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Brandon’s Weekend Home Alone

Brandon Wilson kept looking at his watch every few minutes, as the sales meeting continued to drag on into the late afternoon hours.  He was becoming increasingly anxious because he couldn’t wait for the meeting to end.  He had planned on cutting out of the office right after lunch on Friday, but that plan went down the drain when his Sales Manager called an unscheduled meeting for 1 pm to discuss some new products which his Direct Marketing Company was about to roll out during the coming quarter.

As Brandon sat there in the conference room at his company’s Trenton, New Jersey headquarters, he tried to look like he was interested in the PowerPoint presentation which was up there on the screen in front of the sales force, but in reality, his mind was on something other than the sales presentation.

It was not every day that his domineering and beautiful wife, Samantha left town on a two day business trip, and Brandon couldn’t wait to get out of the meeting, so that he could get home, and take advantage of his wife’s absence in a special way while she was out of town.

Samantha Wilson, who had graduated with a business degree summa cum laude from Drexel University, now sixteen years later, at the age of thirty-eight, and two years younger than Brandon, earned $40,000 a year more than he did, in her position as a District Manager for a National Foodservice Company.  Brandon, who graduated with a liberal arts degree from Temple, worked as a commissioned Sales Rep, and only brought home about $30,000 a year.  It literally drove Samantha crazy that no matter how much she urged him to find another job, her husband was not motivated enough to even look for a better paying job.

According to the travel schedule which she had given to him, Samantha should have already boarded her two hour United Airlines flight out of Philadelphia, bound for a series of meetings in Chicago which would last until Sunday afternoon.

Brandon and Samantha had now been married for almost four years, and during those four years, he had successfully managed to keep his sexual proclivities a secret from his wife, while he would indulge in them whenever Samantha was not around, and the opportunity presented itself.

When the meeting finally ended around 4 pm, Brandon hurried out to his car to begin the forty five minute drive to his home in Cherry Hill.  As soon as he arrived home, he made himself a drink, to help steady his nerves.  He knew that his wife would be quite upset, and not very understanding if she found out what he was doing while she was out of town, but then he quickly put those thoughts out of his mind, knowing that Samantha would not be home till late on Sunday night.

Once he finished his drink, Brandon then went up to the attic to retrieve a box which he kept hidden there underneath boxes of old files and tax records.

Over the years, the contents of the box had steadily grown, as Brandon continued to purchase new clothing and items on the sly, and add them to the box whenever his wife was not around.  He felt completely comfortable that his wife, Samantha had absolutely no inkling that the box even existed, since she never went up to the attic, and therefore, she had no knowledge of what her husband was doing behind her back.

When Brandon came back downstairs, he brought the box into the bedroom, and then he removed all of his clothes and stood there completely naked, as he began selecting items from the box.  First, he picked out a black lacy bra, along with a set of silicone bra inserts, and as he started to put the bra on, his cock immediately sprung up, and started to get hard.

Brandon then took a black leather garter belt out of the box, and after smelling the wonderful aroma of the leather, secured it around his waist.  He then selected a pair of black fishnet stockings, and sat down on the bed, so that he could slip them over his feet, and up his legs.  As Brandon worked the sexy nylon fishnets up his legs and thighs, his erection continued to get harder.

He then stood in front of the full length mirror on the front of the bedroom closet, and went to work attaching the stockings to the garters, while he admired how sleek and sexy his legs now looked encased in the fishnet stockings.  The only thing which would make his legs look even sexier, would be if he could shave all the hair off of them.  But Brandon knew he couldn’t do that.  How would he ever explain that to his wife?

Brandon then donned a pair of open toe black high heel shoes, buckled the straps around his ankles, and then returned once again to look at himself in the mirror.  He was very happy with the image which he saw there, and he continued to get even more sexually excited.  His only regret at that point was that he wished his toenails which were visible through the stockings at the front of his open toe shoes were painted pink to match the new pink chastity tube which he had recently purchased. 

