of white wine. He sat next to her and immediately took a big gulp of his beer. She sipped and studied him carefully. Eventually she clicked her glass down. ‘I’ve been at work. I’ve been missing my little sissy though, missing her tongue. We could go back to mine after this?’

He gulped his beer again. ‘I erm, can’t I have to get home.’

She could tell he was hiding something. She said nothing though, sipping her drink and alternating between gazing out of the window and studying his face, as if trying to fathom him.  She leaned in. ‘It’s a pity you’re still wearing that thing. I was actually hoping we could fuck. I’ve been waiting forever to feel your dick inside me.’ 

He shuddered and his penis pierced itself harder on the spikes. She was beautiful and sexy, and so forward! He also noticed himself starting to feel a little light-headed.  He gulped his beer again and noticed he’d more or less emptied his glass. There appeared to be a strange, powdery white residue near the bottom of the glass. He wondered if the beer was off or something, it’d tasted a bit funny near the bottom and he was feeling a little ill. He rose to leave, ‘Look, I’ve really got to get going.’

As he straightened up, he sagged and staggered, struggling to stay on his feet. He suddenly felt very weak. Karen stood too and grabbed his elbow. ‘Not feeling well? That’s a shame, not to worry – I’ll help you home.’

From that point on he allowed her to guide him to a taxi. He felt nauseous and couldn’t think straight. When they’d gotten to the taxi, she’d had to pay the driver a twenty pounds ‘no throwing up’ deposit for him. The taxi sped off, with Karen sitting alongside him. He didn’t know where they were going, he was struggling to maintain consciousness. Eventually everything went black…


Interrogation

Michael’s head was pounding. The room was spinning, he felt awful, absolutely awful. Groggily he forced his eyes open. He could see a familiar ceiling above him, and he could feel he was on a bed. It wasn’t his bed though, and it wasn’t Miss Chambers’ house. His memory was fuzzy, but he recalled seeing Karen in the pub. He tried to get up, but as he tried to move he felt his wrists and ankles firmly handcuffed to the bedframe, securing him spread-eagled on the bed. He groaned and jangled his chains. Karen clicked in, still wearing her office clothes, but bearing a steaming cup of coffee. She sat on the bed next to him. ‘Ahhh, you’re awake. Good. Do you like rohypnol? It really gives your pint a bit of extra kick doesn’t it?’

‘You, you drugged me!’

‘Well, that’s being a little harsh isn’t it? You’re not mad at me I hope. I just thought we could play a fun little game. Are you mad at me? Can we play? I really want to play this game, it’s a no safewords game, but I promise it will be fun!’

She was leaning over him, fully dressed while he was chained naked on the bed. He looked into her warm smiling face. She seemed so innocent. It was exciting too, he felt like if he said no she’d let him go – but the sensation of being kidnapped, of being captured by this beautiful girl was intoxicating. He didn’t know what she had in mind, but he wanted to experience it. ‘Karen, I’m not mad at you. It’s actually kind of hot being drugged and kidnapped by a beautiful girl. We can play.’

She leaned closer, so he could smell her breath and her lip gloss. ‘Are you sure? There’s no safewords for this game, but it will be exciting. Can we play, no safewords?’

‘Yes!’

She chuckled. ‘Good, I’ll let you squirm for a bit wondering what I’m going to do to you. It will hurt, but if you’re a good prisoner and you’re obedient, well, you’ll maybe get through it without too much pain?’

She sat, perched on the bed smiling at him and supping her coffee. Then she rose and clicked away, leaving him helpless on the bed. He tried pulling his hands free of the cuffs, but she’d ratchetted them tight up to his skin, he couldn’t even rotate his wrists in the cuffs they were so tight. His ankles were even tighter, not quite, but almost cutting his circulation off to his feet. He struggled for a while, but it was futile. Eventually he resigned himself to lying naked, helpless on the bed, with nothing but his fear and anticipation for company.

Whether it was her intention or not, Michael wasn’t sure. But the sensation of lying naked, chained to her bed, helpless to do anything about it was a serious mind-fuck. When she did arrive she was carrying a tray with a large Tupperware box on it. She set the tray down and opened the box with her back to him. He watched her snap on a pair of latex gloves, before turning to him holding a pack of something in plastic pockets and a handful of sachets. She pulled her skirt up without saying a word and planted her bottom on his pelvis, her knees either side of his ribs. Still without speaking she took a sterilising wipe from one of the sachets and began vigorously wiping over and around his left nipple, while smiling at him. 

He glared at her. ‘What are you doing?’

