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Introduction by Mistress Benay

As a Dominatrix, I obviously have my share of men who are lining up to worship me, and are willing to do just about anything I request.  The average person may not realize that a very large percentage of men today, are looking for a Woman who will take control, and assert her Dominance over them. 

Maybe, it is a result of the Pressures which Society puts on the male in the business world, more so than they put on the females in the business world.  Maybe, it is the result of the emergence of the “Strong Woman” in the business place in recent years.  In either case, I have found that a large majority of men who desire to serve a Dominatrix or Mistress (you choose the term which you like best) are looking for a safe situation where they can surrender their power and submit to a female who will make the decisions and call all the shots.

Every day at work in most companies, the male may be expected to make crucial decisions about People, Projects, and Profit.  Every day at work, they are expected to be the leader, be the go-to person, and be the person who is constantly saddled with a tremendous amount of decision making and responsibility for the welfare of the Company and the Employees under their control.

What is the “Relief Valve” for such a male in this situation?  Obviously, I, and many other Women like me know the answer.

In many cases, the male will seek out a strong dominant female who will allow him to reverse roles from what he is normally used to on a daily basis.  He is looking for someone who will take control.  Someone, who will tell him what to do, and control his every action,   Someone, who will put him “in his place’, and show him who is the boss.  Someone who will relieve him of all decision making and responsibility.  He is seeking someone who will give him orders, and will punish him when he falls short of her expectations.

Along these lines, it is very common for such a male to also desire to be put into bondage by that strong female.  By being put into a helpless situation, it relieves him of any guilt for anything he does because he can always rationalize in his mind that he wasn’t responsible for what he did because she, the Domm, had him restrained and forced him to perform whatever actions she wanted.

This desire to be Dominated by a Dominatrix or Mistress extends to all aspects of his life.  He is looking to yield to a strong Woman mentally, physically, and sexually. This need on the part of males, coupled with more intelligent strong willed Women entering the work place over the last 20 years, has given rise to the Tidal Wave we know today as Female Domination.

The Caveat, if you will, is that this type of male has a pretty well defined picture in his mind, of what this strong female looks like.  She is usually very alluring, beautiful, and dresses in a certain manner.  Leather is usually the number one choice of outfits, in the mind of a male who is looking for someone to take control of his existence.  That Leather skirt or dress is usually accompanied by sheer black nylons, and pumps or leather boots with high stiletto heels.

Why is this outfit usually the number one choice of a male looking to be dominated?  Power is the answer.  The Leather outfit and the Stiletto Heels signify the power and dominance of the woman which the male desires.  Add a riding crop or a cat-of-nine tails to the picture and that same male will quickly be subservient to the Dominant Female in almost every case.

I’ve found this to be true more times than I can count over the years, with every male I’ve encountered.  It only takes a few seconds when a male comes into the presence of a Dominatrix who is dressed in the manner I just described, before she can have him on his knees, ready to do whatever she should order.  I have yet to find a male creature who can resist my looks, demeanor, or aura once they come into my presence when I am wearing such an outfit.

Having said all that, you would probably wonder then, why I would then set out on a venture to find a male who I could develop into the perfect life-long slave?  With so many subservient males lining up to serve me, why would I want to go out, and find a man who I could mold into my perfect slave?

The answer is simple.  All those men who flocked to Mistress Benay in her Dungeon were too easy.  They were already conditioned mentally and physically to serve a Dominant Mistress.  Many of them were coming to me on the sly.  Yes, unfortunately, they were cheating on their wives or girlfriends who probably were not giving them what they wanted and desired from their relationship.

Also, many of those clients did not possess the qualities which make for a good long term slave as well as a soul mate.  I wanted something better.  I had the vision of exactly what I was looking for.  I wanted to take a man who wasn’t looking for a Dominatrix or a Mistress, and mold him into my plaything, my lover, my soul mate, and my life-long slave.

That’s the reason I set out on a specific venture some 13 years ago, while I was living in Colorado.  Utilizing the new power of the Internet, I placed innocuous ads on many dating and social sites, well before the popularity of the Facebook era.  There was no mention of Female Domination in any of my ads.  Usually the ad contained just a Bio of me with a carefully chosen picture.  I had to work in the leather and heels, into the picture, of course. I talked in the ads about all of my likes and interests.  I also made it clear that I was looking for a man who would treat me like the Queen I was.

As you can expect, I was inundated with tons of replies.  It was easy to quickly eliminate the ones who came off as pushy, arrogant, or just a complete jerk.  I then had to begin the long process of sifting through the others; to see who I felt had the potential to be the perfect candidate for my little experiment.  I decided early in my quest to only consider men who were financially well off, or who had a job with a substantial income.

I didn’t see any reason for me to waste my time on someone who could not provide me with a life style similar to the one to which I was accustomed.  It was a process which took several months, and entailed a lot of phone calls, and blind dates which were dead ends.

Finally, one day, I received a reply to my ads which completely stopped me in my tracks.

A man named Troy, who was just five years older than me, and lived only about 15 miles away, responded with an awesome letter.  He had a very nice executive position in the business world, and was very attractive.  His interests were almost a carbon copy of mine.

He was divorced with two children, as was I.  The children were grown and the same ages as mine.  As we started to communicate over the Internet, it was almost spooky how perfect we matched each other on our interest, desires, and dreams. We both liked to travel and see new places.  We both loved the theatre and the glitz of Broadway.  We were both looking for the same kind of life at that time.  It wasn’t long before we were spending hours on the phone together.  It was so easy talking with him.  It was almost as though, we had known each other for a long time, as we discussed what was going on in our lives.

There was never ever any mention of Female Domination, or BDSM, or any of the areas which are such an important of the life of a Dominant Female.  That is what was so enthralling about our Internet and Phone Romance.  I knew that this was the perfect man for what I wanted.  I knew I would fall in love with him, and he would fall in love with me, but it would be on my terms.  I knew, from all our correspondence, that he would become my lover, then my husband, and then eventually, my slave for life.

Now, some 13 years later, I have been proven correct.  Everything I thought would happen has happened.  I have the best of all worlds, and everything that a true believer in Female Domination could desire.

Join me now, as I share with you the process of how I developed that true subservient being which exists inside of the male species and brought it out for my use and pleasure.  All men have a submissive side.  It just takes an accomplished Dominant Female to bring it to the surface, make it part of life, and capitalize on it.

Any Woman who truly believes in Female Domination can eventually bring a man to his knees, and mold him into the perfect slave.  Well, I should say “the almost perfect slave”.  As every Mistress knows, a male slave constantly needs to be punished for the transgressions which occur on a daily and weekly basis.  Male slaves can’t help themselves for falling short of our expectations.  After all, they are only lowly males who depend on the strength and direction of a Dominant Female to keep them on course, punish them when necessary, and keep them in their place.

If you are a male reading this book, and you desire to have your girlfriend or wife take control of your relationship, and live the life of Female Domination, then give her this book.  Let her read it.  Hopefully, for you, she will see the benefits of taking control of your relationship and can follow the same steps which I took to bring my slave under my control.

If you are a female who has wondered what it would be like to have a man totally subservient to you, ready to serve your every wish and desire, then learn from the lessons in this book.  Pay particular attention to the lessons about Male Chastity and the important part it plays in keeping your man attentive and under your control.  You, the female deserve to be the Queen.  You, the female deserve to have a male “At Your Beck and Call”, just as I do.
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Grooming A Personal Slave – Part 1

The big day had finally arrived.  After months of communicating over the Internet, and on the Phone constantly, I was about to come face to face with Troy, the man who someday would become my slave, if all went according to plan.  He didn’t know it at the time but I was sure from all of our communications that he was the one who I had been searching for, the one who I would eventually marry, and the one who would spend his life pleasing me and obeying my every command.

There was a knock on my door, right at the designated time.  He earned his first point for being absolutely punctual in calling on me at the time we had agreed upon.  I stopped quickly in front of a full length mirror in the hallway to check my appearance, before I opened the door.  I liked what I saw.  No leather today for this first date, but a very sexy Armani dress which accentuated my body, and sheer nylon stockings accompanied by black high heels.

When I opened the door, I was very pleased to see that Troy looked exactly like he did in the picture he had sent to me.  I was also thrilled to see that he was holding a dozen Yellow Roses in his hand.  Very good.  He just earned his second point in my book.  I invited him into my house, and we made some small talk as I showed him around my home.  I should say, however, that I intentionally avoided showing him my Play Room which was furnished as a Dungeon where I saw paying clients which was the door at the end of the hallway.  There will be plenty of time for him to see that room in the future.

Even as we walked and talked as I showed him around my house, I could feel that special vibe which told me that, yes; this was the man who would be an integral part of my future plans. 

We finally went out to Troy’s car and headed to an Italian Restaurant, where he had made a lunch reservation for us.  His choice of the restaurant was perfect.  The meal was perfect, and the chemistry between the two of us during lunch was unbelievable.  Once again, I felt like I had known him for many years.  As we talked, our conversation flowed easily, and it convinced me even more that his interests were on the same plane as mine. 

There is an old saying that when you are totally immersed in a conversation with a person who you feel is on the same wave length as you, that time stands still.  That was very true in this case.  Neither of us had any idea that we had stretched the lunch date into a three hour marathon, until we both realized at the same time, that we were the only two people left in the Restaurant.  The waiters were standing around, obviously waiting for us to leave, so that they could wrap up the lunch service.  A place which had been filled with probably 50 people during the noon hour was now strictly utilized by two people who were in tune with each other, and only had eyes for each other.

Troy paid the check, and we headed back out to his car.  It was obvious that neither of us wanted this date to end.  When he asked me, if I would like to take a ride up to the mountains in the National Park, which were about 20 minutes away, I quickly said yes.

As we drove eastward towards the mountains, I thought that I would make my first move, and see how he would react.  I gradually kept pulling on my dress until the hem was up above the tops of my stockings, and some of the garter belt was exposed for view.

Troy tried to act like he didn’t notice, but it was obvious that his eyes kept darting back and forth between the road in front of him, and my nylon clad legs.  It was a good sign in my book, and told me that yes, he liked what he saw.  As we entered the National Park, we followed a road which took us up to the top of the summit where you could look down upon the Canyon.  When we finally reached the top, he pulled into a turn off designated as a scenic view overlook where you could look down below and see the river snaking its way through the canyon.

The view of the canyon was breath-taking from the observation area, but by now, Troy was more enthralled with the view of my legs than the majestic view of nature in front of us.  It wasn’t long before he reached over, and casually placed his hand on the top of my leg.  He made small talk, and tried to act very composed, but it was obvious to me that I was getting the desired reaction out of him from my actions.  I let his hand caress my nylon clad leg, and slowly move up towards my crotch.  Just as he inched closer to the treasure hidden under my dress, I said “So, you like my legs?”

He was caught off guard, and tried to get out the words without stuttering that yes, he thought my legs were very beautiful.  I figured that I’d press him further, and asked him if he liked a woman who wears nylons and garter belts, instead of pantyhose.  He almost turned bright red.  He obviously wasn’t expecting that question.  He finally admitted that yes, he thought that the nylons and garter belt combination were much more exciting and sexy than pantyhose.

I let him move his hand further up my thigh until his hand was totally in between my legs, and he was caressing my pubic area through my sheer panties.  While his hand rubbed my crotch, I leaned over and placed my lips on his.  It was a very long passionate kiss.  As we began to move our tongues into each other’s mouth, I placed my hand over his crotch.  It was obvious that Troy was very excited judging from the bulge in his pants.

After a few more very passionate kisses, I lifted his hand from my crotch, and said “I think we better go back to my house, now that you have gotten me so wet and excited.  We wouldn’t want to get caught doing something in a National Park”.

There was no argument out of him.  He immediately started the car, and headed back down the mountain.  It was also obvious that he was driving a lot faster going back to town, than he did when we came up to the park.

When we got back to town, and entered my house, I led him to the kitchen.  There I directed him to a bottle of wine, and asked him to open it up, while I went and freshened up, and changed into something more comfortable.

While Troy was in the kitchen working on the bottle of wine, I went to my bedroom and changed into a more seductive outfit.  I figured that I’d hit him with something a little sensuous, and see how he would react.  I shed my dress, and changed into a black corset, which accentuated my bosom and curves, and matched the stockings and heels which I was wearing.  I also added a leather collar, just for a special touch.  Looking in the mirror, I decided that the outfit went very well with the garters, stockings, and high heels, and should blow him away.

When I returned to the kitchen, and he turned around, I got just the reaction I had hoped for.  His eyes almost popped out of his head, and he almost dropped the bottle of wine on the floor.  “Wow”, was all he said.  I said “I assume you like it!”

“Bring that bottle of wine and the glasses into the living room, and pour me a glass”, I said.  It was more of a command than a request, and he quickly carried them into the living room.  I sat down in a recliner, and pointed to the end table near me, indicating where he should place the wine.  He immediately picked up the bottle, poured a glass, and handed it to me.  “Very Good”, I said.  “Now pull that ottoman over her, and sit by me, after you pour yourself a glass”.

There was no argument on his part.  He immediately pulled the stool over in front of my recliner and sat next to me.  We made some more small talk.  I thanked him for the wonderful lunch, and for the drive up to the mountains.  While we talked, it was very obvious to me that he could not remove his eyes from my breasts which were pushed up by the corset, or my nylon covered legs.  Finally, I decided to see how far I could push his submissive side on our first date. “I’d really like it if you would massage my legs”, I said.  “Why don’t you start down at my ankles?”

I didn’t even have to ask twice.  He immediately slipped his body off the ottoman, knelt down on the floor in front of me, and began rubbing my ankles.  I could see that he was already very excited.  As he worked his hands up my legs, caressing both of them, I told him that it would be nice if he would also kiss my legs.  Once again, he quickly responded by placing soft passionate kisses on my legs.

I allowed him to work his way up to the top of my thighs, and then I gently pushed his head back down all the way to the tips of my stiletto heels.  “That was nice, but this time I’d like you to start at my heels, and work your way up”.  I guided him by raising one of my heels and pushing the tip of the stiletto up to his mouth.  He instinctively allowed me to push the heel into his mouth, and began kissing it.  At that point, I knew that I had him pegged properly.  When he had finished worshipping the first heel, I slipped the other one into his mouth, and he quickly began kissing it.  “Very Nice”, I said.  “You can now work your way back up my legs”.  As he started kissing my legs once again, I noticed that the bulge in his pants was bigger than ever. 

This time when Troy reached the top of my thighs, I spread my legs apart, placed my hand on his head, and pushed his mouth between my legs.  He knew what to do right away.  He pushed the fabric of my thin thong to the side, and he slid his tongue over my clit.  “That’s nice”, I said.  “Show me how much you want to make love to me”.  That’s all I had to say.  He quickly began pushing his tongue into my vagina, sucking on my clitoris, and licking me passionately.

As Troy worked his tongue and mouth at a faster rate, I began pressing my body against his mouth, harder and harder.  I was very glad to see that he knew how to please a woman with his mouth.  That is a most important trait for a male slave.  I soon experienced an explosive orgasm, and held onto his head, pressing him even tighter between my legs.

When I finally released his head, and allowed him to come up for some air, it was very obvious that he was extremely excited.  I gave him a long passionate kiss, and pulled his head against my breasts.

“Would you like to spend the night with me, or do you have to go home?”  Silly question, but I wanted to see what he would say.  Oh yes, he quickly assured me, he would like to stay with me for the night.  I could tell at that point, that he was ready to agree with anything I would propose.  So far, so good, for this first date, I thought.  I decided to see how far I could push him.

I got up from the recliner, took him by the hand, and told him to follow me.  I led him into my bedroom, where I told him to remove all his clothing.  As he was removing his clothes, I made it a little difficult for him, by running my hands over his body.  When he took his t-shirt off, I placed my mouth over one of his nipples and began to suck on it.  The reaction was just what I expected.  He began to shiver, and let out a low moan.

Once he had removed his underwear, I slid my hand down, and took a hold of his cock.  It was getting bigger by the minute.  I turned my attention to his other nipple, and ran my tongue over it, while I massaged his cock.  Soon his cock got hard as a rock, and his body was going limp as putty in my hands.  I guided his naked body back towards the bed, and pushed him onto it.

I reached into the end table next to the bed, and took out a blindfold which I slid over his head.  He asked me what I was doing.  “Don’t worry”, I said.  “I want you to just enjoy the pleasure I am going to give you.  You gave me an awesome orgasm, and now I am going to return the favor to you!”

I kissed him, and began running my hands all over his chest, and then down his body to his thighs, and eventually to his groin area.  While I licked his nipples, I rubbed his balls, and massaged his cock.  When I was sure that he had let his defenses down, I ran my hands up both his arms, pushing them towards the head of the bed, where I already had a pair of handcuffs attached to the headboard.