He actually thought about going into the bathroom, and checking the drawers of his wife’s vanity to see what colors of nail polish she had, but then decided that he would forgo that for the time being, because he was afraid that if he painted his toenails, he might have a hard time removing the evidence before Samantha returned home on Sunday.  Instead Brandon slowly walked into the den, balancing himself on the four inch heels, sat down at the computer, and began visiting some of his favorite female domination websites.  As he perused the pictures of leather clad women in high heels on his computer, he stroked his cock, making sure that he always stopped whenever he felt that he was close to an orgasm.

When Brandon found two pictures which he absolutely loved, he printed both of them off as 8x10’s.  One was a picture of a tall busty blonde dressed in a tight fitting leather cat suit with thigh high boots that had skyscraper heels, and the other picture depicted another tall blonde wearing a black leather dress, black stockings, and black pumps with five-inch stiletto heels.

Brandon took the two pictures into his bathroom, and taped them onto the wall.  He then went and got his wife’s Wahl vibrator, added the suction cup to the end of it, and brought it into the bathroom.  There he began stimulating his cock with the rubber cup of the vibrator while he focused on the pictures, taped to the wall in front of him.  As the vibrator worked its magic on his cock, Brandon imagined himself down on his knees serving the two leather clad women as their sissy slave.

After dressing up, and getting himself so excited by viewing the pictures of dominant women, it didn’t take long at all before Brandon climaxed, and began filling the cup of the vibrator with his cum.

Once he had finished releasing all of his pent up cum, and regained his composure, Brandon wiped off his wife’s vibrator, but left it in the bathroom, since he planned on using it again.  He then then returned to the bedroom, where he moved onto the next phase of his planned sexual escapade while his wife was out of town.

He reached into his secret box, and took out the pink Holy Trainer Chastity Tube, which he had recently purchased on the internet.  He worked his balls followed by his cock through the tight ring of the device, and then slid the cage down over his flaccid cock.  Using the special key, he inserted the Magic Locker into the top of the ring, turned it till it locked the ring and cage together, and then he put the ring with the two keys which came with the chastity device on the nightstand next to the bed.

Brandon went back to the full length mirror, and he was very pleased with the way that his cock looked now that it was locked up in the pink chastity tube.  He had been obsessed for quite a while with the desire to see what it would be like to wear a chastity tube, after visiting countless websites which depicted men who were locked up in all different types of chastity devices.  After months of visiting those websites, he finally decided to order a chastity tube for himself, and he had been waiting patiently for the opportunity to try wearing it when his wife was not around.

Brandon knew full well that he could never wear a chastity tube for any type of long term duration, because he loved having orgasms on a regular basis.  While he and Samantha normally had sex about once a week, he usually supplemented that by masturbating himself another two or three times a week.  Yes, he was intrigued by the idea of wearing a chastity tube, but Brandon also knew that he would go crazy if he couldn’t have multiple orgasms per week, like he had become accustomed to experiencing. 

As he continued standing there, looking at his locked up cock in the mirror, Brandon decided that he would try to wear the chastity tube till Saturday night, which would be about twenty four hours, so that he could get a good idea of what it felt like to sleep in the chastity tube, to do his daily chores while locked up, and to be denied complete access to his cock.  He figured that since Samantha was not due home till Sunday night, he would take full advantage of her absence by wearing different female garments and the chastity tube on Saturday.  Then he planned on giving himself a wonderful orgasm when he finally removed the Holy Trainer Chastity Tube on Saturday night after the special little play session which he had planned.

Brandon then took a sheer black baby doll teddy out of the box, put it on, and once again went over to the mirror, where he modeled the black lingerie, and viewed it from all angles.  He then went into the kitchen, where he made himself another drink, and took a left over casserole out of the refrigerator, and heated it up in the microwave for dinner.  As he sat there at the kitchen table, eating his dinner, dressed in his sexy lingerie and heels, Brandon found himself getting sexually aroused once again, as the silky teddy rubbed against his body, and his locked up cock hung down over the end of the chair.