‘I’m getting ready to interrogate you. Before I start asking you questions though, I want to give you a taste of the torture for trying to lie to me.’

His jaw dropped. She ripped a plastic pack open and revealed a sharp, sterile needle. He yelped as she pinched his left nipple and pulled up hard, then pierced it through, with the sharp needle, leaving it in place. It burned. It left a lingering, pulled, stinging sensation and had him whimpering softly, trying to control his breathing. 

She gave him a friendly smile. ‘There, now you know what it feels like. Now we’re going to have a friendly chat and I’m going to ask you a few questions. You’re going to answer them quickly and truthfully. If you pause I’ll assume you’re making something up. I’ve studied body-language and psychology and I can tell if you’re lying. If you lie to me I’ll add another needle, alternating left and right nipple of course! Don’t look at me like that! You’re lucky, this is torture-light. If you’d been in the hands of the Spanish inquisition you wouldn’t have survived the torture. This is perfectly safe, just a bit painful. If you’re a good girl and you answer fast and tell the truth – you might not get any more needles! Of course if I run out of needles, we might have to move on to something else – ripping your foreskin off with a pair of pliers perhaps? If you’re really good though, I might have a special treat for you.’ Ripping his foreskin off! Was she serious? She was smiling in a warm, friendly way. Certainly if she decided to grip his foreskin in some pliers and rip it off – circumcising him… Well he’d be helpless to stop her. He hoped she was playing psychodrama, but he couldn’t really be sure…

Michael shook with fear and anticipation. His nipple burned and his cock was straining in the KTB. Karen reached forward with her latex glove and tugged at his steel collar. ‘First of all what’s this? Property of Miss Chambers?’

He froze. Before he could reveal anything, she sighed. ‘Too slow.’ Then she started sterilising his right nipple, before pulling out another needle, leaning in and sliding it into his flesh –making him arch his back and squeak. Karen was smirking at this, obviously finding his predicament deliciously amusing. ‘Shall we try again? Tell me about the collar.’

He didn’t actually know where to start, he gulped. She shrugged. ‘Too slow again! Bite down.’

In a flash she’d ripped out another needle and stabbed it through his left nipple beneath the first one at ninety degrees. There was blood on his chest and it felt like his nipples were on fire. She opened another pack and brandished the needle in front of his eyes. ‘Isn’t this a fun game! Now, the collar?’

‘It’s locked on to me! I can’t remove it. He blurted out. She smilled and reached down to pat him on the head gently. ‘There, good girl! That wasn’t so bad was it? Now, property of Miss Chambers?’

‘She’s my owner, I’m her slave.’ He gasped thankful to hold off another needle. She stroked his forehead with her latex gloved hand. Good girl! Now, were you her slave before you met me?’

This was a complex question, he had to think. He didn’t think fast enough. She tutted under her breath. ‘Too slow Mike. Bite down.’

He tensed up as she returned to his right nipple, jabbing a second needle into it at right angles to the first. Michael yelped and squirmed in his chains, constrained by the weight of her pert bottom resting on his pelvis. When he’d calmed down he lay panting, tears rolling down his cheeks.

Karen grabbed his chin hard, the smell of latex filling his nostrils. ‘Let’s have another go. Were you her slave before you met me?’

‘Sort of! It’s hard to explain!’ he squealed in panic.

‘Try.’ She snapped, waving another needle in front of him.

‘Alright, I was going to see a pro-domme, but she wouldn’t take me on as a client. So she put the chastity device on me and bet me I couldn’t go three weeks without removing it.’

He was still panting softly as she thought about his answer. She seemed satisfied though as she gave him another little pat on the head. ‘Good girl. Hmmm, why wouldn’t she take you on as a client?’

‘I was too young.’ He snapped, not wanting to reveal the truth or to have another needle inserted. 

She eyed him suspiciously, ‘Too young?’

‘Yeah.’

She smiled. ‘You’re lying.’ 

Before he could say another word she was unwrapping another needle. ‘Wait, wait, I’ll tell you the truth!’

‘Good, good girl. You can tell me as soon as I’ve popped this in.’

He gritted his teeth as she slid a third needle into his left nipple at a different angle again.

The pain was unbearable and relentless. Karen seemed to be enjoying this activity immensely though. She couldn’t stop smiling. ‘Now you were saying?’

‘She used to be my teacher! At boarding school.’

‘Ooh spicy, a teacher’s pet eh? Tell me everything, tell me all about her.’ Karen giggled, clearly tickled by this news.