I took one of his wrists, slid it into the handcuff and locked it.  Before he even could react, I got his other wrist locked into the second handcuff.  Now I had his wrists locked helplessly to the headboard of the bed.  He immediately tried to get up, and pull himself free, while asking what I was doing.

“Calm down Troy.  There’s nothing to worry about.  I only plan on giving you a lot of pleasure.  Just relax and go with the flow”, I told him.  “I think you’ll enjoy what I have in mind!”  Also to reassure him, I kissed him, and slipped my tongue into his mouth, while I ran my fingertips seductively all over his body.

When he calmed down, I climbed onto the bed and ran my nylon clad legs all over his body.  It was obvious right away that he liked that.  I then positioned myself over his head, spread my legs, and pressed my clitoris down onto his mouth.  “Show me how good that tongue of yours is again”, I said, as I pressed myself against his mouth.  He immediately began licking me, and pushing his tongue into my vagina.  When he had me totally excited once again, I moved down, and positioned myself over his cock.

He quickly began pushing his body upwards, and pumping his cock into me.  I started riding his cock faster and faster while he pushed himself up towards me.  We were both so excited at that point, that as I came with an explosive orgasm, he unloaded all of his cum at the same time.  As we both relaxed, I fell on top of him, and we locked our lips in a long passionate kiss.

I finally took the key to the handcuffs out from under my pillow, and unlocked his wrists from the headboard.  We embraced each other, and both of us fell asleep in each other’s arms.

Neither of us stirred at all during the night, until the morning sun started to work its way through my bedroom window.  Troy said that he had better get home, so that he could get ready for work.  He kissed me, thanked me for the wonderful time, and then headed out.

I was very pleased that our first date had turned out so well, and actually amazed that I was able to push him as far as I did.  The fact that I was able to get him to worship my stiletto heels, and introduce the handcuffs into our lovemaking on the first date, meant that my plan for him was definitely ahead of schedule.  I was very satisfied with the oral skills he had exhibited, at giving me pleasure with his mouth.  While he didn’t realize it, at the time, I also showed him that the only way he would ever have sex with me was with him, on the bottom restrained, while I called the shots.

All in all, it was a very successful first date with Troy.  Now it was time to move onto the next phase of my plan, in turning him into my personal slave.
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Grooming A Personal Slave – Part 2

The next morning as I leisurely drank my coffee and read the newspaper at the kitchen table, my phone rang.  I knew it would be Troy, and it was.  I purposely did not answer my phone, since I now had to put the next phase of my plan into motion.

Troy left me a message telling me how much he enjoyed spending yesterday with me, and asking me if I would like to get together with him for dinner that night.  He left his cell phone number, and told me to give him a call.

While I may have been tempted to call him, and have dinner with him, there was no way that I would do that.  I needed now to see how much of an impression I had made on him.  Ideally, I needed him to want more of what I offered very badly.  If everything went according to plan, he would soon be begging for me to see him again.

Sure enough, when I got home from my trip into town, there was a message on my answering machine from Troy.  He didn’t know if I had gotten his prior message, and wanted to know if I would like to have dinner with him.  Obviously, I deleted his message, fixed myself a drink, and prepared some dinner.  I had a quiet evening, did some reading, and wondered many times throughout the evening, what Troy was thinking.  Was he getting excited thinking about me and what had happened the night before?  Was he really ready for a woman who believed in Female Domination take control of his life?  If I was right, the answers to those questions were yes, and it wouldn’t be long before Troy was begging to see me.

The next day I headed out to have lunch with one of my girlfriends.  After lunch, we caught a movie at the local mall, and then did some shopping.  When I returned home around dinner time, I saw that my message light was blinking.  Just as I thought, there were two messages from Troy.

He was checking in with me, hoping that everything was ok, and wondering when we could get together again.  I smiled, and erased the messages, make myself a drink, and cuddled up with the book I was reading.

The same thing happened the next day, and the day after.  I received two messages from Troy each day, which I deleted without returning.  It was obvious from the tone of the messages, that he was getting more desperate in trying to reach me.   I could tell from the sound of his voice on each message that he really was trying to get together with me again.

Finally, at the end of the week, I returned one of his calls, when I was sure that he was ready for what I had planned next.  I acted completely normal when I called him back, like we had been talking all week.  When he asked if I was ok, I reassured him that yes, everything was good with me.  When he asked if I had gotten his messages, I told him that yes, I had gotten them, but I had been very busy during the week.  I wanted to make sure that he knew that at this point, he was not the center of my life.  I figured that this would make him work even harder to please me, and move up on my priority list.

I then asked him if he would like to come over to my house for dinner that night.  He didn’t hesitate in saying yes, he would love it. “Great, I’ll see you tonight around 7 PM, and who knows, I might have a surprise for you”, I said.  I figured that I’d keep him wondering all day about what lay in store at my house tonight.

In preparation for his arrival, I made sure that I put on an outfit that would once again blow him away.   I donned a black corset, short black leather skirt, black nylons and stiletto heels.  I was sure that when he saw me, he’d forget about dinner, and have other things on his mind.  Sure enough, at 7 PM exactly, while I was on the phone with one of my girlfriends, there was a knock on my door, and Troy was there being his very punctual self.  I was very glad to see that he had brought me flowers once again.  In his hands he held a dozen beautiful roses.  I thanked him for the flowers, as I invited him into the living room.  “God, you look beautiful!”, he said, as his eyes wandered up and down my body.  I was pleased that my outfit had the proper effect on him.

I directed him to a bottle of wine which was chilling on the table.  “Why don’t you open the wine, and pour a glass for each of us, while I put these flowers in a Vase”.  I arranged his flowers in a vase and put them on the kitchen table, where I had already placed the dinner settings for us.

I must say, even if it is blowing my own horn, that the gourmet dinner I made was truly outstanding.  Troy could not stop commenting how much he enjoyed the Chicken Marsala and Linguine.  Throughout dinner, we chatted about his week at work, and I got more insight into his job.   It was amusing however, to see him try to act normal while his eyes kept wandering to the top of my breasts which were peeking out of the corset.

Finally, when dinner was finished, I rose to clear the table, and he immediately jumped up to help me.  As we rinsed off the dishes and put them into the dishwasher, I told him that I appreciated the fact that he was helping me.  “I’ll consider that later”, was all I said, and it was obvious that Troy had no idea what I meant at that point.

Done with the kitchen duties, I suggested that we both retire to the couch in the living room.  “Bring the wine and our glasses:, was all I said, as I sat down on the couch.  When Troy had done as I said, I figured that I’d see how ready he was to move onto the next phase of his training.

“So Troy, were you excited the other night, when I handcuffed you to my bed?”, I asked.  He obviously was not ready for that question, and you could have knocked him over with a feather at that point.  He started stuttering, and finally managed to tell me that yes, he thought that was very sexy and arousing.  It had been a new experience for him, since he had never had a woman take control like that.

“So, it didn’t bother you that a woman took control while you were helpless, and put you on the bottom?”  He quickly told me that he didn’t have a problem with it, because he was so excited at the time, and found it very arousing.  “Great, I’m glad to hear it, because I prefer always being on top of the situation, if you know what I mean?”

I wasn’t sure at that point that Troy really knew what I meant, but it didn’t matter anyway.  I was going to push him to the next level.

“Good, I’m glad you enjoyed it, and that you liked having me control things”, I said.  “I really like spending time with you.  We get along very well, and have so much in common.  There also is a lot I can teach you, if you’re willing to learn.”

I let that sink in for a few minutes, and then said “Are you ready to try something new and even more adventurous tonight?”  As I questioned him, I picked up his hand, and placed it on the top of my leg where my stockings met the leather skirt.  He quickly said that yes, he was willing to try whatever I wanted.  I could tell from the bulge in his pants that he was ready.  I leaned over, gave him a hot kiss, and stood up. 

“Why don’ t you take our wine glasses, and come with me into the bedroom!”.  I didn’t have to ask twice.  Troy was quickly on his feet, picked up our wine, and was following me into my bedroom.  “Take your clothes off!”, I told him.  He removed his clothes without a question, and waited for me to tell him what to do next.  “Troy, I want you to get down on the floor on your knees.  I have something special for you”.  He looked at me with a quizzical look, indicating that he did not understand why I would want him to get down on the floor on his knees.  “Just do what I say Troy.  You said that you liked it when I took control, so do what I say!”

He immediately did as I ordered this time, and dropped down onto his knees in front of me. 

“I am going to blindfold you, so that you can really enjoy what is going to happen”, I told him, as I slipped the blindfold over his head snugly against his eyes.  “Now place your hands behind your back!” I ordered him.  Once he did, I secured a pair of leather cuffs around each of his wrists, and locked his arms behind his back.

I then pushed his head down onto the floor, so that his ass and balls stood upright.  I went to my closet and took out a device called a Humbler, which is basically a wooden vise made to fit behind the legs with an opening for the balls.  I opened it up, and slipped his balls through the opening.  I then positioned the Humbler up against the back of his legs, while I closed it up.

He immediately started to moan as I tightened the device putting pressure around his balls.  I turned the screw on the Humbler until both parts of the device were closed completely and tightly over his balls.  He was really moaning now, but I noticed that his cock had also gotten hard and erect.

Once the humbler was secured in place, there was no way that Troy would be able to stand up.  He was now helplessly on his knees with his wrists cuffed behind his back, and judging from his hard on, he was obviously very aroused.

“How do you feel Troy?  Do you feel helpless?”, I asked, knowing very well what the answer would be.  “Do you think you can stand up?”  He told me that no, there was no way he could get up with his balls locked behind his legs, as he tried unsuccessfully to raise himself off the floor. He said that he was totally helpless.

“That’s correct Troy.  There’s is no way that you can get up on your feet while this little device is closed around your balls.  It’s called a Humbler, and its purpose is to teach you that when you are on your knees in the presence of a Dominant Woman, you are at her mercy, and totally submissive to her.  As you can see, you can’t do anything right now, unless I help you.  Do you agree?”

“Yes”, he said.  I decided that now was the time to  correct him, and see if he was truly ready to serve me.  “Troy, when you are in my presence, you will always answer with ‘Yes or no Mistress’.  My name as far as you are concerned is Mistress Benay, and I expect to be addressed properly from now on.  Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress”, he replied.  I patted him on the head and said “Very good.  I know that this is all still new to you, so I am going to give you the option to be released and leave now if you want.  If you don’t think that you want a relationship based on my terms, then I will understand, and we can go our separate ways as friends.

“Oh no, Mistress Benay.  I don’t want to go.  You don’t need to release me.  I’ll agree to your terms”, he quickly said.  I smiled, pressed my nylon clad legs against his face, and said “I’m glad to hear that from you at this point.  I have so much to teach you in the coming days and months, and I think that you’ll be a quick learner, and get lots of pleasure from the things that we will do.  I do need to warn you though, that it will not be all pleasure for you.  Yes, if you keep me happy, serve me properly, and please me, I’ll make sure that you get plenty of pleasure.

However Troy, whenever you disobey me, disappoint me, or fail to please me properly, then there will be punishment for you.  That’s the way I believe the relationship has to be structured. My standards are very high, and anytime you don’t meet them, the punishment will be severe.  Are you willing to take that chance and live by my rules so that you can be with me?

I could tell he was somewhat hesitant now that I had mentioned punishment, but he soon replied “Yes Mistress, I understand”.  I ran my hands over his body, paying particular attention to his nipples.  I squeezed them until they both were standing erect, and his cock was now standing straight out hard and erect.

“Very well Troy.  Before we go any further, since you say that you understand, I will tell you this, and I mean every word.  Anytime tonight, tomorrow, or months from now, if you should feel that you can’t obey my orders exactly as I give them to you, or you are no longer willing to meet my every want and need without question, then you can leave.  If you do, however, I will never take you back again once you leave, and I will never speak with you again.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

Troy nodded his head up and down, and said “Yes Mistress Benay, I fully understand what you are saying.  That won’t happen.”

“Great”, I said, as I sat down in a chair in front of him.  “Now I want you to get your mouth down onto my heels and clean them properly.  From now on, whenever you see me, and I am wearing shoes or boots with high heels, you will drop down onto your knees, and ask permission to worship my shoes or boots with your mouth!”

As he bent over to kiss my shoes, I lifted up one of my heels and slipped it into his mouth.  “Don’t you dare put any teeth marks on my heels”, I warned.  “Suck them gently, and clean them with your tongue”.  Troy did exactly as he was told.  He ran his mouth up and down my heel, while his tongue worked feverishly cleaning it.

When my first heel was cleaned, I then slid my other heel into his mouth.  He worshipped and cleaned that one also till I was satisfied with the results.  “Very good”, I said.  “You will become very proficient at cleaning my pumps and boots, and I should tell you that I have a very large collection of shoes and boots which will need cleaning!”

I then told him to turn around and bend over.  When he did, I loosened the screws on the Humbler, and removed it from his balls.  “What do you say Troy?, I asked.  “Thank you Mistress”, was his reply.  “Learn this lesson right now, Troy.  Whenever I do something nice for you, whether it gives you pleasure or pain I expect a Thank You, without me asking.  When you forget to thank me, you will be punished”.  To emphasize my point, I picked up a paddle and gave him a hard smack across his ass.  He obviously was not expecting it, and let out a loud cry.

“You’ll get used to being paddled or whipped, I’m sure, because it’s the only way you’ll learn how to serve me properly!”  I then unlocked the cuffs from behind his back, and quickly locked the two cuffs together in front of him.  I told him to stand up, and when he did, I led him over to my bed.

I placed him on the bed on his back, and then pulled his cuffed wrists up over his head.  I attached the wrist cuffs to the top of the Bed’s headboard, securing him helplessly to the bed.  I then took a pair of nipple clamps and attached them to each of his nipples.  He immediately let out a cry as each clamp was tightened on his nipples.  It was obvious that his nipples had never been clamped before.  “Be quiet Troy or I will have to gag you.  Consider this to be your punishment for not saying ‘Thank You’ earlier when I let you out of the Humbler!”

To make sure that he was even more uncomfortable, I connected the chain from the nipple clamps to the center of his wrist cuffs.  Now whenever he would move his arms, he would also pull on his nipples.  I smiled to myself, since I believe that when a slave tortures himself, it adds another dimension to his punishment. 

While he lay there suffering with the clamps pulling on his nipples, I got up on the bed, and positioned myself over his cock.  I let my pussy slid down over his cock for a minute, and then I raised myself back up.  He instinctively raised his groin and tried to push his cock back into my vagina.  It was amusing watching him, because when he strained to push upwards, he pulled down on his arms, pulling on the clamps which were attached to his nipples.  He let out a moan, as the clamps tightened around his nipples.

“What’s the matter Troy, are you having a problem?”, I asked amusingly.  I repeated my little stunt a few more times, and each time enjoyed seeing him suffer.  Finally, I mounted his cock, and allowed him to enter me all the way.  “Ok, slave, show me how much you want to please your Mistress!”

He immediately began raising his groin area to pump his cock into my vagina.  As he pumped his cock, I took ahold of the clamps attached to his nipples, and squeezed on them.  Each time I did, he let out a cry from the pain.  I rode his cock, as he pumped faster and faster until finally, I exploded in an enormous orgasm.  Shortly thereafter, he also came, filling me with his cum. 

When we had both recovered from the very intense sex, I removed the clamps from his nipples, and ran my tongue over each nipple.  He cried out in pain, as the blood rushed back into his nipples.  I then lifted myself off of his cock, ran my fingers into my pussy, and stuck my cum covered fingers into his mouth.  “Suck my fingers”, I ordered.  “Show me how much you love my juices mixed with yours!”

He never had a chance to resist, and began sucking on my fingers, removing his cum from them.  I finally got up off of the bed, unlocked his wrists from the cuffs, and locked into a hot passionate kiss with him.  I told him “I am so glad that you decided that you want to be my slave.  I am sure that we will have a long and wonderful relationship together!”

“Wow that was something.  I don’t think that I have ever been that excited during sex”, is all he said.  “Yes”, I said “I think you will work out very fine as my slave and keep things exciting”, as I kissed him again, and began to get dressed.

Troy also dressed, and got ready to head home, since he had an early meeting in the morning.  As he kissed me good bye and left, I was very pleased that I was able to bring him along so far in such a short time as my slave.  If I was correct, and things would go according to my plan, then Troy would soon become my 24/7 slave.  Who knows, we might even get married.  Hah – that would add a whole new dimension to my life as a Dominatrix.