It didn’t take long however, for Brandon to quickly find out how uncomfortable a chastity tube can become, once his cock attempted to get hard in the tight confines of the Holy Trainer, and the ring of the device began tightening around his balls.  He finally had to get up, walk around a bit, and try to think about other things, until his cock calmed down, and some of the pressure in the chastity tube finally eased up.

Just as he was clearing the dishes off of the table, his cell phone rang.  Brandon saw that it was his wife, Samantha calling, and he quickly answered, saying “Hi honey, how was your flight, and how is Chicago?”

“Oh, the flight was fine.  They had a limo waiting for me when I arrived at O’Hare, which took me directly to our corporate office.  I just now got into my room here at the Hyatt, because the Vice President of Operations took me and Michael, my boss out to dinner, so that he could discuss a few issues which are on tomorrow’s agenda.  Then he had a wonderful surprise for me.  I’ll fill you in on the good news when I get home, and we will have to go out and celebrate.  So what are you doing tonight Brandon?”

“Oh, nothing really.  I am just taking it easy here at home.  I made myself a drink and had some dinner.  Now, I’ll probably just see if there is anything interesting on television”.

“Well, I am going to crash as soon as I get off the phone with you because the limo is picking me up at 7 am in the morning to take me up to the office.  We have a full day of meetings scheduled tomorrow.  I’ll give you a call tomorrow night when I get back to the hotel.  You have a good night, and don’t get into any trouble.  I love you”.

“I love you too honey, and I miss you.  I can’t wait to hear your good news when you get home.  Don’t work too hard tomorrow.  Sweet dreams”.

When Brandon got off of the phone with his wife, he started feeling pangs of guilt.  He didn’t like lying to Samantha, and he knew that what he was doing behind her back was wrong.  He just wished that there was some way that he could bring himself to tell her about all of his desires, and how much he was turned on by wearing female undergarments, and intrigued by the idea of incorporating some bondage and role playing into their lovemaking.  He quickly dismissed those thoughts however, by telling himself that there was no way that his wife would ever understand his needs, or allow him to indulge his fetishes in their marriage.  No, he was sure that a strong beautiful woman like Samantha would view him as very weak and even consider him a sexual deviant if he ever disclosed all the things which turned him on, and he was afraid that she might even divorce him because of his fetishes.

After sitting there in the living room for a while in his female lingerie and heels, watching a few television programs, Brandon decided to go to bed.  He needed to run out early the next morning to pick up something special which he needed for the plans he had for Saturday night.

Brandon removed his high heels, and slipped into bed wearing all of his female undergarments.  As his body slid across the luxurious silk sheets, which his wife had purchased for their king size bed, he quickly started getting excited once again, and as his cock tried to become erect in the confines of the chastity tube, the device became very uncomfortable.

As it turned out Brandon had a fitful night, and he didn’t sleep very well.  He was awakened numerous times by nocturnal erections, and his cock being squeezed by the chastity tube.  He got up and went into the bathroom half a dozen times, because he had previously read somewhere on the internet that when a man urinates, it helps relieve the pressure in the cage of the chastity device, and it also takes the pressure off the ring around the balls.

Brandon quickly learned however, that just the act of urinating presented a new challenge because of the chastity tube locked around his cock.  There was no way that he could urinate without making a mess while standing up over the toilet, and he quickly realized that he was now relegated to sitting down to pee just like all women do.  In a way however, he found that being forced to sit down to urinate was actually arousing, especially since he was wearing all of his sexy female undergarments.

Many times during the night, Brandon was tempted to remove the chastity tube, but he decided not to do that, because he didn’t want to ruin his plans for Saturday night, and the special play session and orgasm he was looking forward to when he finally did remove the chastity tube on Sunday morning.

Brandon was up bright and early on Saturday morning because he had promised his wife that he would do the food shopping, as well as dust and vacuum the house, all tasks which Samantha normally took care of, since she was out of town on a business trip.  He also had to make another important stop for himself at another business before he headed to the supermarket.

