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 Prologue ~ Sunday Night

Vanessa had me by the neck. Her long, elegant fingers
dug into my skin and her sharp nails threatened to break it. My
bare feet clapped on the hard wood floor as we entered a long, dark
hallway.

I stood still there for a moment, taking in
the fear quickly grasping my body. Her fingers pinched my neck and
urged me forward.

She herded me past several thick, oak doors,
all locked shut by giant, iron latches. In the middle of the
shadow-filled hallway, she stopped me. My naked body shivered in
the unknown corridor.

"This one is yours," she smirked, sliding an
ornate key into the giant locking mechanism.

A loud click echoed down the corridor and
sent shivers through my body. She creaked open the door and dim
light spilled inside.

It looked like a prison cell. There was no
furniture, no bed; just chains, a blanket and a bunch of metal
working on the floor and walls. I assumed these all had a purpose,
but I couldn't bear to imagine them now.

"Welcome to detention, student," she giggled.
Her tone changed quickly as she gave me a shove. "Go on, get
inside."

I fell to my knees on the dark, stained wood
of my room's floor and knew I was going to break down. I knew I
couldn't do this and was just waiting for the misery and loneliness
and frustration to set in. I just didn't know which would be
worse.

My heart ached for Chloe. Would she be in
even more trouble than me?

"What's going to happen to Chloe?" I
whimpered, too afraid to look up at Vanessa.

"That's none of your business. She's not your
little pet anymore. She might be getting expelled. Or she might
become someone else's little fuck slave. You'd like that, wouldn't
you?

"Maybe I'll suggest to the faculty board that
she be kept at the school and be my personal ass slave. And when I
get bored of her dirty tongue licking my perfect, pink asshole,
I'll make her clean my toilet and keep a pair of dirty panties
locked in her mouth 24/7.

"Turn around," she demanded. "Present
yourself to me."

Quickly shuffling 180 degrees, I stayed on my
knees and folded my arms behind my back.

"Or," she continued. "Perhaps, if you are
very nice to me, I'll try to make sure she's punished as little as
possible."

I didn't dare look up at her. I kept my eyes
fixated on her beautiful, pointed high heels. The dark material
covering her elegant feet was infinitely mysterious to me and made
me feel even more under her control.

She must have noticed, or wanted my
attention, because she began to push her heeled foot against my
cage.

The tip of her shoe tapped against the front
of my metal chastity cage and I almost cried. Instantly, the
feeling of weeks of denial flooded into my groin.

Desperate aching pushed through my shaft and
into my swollen testicles. I groaned helplessly as the sexual
tension overpowered me.

"Very pent-up, aren't we?" she teased,
pleasure in her voice. "I wonder what you'd do right now to have me
touch your unlocked, little penis, hmm?"

She rubbed her perfect, feminine shoe against
my shaft-covering for a few moments. Each little vibration caused
the aching need to worsen inside my crotch. I wanted to weep and
beg her to release me.

"We'll find out," she cackled. "But not right
now. Maybe sometime a bit later on."

Her foot squeezed my genitals against my body
for a moment longer, and then retreated beneath her.

"I hope you have a good night," she said,
pausing eerily. "Aren't you going to let me kiss you
goodnight?"

I got up on my arches and nodded, wetting my
lips in anticipation.

"Open," she demanded, coldly.

My stomach sank as I realized she wasn't
going to actually kiss me. I followed her instructions and parted
my lips wide.

She leaned forward, revealing her gorgeous
cleavage as she pursed her lips and spit into my mouth.

"Swallow," she ordered, patiently.

Her warm saliva slid over my tongue and down
my throat humiliatingly.

"Such a good boy," she taunted through a
smirk.

She surveyed my cell one last time as she
leaned for the doorway.

"Oh, if you haven't noticed, there is no
bathroom in here. As part of your punishment, your bathroom visits
will be strictly controlled. If you have to go to the bathroom
during the night, well, you will hold it. You will hold it until
you’re taken to the bathroom in the morning.

"Of course, you can piss on the floor of your
room like a misbehaving, poorly trained dog, but that will not go
unpunished. As you know, we are all about discipline here, aren't
we?"

Vanessa ran her hands briefly up her hips and
over her breasts. She seemed to thoroughly enjoy the sensations she
gave herself.

"You obviously can’t control yourself
sexually," she mused, squeezing her tits firmly through her lace
bra. The sight of her stiff nipples made my cock ache. "Holding
your bladder until morning will give you a chance to prove you can
control yourself in at least some small way.”

She chuckled as she stepped out of my cold,
dark prison. She slammed the iron bar down over the latch, sending
a thud into my chest.

Alone, humiliated and horny, I fell onto my
bare bum.

The walls were thick, heavy wood; full of
iron and metal pipes, rings and slats. I grabbed my thin, white
blanket and curled up against it.

As I trembled in silence, hoping my body
would let me sleep tonight, I yearned for Chloe. I would have given
anything to be next to her. I needed, more than anything, to smell
her hair, feel her warm skin and taste her soft lips.