Before he left, we made plans to go away to the mountains the coming weekend.  It was a holiday weekend, so we would have three days together.  Troy said he would rent a cottage for the weekend, and I told him to make sure that he saved up his energy, because I was sure that he would need it to serve his new Mistress.
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Weekend in the Mountains with Slave Troy – Part 1
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Troy arrived at my home on Saturday morning around noon, and right on time as planned.   For the trip to the mountains, I had selected a special outfit which I thought was appropriate.  A pair of leather pants, topped by a tight sweater which accentuated my breasts looked absolutely perfect when I checked in the mirror.  I also wore a pair of black leather boots with high heels to complement the look.

When Troy came into my home, he immediately made his first mistake.  He had forgotten what I had told him about what he was supposed to do whenever he came into my presence, and I was wearing High Heels.  He did not get down, and ask permission to worship my heels.  I did not say anything, but I made a mental note to make sure I punished him severely for that when we got to the cottage.  I could not have him forgetting my rules after only a couple of days.

I told him that I had bought him a couple of special items for our trip.  When he asked me what I meant, I produced a bag which I handed to him.  When he opened it, he found a black mesh t-shirt and a black leather jock strap.  “I thought you would look good in these.  Go in to the bathroom, and change into them before we go”.

Troy thanked me for the items and didn’t argue about changing his underwear.  He went into my bathroom, removed his underwear, and changed into the items which I had bought him, and returned to me so that I could inspect him.  When he returned with his old underwear, I took it from him, and placed it in my garbage can.

“When we get back from the cottage, you need to go and do some shopping for yourself”, I told him.  “From now on, make sure that you are wearing either sexy mesh or leather underwear in either black or red when you come to see me.  No more fruit of the loom stuff!”

“You can go ahead, and put all of my bags in the car now”, I said.  He did as he was told, and we were soon on our way to the Cottage in the mountains where we would spend the weekend. 

After almost a three hour drive, we arrived at the Cottage.  I familiarized myself with the layout of the place, while Troy unloaded the Car, and brought our Bags and Supplies for the weekend inside.  He put our suitcases up in the Bedroom, and I told him to put my special bag which contained my Restraints and Toys down in the Basement Family room.  “Unpack that bag completely, and lay everything out nice and neat on a table for me, so that I can find whatever I want without any trouble”, I told him.    

Once we were all settled in, I instructed Troy to pour me a glass of Wine, and to also make a drink for himself.  When he returned with the drinks, I showed him a special leather collar which I had ordered custom made just for him, since the last time I had saw him.

Inscribed on the leather collar were the words “Slave to Benay”.  I placed the collar around his neck, fastened it in the back, and locked the hasp with a small gold padlock.  “Now when you are away from me, you’ll have a reminder at all times of your new commitment to serving me”, I said.

I then instructed him to go back downstairs and get two leather wrist cuffs and two padlocks, and bring them to me.  When he returned with the items I had requested, I locked a leather cuff around each of his wrists.  “This way you’ll be ready for me later!” I said.  I then told Troy that I was going to take a relaxing dip in the Hot Tub, and then maybe a short nap. 

While I was doing that, I told him that he should begin preparing dinner for us.  “Don’t forget to check with me on a regular basis to see if I need anything”, I told him.  While I went out and lounged in the hot tub, Troy began getting everything ready to prepare our dinner.[image: ]

After a short while, he came out with the bottle of wine and refilled my glass, and checked to see if I needed anything else.

I called him back out to the hot tub about fifteen minutes later, and told him that I wanted him to remove all of his clothes, and strip down to just the Mesh Undershirt and the Leather Jockstrap.  “That’s all you need to wear in addition to your leather collar while we are here in the cottage, while you work on my dinner!”

When I was ready to leave the hot tub, I called him back out, and told him to bring a big bath towel.  “Dry my body off”, I ordered.  Troy immediately began to wipe me with the bath towel, being very gentle as he worked his way down my body.  When he had dried me almost completely, I pushed him down onto his knees on the deck, and ordered him to lick the water droplets which were on my thighs and between my legs.  I then sat down, pulled his face into my crotch, and ordered him to give me pleasure with his mouth and tongue.  As he licked me, I could see the bulge in his jockstrap getting bigger and bigger.

His oral worship was a very nice touch following the time I had spent in the hot tub.  When he finally brought me off with his mouth, and I experienced a nice orgasm, I pushed him away, and told him to return to the kitchen to finish preparing our dinner.  As he walked back to the kitchen, it was obvious that he was very excited.  The hard on pushing against his jockstrap gave him away.  I then went upstairs for a short nap.  Before I did, I told him to call me fifteen minutes before dinner was ready to be served, so that I could get dressed.

When the meal was almost ready, and the table was set with the dinnerware, Troy came up to the bedroom to wake me up.  While he went back down to make the final dinner preparations, I got dressed in a special outfit which I had purchased just for this weekend.

I donned a tight revealing black leather dress with a set of tie strings in the front which only partially covered my breasts.  I knew the dress would knock him dead, especially when I accompanied it with black sheer stockings, and shoes with high stiletto heels.   To make my outfit look even more dangerous, I picked up a Cat-of-Nine Tails Whip, and carried it in my hand as I went downstairs for dinner.

As soon as Troy saw me, he told me how beautiful I looked, and how much he liked my outfit.  Then he did remember what I had told him previously, and quickly dropped down onto his knees, and asked permission to worship my shoes.  I told him that yes, he had my permission to kiss each of my shoes, and worship them with his mouth and tongue.  He immediately went to work licking every inch of my shoes and sucking on my stiletto heels until my shoes glistened.

I then told him to stand up, and handed him a camera.  I had him take a series of pictures of me in my leather attire, in various poses around the Cottage.  I then took pictures of him in his underwear working on dinner in the kitchen.  When he was finished preparing the meal, he informed me that dinner was ready.  He took my hand and led me to a beautifully set table.  When Troy pulled out my chair for me, I placed my whip on the table and sat down, while he poured a glass of wine for me.  He had made a wonderful Italian dinner.  The meal was delicious, and he kept telling me throughout dinner how great I looked.  Since his manners were perfect during dinner, I never had to pick my whip up from the table and use it.

Once dinner was finished Troy immediately went about the task of clearing the table.  I told him that I was going to go down stairs to the family room to read and relax for a while.  I told him that when he was finished completely cleaning the kitchen and dishes, that he should join me downstairs, and bring my camera, and fresh drinks.

When Troy was finished upstairs, he came down to the family room with the drinks and my camera.  I told him to put the drinks on the table near the couch, and took the camera from him.  I then ordered him to remove his mesh shirt and jock strap.  When he did, I told him to get on his knees in front of me.  As soon as he was kneeling, I locked his leather wrists cuffs together in front of him.

I then took pictures of him kneeling there wearing nothing but his leather slave collar and the locked leather cuffs on his wrists.  I have found that it is always a good idea for a Mistress to get plenty of pictures of her slave in various compromising positions.  I always keep a very large file of pictures on each slave.  You can be sure that they are not the kind of pictures they would like their boss or wife, if they have one, to see.  You never know when you may have to use them someday to get what you want, if a slave should ever decide to become difficult and cause trouble.

I then ordered Troy to start at the tip of each of my shoes with his mouth, and work his way lovingly with kisses up and down each of my legs.  After I had him do this a couple of times, I pulled his face between my legs, and ordered him to lick me, and give me pleasure.

He immediately went to work kissing and sucking on my clit, giving me one orgasm after another.  When I was completely satisfied, and had regained my composure, I placed a blindfold over his eyes and tightened it securely so that he could not see anything.  I then pulled a Leather Hood down over his head, and tightly laced it up.  I picked up a leather gag which had a penis dildoe attached to it, shoved it in his mouth, and tightened it around his head.

I then pulled his head back down between my legs to get more pleasure, only this time from the penis dildo attached to Troy’s gag.  I held his head, and worked the penis gag in and out giving myself pleasure until I exploded with an orgasm.  I didn’t stop there.  I kept going, working the dildoe back and forth until my whole body shook as I came with another orgasm stronger than the one before.  “Wow slave that was wonderful”, I said.  “Now, I don’t have any use for your cock tonight.  Too bad for you, isn’t it?”

I then removed the dildoe gag from his mouth and inserted another wide leather gag into his mouth, and secured it to the hood.  I ordered him to stand up, and I led him over to a set of Wooden Beams in the basement.  I placed him up against the beams, so that his hooded face was facing the upright beam.  I then unlocked his cuffs, and spread his arms up above his head, securing each wrist to one of the Y shaped beams in the room.  I then took a length of rope and completely wrapped it around Troy’s body and the wooden beam until he was tied tightly, and snugly restrained up against the beam, so that he couldn’t move at all.

I then placed clamps on each of his nipples, and the pain started.  He was now bound, hooded, and gagged, and completely helpless against the wooden beams of the basement.  I told him that he could just stay that way for a while until I was ready for him.  I was going to relax and read while he suffered there.

I went over to the couch, poured myself a new glass of wine, and began reading the book I had brought with me.  I got so immersed in the book that I almost forgot about poor Troy hanging there from the beams.  When I heard moans coming from behind his gag, I realized that I had been reading for over a half hour.  I decided that I better go and check him to make sure that his nipples were still intact.

I went over to him, and without saying a work, I removed the Nipple Clamps.  Obviously, the pain must have been pretty bad as the blood rushed back into his nipples, judging from the cries he let out which were muffled by the gag.  That pain, however, was nothing compared to the pain he got when I ran my mouth over each of his nipples and sucked on them.  He started jumping around and crying, and fighting against the restraints holding him to the beams.  “Come on slave, calm down” I said.  “You know that every slave has to learn how to take pain.  Don’t you want to please your Mistress?”

All he could do was nod his head indicating that yes, I was right.  “Good, I’m glad that you agree.  Speaking of pain, I do have to give you a good whipping, however, before I let you down.  Do you know why?”  Obviously, he couldn’t speak with the gag in his mouth, but he shook his head telling me that he did not know what I was talking about.

“Troy, remember when you arrived at my house to pick me up earlier today, and I was wearing my leather boots.  You forgot to do something, didn’t you?”

He realized what I was talking about, and shook his head yes that he understood.  Very well, now you have to be punished for not offering to clean my heels with your mouth.  I am very serious about enforcing my rules so you need to always make sure that you are following them.

I went over to the table and selected a nice Cat-of-Nine Tails.  I stood back and began lashing Troy across his back.  I made sure that each lash landed solid so that they would sting like hell.  I worked my way down his back, across his butt, and down his thighs.  When I reached his thighs, I started back up across his butt, and up his back.  It wasn’t long before he was sobbing, pleading, and begging from behind his gag.  I must admit that I did have to take a minute and admire my handiwork.  His back and butt were covered with a series of very defined red marks from the lashes.  I was sure that he would be hurting for a while.

I went and got a washcloth, ran it under cold water, and patted his back, butt, and thighs with the cool cloth.  “I’m sorry I had to punish you so severely Troy”, I said.  “But you must understand that when I give you a rule, I expect you to always follow it perfectly.  Since this was your first whipping by me, it had to be severe.  This whipping was for your own good, so that you’ll remember things in the future.  Do you understand?”  He quickly started nodding his head that yes, he understood.

I then unhooked his cuffs from the top of the beams, and removed the rope holding him up against the center beam.  He immediately collapsed on the floor.  I removed the gag from his mouth, and took the leather hood off of his head, and left only the blindfold on him.

He quickly thanked me for releasing him.  “Very good Troy.  See that, you are learning very fast.  I put my arms around him, hugged him, and gave him a hot kiss, telling him that I was proud of him because of the way he took his punishment.

I then decided to change into a pair of thigh high black leather boots for what I planned next.  Troy was going to clean my boots for me with his own cum.  He just didn’t know it yet.  “Troy, you did a very nice job of bringing me off with your mouth and with the dildoe gag today, so I am going to reward you, by letting you also come now.  Don’t think however, that every time you give me pleasure, I will also let you have pleasure.  It just isn’t going to happen.  The only reason I’m going to let you have some pleasure is because it’s our first weekend away together and you have done a nice job with that mouth of yours giving me lots of pleasure”.

I then told Troy to stand up and spread his legs.  When he did, I took a long boot lace and began to tie up his cock and balls.  I wrapped the lace tightly around his balls, and then began to tie up his cock in a series of tight knots.  I finished up by bringing the lace back around his balls, pulling it super tight and securing it with a knot.

Troy’s cock was now hard as a rock, tied tightly, and standing upright.  “Give me your hand”, I told him.  When he did, I squirted lotion into the palm of his hand.  “You may go ahead and jerk yourself off now Troy.  I’ll give you two minutes to make yourself cum.  If you can’t do it in two minutes, then you’ll have to wait for another day”, I said, as I looked at my watch.  I knew it would be very frustrating for him having his cock tied so tightly, and being under a time limit.  He quickly went to work rubbing the lotion over his cock, and pumping his hand up and down his cock.

When he had about a minute left, I figured that I’d help him out some, by grabbing both of his nipples and squeezing them.  He let out a moan and pumped his cock even faster, as I counted down the seconds, putting additional pressure on him.  Lucky for him, just before time ran out, his whole body started shaking, as he was ready to start shooting his cum.  As soon as I realized that he was going to release his cum, I put both of my boots on a step stool under his cock.  I then told him to make sure that all of his cum landed on the tip of my boots, or else he would be punished again.

Troy did just as he was told.  As he started shooting his cum, he directed the tip of his cock over each of my leather boots.  When he was finished, I pushed his head down to my boots, and ordered him to spread the cum around with his tongue, and make my boots shine.  He did just as he was told.  He ran his tongue over the cum, and used it to clean every inch of my boots.

I inspected my boots to make sure that there was no cum left on them, and found that he had done a perfect job.  “Very good Troy.  I’ll have to make you shine my boots with your cum more often.  It conditions the leather very nicely!”  I then untied the boot lace from his cock, gave him a kiss, and told him to go and clean himself up.

“I’m going to bed now”, I said.  “You can join me after you clean up.  Just make sure that you are up early enough in the morning to fix me a nice breakfast I will expect you to cater to all of my needs tomorrow, and spoil me rotten!”
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Weekend in the Mountains with Slave Troy – Part 2

I awoke the next morning as the sun started peeking through the curtains in our bedroom.  As soon as I started to wake up, I could smell the aroma of bacon cooking down stairs.  Good, I thought, Troy was down there making breakfast for me.  I got out of bed and went into the bathroom.  When I came out, Troy was standing there with a mug of coffee for me.  “I heard you wake up, so I thought that I would bring you some coffee”, he said. 

I thanked him for being so aware, and he asked me how I would like my eggs done.  I told him over medium eggs, and told him to wait about 30 minutes for me to get ready.  He kissed me gently on the cheek, and told me that my breakfast would be ready whenever I was.

I decided to dress casually today, since I had already made the decision to have my slave take me sightseeing, and possibly visit some antique and specialty  shops in the area.  When I was dressed, I came down for breakfast.

Once again, Troy had the table set very nicely, and pulled my chair back while I seated myself.  He then poured me a glass of orange juice, warmed up my coffee, and handed me some brochures about the local tourist attractions in the area.  He then went about the task of cooking my eggs.  As he worked in the kitchen, I noticed that I had never removed the leather slave collar and the leather cuffs which were locked around his wrists.  I decided that I would not remove the collar or cuffs, but that I would give him a break, since we were planning on going around town sightseeing, and I wasn’t sure how people would react in this mountain resort town.

“When we go out Troy, you may put on some casual clothes, and you might want to button the top button of your shirt, and wear some type of jacket or windbreaker, so that people don’t see your collar and cuffs”.  He thanked me, and told me that he appreciated the fact that I was thinking of him.  He then served me a wonderful breakfast of eggs, bacon, potatoes, and toast.  Once I had everything I needed, he then sat down to eat.

After breakfast, while Troy was cleaning up the dishes and kitchen, I went out on the front porch of the Cottage with my book and read for a while until we were ready to head into town.

We had a wonderful day exploring the town.  We got to do the whole tourist thing including a great lunch at a small café.  While I visited one antique and specialty shop after another, Troy stood attentively at my side.  I enjoyed having him there with me, and for the interesting conversation he provided.  He was a lot of fun, and we laughed often, and I was more convinced than ever that he would definitely have a place in my life as my permanent slave.

Finally, after a day of covering the town, we returned to the cottage.  Troy poured me a glass of wine, and I went for a relaxing dip in the hot tub, while he began gathering the things he needed to make dinner for us.  After a fun and relaxing day, followed by the effects of the hot tub, I decided to take a nap.  I told Troy to wake me at 7 PM, and to be ready to serve dinner at 7:30 PM.

At 7 PM sharp, Troy gently woke me up from my nap, giving me a kiss, and placing a glass of wine on the end table besides the bed.  He then went back downstairs to finish working on the dinner.

I got ready, and decided that I would wear a leather outfit for dinner which consisted of a black leather bustier, short leather skirt, and a leather jacket.  Black Stockings and Boots with high heels complemented the outfit.  I then took a new gold key out of a box I had brought with me, attached it onto a gold chain, and put it around my neck.