When he got dressed to go out, Brandon removed the teddy and replaced it with a black silk slip, over his bra, garter belt, and stockings which he had decided to wear underneath his street clothes, while running his errands.  He was filled with anticipation because never before had he ever had the opportunity to venture out into town wearing female undergarments beneath his normal clothes.

As soon as he got into his car, and the silky undergarments rubbed against his shirt, and the fishnet stockings pressed against his jeans, Brandon started getting very aroused, and as a result, the chastity device tightened around his cock and balls.  Brandon tried to concentrate on something other than his excited cock, and thought that his little excursion into town would be a good opportunity for him to experience what it would be like to try and accomplish chores while locked up in a chastity tube.

His first stop was at a store in Pennsauken which carried a line of items for police officers and security guards.  Brandon had previously checked their website, and knew that they had exactly what he wanted.  When he arrived at the store, he went right to the large display of restraints in the rear of the store, and picked out a pair of black Smith and Wesson handcuffs, and a pair of steel ankle shackles which he planned on putting to good use on Saturday night.  He charged the $75 to his MasterCard, comfortable in the knowledge that his wife never looked at his credit card bills.  He was also especially relieved that the clerk at the store never questioned him about his two purchases or asked to see any ID which showed that he was a security guard or a police officer.

Brandon was so excited as he got back into his car.  He had been planning for a long time to try out some self-bondage when his wife was not around, and he couldn’t wait to implement the next phase of his plan that evening.  He then headed to the ShopRite Supermarket in Cherry Hill, where he purchased everything that was on the list which Samantha had left on the refrigerator for him before she left town.

As soon as Brandon got home, and had put all of the groceries away, he opened up the packages containing the handcuffs and leg shackles, and he removed the keys.  He then went and found a long length of suitable twine and securely tied the keys to the twine.  He took one of Samantha’s quart canning jars out of the pantry, filled it with water, and put the keys to the handcuffs and shackles in the jar.  He then placed the water filled jar containing the keys in the freezer, so that it could freeze and get hard, which would make it impossible to remove the keys while they were frozen in the jar of water.

Brandon then went into the bedroom where he removed his street clothes, and put on his black high heel shoes.  He then set about the task of vacuuming and dusting all the rooms of their four bedroom house.  As he was hobbling around the house in the high heels, doing his chores, Brandon decided to stop for a while and take some selfies using the camera on his phone.  He was quite pleased and aroused by the pictures, and decided to send them to his email address, so that he could later save them to his computer.  As he looked at the pictures, he was tempted once again to remove the Holy Trainer Chastity Tube and masturbate, but he resisted the urge by convincing himself that if he waited till after he did his self-bondage session later in the evening, his orgasm would probably be one of the best he had ever experienced.

Once all the chores were done by late afternoon, Brandon made himself a drink and a sandwich, and he then spent the next two hours sitting at his computer looking at female domination and sissy maid websites, and reading male chastity stories.  When he finally couldn’t contain his excitement any longer, he decided to go check the jar in the freezer which contained the keys to the handcuffs and ankle shackles.  When he saw that the keys were frozen solid within the block of ice in the jar, he decided that it was time for him to move onto the next phase of his plan.

Brandon removed the jar of frozen water which contained the keys, which would eventually set him free, brought it into the bedroom and placed it on the floor next to the bed, making sure that the twine connected to the keys was long enough to reach the headboard of his bed.  He then retrieved a blindfold out of his toy box, and laid it on the bed next to him, while he locked one of the shackles around his left ankle, wrapped the chain of the shackles around the brass rungs of the footboard, and then secured the other shackle around his right ankle.  His ankles were now secured helplessly to the footboard of the bed.