‘Okay, I erm, she made me wear the girl’s school uniform for a term, she caught me smoking pot and caned me. Then later she gave me a book and it accidentally had her pro-domme card in it. I found she was a dominatrix and contacted her, she set me the challenge just before we first met! If I passed the challenge and kept the seal intact she said she’d take me on as a paying client, then later she said she’d take me on as a live-in slave.’

Karen listened, then smiled. ‘How delicious! Tell me what she’s done to you.’

Resistance seemed pointless now – she’d broken him. ‘I got spanked, she gave me an enema, I was a human toilet, drinking girl-piss and cum. I was her maid for a day, she feminized me, paddled my balls while I gave her oral sex, she put on this milking machine which fucked me all night – then made me drink my own cum. Now she’s fitted this thing into my ball-sack so she can give me electric shocks if I misbehave.’

As he recounted this, Karen appeared to be going a little flush. Clearly domination turned her on and his tale was making her horny. She grinned madly at him. ‘Oh, I really don’t know what to do with you now Mike! Do I send you back to her? I kind of want to meet her! But then I kind of want to keep you for myself – now I have you. Hmmm, I need to think about it. I know what I want to do in the short term though.’

As she climbed off and wandered away he called after her. ‘Hey! Aren’t you going to take these needles out?’

She reappeared brandishing a ball gag. ‘Nope. It’ll serve you right for not answering me promptly.’

‘What are you going to do?’

She held up the ball gag. ‘Open wide, or it’s more needles for you. Trust me, you’ll like this.’

He opened his mouth and she shoved the ball gag in, fastening the buckle behind his head. Next she stood, and unzipped her skirt, allowing it to fall to her ankles. Then she dropped her knickers. He could feel the drool gathering in the back of his throat, but all he could muster was a muffled grunt. She climbed back onto him, her neatly shaved pussy framed by her suspender belt, suspenders and stockings. Her smooth stockinged knees stroked his sides as she sidled into position above his thighs. He watched with horror as she grabbed his Kali’s Teeth Bracelet and twisted the seal off in her spare, still-latex-gloved hand. He shook his head side to side, but she tutted. ‘You don’t get a choice! No safewords remember? You agreed I could do whatever I want to you, so I’m going to fuck you. Just lie back and relax, I’m so turned on - this will all be over soon.’

He was helpless but to obey her. He suspected if he protested strongly enough she wouldn’t do this, but he was so, so desperate to cum. Part of him didn’t want to have sex with her, because it would feel like a betrayal of his mistress owner. He was already panicking over the broken seal and wondering what he could do about it. However the threat of being raped by her, made him yearn for her to start. He wanted her to rape him, he wanted it more than anything in the world at that point – so it wasn’t rape anyway. Slowly, she pulled the device off and his cock immediately grew rock-hard and stood up like a totem pole. She lifted herself up and gently grabbed his member, before slowly lowering herself onto his cock. He shivered with pleasure and anticipation as he felt her labia slide over the sides of his cock. Once she was on, she wiggled around a little, to get his throbbing member as deep as possible. ‘How does that feel bitch? It’s funny isn’t it? I raped you with a strap-on, now I’m going to rape you this way! There’s not many guys who’ve been raped both ways by a girl I bet!’

He groaned with pleasure as she started rocking her hips back and forth stimulating him. He didn’t feel like he had a choice, but he knew if he protested she’d stop. The trouble was it was erotic, so pleasurably he didn’t want it to stop. The sensation of being chained to a bed, tortured and then fucked by this beautiful young, scorching hot girl – it was the best feeling he’d ever had. 

As she rocked back and forth faster and faster, her latex gloved hands resting on his chest, she began panting. Michael tested his chains again, still finding himself chained helplessly… It was too much, he came uncontrollably, turning his penis into a surging cum pump. She could feel it too and she moved faster. She came quickly too and he felt her pussy grip, then release, grip then release as her body surged with sexual energy. Her shoulder sagged as the orgasm subsided, sitting on his pelvis limply as her pussy still gripped and released his now limp dick. She sighed and laughed softly. Then she leaned down to his face, keeping his cock in her pussy. ‘I wonder how being a dad will suit you? I’m sure that much cum will make me pregnant, it’s the right time of the month! You realise, as the father of my child, you’ll have to marry me. That means I’ll get to do this to you every night. Once you’ve gotten the kids to bed for me of course.’

He suddenly looked panicked and tried to wriggle free, but she held his cock in and clamped herself to his pelvis. ‘Oh no, you’re staying right there. You’re going to be a father Mike.’ 