Tonight Troy was about to find out the purpose of the gold key, and hopefully, it would take him one more step closer to becoming my total slave.

When I came down for dinner, Troy turned around, admired my leather outfit, fell to his knees, and requested permission to worship my Boots.  I smiled and granted him permission, and complemented him on remembering my rules.  “See Troy, that whipping I gave you last night has really helped you remember!”

He brought his mouth to the tip of one of my boots, and began licking it with his tongue.  He ran his tongue all around the sides of the boot, and then went to work on the heel.  He then worked his way up both sides of the boot, until he came to the top.  He then brought his mouth down to my other boot, and gave it the same care and cleaning as he had done on the first.  As I looked down, I could see that the tips of both boots were glistening clean.

“You did a very nice job, Troy.  You may get up now and serve dinner”, I told him.  He quickly went back to finishing up the dinner and putting the food on the table.  He then asked me if I was ready, as he pulled my chair away from the table.  Once again, he had outdone himself.  The meal was delicious, and when I complemented him on his cooking, his face broke into a big smile.  I couldn’t help but smile to myself also, thinking that I may have gotten a real bonus here, with a slave who is very good at pleasing me with his mouth and one who also knows how to cook so well.

It was interesting that during dinner, Troy said” Mistress, I must tell you that you look absolutely stunning in that leather outfit.  If I may ask, what does the key on you necklace signify?”  I smiled, and said, “Troy, I will explain the key to you before this night is over”, and I left it at that for the time being.

After dinner, I relaxed with my book, while Troy cleared the table, cleaned the dishes, and straightened up the kitchen.  I then told him to go up to the bedroom, remove all his clothes, and wait for me on his knees.  Once I felt that he had been up there long enough on his knees, I put my book aside, and went up to the bedroom.

Troy was waiting there on his knees just as I had ordered.  I ran my hands across his chest, making small circles around each of his nipples.  I could see that it was having an immediate effect, as his cock started to grow, and he started breathing heavily.  I told him that I had something very important planned for him this evening, and I wanted to make sure that he still was willing to do whatever I should say.  He quickly assured me that he would comply with any of my wishes.

“Good, I am glad to hear that”, I said as I picked up a leather hood, pulled it over his head, and tighten the laces.  I then attached the blindfold to the hood so that he could not see anything.  I then told him to get up on the bed.  When he did, I attached a cord to each of the leather cuffs on his wrists, and secured the cuffs to each side of the bed’s headboard.  I tightened the cords, and then tested them to make sure that he could not move his arms.

Next, I got a pair of leather ankle cuffs, attached one to each of his ankles, and then secured the cuffs to the bottom corners of the bed frame.  Once again, I made sure that there was no way he could move his legs.  I now had him helplessly bound spread-eagled to the bed, and there was no way he could move his body up off of the bed even if he tried to.

I went into the bathroom, got a can of shaving cream, a razor, a bowl filled with warm water, and a wash cloth, and returned to Troy.  I explained that he was bound so tightly to the bed on purpose, for his own safety.  I didn’t want him moving while I was shaving all the hair off his cock, balls, and pubic area.  He immediately said, “Mistress, may I ask you why you are going to do that to me?”

I told him that I was doing it for two reasons.  One, I prefer a slave with absolutely no pubic hair.  It’s another symbol of his servitude to his Mistress.  Secondly, I explained to Troy that after he was shaved, he would find out the second reason soon enough, before this night was over, and that it would a very special meaning for us as a couple.

I lathered up his cock, balls, and pubic area with the shaving cream, and went to work with the razor.  First, I shaved all the hair off of his pubic area, and off of the area between his legs.  I then took his cock in my hand, and removed the hair from it.  Finally, I put another coating of shaving cream on his balls, and shaved them until he was totally free of hair.

I took the wash cloth with warm water and wiped him down, and then dried him with a towel.  His pubic area was now as clean and smooth as a new baby, and ready for my next endeavor.  I went to my suitcase and took out the box containing the “Birdlocked” Male Chastity Device which I had ordered for Troy.

I should explain at this point that I had been doing quite a bit of research on male Chastity Devices for some time long before I met Troy.  I had read many testimonials from Dominant Females who had made the decision to “Lock Up” their boyfriend or spouse’s cock, and were totally pleased with the results.  All these females had come to the same conclusion about the male species.

In the early days of a romance, the male is very attentive to the needs of his female partner.  He is sweet, considerate, and caring.  He pays attention to her sexual needs, goes out of his way to do nice little things for her, and does his utmost to make her happy.  As time in the relationship goes on, however, the male becomes interested in his own concerns, becomes self-centered, selfish, and begins to neglect his female partner’s needs.  He even begins to masturbate more, since he is only concerned about his pleasure whenever he feels the need, and not his wife or spouse’s pleasure.  He basically becomes lazy.  It’s easier for him to masturbate then to work on building a good sexual relationship with his partner.

According to my Dominant Female friends, they decided to take action to reverse what was happening with their male partners.  They took control of the situation, and locked their male counterpart into a Chastity Device.  They quickly found out that enforced male chastity completely solved the problem.  They took control of his orgasms, which virtually took control of his thoughts and actions.

As most women know, the male is more controlled by the head which is between his legs, then the head which is on his shoulders.  They immediately found that the male who was neglecting them, once again started devoting all his time and energy to trying to please them after being locked in a Chastity Device.  The men quickly realized that if she wasn’t happy and satisfied, then there was no way that she would unlock that Chastity Device on his cock, and give him any sexual relief.

From my research, I also came to the conclusion that the “Birdlocked Male Chastity Device” made in Switzerland was my first choice.  It is totally made of latex, and formed to tightly fit the male’s cock.  It has holes in it which allow proper cleaning and hygiene by the wearer.  The only negative about the “Birdlocked” is that it is very hard to put on, since you had to push both balls through a tight opening, and then also push the cock through that same opening, similar to a tight cock ring.

The overwhelming positive comments about the “Birdlocked” device, however, were that once it was on and locked, it was virtually impossible for the slave to remove.  Also, since it was made of latex, it was much more comfortable to wear twenty four hours a day, seven days a week.  That obviously was a big plus compared to the hard plastic or metal male Chastity Devices which were out there on the market.

I had decided that whenever I finally found that man who would become my soul mate and permanent slave that I would lock him up in a male Chastity Device.  I had made the decision to put Troy into a Chastity Device early in our relationship, and avoid all the problems which my female friends had with their partners.  Now was the time to lock up that cock of his before we headed home after this weekend. 

I took some Vaseline, as suggested in the instructions, and rubbed it around the inside of the ball ring on the “Birdlocked”.  I then placed the ring up against Troy’s balls, and began working one of his balls through the ring.  It definitely was a tight fit, and he was moaning as I worked his ball into the ring.  When the first one was through, I then worked on pushing the other ball through the ring.

Troy had no idea what I was doing since he was hooded and blindfolded.    As soon as both balls were through the ring, I then took hold of his cock, put a little Vaseline on the tip of it, and worked it through the ring also.  The difficult part was done.  I then slipped the sheath of the “Birdlocked” over his cock, pulled it down tightly, attached the ball ring over it, and inserted a small gold padlock through the hole, locking it all together.  Troy was now securely locked into his new Chastity Tube.

I was very impressed with the quality of the device, and could see right away, that there was no way he would ever be able to play with himself or have sex while the “Birdlocked” was locked on his cock.  He would be able to wear it day and night, at work and at home, and of course, he would not be able to remove it, since I held the key to the lock.  I took some pictures of him in the Chastity Tube before I removed Troy’s Blindfold, Hood, and Restraints.

When I released him from the bed, his hands immediately went to his pubic area, as he discovered what I had been doing, while he was bound to the bed.  “What is this?” he asked immediately. “Troy, you asked me earlier in the evening what was the purpose of the gold key which is on the necklace around my neck.  This key unlocks the male Chastity Tube which I have just placed on your cock.  Without this key, there is no way for you to remove the tube from your cock.”  I could see that he was very nervous, upset, and confused, so I figured that he deserved an explanation.

“Troy, most men no matter how good their intentions, are not faithful to their girlfriends and spouses.  They may promise total fidelity at the beginning, but few men deliver it. Women have found that men, in general will cheat either by having an affair outside of their relationship, or by playing with themselves, and taking their pleasure without including their girlfriend or spouse.  I, like all of my Femdom friends know this to be true.  I will not have a slave who professes to be true to me only, and then either cheats or plays with himself.  Therefore, the only solution is to lock up that cock of yours so that you do not get into trouble.  I feel that it’s better to be safe than sorry!”

“But Mistress Benay, you can’t keep me locked up like this all the time”, he said.  With a big smile, I said, “Troy, yes I can.  I can do anything I desire, if you want to be my slave.  I will let you out of the Chastity Tube from time to time, depending on your behavior, and how charitable I feel at the time.  You will have to earn your release by pleasing me at all times and showing me that you deserve a release”

“There are a few other things which I need to bring to your attention right now, Troy.  Number one, I do not want to hear any complaining from you, or you begging me to be released from the “Birdlocked”.  Don’t even think about asking me to unlock it.  If you do, I will only add more time to how long you are locked up in the Chastity Tube between releases.”

“Secondly just because you can’t come, and have a sexual release, does not mean that I should suffer.  You have a mouth, tongue, and hands.  I expect you to use them and give me pleasure whenever, and wherever, I desire.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

Troy was obviously overwhelmed with his new situation, but meekly said “Yes Mistress, I understand”.

“Good Troy, I’m glad you do.  Tomorrow when we go home, your life will go on as normal, to a certain degree.   You will go to work this coming week like you normally do.  I would suggest however, that you do not wear tight pants, or your Chastity Tube may show.  You probably will have to sit down to use a toilet from now on.  I doubt that you can pee at a urinal with the Chastity Tube on.  That’s ok however.  It’s one more way for you to get used to your new subservient role as my slave.”

“The major difference is that starting tomorrow you will be at my Beck and Call.  If I need you for something, then you will be there.  If I desire to use you for my pleasure, then you will be there.  I should mention however, that if you fall short of my expectations, then you will be punished.  I believe I gave you a taste last night with the whip of what happens when you don’t measure up to my rules.  How long you go locked up in the Chastity Tube between sexual releases will be determined by me.  You have no say in the matter.  All you can do is to be on your best behavior pleasing me, and hoping that I will unlock the Chastity Tube and give you a release!”

I then told Troy that I was going to get ready for bed, and that he should wait there by the bed on his knees for me.

“I’ll give you a chance before we go to bed to show me how much you appreciate everything I’ve done for you today.  You can use that tongue of yours to give me some real pleasure!”

The Chastity Tube locked on his cock really must have had an effect on him, because when I spread my legs for him, his tongue went to work on my clit with ferocious energy.  He sucked and licked me with gusto, pushing his tongue in and out of my pussy.  As I held onto his head, he gave me the best orgasm I could remember in a long time.

I slept like a baby that night.  Too bad, I can’t say the same thing for Troy.  His first night locked in the Chastity Tube was a fitful one for him.  He quickly found that those nocturnal thoughts and dreams, which normally made his cock get bigger, were not a good idea when wearing the Chastity Tube.  Whenever he would start to get an erection during the night, the tube would tighten up around the shaft of his cock, while at the same time pulling on the ring around his balls.

The next morning when I asked him how his night was, he said that he spent the whole night tossing and turning, or getting up to try and relieve the pressure from his Chastity Tube.  I told him that he would eventually get used to wearing it.  “Just don’t think dirty thoughts!”

He also found out that I was correct when I told him that he would have to sit on the toilet to pee.  He said that there was no way he was able to stand and urinate.  He had to sit down on the toilet.

I smiled to myself.  Good, that little device locked on his cock, will keep him attentive, subservient, and very ready to please my every wish and desire.

As we headed back home after breakfast, I was very happy and optimistic about the future I would have with slave Troy.

On the long ride home, I took the opportunity to tell him how I envisioned things would be when we got back home.  I explained that we would continue seeing each other and working on our relationship, just like any other couple who are courting each other.

The major difference would be that he would be expected to drop what he was doing, and be at my side, if I should call him and tell him that I needed him over at my house.  I would still expect him and me to be doing the things which we both liked, and having great dates together on a regular basis. 

As far as sex, I alone would decide when and if, he would be allowed to come.  On the other hand, however, he would be expected to service me orally, and give me pleasure whenever I desired.

I told him that we would work out some kind of ratio, something like one release for him after he’s given me twenty or thirty releases.  When I said that, he about ran the car off the road.  I told him not to worry because I was still thinking about that part and would be fair to him.

When we arrived back at my house and he had carried in all of my bags, I gave him a big kiss and hug.  “I am so excited Troy.  Today is like the start of the rest of our lives together!”  I wished him a good day at work tomorrow, knowing that it would probably be the most confusing day of his work career.  I would definitely be wondering how his day went with him wearing the Chastity Tube.
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Twice as Nice – Double Domination

The week after we got back from the mountains was a very busy week for me.  I had quite a few clients who wanted to schedule a session with me.  They had been unable to reach me, since I had shut my phone off over the weekend while I was away with Troy.  A gal needs to make income however, to pay the bills, and since I was not in a position yet to abandon my business, I started returning calls and seeing clients during the week.

It seemed a little strange now having all these men come to me to be dominated, since on a personal note, I had devoted so much energy to turning Troy into my own personal slave. Fortunately, I had always drawn a line in the sand when it came to seeing clients on a professional basis.

These men were paying strictly for Domination and Humiliation, and that’s what they got.  I would put them in bondage, I would let them worship my shoes and boots, and I would whip the hell out of them, and entertain their other various fetish requests.  There was no way, however, that there would ever be any kind of sexual contact with them.  I would never kiss a client or allow a client to touch me above my knees.  If any client wanted a sexual release, then he would have to take the situation into his own hand, if you know what I mean.  It turned out to be a very busy and profitable week in Mistress Benay’s Dungeon.

As I expected, Troy called me on Tuesday and I ignored his call because quite honestly I was so busy.  He called again on Wednesday morning to see how I was doing.  I told him that I would be in town to run some errands later in the day.  I suggested that we could get together for lunch in the park, if he could break away from the office.  He said that he could, so I told him to pick up some sandwiches at the deli and meet me for lunch in the city park at 1 PM.

True to his nature, Troy was there as punctual as ever to meet me.  We walked down one of the trails along the river and found a bench in a secluded area.  We had a nice lunch on the park bench.  I asked him how he was making out at work wearing the Chastity Tube and he said that it was not easy.  He was having a hard time focusing on his work because the Chastity Tube kept him thinking about me.  I thought that was very sweet and told him that I appreciated the fact that I was always in his thoughts.  I didn’t tell him but in my opinion that was another great benefit of keeping him locked up like that.

Before it was time for him to get back to the office, I said “Troy, before you go, I have a real itch down here today”, as I put my hand between my legs.  “I really need you to help me out with your tongue”.  He looked at me in disbelief and said “Here in the park?  Someone may see us and we’ll get in trouble”.  I told him that I really wasn’t concerned about someone walking by and seeing us.  I told him that I had a need, and I had asked him to take care of it.  “Did you forget already what I said about pleasing me when ever and where ever I should say?”

He knew immediately that he would be in big trouble if he didn’t do what I said.  He looked all around to see if anyone was looking our way, and then he got down on his knees between my legs.  As I pulled my panties down, he put his mouth between my legs.  His tongue went to work licking me and he began sucking me with a passion.  I pressed his head against me as he licked me faster and faster.  It wasn’t long before I came with a wonderful climax.  I pulled my panties back up, stood up and said “Troy that mouth and tongue of yours is very talented.  You know how to please me.  You go back to work now and have a great day!”  I left him very aroused and frustrated as he knelt there by the park bench and I headed back to town to finish my errands.

Troy called me numerous times during the following week.  Each time he left a message telling me that he missed me, and asking if I would like to get together for dinner.  I did not return any of his phone calls because I wanted to see how much he would need me before the week was over.  I was sure that he was in need of the key to that Chastity Device locked around his cock right now more than he was interested in having dinner with me.

When he called again on Friday, I got my answer.  He sounded almost desperate on the phone asking if he and I could get together for dinner.  I called him back late Friday night, and told him that I wanted him to come over to my place on Saturday night.  I told him that I needed him to stop at a Chinese restaurant on the way, and pick up dinner for three people.  I knew, from our early communications, that he liked Chinese food, as did I.  When he verified that I wanted three dinners, I told him yes, I have a friend who will be joining us for dinner on Saturday.

What I didn’t tell him is that Mistress Ellen, a friend of mine and Dominatrix from Denver would be staying with me for the weekend, and would be joining us for dinner and other festivities on Saturday.