Brandon then tied and knotted the end of the twine to the chain on the handcuffs, and he locked one of the handcuffs around his right wrist.  Then as he laid back onto the bed, he reached behind him, and he wrapped the chain of the handcuffs around one of the rungs of the brass headboard.  He pulled the blindfold down over his eyes, and then, fully understanding that he would be restrained helpless until the ice in the jar melted, he locked the other handcuff onto his left wrist, causing his arms to be locked over his head to the headboard of the bed.

As Brandon laid there helpless on the bed, he immediately experienced an adrenaline rush, knowing that his wrists were locked to the headboard, and his ankles were secured to the footboard of the bed, and that there was now no way that he could free himself until the ice in the jar melted sufficiently, which would then allow him to pull the keys out of the jar, and obtain his freedom from his restraints.

As he laid there helpless, enjoying the feeling of being helplessly restrained, Brandon pulled against the restraints holding him down to the bed, and he began to fantasize about the leather clad Mistress who had taken control of him, and had bound him to the bed in such a vulnerable position.  The more he fantasized, the harder his cock became, and as a result, the Holy Trainer chastity device soon became extremely uncomfortable, as the cage squeezed his cock, and the ring tightened around his balls.

After about an hour of lying there helpless, and enjoying his fantasy, Brandon tried pulling on the twine to see if he could retrieve the keys from the frozen jar of water.  That attempt proved to be quite futile.  The ice in the jar had hardly melted, and the keys did not budge at all.

Brandon soon lost track of time, lying there blindfolded, and secured helplessly to the bed.  After waiting for what he thought was another hour or so, he tried once again to pull the keys out of the jar by tugging on the twine attached to his handcuffs.  Once again, his attempt was totally unsuccessful.  The ice in the jar was still too hard, and he was not able to retrieve the keys to his restraints.

Brandon convinced himself that he would just have to calm down, relax, and wait for the ice in the jar to melt enough so that he could take possession of the keys which would eventually free him from the handcuffs and shackles.  At some point during his third hour of captivity, Brandon dozed off, and started to dream.

As he lay there helplessly secured to the bed, Brandon soon dreamt that he heard the sound of the garage door opening, and someone entering into the house through the door, which connected the garage to the kitchen.  In his dream, he heard the distinctive sound of high heels, as someone walked across the kitchen floor, and then the clicking of the high heels got louder as the person who was wearing them came down the hallway, and approached the master bedroom.  Then, no longer sure if it was still a dream or reality, Brandon heard the door of the bedroom open.  There was complete silence for a while, and then even though he was blindfolded, he immediately recognized his wife’s voice and was mortified when Samantha started screaming “Brandon, what in the hell is going on here?  Why are you dressed up like that?  What is that thing around your cock, and why are you chained to the bed?”


Samantha’s Surprise

The limo had picked Samantha up from the Hyatt Hotel at 7 am sharp on Saturday morning, and had driven her to the corporate office, where a continental breakfast awaited all of the meeting participants.  Samantha was on top of the world, absolutely thrilled by the wonderful news which she had received from the Vice President of Operations the prior evening at dinner.

She was being promoted to Regional Manager of Restaurant Operations for the Philadelphia Region effective on Monday, and her salary was being increased to $90,000 per year.  Her boss Michael was being relocated to Boston, as soon as he turned things over in Philly to her.  On one hand, she couldn’t wait to get home, to celebrate and share the exciting news with Brandon, while at the same time, she now felt even stronger that her husband needed to start showing some initiative, and do something about the disparity between his salary and hers.  She decided that she would just have to be more forceful when she go home, and convince him to get out and look for a better paying job in the coming weeks.

The morning flew by very quickly, and the round of meetings went very well.  When everyone broke for lunch at noon, Michael told Samantha that rather than stay in Chicago till Sunday afternoon, the VP of Operations suggested that they both catch a flight back to Philadelphia that afternoon, so that Michael could start orientating her on the new position she was assuming first thing on Monday morning.

Samantha immediately got on the phone with the airlines, and she was able to get on a flight out of O’Hare later that afternoon.  The company limo took her back to the Hyatt, and the driver waited while she quickly packed her belongings and checked out of the hotel.  Then the limo drove her to the airport, getting her there about an hour before her scheduled flight.