He couldn’t escape, he started, hoping that she was wrong – he wasn’t ready. She giggled. ‘Got you! It’s okay, I’m on the pill. I still might make you marry me though. I’ve never had so much fun with a guy as I’ve had with you. I don’t want any other guy. I just want you. Do you want to go back to this Miss Chambers? You can be my sissy maid too you know! I’ll buy you a uniform and dress you up! I’ll put make-up on you! I’d be more than happy to take you over my knee for a spanking or to cane you until you bleed if that’s what you want!’

Mike wavered. His post-orgasm male mind was a mess. He couldn’t think straight. When he did eventually try to talk all she could hear was a garbled grunt through the ball gag. She giggled to herself and leaned down to unbuckle it. ‘You were saying bitch?’

Mike took a deep breath, ‘I don’t know! I need time to think!’

She shrugged. ‘Okay, I thought you’d say that. I’d better replace the seal on your chastity thing before I let you go.’

Mike watched her clamber off him. ‘She’ll know, you won’t fool her.’

Karen shrugged. ‘Who said I was trying to? I’m not going to try and deceive her, I’m just going to make sure your cock belongs to me. From now on, consider your penis my property. Hands off it, no fondling! And you can tell this Chambers woman the same thing. She can have your tongue, but that’s my dick between your legs and I don’t want anyone messing with my property.’

‘What are you going to do?’ Mike asked, his voice trembling.

‘Wait here a minute, you’ll like this seeing as your so keen on chastity! You’ve experienced this self-imposed chastity with a break-off security seal. It’s time you experienced totally secure, one hundred percent fool-proof chastity – no key - No escape!’ 

He watched her scuttle off into another room, she returned with a little red plastic padlock with a steel hasp in her palm. She held it over to him so he could see. ‘I’m going to use this to lock your device on.’

‘What’s so special about it?’

‘I thought you’d ask that. It’s imported from Russia, it’s a KGB design. The padlock has a tiny incendiary device  - think napalm, embedded into it. It’s perfectly safe, as long as you don’t subject it to any shocks, damage it, or try to cut the hasp. You’ll be fine as long as you leave my property alone and don’t try any break-ins or escapes! Obviously I wouldn’t fit it without your permission. Can I use this to lock you up?’

He almost blurted out ‘no’ but he saw her smiling face and he wanted it. Suddenly Miss Chambers was out of his mind and he wanted to experience being totally at Karen’s mercy. Was it true? It sounded fanciful, farfetched even… But not that farfetched. He didn’t think he’d dare put it to the test. The trouble was he felt desperate to be at Karen’s mercy. At that point in time, he wanted nothing more than to give her as much control over him as he give. If he could have let her control his mind, he would have. ‘Yes.’

She leaned closer, placing the lock on his belly button and placing her palms on his needle-pierced nipples, sending sharp, burning pains through them. ‘Beg me. I want you to beg me to lock my property up.’

He gulped. ‘Please, please lock my cock up.’

‘Whose cock bitch?’

He shuddered, ‘Your cock, please lock your cock up!’

She grinned and stroked his forehead gently. ‘Good girl. Yes, I’ll lock my cock up nice and secure and make sure there is absolutely no chance of anybody messing with my property without my permission.’

The trouble was, when she leaned back and tried to close the KTB, his recently limp penis had gone rock-hard again. She tutted softly. ‘Oh dear, that is naughty! It’s trying to avoid its fate by getting hard. Make it go soft.’

‘I can’t!’ Mike whimpered.

She shrugged. ‘I suppose I’ll have to try then. I wonder if a few sterile needles will help?’

‘No!’ he yelped, struggling in his chains again, jangling them and trying to slip his hands out. 

She watched him thrash futilely for a moment then sighed. ‘It’s not really your say what I do to my cock is it though? Surely if I want to stick a few needles into my cock, that’s up to me isn’t it?’

He was shaking but he had to play the game, he nodded weakly. ‘Yes it’s up to you…’

‘Good! Good girl. Keep still, we’ll try a couple of needles and see if that softens things up?’

He didn’t complain, secretly he was craving the sensation. He knew she’d stop if he asked her, but he wanted to maintain the illusion that he was helpless, so he stayed silent. She began by using a few more sterile wipes on his cock, then she ripped open another needle. Holding his rock-hard member in one hand she quickly inserted a needle, deep, deep into his cock. He screamed and thrashed around, then lay panting, short, sharp breaths. She raised an eyebrow, ‘Ready again? Deep breath!’