Ellen arrived at my house mid-morning on Saturday, and we spent hours talking and getting caught up on each other’s lives over coffee.  I filled her in on my new relationship with Troy, and how it was progressing.  I told her that I would like to make him submit to two Dominate Females when he came over for dinner, and she loved the idea.  She assured me that she would put on her best bitchy demeanor for Troy.  We both laughed about how he would really appreciate me after Ellen got done with him tonight.

In preparation for Troy’s arrival, we both went and changed into a nice leather outfits which screamed “Worship Me!”  I put on a short leather skirt, black textured stockings, and pumps with high stiletto heels.  Ellen decided to don a short red leather skirt, black stockings, and high black leather boots with stiletto heels.

Troy arrived right on time that evening carrying bags of Chinese food.  His eyes, once again, almost popped out of his head when he came in, and found two Leather Clad Women waiting for him.  I took the food from him, and put it in the oven to keep it warm.  Then with a scornful look, I asked him if there was something he should be doing right now.  It was very obvious that he was confused now that I was not alone, and there was another woman present.

Finally, with some trepidation, he asked “Mistress may I have permission to worship your high heels?”  I immediately told him that yes he could worship my heels, but that he was already in trouble, since I had to prompt him when he didn’t ask on his own.

“You may get down now, and worship my heels, and then when you are done, you will also worship Mistress Ellen’s boots.  The Mistress is a friend of mine, and whatever she tells you to do, you will do without argument, do you understand slave?”  He said that yes he understood, and got down on his knees in front of me.

He went to work licking and kissing my pumps, and working his way up and down my stiletto heels.  When my shoes were cleaned to my satisfaction, I told him to crawl over to Mistress Ellen and worship her boots.  He did what he was told, and when he was kneeling at her feet, asked her if he had permission to worship her boots.

“Yes, slave Troy, I would like my boots cleaned.  I must warn you however, that I expect them to be perfect when you’re done.  If I find a spec of dirt on them, you will be punished for doing a sloppy job!”

Troy took her warning to heart, and began licking and sucking her boots from side to side.  He worked his tongue all over her heels, and then began licking his way up and down each of her high boots.  When she finally pushed his head down to the floor, and inspected her boots, she scolded him sternly.  “Slave, look at this, I see a spot on the side of this boot which is not shining as much as the rest of the boot.  You need to be taught to be more conscientious!”

She looked at me and said, “Mistress Benay, I’m sorry, but I will have to punish your slave after dinner for doing an inadequate job cleaning my beautiful boots”  I told her that she was totally in her right to punish him as she saw fit.  Troy’s face dropped to the floor, when he heard this.  This was just what I wanted him to get used to.  He needed to learn that not just me, but any of my female friends would have full control over him, and the right to punish him, if they so desired.

I then told Troy to get up off his knees.  “Take your clothes off Troy and get completely naked.  I want you to show Mistress Ellen your Chastity Device”.  He hesitated for a moment, and I threatened to go get a whip and beat his ass royally.  He quickly got out of his clothes, and stood there naked in front of me and Ellen.

“What do you think of his Chastity Device and the special slave collar I had made for him?”

She inspected his “Slave to Benay” collar and told me that she thought it was great.  “Are you making him wear it at all times?” she asked.  I told her absolutely yes.  “He had to wear it to work this past week under his clothing.  It’s locked on his neck twenty four hours a day”.

Ellen then put her hands on the Birdlocked Chastity Tube and tightened her grip on his balls and latex covered cock, and said “I love it Benay.  You did very well”.  She asked me how long he had been locked up, and I told her that we were now at exactly one week since I put him into it.  She teased Troy by asking him if he would like to have it removed, and he quickly told her “Oh yes Mistress, that would be great”.  She squeezed his cock, and said, “Yes, I bet you would like to have it removed, but I have a feeling that if we take it off tonight, it will be for our entertainment, and not for your pleasure!”

I then told Troy to pour some wine for us, and then to get busy setting the table, and preparing the dinner he had brought.  He looked at me, and seemed to indicate that he was apprehensive about my order since he was naked, wearing nothing but the leather collar and his Chastity Tube.

“Is there a problem Troy?  Did you not hear me or understand what I said?  You don’t need any clothes to prepare our dinner, so get with it!”  At that point he went to the cupboard, got the dishes, and began setting the table.  When everything was ready, he notified us.  He pulled out the chairs for Ellen and me, and then served the dinner for us.  I thought I would be nice to him, so I told him that he also could join us for dinner.

When dinner was finished, Ellen and I went into the living room to chat while Troy began clearing the table and cleaning up the dishes.  “Troy when everything is cleaned up in the kitchen, I want you come here in the living room and kneel down in front of me”

It wasn’t long before Troy had everything tidied up in the kitchen and was kneeling at my feet.  “Tonight is a very special night for your Troy”, I said.  “Not only are you going to see my Playroom for the first time, but you will have two beautiful Mistresses to help you experience all the neat toys in my Dungeon.”

Obviously, Troy didn’t realize the full impact of what I had said, since he had not seen my Dungeon up to now.  I knew that I would have a lot more fun with him as my personal slave than I did with the clients who were regulars in the Dungeon.

I had Troy freshen up the drinks for Ellen and me, placed cuffs on each of his wrists, and locked them together.  I then made him crawl behind me as I led him down the hall to my Playroom. 

When we reached the end of the hall, and I opened the door, he stared in disbelief at what he saw.

This was the place where I normally conducted business with willing clients who desired to serve the Dominatrix Benay.  A fully equipped Dungeon with a Cross, Suspension Device, Vertical slave Cage, Bondage Rack, Jail Cell, and a multitude of Bondage Implements and Restraints.  In Troy’s case, however, he was not a willing participant, but now there was nothing he could do, as I pulled him on his knees into the Dungeon.

Once in the Dungeon, I slid a leather hood down over his head, and tightened the laces till the hood was tight against his face.  I took a pair of leather ankle cuffs which matched the ones on his wrists, and secured them around his ankles.

Ellen then suggested that I remove the Chastity Device from his cock, so that she could inflict some special discomfort to him while she was there.  She obviously had some things in mind, so I agreed and took my key, unlocked the padlock on the Chastity Device, and pulled the sheath off his cock.  Getting his balls out of the ring was a little more difficult.  When I squeezed them to work them out of the ring, Troy started moaning in pain.  I smiled because it was evident to me that this Chastity Device was truly the best.  There was no easy way for it to come off.

When I finally got the Chastity Tube off of Troy, I noticed that his cock was dripping pre-cum.  I wiped it onto my fingers, and shoved my fingers into his mouth, making him lick them clean.

Now that his balls and cock were free, Ellen went to work with a piece of narrow red PVC tubing which she took out of her bag.  She bent him over, and pulled his balls and cock through his legs, and behind his ass, and began to tie the tubing around his balls.  She pulled on it until it was very tight and Troy was begging.  She then tied it around his cock in a tight knot, and then encircled his balls again.  She left a long length of the tubing hanging down as a leash, with which she could pull him around by his cock and balls.

We then guided Troy over to the St. Andrew’s Cross, and placed him up against it with his back to us.  Ellen took his left arm, pulled it up above his head and locked his cuff to the top of the cross.  While she was doing that, I did the same with his right arm.  We then took his ankle cuffs and locked them to the two bottom sections of the cross.  Troy was now helplessly secured up against the cross.

Ellen didn’t wait a minute.  She took one of my paddles off the wall, and immediately went to work on Troy’s ass.  “So, if I understand Mistress Benay correctly, you broke one of her rules tonight when you arrived here, didn’t you slave?”  Before Troy could say a word, she brought the paddle down onto his ass with tremendous force.  He let out a cry, but before he could even regain his composure, the paddle came down again on his ass even harder.

Ellen then asked me how many smacks with the paddle I would like her to give to Troy.  I told her that he should get at least twenty, since he broke one of the rules which I had explained to him the previous weekend.  Ellen then told him that he was going to get twenty smacks on his ass for breaking one of Mistress Benay’s rules, and another ten smacks just because she felt like it.

She also told him that she wanted him to count out each one as it landed.  She went to work delivering the paddle strokes on his ass, and Troy was counting out each smack of the paddle at the beginning.  But as the intensity of the smacks got worse, he started begging for mercy, and sobbing between each paddle hit.  His ass looked like it was almost on fire, and he obviously was going to be a hurting slave for a while.

Finally, after he had received all of the strokes she wanted to give him from the paddle, Ellen then went to the wall and took a riding crop from the shelf.  “Now my dear slave, it’s time for me to punish you for the less than perfect job you did earlier tonight cleaning my beautiful Boots.  I think that is worth at least ten strokes of the riding crop!”  She immediately brought the crop down hard on his ass and told him to count out each stroke.

Troy tried to count out the strokes but once again he was soon moaning in pain and begging for mercy.  There was no mercy from Ellen however.  She made him take ten very hard strokes of the riding crop.

Finally when she was finished administering punishment to him, she and I unlocked Troy from the cross, and let him fall to the ground on his knees.  “Maybe I’ll get a chance to use one of your beautiful Cat-of-Nine whips on his back also while I’m here”, she said with a snicker.

“Is there something you need to say to Mistress Ellen?” I asked.  He crawled over to Ellen’s boots, kissed them, and said thank you for the punishment she had given him.

Ellen then told me that she had brought one of her favorite toys with her, and suggested that we get Troy restrained up on my bondage table, so she could put it into use.  “I noticed that you have a roll of plastic wrap over there, so before we put him on the bondage table, I’d like to wrap him up tightly, so that he can’t move at all”, she said.  No problem, I agreed, and made Troy stand up while Ellen and I pulled red plastic wrap around his body.

We made him turn around and around in a circle, while we wrapped the plastic around his entire body, until he was helplessly bound and couldn’t move his arms at all.  Then we pushed him up onto my bondage table, and secured him down to the table with straps.

Ellen took a long length of cord and began to tie up Troy’s cock and balls.  She encircled his balls many times, and tied the cord around his cock until it was knotted tightly.  She then attached the other end of the cord to the Suspension Device which was over the bondage table.  She started the motor which controlled the winch, and suddenly Troy’s cock and balls were being pulled upwards.  When she had just the right amount of pressure on his cock and balls, while keeping his back on the bondage table, she shut off the motor.

Mistress Ellen then went into her bag, and took out a Violet Wand.  “I just absolutely love this little gadget”, she said.  “This will drive your slave crazy!”  She plugged the Violet Wand into an outlet, and picked out an attachment she liked.  She asked me if I could give her a spray bottle with water, which I went and retrieved for her.  Once she had the bottle, she sprayed the water all over Troy’s cock and balls.  Once she had his pubic area all wet, she brought the Violet Wand down within inches of his cock.

He immediately started jumping, and crying out. It was a good thing that we had restrained him tightly to the bondage table.  He started wiggling and trying to move, every time Ellen brought the Violet Wand near his cock and balls.  As sparks flew from the wand, it was obvious that she was sending jolts of electricity into his cock and balls.

Ellen then decided to turn up the torment on Troy.  She grabbed a pair of scissors and cut holes in the plastic wrap over both of his nipples.  She then attached a pair of clamps to his nipples, and attached a third clamp to the bottom of his balls.  She sprayed the clamps with the water bottle, and then brought the Violet Wand down near his nipples.  He went crazy as she electrified the lead between his nipples and his balls. 

Ellen had brought an assortment of different attachments for her violet wand.  She began experimenting to see which one drove Troy the craziest, and which one gave him the most excitement.

Each attachment seemed to send slave Troy into greater fits when she brought the wand near his cock and balls, but when she attached a big glass globe to the Violet Wand, and brought it near his cock and balls, it made the whole bondage table shake, as Troy fought against the restraints holding him down.  I made a mental note to myself to make sure that I went and bought a Violet Wand as an addition to my Dungeon. 

It was obvious watching Mistress Ellen work on his cock with the Violet Wand that Troy was definitely so excited that he wanted to come, and release all that pent up pressure in his cock from being locked up for a week.  She was a master however, and knew how to work his cock, and  just when to stop before he could get excited enough to cum.

She would work him up to a frenzied pitch with the Violet Wand, and then when it looked like he was getting close to coming, she would pull it away.  It was beautiful to watch, as he would start moaning and begging her to let him come, every time she removed the Violet Wand.

“I can’t let you cum slave”, she said.  “I don’t think that Mistress Benay would approve of that.  Sorry!”  By the time she was done, working Troy over with the Violet Wand, he was sobbing, and begging both of us for some relief.

Needless to say, there was no way that I was going to let Troy cum at that point.  His suffering and begging was too entertaining.  Instead, when she finished with the wand, Mistress Ellen and I undid the restraints holding him down to the bondage table, and told him to stand up.  We removed all the plastic wrap from his body by taking hold of the end, and making him turn around in circles, while we removed it.

Once the entire plastic wrap was removed from Troy’s body, I ordered him down onto the floor.  Ellen sat in a chair in front of him, and I pushed his head down onto her boots.  He quickly thanked her for the punishment she had given him with the Violet Wand and brought his mouth down to the tips of her boots.  He obviously was learning, as he licked her boots from front to back, licked the heels and then worship every inch of her boots till he reached the tops of her boots where they met her stockings.

Ellen then asked “Mistress Benay, would you mind if I saw how well your slave does with his tongue worshipping a Mistress?”  I told her to feel free to use him for any pleasure she desired.  As Ellen spread her legs, she said “You heard her slave, get that mouth and tongue of yours working!”  Troy quickly began to suck on her clit, and move his tongue into her vagina.  I thought I’d give him a little bit of additional motivation while he was worshipping Ellen.  I took a whip off the rack on the wall and brought it down across his back.  He immediately picked up the pace in sucking and licking her.  “Come on slave”, I said.  I’m going to whip you until Mistress Ellen is done getting pleasure from you.  Show her how well you can do!”

He didn’t need to hear anything else.  He quickly started licking her even faster, while she started to get more and more aroused.  I must have given his back about twenty lashes from the whip before Ellen came in an orgasmic release and pushed his head away from her pussy.

“That was very nice Mistress Benay.  Yes, your slave does know how to use his mouth to please a woman!” When she was finished using Troy, Ellen and I were both ready for a drink, so we decided to put Troy out of the way, into my jail cell for a while.  Before we did, I removed the hood from his head, and replaced it with a blindfold and collar that matched the red cuffs he was wearing on his wrists and ankles.  I then made him spread his legs, while I took a boot lace, and tightly tied up his cock and balls.  Just to make sure that he wouldn’t drip cum all over my jail cell, I slid a rubber down over his cock.

Ellen and I guided him into my jail cell, locked the door and pulled him up against the bars.  We locked his wrists cuffs to the bars on the front of the cell.  Then to make sure that he suffered properly while we were away, I took a pair of nipple clamps, attached them to his nipples, ran the chain around the bars of the jail cell, and hooked the chain to the collar around his neck.  It was beautiful.  Now whenever Troy would try to move, he would put pressure on the chain, and pull on his nipples.  He would find out very quickly that he better not try to move away from the bars of my jail cell, unless he wanted to torture his own nipples.

Ellen and I shut off the lights in the Dungeon, closed the door, and went out to the living room to have a drink and relax.  We started catching up on old times, talking about what our friends were doing, and quite honestly, lost track of the time.  When I finally looked at a clock, I realized that we had left poor Troy in his predicament for over an hour.  “I guess I better go see how Troy is doing”, I said to Ellen.  “He might not have any nipples left”.  We both giggled about that, and headed back to the Dungeon.

When we went back to Troy it was obvious that he was definitely suffering from his predicament.  If he thought that it was bad before, you should have heard him scream when I removed the clamps from his nipples, and the blood rushed back into each nipple.  He let out a cry, and almost pulled the bars off of the jail cell.  “Sorry they were on so long”, I said.  “Mistress Ellen and I just got caught up talking about old times, and quite honestly, I forgot about you.  You’ll be fine.  You just have to get used to having those nipples of yours punished!”

I smiled at Ellen, and then asked slave Troy if he would like to come.  He quickly said, “Oh yes Mistress, if I could, I would appreciate it”.  I told him that I was going to let him come since he had been locked up for the past week and had pleased Mistress Ellen.  “You better enjoy this Troy, because after you’re done, I’m going to lock you back up again in your Chastity Tube, and I don’t know when you might cum again.  It might be a month from now!”

I went and got three vibrators and some rubber bands, and attached the vibrators to his rubber covered cock.  Once they were all in place, I began turning on the vibrators one at a time, slowly at first.  I then turned up the juice making each vibrator pulsate at a faster pace.  It wasn’t long before I had all three vibrators going at full speed on Troy’s Cock.