After checking in for her flight, and going through security, Samantha was then going to call Brandon and let him know that she would be getting back a day early, and would be home around 8 pm that night.  At the last minute however, she decided that it would be fun to surprise Brandon.  She was sure that he would probably just be sitting around watching the television, or playing around on his computer.  Not only would he be surprised to see her arrive home a day early, but she was sure that he would be totally surprised by the great news which she had to tell him.

Samantha’s flight landed in Philadelphia right on time, and within a half hour, she had retrieved her luggage from baggage claim, and drove her car out of the parking garage.  Since there was hardly any traffic at all on the roads, she quickly crossed the bridge into Jersey, and a half hour later, she pulled her car into the garage next to Brandon’s car at home.

When Samantha entered the kitchen, she was somewhat surprised that there were no lights on in either the kitchen or living room even though it was pitch black outside. After turning on some lights, she went to look for Brandon, wondering if he might have gone to bed early, and hadn’t heard her arrive home.

As Samantha walked down the hall, she could see that light was visible from underneath the bedroom door, and she thought that Brandon must have fallen asleep without shutting off the light, since she didn’t hear any sounds coming from the bedroom.

When she opened the bedroom door, Samantha received the biggest shock of her life.  Instead of finding her husband asleep, she was greeted by the sight of Brandon lying there blindfolded, with his wrists handcuffed above his head, and his ankles shackled to the footboard of the bed.  As if that was not shocking enough, she couldn’t believe that her husband was wearing a black bra, black leather garter belt, black fishnet stockings, and a pair of black open toe high heel shoes.

Before Samantha was even able to fully process the sight of her husband restrained there on the bed dressed in female attire, her eyes were then drawn to the pink contraption between his legs, which appeared to be some type of plastic tube which was locked around his cock.

After staring at the sight in front of her for a long time without saying a word, Samantha then screamed “Brandon, what in the hell is going on here?  Why are you dressed up like that?  What is that thing around your cock, and why are you chained to the bed?”

If Brandon had thought that he was dreaming, that thought went out the window the minute that Samantha started screaming at him.  He started to jolt up from the bed, but the handcuffs and shackles prevented him from doing anything other than raise his head.  He tried pulling on the twine, hoping that he could quickly get the keys and release himself from his restraints, but was dismayed to find out once again that the ice still had not melted enough for him to gain access to the keys.

While the blindfold prevented him from seeing Samantha, he could tell that she was absolutely livid, and he knew that he was in big trouble.  Brandon had absolutely no idea what to say at that point, and the first stupid thing which came out of his mouth was “Honey, what are you doing home tonight?  I thought that you weren’t getting back till tomorrow night”.

“Obviously, you didn’t expect me home tonight, judging from what I am looking at right now!”

Brandon made a very feeble attempt to try and say something in response to Samantha’s comment, but once again, he would have been better to keep his mouth shut, when he said “Honey, it’s not what it looks like.  Believe me.  Give me a chance to explain”.

It was a good thing that Brandon couldn’t see Samantha’s face, because at that point, she turned bright red, the veins in her neck jutted out, and in a very angry voice she said “Oh, and if it’s not what it looks like, then tell me, just what is it?  I am looking at the man who is supposed to be my husband wearing a bra, garter belt, stockings, and high heels, and he is lying there chained to my bed, with some kind of device locked on his cock.  I can’t wait to hear your explanation!”

At that point, Brandon realized that it was probably not an opportune time to try and explain anything, so he said “Honey, I am so sorry that this is happening.  If you could please get the keys out of the jar next to the bed, and unlock these handcuffs and ankle shackles, maybe we could then sit down and talk about this”.

Samantha walked around to the side of the bed, and as soon as she saw the keys in the jar, which were connected by the long length of twine to Brandon’s handcuffs, she realized what her husband had done to himself, and said “So, you like to put on women’s clothing and you like to lock yourself up.  I see now what you were doing.  Too bad I came home before the ice in this jar had a chance to melt, and you were able to free yourself!”