I could tell already that I wasn't going to
get any rest tonight.


 Day
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I drifted in and out of consciousness as the hours or
minutes ticked by. Keeping track of time was impossible here. Every
once in a while, I'd hear the sound of a door creaking open and
closed in the distance, or the commanding sound of rigid heels
clacking down a corridor.

I couldn't help but fiddle with my cage. My
tender, horny shaft was so desperate for affection that I tried
anything I could to satisfy it. I shook my cage in my hand. I
drooled on it and shoved my finger as hard as I could into one of
the openings on the side, just to make any sort of pleasurable
contact, but it all failed.

Eventually, I became painfully aware that my
urges were worsening, and so was the discomfort in my bladder. I
wasn't prepared to pee on my own floor though, not yet. I knew
Vanessa would love any excuse to punish me... severely.

My cock throbbed as I became more and more
aroused by the terrible prospect of being used by Vanessa sexually.
I couldn't get her awful, angelic features out of my mind. The
taste of her cunt, the smell of her pink asshole; all came flooding
back to the forefront of my mind, and it caused gallons of blood to
rush to my cock. Agony.

~

The sound of heels clacked in the distance. I
lifted my weary face and body from my blanket and hoped my release
was imminent. Silently, I waited, listening as hard as I could.

Then, the ringing of keys on a heavy metal
ring sang out.

My door clanked open. The sudden burst of
light blinded me briefly.

"Hello, student," greeted my instructor. Her
voice sounded so tender compared to Vanessa's. All of a sudden, my
emotions overwhelmed me and I wanted to cry in her arms.

"Hello, miss," I squeaked, suddenly paralyzed
by my body's painful demands. "It's good to see you, miss. I'm
sorry."

"Shh, hush now," she calmed, sternly. "I know
you're sorry, but that doesn't change what you did. You are in
detention now and will be treated so, accordingly. You will not be
released until you've served your time here and not misbehaved any
further. Understand?"

"Yes, miss," I nodded, lowering my eyes in
defeat. The cramping in my stomach became even more uncomfortable.
I knew I wouldn't be able to stop myself from peeing much
longer.

"I have a few things I want to discuss with
you," she began, inspecting the trim of her dark, red fingernails.
"Are you hungry? Thirsty?"

"I... I have to go to the bathroom, miss," I
whined, unable to hide my desperation.

"Can you hold it?" she asked, firmly.

"I- I don't know, miss. I've been
trying."

"Hmm," she sighed, impatiently. "Very well,
student, come on."

She stepped outside the door to my prison and
grabbed a thick strap of leather; a leash. Then, she revealed a
heavy, metal collar, which she quickly affixed to my weary
neck.

"Sorry about the collar, student," Teacher
explained, making sure it fit snugly around my throat. "Collars
like this are quite cruel and unforgiving, especially on a
submissive going through immense denial. However, they are
mandatory in detention, and you will be keeping it on for most of
your stay here. Try and get used to it, as hard as that may
be."

~

I followed my instructor down the empty
corridor. I couldn't help but admire her gorgeous figure, hidden
inside the tight, grey pencil skirt. Memories of the time she let
me briefly inside her washed over me and I gasped uncontrollably. I
almost lost control of my bladder as I stumbled behind her strong,
nylon legs.

Being led around on a leash never becomes
less humiliating, or emasculating. I think they know that.

Despite the sharp pain inside my belly, the
yanking on my collar caused my testicles to swell steadily. I'd
been forced to go without sexual release for too long and my body
was rebelling against me.

At the end of the hallway were two heavy
looking doors. Teacher fiddled with her ring of iron keys and slid
one into the door on the left.

She slid it open to reveal a creepy looking
bathroom. It more resembled an outhouse or something you'd find in
an old castle.

"Hurry up, student," Teacher urged, unlocking
the leash from my collar.

I jumped inside, trying to ignore the dark,
dungeon-esque quality of the toilet I sat down on.

Teacher slid the door closed leaving just a
sliver of light inside with me. Immediately I released the pressure
on my bladder and let it drain out.

For a moment, I was in heaven, until, the
second I finished peeing, I realized the desire to get hard and cum
was even more nagging than ever.

"Alright," my instructor beckoned, sliding
the door back open. "It's time for you to get cleaned up."

She unlocked the metal door on the right to
reveal a small concrete room with a drain on the floor. Above, an
industrial-looking faucet pointed down at me.

"Get in, student," she demanded, somewhat
indifferent. "There's your soap, on the shelf there. You have three
minutes. It is your responsibility to clean yourself very
thoroughly. If you are not properly cleaned after your shower each
morning, you will be gagged, plugged and punished.

"You will then be taught the importance of
keeping a body clean. But, I won't go into that right now. You've
got enough to worry about. Just, believe be when I say, you want to
be quick and thorough when you shower here, understood?"