As the vibrators did their job, Troy got more and more excited, and started pulling his cuffs against the bars of the jail cell.  While he jumped around due to the excitement caused by the vibrators, Ellen and I watched him in amusement.  When he couldn’t take it any longer, he started shaking and came in rushes into the rubber covering his cock.  Once we were sure that the vibrators had drained his cock of all his cum, I shut off the power to each vibrator.  Troy collapsed against the bars of the jail cell, totally spent.

I then removed the vibrators and the rubber from his cock.  “Looks like you were very excited Troy”, I said.  “Gosh, you filled this rubber with quite a bit of your cum!”  I then asked Troy if he would like us to release him from the cell.  He quickly said “Oh yes, Mistress, please!”

“I’ll be glad to let you out Troy, but first we have something that we have to take care of.  I have this rubber filled with your cum, and I’m afraid that you will have to eat all of it, before Ellen and I let you out of the cell!”

I then took a dildoe off the shelf, slipped it into the cum filled rubber, and coated it with Troy’s cum.  “Open your mouth, Troy”, I commanded.  When he did, I pushed the dildoe into his mouth, and made him suck it clean.  Once he had cleaned it, I repeated the process, slipping the dildoe into the rubber, and coating it with the rest of his cum.  I then shoved it back into Troy’s mouth, and pushed it in and out, until he had cleaned it completely.  I thought it was very symbolic to have a slave eating his cum off of a dildoe.

“Very Good, Troy”, I said.  You are learning that anytime I so graciously allow you to come, you will eat anything that comes out of that cock of yours!

I then went and got the keys, and unlocked Troy’s cuffs, releasing him from the bars of my jail cell.  I then unlocked the cell, and ordered him to step out.  I removed the blindfold from his eyes and told him to go to the bathroom, and get himself cleaned up.

When he returned from getting cleaned up, I locked the two leather wrists cuffs together in front of him, and attached them to the leather collar around his neck.  I then placed him on the bondage table in my Dungeon, while I took the Birdlocked Chastity Device, and began putting it back onto his balls.  He begged me not to lock him back up again, but I explained to him that he would always wear the Chastity Device when I was not using him for my pleasure or the pleasure or entertainment of one of my friends.

As soon as I had his balls through the ring of the Chastity Device, I pulled the latex sheath down over his cock, and locked it to the ring with the gold padlock.  I then allowed him to get off the table, and had him crawl on his knees into my bedroom, where I attached his collar to the bedpost at the end of my bed with a chain.  I threw a pillow down on the floor and told him   “I’m being generous to you tonight Troy.  I gave you enough slack on the chain so that you can lie down next to my bed, and get a good night’s sleep”.

I knew that he would not get a good night’s sleep because when Ellen and I finally came to bed, we began playing with each other.  We caressed each other and we used our tongues to bring each other off.  I am sure that our sounds of pleasure were driving Troy crazy, as he lay chained to my bed, with his cock locked up in the Birdlocked Device.  He couldn’t see us up on the bed, but he sure could hear our moans of pleasure.  I wanted him to know that I could get my pleasure from another woman just as easily as I could from using him.

When I awoke in the morning, I unlocked the chain holding Troy to my bed, and unlocked his wrists cuffs from the collar.  “Go get the coffee going for Ellen and I, and let us know when Breakfast is ready”, I told him, as I jumped back into bed and snuggled with Ellen.

Troy did not disappoint us.  He made a wonderful breakfast for us.  Unfortunately, he did not get the chance to partake of it with us.  Once Breakfast was served, I removed the red leather cuffs and collar from him, locked his personalized slave collar back on him, and told him to go get dressed, and leave.  Ellen and I had a girl’s day planned which consisted of some sightseeing, shopping and lunch.  When Troy was dressed, he left my home, not knowing when he would see me next, or when the Chastity Device around his cock would be unlocked again.
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My Plan Succeeds

Over the next few months, I began to really cement my relationship with Troy.  We started spending more and more time together, and he came along very well, developing into my soul mate and personal slave.  Now he was staying at my house two or three nights a week on a regular basis.  He would leave from my house in the morning to go to work and return to my house after work on days when I told him to do so.  I found that having a personal slave now was making it easier for me to get a lot of things done around the house.

We had a wonderful time, exploring new things together.  Him and I were very compatible, and had so much in common as far as interests in the world.  Troy regularly would take me to the Theatre in Denver and a night on the town, which we both loved.  We experienced some of the finest restaurants in Colorado, stayed in a suite at the hotel/casinos in Cripple Creek, and had a great time together no matter what we did.  When we were out and about around town, no one would ever suspect that there was anything different about our relationship.  To the casual observer, we were just a couple who were in love having fun.

We also traveled together to the East Coast to New York and enjoyed ourselves on Broadway at the theatre and in Little Italy.  We did all the things that tourists would do like Macy’s Herald Square and the Empire State Building.  Back in Colorado, we would go away for weekends on a regular basis, either on camping trips or visiting B&B’s in scenic little towns.

We traveled to Seattle and stayed in a quaint BDSM B&B which was owned by two gay gentlemen, and had a complete Dungeon in the basement.  You can be sure that I put it to good use with Troy that weekend.

We also went down to Georgia and spent time at the 1763 BDSM Bondage and Bed establishment outside of Atlanta.  It was a fantastic facility which gave you a very opulent bedroom suite complete with your own bondage bed and jail cell in your suite.  I really got the opportunity to relax, be pampered by my slave, and have a lot of fun.  You can be sure that Troy got put in that jail cell.  It also had a 10,000 square foot Dungeon with every imaginable piece of equipment, so I gave him a real workout while we were there.

No matter where we went, to the outside observer, we looked like the perfect couple, happy in love with each other.  While the very happy and very in love part was true by this time, the one thing they didn’t know was that I kept Troy locked in his Chastity Device and slave collar at all times, so he always knew his place, and always did his best to please me.  The other thing which people didn’t know was that I made sure that I designated one night each week as “Punishment Night” for Troy.

I felt that I owed it to our relationship to punish him on a weekly basis for anything he did during the previous week which either displeased or disappointed me.  I don’t believe in getting mad, and I don’t believe in fighting.  Couples who do that do not have a healthy relationship.  I just saved up Troy’s miscues and made sure that he got properly punished for them on that one night a week when I told him to strip and wait for me in my Dungeon.

Some weeks he was on his best behavior so his punishment was minimal.  There were other weeks, however, when I hooked him up to my suspension device and gave him a really good whipping for things he had done or said during the week which displeased me.

I regulated his sexual releases to keep him attentive and submissive at all times.  I would usually allow him to come about once every two or three weeks, assuming that he had given me oral pleasure at least three or four times a week, and he was on his best behavior.

If he did something which really bothered me, then in addition to his weekly whipping, I would add time to his imprisonment in the Chastity Tube.  This happened every once in a while and when it did, he found himself locked up for over a month without a sexual release.

Most of the time when I did let him cum, I let him have sex with me, because I really did enjoy having intercourse with him.  He gave me a lot of pleasure.  Whenever we did have sex, he was always restrained, and on the bottom, just like I had promised him.  Once we were finished, I always made him eat his cum, and then locked him back up in the Chastity Device. 

It was the best of all worlds for me.  I had an intelligent, charming, and obedient slave at my Beck and Call twenty four hours a day, and seven days a week.  It wasn’t long before we both knew that it was time to take the plunge and validate our relationship and love for each other by becoming Husband and Wife, or more accurately in my case, as Mistress and slave.

We decided to get married in Nevada in a small beautiful ceremony which took place in the Gazebo at the Oasis Resort in Mesquite.  It was a wonderful weekend, and I even allowed Troy to be out of his Chastity Tube for the complete honeymoon which followed our wedding, as we traveled around Nevada and Arizona.

As the honeymoon was coming to an end, I knew however, that he would probably protest about me locking him back up in the Chastity Tube. So before we returned home, I made sure that I was proactive on the last night of our Honeymoon.

I got Troy all excited on the bed at the hotel, and then took a pair of leather wrists cuffs, placed them on his wrists, and locked them together.   Once he was secured, I rolled him on his back, and had some great sex with him.  When we were finished, and he was waiting for me to unlock his cuffs, I went and got a washcloth and cleaned him up.

I then pulled his Chastity Tube out of my suitcase and began to put it on him.  He immediately, begged me not to lock him up again.  He promised me that he would never play with himself or do anything wrong, but I ignored his pleas and locked him back up in the Birdlocked Device.

I kissed him gently and explained to him that this was an integral part of our marriage.  “I never have to worry about you Troy since you’re locked up.  That makes me happy. Don’t you want me to be happy?’, I asked.  He quickly told me that yes he always wanted me to be happy.  “Good, this is just part of your desire to keep me happy now that we are married!” 

We returned home the next day, and settled into our new life.  Troy gave up the apartment that had been home to him as a single person, and moved into my house.  He went to work every day, and I changed my business routine, so that I only scheduled clients during the hours when he was at work.  I did cut back quite a bit on seeing clients now that Troy and I were married.  I was able to be much more selective and only took appointments from well to do clients who I enjoyed punishing.

Since Troy was now providing me with anything I asked for, I really didn’t have to work, but I still enjoyed doing sessions.  It helped me keep my skills sharp.  Compared to before my marriage, Mistress Benay the professional Dominatrix was now spending more time in her role as Mistress Benay the wife of slave Troy.  Everything was working out fine, and I couldn’t believe how happy I was with the way things had fallen into place with my life. 
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My Slave Gets Caught and Pays

I must admit that Troy was almost a perfect slave.  Remember, I did say earlier that there is no such thing as a perfect male therefore there could never be a perfect male slave.  Troy came close, however, he was always attentive to my every need.  Even after he had put in a full day at the office, he still always seemed to have the energy to wait on me hand and foot when he got home.  I believed then and I believe today, that keeping him locked in the Chastity Tube and scheduling weekly “Punishment Nights’ were the two main reasons that he has always focused on my personal needs, and not what he wanted.

There was one transgression in our relationship after we had been married about six months.  I had registered for the DomCon Convention in Atlanta.  It is an annual get together for Dominant Females and Mistresses from around the country.  The Convention consists of the normal Seminars and Meetings, and also provides participants with an exhibit area showcasing the best BDSM products in the industry.

As I headed out to Atlanta for the Convention, I left Troy with a list of things I wanted done around the house while I was gone.

I locked the door to my Dungeon, and put the key to his Chastity Device in a small box which I hid underneath some lingerie in my closet.

Before I left, Troy asked me if I would release him from the Chastity Tube, in case there was an “Emergency” while I was away, and he had to get the Birdlocked removed right away.  I told him that I was sure that he would be fine, and if there was a real “Emergency”, he should call me on my cell phone, and I would tell him where the spare key to the lock for his device was in the house. 

The week in Atlanta was very busy and went fast.  I had a great time acquainting with new practitioners of FemDom and meeting with some of my old friends.  I also did some shopping at the convention, picking up a few new items for my Dungeon.

At the end of the week, Troy picked me up at the airport, and told me how much he had missed me during the week.  We went to a romantic restaurant after we left the airport and before going home.  I filled him in on some of the events which had taken place at the convention, and I could see that he was getting excited hearing about all the Female Domination topics which were discussed.

When we finally got home, I freshened up from my trip while Troy brought my bags in from the car, and made me a drink.  While he was on the phone conducting business, I began unpacking my bags and putting things away in my closet.

It was then that I noticed something which caught my eye and did not make me happy.

I have a very well defined system for arranging my high heels in my walk in closet, and I noticed that the shoes on one of my shelves were not exactly like I had left them.  I then started investigating further, and found that the box which contained the key to Troy’s Chastity Tube had been touched.  I knew that for a fact because it was not exactly as I had placed it under my lingerie.  I vowed that I would get some answers before the night was over.

I didn’t say anything at that point, and acted completely normal with Troy until after he put my empty suitcases away for me, and I asked him “Well, would you like to have some fun now that I am home?”  He didn’t hesitate, saying that yes he would love it.  “Good, take your clothes off and wait for me in my Dungeon”.  I didn’t have to ask twice.  Troy practically ran to the bedroom to get undressed, and then headed into the Dungeon to wait for me on his knees.

I changed out of my traveling clothes, and put on a black leather corset, black leather skirt, black stockings and stilettos.  I wanted to make sure that the outfit was one hundred percent authoritative, since I planned on giving Troy a serious interrogation.  I entered the Dungeon, took a Cat-of-Nine whip from the wall, and sat down on a bondage bench in front of the cross.  I told Troy to crawl over and kneel in front of me.

When he did, I pulled his arms behind his back, and locked his wrists together with black metal handcuffs.  I was not too concerned about his comfort at that point.  I then pulled a leather hood down over his head, and tightened up the laces until I got it as tight as I possibly could so that it would be uncomfortable.  I attached the blindfold to the hood, and placed a penis gag in his mouth and snapped it to the hood.

I then said “Troy I am going to ask you some questions now.  Each time I do, I will remove the gag for your answer.  I suggest you answer each question truthfully, if you know what is good for you.  Do you understand?”  Troy nodded his head that yes, he understood.  I then said “Troy, why did you touch the high heels in my closet while I was away?”  I removed the gag from his mouth but left it attached to the hood.  Troy tried to tell me that he didn’t know exactly what I was talking about.

I immediately pushed the gag back into his mouth, and brought my whip down hard against his back.  “That’s the wrong answer Troy.  Maybe ten lashes will help you remember better!”  I proceeded to whip his back, making sure that each lash was harder than the first.  He started sobbing from behind the gag and begging me to stop but I didn’t until he had received all ten lashes.

“Very well”, I said, as I removed the gag from his mouth again.  “Care to tell me the truth now?”  Troy admitted that he did go into my closet while I was gone, so that he could admire my vast selection of shoes and boots.  He said that all he did was look at them in great detail, and then put them back.  He evidently just didn’t get all of them back on the shelves the way I had left them.

“Obviously you didn’t Troy.  I noticed right away when I came home.  So you like to touch my shoes?  Well, I know exactly how we will address that problem.  I know just what to do!”

“Next question Troy.  Why did you touch the box which holds the key to your Chastity Device?   You obviously were looking for it, since you went through my lingerie drawer.  Did you unlock yourself while I was gone?”

Troy started to shake his head no, but I had already decided that I knew the answer and he was going to get a good whipping for lying to me.  I brought my Cat-of –Nine down across his back with strike after strike until his whole back was a sea of red lashes. I know I gave him at least twenty lashes, but honestly, I lost count.  He was really crying now, so I pulled the gag out of his mouth.  “Are you ready to tell me the truth now?” I asked.

He sobbed and said “Yes Mistress, I am sorry.  I was looking for the key, just like you said.  I was so horny while you were gone.  I am so sorry”.

“So you played with yourself Troy?  You jerked yourself off, because you got all hot and horny looking at my high heel shoes and boots, didn’t you?   He hung his head down in shame and said “Yes Mistress.  I am sorry for what I did”

“I bet you are sorry Troy.  You’re sorry because you got caught.  Well, you can be very sure that I will never leave a spare key in this house again.  If you have an emergency arise when I’m not around, and have to remove the Chastity Tube, then that’s just too bad.  The key will be with me at all times!”

“Just so you know, the whipping you just got was not your punishment for what you did while I was away.  That whipping was because you tried to be untruthful with me”.  I removed the handcuffs from Troy’s wrists, and the blindfold but left the hood on his head.  “Get on your feet, and get over there to the vertical cage and get in there”, I ordered.  To speed him along, I cracked my whip across his ass.

When Troy was standing up in the tight cage, I slammed and locked the door shut.  “You can spend the night in there instead of our bedroom.  Tomorrow, I will deal with your punishment for what you did.  You obviously will not be going to work tomorrow!”  I turned, shut off the lights, and closed the Dungeon door.  I knew that it would be a long terrible night for Troy in my Vertical Cage, since it was very narrow, and there was absolutely no room to turn around on sit down.  He would be standing all night, and it served him right!

In the morning when I got up, I made myself a cup of coffee, and then went into the Dungeon.  Troy looked like hell.  He was leaning against the bars, and had obviously not slept much.  I quickly told myself not to feel sorry for him.  He needed to be taught a lesson for his own good.  I unlocked the door to the cage, and told him to step out.  He was kind of wobbly, so I allowed him to get down on his knees till he regained his composure.  While he knelt there, I removed the hood from his head.

“Get into the bathroom, and get cleaned up, and when you are finished, wait for me here in the Dungeon on your knees”.  Troy went into the bathroom, took a shower, and then returned to the Dungeon to wait for me on his knees.  I brought a phone into him, and said, “You better call your office and make an excuse for not coming in today.  You might want to tell them that you’re sick, especially since I don’t know yet, if you will even be going to work tomorrow!”

Troy did just that.  He told his office that he was under the weather, and didn’t know how many days he would need to rest till he got back to normal.  When he was finished with the call, I took the phone, and told him that I had decided what his punishment would be for what he had done while I was out of town.