“Please Samantha, see if you can get the keys out of the jar, and unlock my wrists”.

Samantha tugged on the twine attached to the keys, and they started to budge a little.  As she pulled harder on the twine, the keys actually started to break away from the ice, but as Samantha looked over at her husband, she was repulsed by the sight in front of her, and she walked away from the jar.  Instead, she decided on a different plan of action.

She went into her bathroom with the intent of getting a pair of scissors out of her vanity.  Seconds later, Brandon could hear her scream once again when she walked into the bathroom, and saw the pictures of the leather clad women taped to the wall, and her vibrator plugged in, and sitting there on the bathroom vanity.

Samantha couldn’t believe her eyes.  Her son of a bitch husband had obviously been jerking off to the pictures of those women which were taped on the wall, and he had used her vibrator to do it.  If Samantha had any doubts about what Brandon had been up to, those doubts quickly disappeared when she looked down and saw spots of dried cum on the tile floor in front of the toilet, which he obviously had failed to clean up.

Totally incensed by everything she had already seen, Samantha grabbed the scissors out of her vanity, walked back into the bedroom, and cut the twine which was connected to the handcuff and shackle keys.  Then she said “Ok my dear husband, you can pull on that twine now, and try to get the keys to the handcuffs”.

Brandon quickly began pulling on the twine, anticipating that he would soon have the keys in his hand, and be able to unlock himself.  When he reached the end of the twine and the keys were not there, his heart sunk, and he said “Samantha, something is wrong.  The keys aren’t attached.  They must be stuck in the jar”.

With a cruel laugh, Samantha said “Wow, don’t you wonder how that could have happened?  Oh well, that’s the chance you take when you lock yourself up, and have to set yourself free!”

She then noticed another set of keys sitting on the nightstand by the bed.  She picked them up, looked at them, and saw that they were engraved with the words “Holy Trainer”.

“Brandon, these keys on the nightstand.  Are these the keys which I need to use to unlock this pretty pink contraption from your cock?”

Thinking that Samantha was going to remove the chastity tube from his aching cock and balls, Brandon quickly said “Yes honey.  Thank you.  Just insert one of those keys into the Magic Locker on the top of the ring, and you can unlock the chastity tube from my cock”.

Instead of unlocking the chastity tube, Samantha slipped the two keys into her pocket, and said “Oh, so it’s a chastity tube?  How apropos!  You must not have been locked up in it when you decided to shoot your cum all over my bathroom floor!  Oh, and who are the two women in the pictures which are taped to the wall in the bathroom?  Are they friends of yours?”

Brandon quickly said “No honey.  I promise you.  I don’t know them, and I’ve never met them.  They are just a couple of pictures which I printed off of the internet”.

“Oh, how sweet Brandon.  So when you aren’t dressing up as a woman and locking yourself up, you spend your time surfing the internet looking for pictures of women so that you have material to jerk off to!”

Samantha then went out to the kitchen, where she retrieved her cell phone out of her briefcase.  She then threw the keys to the Holy Trainer into her briefcase, closed, and locked it.  She went back into the bedroom, and without saying a word to Brandon, she pulled the blindfold off of his eyes.  When his eyes finally adapted to the bright light in the bedroom, after being blindfolded for hours, Brandon saw that his wife was taking pictures of him with the camera on her phone.

As Samantha snapped one picture after another of Brandon in his female attire lying there restrained to the bed, he implored her to set him free.  “Please Samantha, unlock the handcuffs and shackles.  Let me get up so that we can talk about this”.

Instead of answering him, Samantha went into the bathroom, where she also took pictures of the leather clad women who were taped to the tile wall, and her vibrator sitting there on the vanity.

As she passed back through the bedroom, Samantha held up her phone camera, and said “I am sure that a judge will find these photos quite interesting when I file for divorce from you!”