Then she ripped another pack open and slid another in at a different angle. Salty tears were now running down his glowing red face. He began crying, sobbing like a little girl. She didn’t react at first, sitting, watching him intently. Then she stroked his forehead again. ‘Shhhh, I’ve only got one needle left, it’d be a shame not to use it. Just one more now… Then we’re done. I promise. Are you ready?’

He nodded sharply, hoping to get it over with as quickly as possible. He felt her grip his member, heard the ripping open of a packet and felt the needle slide into his flesh. She released her grip and watched for a moment. ‘I’m afraid it’s not working. I’m going to have to try something else.’

Before he could complain she was on her feet, scurrying off out of the room. Fear gripped him. What else could she do to him? He began trembling in terror, desperately trying not to think about the triangle of pain between his nipples and his penis. When she did appear again he breathed a sigh of relief. This time she had a bag of frozen peas in her hand. She walked over and pressed it hard onto his crotch. ‘There, we’ll leave that for a minute and see if that does the trick.’

After a few moments she removed the peas, quickly slid out the needles she’d inserted and clamped the KTB back on in the place it had been before. Finally she snapped the little red padlock on, securing the chastity device. Once he was secure, she leaned close. ‘Now remember, no tampering or BOOM! Your cock and balls get burned off.’ 

He nodded, grimacing as his denied member already started growing into the spikes. ‘Are you going to let me go now?’

‘I think that would be a shame to be honest Mike. I might keep you here for a bit, make some use of you.’

‘Can you take these needles out of my nipples?’

She chuckled and leaned down, flicking his sore, needle-impaled nipples one by one with her finger in. ‘No, I think I’ll keep them in for now. I think they’re hot. In fact, seeing as I’ve got you…’ 

She still hadn’t replaced her knickers or skirt. She clambered up onto the bed, over the needles and up to the headboard. Slowly she lowered her pussy down to his face, her stockinged ankles pressed his upper arms down, her hands gripped the headboard. She didn’t speak, he knew what he was supposed to do. As soon as he was within range he began licking. Sliding his tongue up and down the inside of her labia and over and around her clitoris. Then he gently reached into her pussy with his tongue. It tasted of semen and girl-cum. His own, spent semen trickled out over his tongue and into his mouth, but it just made him work harder. He pushed her clitoral hood back with his teeth and gently, gently nibbled her clit, making her squeak with delight. She began slowly rotating her hips, smearing his face with pussy juice and encasing his nose and mouth with her pussy. She’d already come one, from the sex, so it was a slow build up. She’d build up speed, fucking him in the face, then ease off, resting against the headboard while he frantically tried to work her to climax. All the while, his member was straining in the KTB, every second it strained harder, every pang of pain turned him on more. His mouth and nostrils were full of the smell and taste of sweat, sex and cum. The soft material of her silky stockings teased his arms as she worked her hips forwards and backwards – emphasizing his helplessness. He jangled his chains, reminding himself of his captured state. His nipples burned from the still inserted needles she’d tortured him with. If hadn’t been for the KTB, encasing his member – he almost felt like he could have come again. Eventually, after what seemed like forever – Karen gave out a moan and started cumming again. The second orgasm was longer and even more powerful than the first. With a deep sigh she climbed off him, her legs weak at the knees. ‘Oh Mike, you’re just too good! There’s no way I can let you go back to Miss Chambers! You just lie still and relax. I’m going to get a shower, then go and get some chain and a wall plate – so I can chain your collar to the wall. I’ll get you a nice, sexy, satin, maid’s outfit while I’m out too! You’re my chaste sissy maid now bitch!’

The stench of her hot, sweaty sex lingered on his face and his mouth. He could hear the shower going elsewhere in the house while she was out of view. Again, he was torn. She’d left him in pain and feeling abused, but he’d loved it and didn’t want it to end. He thought about insisting she release him and allow him to return to Miss Chambers, but he couldn’t bring himself to. Instead he lay quiet and still, going over events in his head again and again. The submission was delightful, it was a delicious situation to be in. The only caveat was how torn he felt. He was deeply, madly in love with his mistress owner ‘Miss Chambers’ but he was also falling deeply, madly in love with the devilish Karen. He’d found his way into an impossible reality, where he was stuck – a slave caught between two mistresses. At the moment, at that point in time he wished, desperately wished he could be in two places at once. Miss Chambers would be wondering what had happened to him, he had a feeling she’d either be pissed, worried or both.  He still loved her, but he was pleased to be enslaved by Karen. Suddenly he became very scared of seeing Miss Chambers again…

~ To be continued – MK

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