"Yes, miss," I stammered, stepping onto the
cold, damp concrete. "Thank you."

She secured the steel door shut and spoke
through the grated window. "These showers only use cold water,
student. Nice, hot showers are a privilege, which misbehaving
students in detention are not afforded. I'm sorry."

The shower activated and a harsh stream of
ice-cold water stung my skin. I screamed and tried to catch my
breath as I remembered I had just a few short minutes to cleanse my
body perfectly.

I grabbed the soap and got scrubbing.

~

After the shower, a vent opened in the wall
and blasted me with warm, dry air. Teacher then promptly returned
me to my cell, still shivering. Though, the whole experience seemed
to have my genitals even more aroused for some reason.

I could feel the heat coming off my
instructor's warm body and I imagined being smothered underneath
her, perhaps in her bed, face buried in her perfect breasts.

"On your knees, student," Teacher pointed.
"Over there."

In the middle of my cell, were two bars I
hadn't really noticed before. Both bars were about a foot or so off
the ground; one straight up in the air, the other horizontal.

"Get your knees behind that cross bar and
lean forward over it," she instructed.

I did what I was told and felt strictly
guided by the metal bars. Teacher then clasped my heavy, rigid
collar to the tall, vertical bar. Now, I was locked in a
doggy-style position and held in place by the two bars.

"This is how we like to keep students in
detention when we work with them. It is a very useful, versatile
position. You can be punished in this position. You can be
humiliated and spanked in this position. However, you can also be
taught while bound like this. And even, well, unlocked and
pleasured in this position.

"But, for now, I'm just going to explain a
few things to you as I inspect your level of cleanliness."

I watched Teacher's elegant heels clack
around to my side. I missed seeing her already. I couldn't turn my
head too far to either side due to the metal clasp and the collar.
I could tell they were designed to restrict my movement and limit
my comfort.

"I know you aren't happy about being here.
Being punished is never easy, or enjoyable, but our detention
system can be difficult for even the best students to endure.

"I don't want you to be too hard on yourself
and I don't think you should give up; which, many students in your
position have."

Teacher pushed my toes apart with the edge of
her shoe.

"Remember why you first came here to our
prestigious program. Because you know it's what's best for you. It
still is. You can have the life you always wanted when you leave
here. You can. You just have to keep going, keep learning and keep
behaving.

"Becoming certified is about training your
mind to be able to ignore the impulses of your male body. That is
an extremely difficult task."

She knelt down behind me, squeezed and spread
the cheeks of my ass. I felt a new level of embarrassment as this
incredibly classy, beautiful woman inspected the cleanliness of my
behind. My testicles ached and yearned to be emptied. I almost
drooled at the thought.

"Being certified from our school will allow
you to get a real job at a real office. You'll be able to get paid
the highest a male is allowed to earn. Not to mention, the type of
woman that would be interested in you will be more successful and
beautiful than anyone you've ever been able to date."

Her hand rested itself on my head and she
stroked my hair briefly. Her fingers lingered and I felt her love,
ever so lightly.

"Looks like you know how to wash yourself.
Good boy. Just make sure you are as thorough every morning. It
won't be me checking you next time..."

She straightened her skirt and adjusted her
nylons before stepping outside my door.

"I'm going to leave you in this position,
student. Just for a little while. You will be visited by the
medical staff for an inspection in the next hour or so. Be good and
don't give up. I believe in your ability to get through this. I
would tell you if I didn't."

The door creaked as it swung on its heavy
bearings, leaving me in the darkness, bound in my helpless
position, collared and caged.

I tried not to break down, but I felt the
tears welling up behind my eyes and a lump growing in my throat. I
wished more than anything that Teacher would come back inside and
unlock me. I wish she'd say this was all a misunderstanding and
that Chloe and I could spend the rest of the week together, doing
anything we wanted.

As my thoughts jumped to Chloe, tears escaped
me. I worried so much about how they were treating her. I was
scared to death thinking about it.

~

It might only have been an hour, but it felt
far longer than that when I heard a woman's heels clomp on the
hardwood floor outside my cell door. For a moment, they paced back
and forth, then, I saw their shadowy silhouette the floor in front
of me.

My nurse entered the room with a hesitant
smile.

"Hello, student," she said, warmly.

Her legs were covered in perfect white
stockings as usual and a tight, white skirt complemented her waist.
My heart skipped a beat when her kind eyes met mine.

"Hello, miss," I grunted, partially choked by
the heavy collar anchoring my neck to the pipe on the floor.

"I'm going to give you a brief inspection,"
she stated, plainly, putting down a small bag of instruments and
removing a clipboard from it.

I watched her toes dance ever so slightly
through the open section in the front of her heels. Under the
white, translucent nylon, they seemed ethereal. My mouth watered as
I imagined sucking on them and pleasing my loving nurse. I wanted
to make her happy so that she would save me from this frustrating,
lonely, horny nightmare.

"I was saddened to hear you were placed in
the detention wing. It's not easy in here
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