I placed his wrists into a pair of leather cuffs, and locked them together in front of him.  I put the leather hood back over his head, and tightened it up.  I left the blindfold and gag off this time, since I knew he would have to have use of his vision and mouth.  Then I delivered my decision to him.

“Troy, first of all, since you decided that you like my shoes and boots, and like to touch them, you will be spending most of this day, cleaning every pair of shoes and every pair of boots in my closet with your mouth and tongue.  The last time I checked, I had sixty two pairs of high heels, and fourteen pairs of boots.  I figure it will take you most of the day to clean them.  I expect you to take one pair at a time, and totally lick them with your tongue.  When they are cleaned, you will replace them in my closet, exactly as I have them stored now.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

Troy replied that yes, he understood what he had to do.  “Good”, I said.  You will stay in my closet, cleaning the shoes and boots without a break until the first part of your punishment is complete!”  I then told him that since he obviously is attracted to female items, when he is done, I would be doing a complete make-over on him to turn him into a Sissy Maid for at least today and possibly longer.

He immediately grimaced, and showed that he did not like that idea.  “It’s too bad Troy that you don’t like the idea.  You don’t have any choice in the matter.  I have an extensive collection of maid outfits which I keep for my clients.  I will pick out an outfit for you which I feel is just right.  We will work on turning you into a suitable maid after you finish the task of cleaning all my shoes!”

I then commanded him to crawl into my walk in closet on his knees, and gave him a little motivation by smacking my whip against his butt.  Once Troy was in my closet, and had started licking a pair of my boots, I closed the door, and went to get dressed and ready for the day.  I had some very well thought out plans for him today, and I was sure that he was not going to like any of them.

Troy was in the closet cleaning my shoes and boots for about two hours when he called out to me, and asked if he could have permission to go to the bathroom.  I gave him the ok to use the bathroom, and told him to hurry back to his job in my closet.  Once he did, it took him about another two hours before he called out to me to tell me that he was finished with the task of cleaning all of my shoes and boots.

I came into the bedroom, wearing an outfit which I knew would get him very excited, picked up a paddle, and ordered him to get down on all fours, and to place his ass up in the air.  “I’m going to look at all my shoes and boots.  If I should find any that don’t meet up to my standards, you will get hit across the ass with my paddle”, I told him.

I then began inspecting all the shoes and boots.   I must admit that I was extremely critical when I inspected his work, but I needed to teach him a lesson.  Every time I found a slight spec of dirt or an area which did not shine, I reached over and gave Troy a hard smack on his ass with my paddle.

He actually had done a wonderful job cleaning all my shoes and boots.  They were glistening on the shelves, but I still managed to give him about twenty hard smacks of the paddle for minor flaws which I found either on my shoes or boots.  Once I was finished inspecting Troy’s first punishment task, I removed the hood from his head, and made him crawl back into the Dungeon.

In my hand, I had a package which contained an item which I had bought at the DomCon Convention.  I had originally planned to try it out on a client who was looking for a key holder, but changed my mind now that I had this situation with Troy.

I told Troy to get up onto my bondage table and lay on his back.  When he did, I restrained him down to the table with cuffs around his wrists and ankles, and tighten a set of straps around his chest and waist.  When I was sure that he could not move, I then took the key which I wore around my neck, and unlocked the padlock to the Birdlocked Chastity Tube on his cock. 

“Don’t get too excited Troy”, I said, as I removed the Chastity Device from his cock and balls.  “I definitely am not taking this off of you so that you can have any pleasure!”  I then opened the package from my trip, and held up a metal Chastity Device for him to see.  “This is called the Remy ChastyTube.  It’s from England.  I bought it while I was at the Convention.  Little did I know, that I would be putting it to use on you so fast!”

I then explained to Troy that I had been very considerate when I picked out the Birdlocked Device for him to wear since it was latex and comfortable.  Now that he had violated my trust, I didn’t care about his comfort.  I then took the metal ring of the ChastyTube and pressed it around his balls.  I slipped the black tube over his cock, forced his cock into the tube which was actually shorter than his cock.  He let out a moan as his cock was restrained in the tight metal tube.

I then attached the tube to the ring around his balls.  The next step was to lock the metal tube to the ring around his balls with my padlock.  Troy was now locked in the Remy ChastyTube, and he would soon find out that it was not going to be half as comfortable as the previous Birdlocked Chastity Device.  Once he was locked in the Remy ChastyTube, I then released him from his restraints, and told him to get down off of the table.

“Just so you know Troy, I have no intention of releasing you from that tube for at least a month.  When I say that you will be in this tube for a month, please understand that will be the minimum time.  How long you stay in this ChastyTube will depend on how well you totally please me and do everything that I ask of you without any argument.  At the end of a month, I’ll decide if I’ll let you go back to being locked in the Birdlocked Chastity Tube!”

He was shaking now, and it was obvious that the gravity of what I just said was starting to sink in for him.  “Now Troy, for your next punishment, as I told you, I am going to transform you into my female sissy maid.  Since you like to touch the things in my closet, I am going to give you the opportunity to wear female attire.  By the time I’m done with you, however, I don’t think you’ll be too excited about it!”  He tried to protest again and tell me that it wasn’t necessary since he had already realized that he had made a serious mistake. 

“Troy, I don’t want to hear a word out of you.  You will do what I say, or you will spend every night in the jail cell in the Dungeon instead of in our bed!”  I had already picked out the perfect outfit which would transform him into my maid.

I decided that his name would be Maid Trina, and I told him that, while I placed his outfit out in front of him.  In addition to the maid outfit I had selected, I gave him a pair of black crotchless panty hose and high black stiletto heels to wear.

“Get with it Trina and get yourself dressed in this outfit which I selected for you, or do I have to use my whip to help you along?”  Troy realized that he had no choice and reluctantly began getting dressed in the maid’s outfit.  It was quite amusing for me to watch him putting the maid’s dress on, and then trying to get the nylons onto his legs.

The real job for him was trying to stand up after he put on the high stiletto heels, when I handed him a pair of sheer black panties to wear.   He almost fell over and hit the floor, while putting the panties on.  “You better get used to those heels Trina because you’re going to be wearing them for quite some time”, I said.  I then made him walk back and forth around the Dungeon while he teetered precariously in the heels, while I snapped pictures of him in his new outfit.

I then made him sit down in a chair.  First I locked a thick leather collar around his neck, and locked leather cuffs to his wrists.  Then I tied his wrist cuffs to the arms of the chair so that he couldn’t move, and opened up my cosmetics case, which I normally used for the TV’s who visited my Dungeon as clients.

“Ok, Trina, let’s see if we can get you looking beautiful before you start your maid duties today!’  I then went to work on Troy, and I must pat myself on the back on the job I did making him more like a Trina than a Troy.

When I was satisfied with the makeup and eye lashes, I went to my wig selection, and picked out a blond wig which I thought would look good on him.  Once the wig was in place, I felt that Troy, or I should say Trina was ready to see the final result.  I held up a large mirror in front of him and with a smile said “Well Trina, I think that you are ready to begin your new job as my maid!”

As I untied the restraints attached to his cuffs, and released him from the chair, I told Troy that I would be going out today to visit with a good friend of mine and do some shopping today.  I told him that I would probably invite her back to the house for dinner tonight.  “I expect you to be the perfect maid today and this evening.  You will get everything in the house, dusted and vacuumed, and then get dinner prepared for our return later this afternoon”.

I told Trina that there were Cornish hens in the refrigerator and I would like him to prepare them with salad for dinner, and to have everything ready by 5 PM.  I warned him that if I was not satisfied with the condition of the house, or the dinner, he would be severely punished.

I then left Troy standing there in his new maid persona while I headed out to meet my friend Jill for a leisurely afternoon of shopping.  Jill was aware of the FemDom relationship I had with Troy, and had previously confided to me that she was thinking of taking a more dominant role with her husband in their marriage.

Over drinks at a pub in the mall, I filled her in on what my new married life was like.  I explained how her life could be so much easier and so much more exciting if she would take control of her marriage.  I also explained the benefits she would gain if she put her husband Bob into male chastity.

I could tell that she was intrigued to hear how I had transformed Troy into a subservient husband.  Since her husband was out of town on business, I invited her to come over for dinner, stay with me for the night, and see for herself what the benefits were of taking a FemDom approach in her marriage.  I told her that she could take a “test drive” using Troy, and see if it appealed to her.

She quickly agreed to my plan since her husband would never know what she had done.  We stopped by her house where she picked up a change of clothes and some toiletries, and headed back to my home.

When we returned to the house around 5 PM, I could smell the wonderful aroma of the Cornish hens cooking in the oven, as Troy was basting them, and finishing up the final details for our dinner.  The table was set beautifully, and to his credit, Troy had a bottle of wine chilling in a bucket on the table.  The house looked immaculate, so obviously my “Maid” had done her job.

When we came in he immediately dropped down onto his knees and asked me if he had my permission to worship my high heels.  I applauded him for remembering our rule, but told him no, there was someone else’s heels he needed to worship.

“Trina, this is my friend Mistress Jill.  She will be joining us for dinner and staying with me this evening.  You may go ahead and worship her heels, and be aware that you should obey any command which she gives to you, just as if it came from me.  Do you understand?”  He quickly nodded his head, said yes, and crawled over to Jill.

She sat down in a chair and raised her legs up so that he could begin kissing her black leather ankle boots.  Troy took each of her heels into his mouth, sucked them gently, and then kissed every inch of her boots with his tongue.  I could tell that Jill was impressed already by the fact that she was controlling a male slave.

When he was finished cleaning her boots to her satisfaction, she asked me if she could see the chastity device which I had told her about.  I immediately told Troy to lift up his dress and show it to Mistress Jill.  I could tell that he was embarrassed but he did as he was told.  Jill told him to come closer, and when he did, she took a hold of the tube and examined it.

“I’ll bet that’s very uncomfortable wearing that all the time”, she said.  I then explained to her that I normally have him wearing a more comfortable Chastity Tube, but since he had done something wrong, he would be locked in this metal one for at least the next month.  “Wow, you don’t mess around Benay.  No wonder he does what you tell him!”

I then told Troy to lower his dress and go get each of us a glass of wine.  When he did, I then dismissed him and told him to go back to the kitchen and finish preparing dinner for us.   Troy quickly went about his tasks of finishing the meal and putting the food on the table for dinner.

When he told us that everything was ready, I placed a riding crop on the table as Jill and I sat down to the wonderful meal which Troy had prepared.

I did not allow him to sit down at the table to join us.  Instead, I made him kneel down next to our chairs, lift his dress which exposed his ass, and keep his hands on the floor, ready to fulfill any requests which Jill or I gave to him.  “I don’t have one of those little bells you ring when you want the maid, so just use the riding crop.  If you want Trina to get up and get you something, just smack her across her ass with the crop”

Throughout dinner I made sure that I smacked his ass numerous times and he had to go get something for either me or Jill, and return back to his kneeling position.

It wasn’t long before Jill also decided to use the crop on his ass, and send him to fetch something for her.  I could tell that she enjoyed her new found power, so when we were finished with our meal, I suggested that she give Troy ten strokes on his ass with the riding crop, since he had not thanked us for the strokes he got during dinner.

She quickly took the crop and went to work on his ass.  I noticed that she was hitting him harder and putting more into each stroke of the riding crop as she went along.  By the time she had given him the ten strokes, his ass was bright red.  I complimented her saying “Jill, you’re a natural Domm!”

Jill and I retired to the living room while Troy cleared off the table.  I told him that he could have a few bites of the meal since he cooked it, while he cleaned up the kitchen.   “Just don’t take too long Trina, and as soon as you are done with the kitchen, go wait for us in the bedroom on your knees!”

Troy got the kitchen cleaned up rather quickly and went into the bedroom to wait for us.  I made sure that we kept him waiting on his knees for about a half hour before Jill and I went into the bedroom.

I then took the combination leather penis gag/dildoe, shoved it into Troy’s mouth, and secured the strap around his head.  I ordered him up onto the bed, where I locked his wrist cuffs together and attached them to the headboard of the bed.

As he lay there helpless, I said, “Well Jill, how do you like our little slutty maid here?  Would you like to ride that dildoe sticking out of her mouth?”  I could see that the whole experience so far had gotten Jill hot and excited, so it didn’t take any persuasion at all to get her to climb onto the bed and mount the dildoe sticking out of Troy’s mouth.

She started riding the dildoe slowly at first, but it wasn’t long before she picked up the pace.  Soon her body was bouncing on Troy’s face with a vengeance. She was sliding the dildoe in and out of her pussy, while she dug her stiletto heels into the sides of Troy’s body.  It didn’t take her long at all to reach an explosive orgasm.

When she removed herself from the dildoe, I unhooked the strap from Troy’s head, flipped the gag around, and pushed the dildoe portion into his mouth.  “Trina, show Mistress Jill how much you appreciate her by sucking the dildoe totally clean.  Lick all of her wonderful juices off of it”.  Troy didn’t hesitate.  He was in no position to resist my order and immediately started sucking on the dildoe as I slid it in and out of his mouth, until he had cleaned it completely.

I then unhooked his wrist cuffs and let him get off the bed.  “Trina, Mistress Jill and I are going to go into the living room and watch a movie.  I don’t believe that we will have any further need for your services this evening.  You may go ahead and retire to your maid’s quarters”.

He looked at me with a very puzzled look.  I smiled and said “Oh I see the problem.  You don’t have any maid’s quarters, do you?  Don’t worry, follow me”.

I went to the linen closet and took out a pillow and a blanket.  I then led Troy into the Dungeon, handed him the pillow and blanket, and locked him in the jail cell for the evening.

“Get a good night’s sleep Trina.  I am sure that Mistress Jill and I will have a very busy day planned for you tomorrow!”
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I Help My Friend Become a Mistress

Once I had Troy locked away in the jail cell in my Dungeon, I returned to the living room to watch a movie with Jill.  We never did finish watching the movie because Jill was filled with so many questions about what she had seen and experienced so far at my house.  We wound up talking for hours about the whole concept of Female Domination and the part it can play in a marriage.

Jill was definitely excited and wanted to give it a try with her husband Bob.  She was just apprehensive about how he would react, and not sure about the best way to introduce the topic to him.  I then told her my recommended approach.  “You don’t want to say a word to him.  You need to set up the situation, take control, and then gauge what your next step will be”.  I explained to her how I had groomed Troy to be my slave, and promised to help her do the same to her husband.

I went into my bedroom and returned with a set of Black Handcuffs and the keys, along with a black leather blindfold.  “Here, these are my first gifts to you for your new endeavor.  You are going to use these to introduce Bob to Female Domination”.  I then told her that tomorrow we would go shopping for an outfit which would “knock him dead” and “make him fall to his knees”.  I explained to Jill that the best approach would be for her to be dressed in a killer outfit of leather and high heels when Bob returned on Friday from his business trip.  That would immediately put him off guard, and get his sexual juices flowing.  Then, give him a romantic dinner, tease him throughout the meal, and drive him crazy with sexual innuendos. 

I further explained that after dinner while he was sexually excited, she should tell him to go to the bedroom and get naked.  “There is no way that he will be able to resist your suggestion.  Get him on the bed, play with him a little bit, and then tell him that you want to try something new and exciting.  At that point, put the blindfold on him, and before he can really process what is happening, lock the handcuffs around his wrists.  If he starts to protest, ignore him, and get those handcuffs secured to your bedpost!”

I explained that after that, it will be easy to keep him aroused, play with his emotions, and take control of the situation.  “Tomorrow when we get back from shopping, I’ll let you practice your dominant side on Troy.  You can stay overnight again, and do what you want on him to really get the feel of being in control!”

Jill thanked me over and over again, and said that she felt so much better because of my advice, and she couldn’t believe that I was giving her Troy for a practice run.  “Don’t be silly Jill, us Dominant Females have to stick together.  Troy is my slave.  He doesn’t have any say in the matter!”

We finally retired for the night.  I knew that tomorrow was going to be a very big day for Jill and one that Troy would probably also remember for a very long time.

In the morning, I got up before Jill, went into the Dungeon and released Troy from the jail cell.  “So how did you sleep my dear maid?” I asked, not really expecting any answer.  Go ahead to the bathroom, do your business, and get cleaned up.  When you’re done, make us some coffee, bring it to us, and then we’ll tell you what we want for breakfast so you can get it started!”

After about fifteen minutes, there was a knock on my bedroom door, and Troy or rather Trina appeared with two cups of coffee and all the condiments.  Jill and I told him how we wanted our eggs cooked, and dispatched him back to the kitchen.  While Troy was working on breakfast, I told Jill to follow me and I led her down the hall to my Dungeon.

“I want you to see all the neat things that you will have tonight to use on Troy”.  Once she entered the Dungeon, she was in awe.  She was almost speechless.  Finally, she said that she never imagined that there were so many exciting things available for adding real spice to your sex life.  “Don’t worry, tonight when we get back from shopping, you can try anything you want out on my slave”.

We headed to the kitchen and saw that Troy already had the table set for us.  I told Troy that we were ready to eat breakfast, so he finished by doing the eggs for Jill and me.  He served us our food and I told him that if he liked, he could also eat his breakfast with us at the table.  He was very appreciative, fried himself a couple of eggs, and sat down at the table for breakfast.

The reason I invited him to sit with us for breakfast was because I had some things to tell him.  “Trina, Mistress Jill and I will be going out today to do some shopping.  While we are gone, I will leave you a list of the things which I want accomplished.  When we return, we will expect you to have a nice Italian dinner ready for us.  Also, just so you know that tonight Mistress Jill will be in charge of the house, in charge of you, and you will do whatever she says without question.  Do you understand?”  He quickly told me that yes, he understood.

I then told Troy that we were going to go and get dressed while he cleaned up the kitchen.  When he was finished with the kitchen, he should go wait for us in the Dungeon so that I could give him a new outfit for today.  I could tell that he wasn’t expecting that.  He obviously thought that I was going to allow him to shed the maid outfit today, but that was not in my plans.

Once Jill and I had gotten dressed, I went down the hall to the Dungeon, and put together another outfit for Troy from the clothes in the closet which contained the TV outfits I used with clients.  I picked out a black sequined dress for him.  I then added a pair of platform shoes for him which had very high stiletto heels.  I handed the clothes to Troy and told him to go get dressed and wait for me in the kitchen when he was ready.

He did as he was told and was waiting for me when I came into the kitchen to give him his list of chores for the day.  It was a pretty good list of maid duties which included washing the windows, polishing all my silverware, and cleaning both bathrooms.

“Make sure you get everything done, and have dinner ready when Mistress Jill and I return this afternoon!”  We then head out for downtown leaving Troy to begin his tasks.

The shopping trip was hugely successful.  I was able to help Jill pick out a couple of very sexy leather outfits, numerous pairs of black stockings, a corset, garter belt, and a pair of absolutely sexy shoes with sky high stiletto heels.  “If you don’t knock Bob off his feet when he returns from his trip, then the boy is dead”, I said.  ‘Now don’t forget when we get back to my place, you are in charge tonight.  Do whatever comes naturally to you being in charge of the situation”.

We returned home around five PM, and were met with the wonderful smell of a Pasta dish cooking in the oven.  As soon as Troy saw us enter, he dropped down onto his knees.  Before he could say a word, Jill said “Get over here Trina.  My shoes need a good cleaning after trapping all over the mall and around town today!”

She sat down in a chair and told Troy to get down on his knees and worship her high heels.  He immediately got down and started licking every inch of her pumps and taking her heels into his mouth for cleaning.

When both of her shoes were shining to her satisfaction, she told Troy to remove her shoes, and massage her feet.  “My feet are killing me slave from walking all over town today.  I must say that shopping is not easy business for a woman in high heels.  Give me a good massage to make me feel better!”

Troy quickly removed her black pumps, and took one of her feet into his hands.  He massaged her foot, working his fingers around her toes and down across the arch of the foot.  He then did the same thing for her other foot, as Jill relaxed and enjoyed the massage.  “That was very nice Trina.  Now while my shoes are off, I think it would be nice if you kissed and licked my feet”

Troy didn’t hesitate.  He brought his head down to her nylon clad feet and began kissing and licking them.  When he had worshiped every inch of her feet, Jill told him that he could get up and said “Go make Mistress Benay and I a drink.  I would like a Manhattan”.

She asked me what I would prefer and I told her that a Martini would be nice.  He quickly scurried to go prepare our drinks.  I had to smile.  Jill was going to be a natural as a Domm.  I was going to enjoy exposing her to new ideas.

Troy was back in a few minutes with the drinks for Jill and me.  I was very impressed that he had made them perfectly.  Jill was also pleased with her drink and said to him “Very nice Trina.  I’ll have to see if Mistress Benay will let me borrow you from time to time.  Maybe she will let me use you as the maid for the big party I have coming up at my house next month”.  I told Jill that I thought it was a wonderful idea using maid Trina for her party.  

When we finally sat down for dinner, both Jill and I were very pleased with the wonderful meal Troy had prepared.  He was waiting for one of us to invite him to sit down at the table, but instead I said “Trina, come over here and kneel down beside the table next to Mistress Jill in case she should need anything during dinner.  I don’t think that you need to eat any of this wonderful meal.  You’re putting on a few pounds and you must watch your girlish figure if you want to keep getting into your dresses!”

During dinner Jill made sure that she kept Troy jumping up and down to get things for her and me.  As he was bringing us a refill on our drinks, Jill told him “Trina, it dawned on me that you never thanked me for allowing you to kiss and massage my feet earlier.  You know that’s very ungrateful of you.  You will have to be punished later for that!”  Troy tried to apologize to Jill for his mistake but he realized that it was too late now.

When we were finished with dinner, both Jill and I complimented Troy on the wonderful meal he had prepared.  We retired to the living room while we left him to clear the table and clean up the kitchen.  “Trina, when you are finished with your chores in the kitchen, go kneel in the Dungeon and wait for us there”.

Once Troy had the kitchen completely clean, he went and knelt down in the middle of the Dungeon to wait for me and Jill.  I made sure that he would be in there for quite a while on his knees so that he could worry about what we were going to do to him.  Finally, after he had been on his knees for about forty five minutes, Jill and I went into the Dungeon.

I ordered him up onto his feet, and told him to take off his dress.  When he did, and was standing there in just his pantyhose and high heels, I placed him against cross on the wall.  I locked each of his wrist cuffs to the hooks on the top of the cross.  Then I made him spread his legs, while Jill and I locked his ankle cuffs to the bottom legs of the cross.

I handed a ball gag to Jill.  She knew just what to do.  She shoved it into his mouth and then buckled the strap around his head as tight as she could so that he could not push the gag out of his mouth.  “Ok Mistress Jill”, I said as I showed her everything hanging on the wall of my Dungeon, “What would you like to use on your slave first?”

She looked at the vast selection of whips, crops, canes, and paddles hanging there.  “I think I’ll start with your Cat-of-Nine Tails”, she said as she removed it from the hook, and took some practice swings with it.  She then went over to Troy and brought the whip down hard against his back.  He jumped but the restraints held him tight against the cross.

“Trina, I have decided that you will receive ten strokes with each item I select for not thanking me earlier this evening when I allowed you to worship my feet!”  She then stepped back and let the whip loose on his back.  As Jill whipped Troy, each lash was more severe.  By the time she had given him ten strokes with the whip, his back exhibited a pattern of bright red marks.

Jill then went and selected a paddle from my collection, and went to work on his ass.  Each smack of the paddle which got harder and harder made his body shake and pushed him up against the cross.  His ass was now bright red, as she took a riding crop off the wall.  By the time she had given him ten strokes from the riding crop on his ass, Troy was sobbing and only the gag muffled his pleas for mercy.

As Jill ran her hand over his ass to admire her handiwork, she said “I guess you won’t want to sit down for a while now.  Will you Trina?”  She removed the gag from his mouth and he quickly thanked her for the whipping she had just given to him.  There was no way that Troy was going to make the same mistake again by not thanking her.

As I helped Jill release him from the cross, I couldn’t contain my joy over how well my protégé had done administering her first major whipping to a slave.  I told her “Mistress Jill, I couldn’t have punished him any better myself!”

I ordered Troy over to the bondage table, and placed him on his back.  I then pulled his arms up over his head, and secured his wrist cuffs to the top of the table.  His ankle cuffs were then hooked to the bottom of the table.  Once a strap from the table was wrapped around his chest and tightened up, there was no way for him to move his body.

“Trina, I’m going to remove the ChastyTube from your cock now so that I can show some things to Mistress Jill.  Don’t think that I’ve changed my mind and decided to go easy on you.  When we’re finished, you’re going to be locked up again for the month just as I promised you!”

I then told Jill that if she should decide to lock her husband up in a Chastity Device that she should always make sure that he was handcuffed or bound helplessly when she removed it.  “You want to make sure that there is no way that he can resist when you go to put it back on him.  It makes things easier for you if he’s helpless and you can lock him back up without any problem”.

I then unlocked the padlock, and removed the Chastity Device from Troy’s cock.  I took a boot lace and demonstrated to Jill how she should tie up her husband’s cock and balls.  I wrapped the lace tightly around Troy’s balls in a knot and then encircled his cock, typing it off in another knot.  I repeated the procedure until his cock and balls were tightly tied, and his cock was fully erect and standing at attention.  I made sure that all my knots were tight enough to stop the blood from flowing through his cock.

“This is what you want to do to your husband, Jill.  A cord tied tightly around his cock and balls is better than all the Viagra in the world.  There is absolutely no way that his “hard on” can get soft when he’s tied up like this.  You can use him, and take your pleasure for as long as you want.  There’s no worry about a premature ejaculation from him when his cock and balls are bound like this!”

Jill was so excited to see what I had done and what I had just told her.  “Wow Benay, I can definitely use this idea.  Bob is always so passionate when he wants sex but as soon as he gets himself off, he doesn’t worry whether or not I come.  This will change things, thanks!’

I could see that Jill was getting very sexually excited, so I offered her the use of my slave.  “Would you like to use Trina for some pleasure?”  She was a little embarrassed but finally said “Yes, but only if it is totally ok with you”.  I quickly told her that of course, it was ok with me.  I meant what I said earlier when I told Troy that Mistress Jill would do whatever she wanted with him tonight.  “Go ahead and have your fun!”

Jill didn’t need any more encouragement.  She quickly lifted herself up onto the table, moved her panties to the side, and placed her vagina down over Troy’s face.  “Show me what kind of pleasure you can give me slave!”  Troy began to lick the lips of her vagina and suck on her clit.  I then told Jill that she could always make a male slave work even harder if she pulled on his nipples.  “You’ll probably find, like I have, that the nipples are the control knobs for most males”

Sure enough, once Jill started tugging on Troy’s nipples, he picked up his pace and started licking and sucking her faster.  It wasn’t long before she started rocking back and forth on his mouth, as she experienced a tremendous orgasm.

When she had regained her composure, she said to me “Thanks so much Benay, I haven’t had a good orgasm like that from my husband in quite a while”.  I told her that if she followed my lead, she would soon be getting all the pleasure and orgasms she wanted from her husband once she turned him into her slave.

I must admit that I also had gotten quite turned on and excited watching Jill take her pleasure from Troy’s mouth and tongue.  I climbed up onto the bench, positioned myself over his cock and began to ride him.  Since he couldn’t move his body off of the bench due to the restraints, it was easy for me to control how fast I moved his cock in and out of my vagina.  It wasn’t long at all before I experienced a terrific rush as I took my orgasm from my bound slave.

I could have gotten down off the bench at that point but I decided to keep riding Troy’s cock for two reasons.  One, so that I could let him come, and two, to show Jill what she should do whenever her husband was granted a release.  As I pumped up and down on his cock, Troy exploded and filled me with his cum.

I immediately repositioned myself on the bench, moving my vagina up over his mouth.  I pushed myself down onto his mouth and ordered him to lick me clean.  “Make sure that you get every drop of your cum out of me slave, or else you will be severely punished!”  Even though I know that he hates it when he has to eat his own cum, Troy dutifully did what he was told.  He used his tongue to remove all his cum, he swallowed it, and cleaned me thoroughly.  As I got off of Troy’s face and climbed down off the bench, I told Jill “That was an important lesson that you should learn.  Anytime you allow your husband to come, whether through masturbation or intercourse, you should make him eat his own cum.  It further teaches him just who the boss is in the marriage!”

I then took the ChastyTube, placed the ring around Troy’s balls, slid the tube down over his cock, and locked the two parts together.  When he realized what was happening, he began to beg me to please not lock him back up in it again.  “Sorry Trina, but Troy did something wrong and I have to keep things locked up just as I promised I would!”

I then uncuffed Troy’s wrists and ankles from the table, removed the strap around his chest, and told him to stand up.  He looked like a mess now from the whipping which Jill had given him, and from the two of us using him while he was restrained to the bench.  “Go get yourself a shower, remove all the makeup, and get yourself cleaned up.  When you are finished, come back here to the Dungeon and wait for me on your knees!”

While Troy was getting cleaned up, Jill and I went out to the living room, made ourselves a fresh drink, and discussed what she had experienced this evening.  She said that she was more determined than ever to start working on turning her husband into a slave when he returned from his business trip on Friday.

I complimented her on her decision, and promised to help her any way I could.  “Make sure that you touch base with me every day and let me know how it is going.  Who knows, maybe in a short time, when you have Bob totally under your control, we can get together and have a Double Domm/Double Slave Night to celebrate!”

Jill packed up her clothes and all the goodies she had bought on our shopping trip.  Once she had loaded them into the car, she gave me a big hug and then surprisingly a big kiss on my lips.  We hadn’t even talked about the possibility of the two of us connecting, but obviously Jill had felt the chemistry was right.  That was perfectly ok with me.  Two Dominant women will always have an instinctive connection to each other which a male will never understand.

I gave her another hug and told her “You’re on your way now Jill.  Before you know it your husband will be at your beck and call!”
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Epilogue
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Wow, when I started to write this book, I thought that I would be able to include mostly everything that has happened over the last thirteen years and chronicle all the exciting developments in my life, especially as it relates to me finding my soul mate and slave.  I’ve found out rather quickly however, as this book has progressed that too much has transpired, and that there are just too many really exciting events and developments to include in this first journal.  I want to do justice to each of them rather than just touch on them superficially.

I can touch briefly on some of the events which I have not described in detail in this book, so you have an idea of what still needs to be told, but it is obvious that I will have to begin immediately to go to work on the next book which will pick up where I have left off in this journal.

I have decided that I will actually produce as many books as it takes to fully tell the story of what has transpired since the day I first met my slave Troy.  So as to present everything in an organized manner, I will call this book Volume I of the Female Domination Series, and will start work now on the next book which will be Volume II of the series.

Before I go any further, I do sincerely need to thank my slave Troy for all the work he has done in producing this book.  Yes, I am the star and the focal point of the book, and yes, everything has been told from my perspective, but Troy is the one who has had to type all my thoughts, and make the book a reality for me. 

As you can imagine, I have kept him locked up in his Chastity Tube while he has transcribed and then typed everything I have told him to write.  While I have been looking over his shoulder, he has been charged with putting my thoughts on paper in an intelligent and logical format.

I have used this book as somewhat of an incentive program for Troy.  I told him that the progress he makes on getting the book finished for me will determine the frequency of his releases from the Chastity Tube.  When I have felt that he was making great progress getting my thoughts and words down on paper, I have rewarded him with a sexual release.

Likewise, when I have felt that he had become bogged down and the book was not moving forward, I have made sure that he was punished quickly and sufficiently to get things back on track.

Ok, I’m sure that you want to know what will be covered in Volume II.  I can understand your curiosity, so I’ll give you a little taste of what is to come.

First, my dear friend Jill did succeed at converting her husband Bob into her full time slave.  You don’t want to miss the details on how that turned out. Jill made me very proud of her!

Next, Jill and Bob became a regular part of my weekly punishment nights for Troy.  We found that when two Dominant Women have two slaves to work with at the same time, the possibilities for fun are endless.

I must also tell you that Jill and I explored our attraction for each other and it was very amusing to watch the reaction of our two slaves as we made love together.

Slave Troy and I made a trip to Mistress Ellen’s Dungeon in Denver, and as you can expect, he did not enjoy it as much as Mistress Ellen and I did.

I found a FemDom Couple on Alt.com that sounded perfect to meet up with.  We met them for dinner in Grand Junction, and then did a Double Domm/Double slave session at a hotel.  You’ll want to see how that turned out.

For our Anniversary, we stayed at B&B in Scranton, Pennsylvania where the Mistress was a Gourmet Chef, like me, and my slave got a lot more than he bargained for after dinner.

That’s enough of the teasers as to what I will cover in Volume II.  You can be sure that I will go into great detail on each of these events, and also give you more in-depth details of what has been happening in my life.

I would sincerely hope that any females out there who are thinking about taking control of their relationship will find my journals to be of help.  Just as my friend Jill found out, once you take that first step, your life can become a wonderful experience once you take control of the man in your life.

Female Domination is not only about control over the male in the bedroom.  It is about women asserting their right to be treated like queens, satisfied whenever they want, and pleased at all times by the male species twenty four hours a day, seven days a week!

You can stay updated on what I am doing, and find out the latest details on my next Book, by visiting me at MistressBenay.com on the Web.

Mistress Benay
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