Brandon was immediately terrified.  He hoped that his wife wasn’t serious.  He yanked against his restraints, started sobbing, and he begged Samantha to forgive him for what he had done.  Unfortunately for him however, Samantha didn’t stand there long enough to even see his tears.  She turned on her heels, closed the bedroom door, and went back out to the kitchen to pour herself a glass of wine to help steady her nerves.


Deciding On A Course Of Action


As Samantha sat in her living room, sipping her wine, she tried to make sense out of everything that she had seen since arriving home.  A few hours ago, she had been on top of the world, excited about her new promotion, and anxious to share the good news with her husband.

Now she felt like she didn’t even know the man in the other room.  She felt like he was a stranger who had been living a lie, and just going through the motions in their marriage.  How could she have been so blind through almost four years of marriage to him?  Surely, there had to have been some warning signs that she missed.  How long had Brandon been dressing up as a woman and playing his little bondage games behind her back?  She thought that she and her husband had a pretty healthy sex life overall.  They usually had sex at least once a week, and she had always assumed that she was satisfying his sex needs, even though, on those same occasions, he hardly ever took the time to make sure that her sexual needs were met.  Evidently Brandon was looking for something completely different to turn him on other than what he was getting from her.

By the time that Samantha got up off of the couch to refill her wine glass, she realized that all she had was a lot of questions to which she did not know the answers.  With a fresh glass of wine in hand, she wandered into the den, stared at Brandon’s computer sitting there on the desk, and wondered if she might be able to find some of the answers she needed on his computer.

After deciding that it couldn’t hurt to take a look, Samantha sat down in front of the computer, and turned it on.  She had no problem at all entering the log on password for the computer, since she knew very well that Brandon used the same password for just about everything that he did on line.  It was just one more example of his lack of initiative, and the way that he always tried to make things easy for himself.

As an experienced computer user, the first thing which Samantha did after logging onto the computer was to view the browsing history.  Since Brandon had not expected his wife to come home from her trip early, he never even bothered to clear the browsing history after he had visited all of his favorite websites during the previous two days.

As soon as Samantha saw the long list and nature of the websites which her husband had recently visited, she knew that she was not going to like what she was going to see once she started clicking on the links.

There on the screen in front of her was plenty of evidence that while she had been out of town, Brandon had spent an inordinate amount of time on the computer, and the list of websites which he had visited included:

Sissy Training Videos

Training My Sissy

The Sissy Maids

Club Cross Dressing

Cross Dresser Heaven

Forcibly Feminized

ProDomme.com

Max Fisch Domina Guide

Professional Mistresses

Self-Bondage Stories

Holy Trainer Chastity

Chastity Life Style

For the next two hours, Samantha clicked on the links, and visited each of the websites which her husband had viewed recently.  By the time that she shut off the computer well after midnight, her head was spinning.  She had been exposed to a totally different side of the man who she called her husband.

Samantha had seen countless numbers of men dressed up in feminine underwear and other articles of clothing, hundreds of pictures of men in bondage on their knees worshipping leather clad dominant women, and men outfitted in sissy maid outfits waiting on women dressed in leather and latex, as the feminized men catered to every need which the women had.

She had also read many of the stories on the chastity websites which Brandon had visited, and Samantha was exposed to a concept which was totally foreign to her.  In almost all of the stories which she read, the men were kept locked in male chastity devices day and night.  There was no way that any of the men in the stories were able to ever touch their cocks, to masturbate, or to experience an orgasm unless the female keyholder decided to unlock the chastity tube and allow her partner to have a release.

As Samantha shut off the light in the den and walked down the hall, she now had a much clearer idea of the fantasies which her husband had been harboring, and the things which evidently turned him on.  She knew that she had quite a bit to think about, and a lot of decisions to make, before she would be ready to even discuss the situation with Brandon.  Right now however, she was dead tired.  She had been up since 5 am, and she knew that it would be quite a while before she would be ready to discuss anything with Brandon

As soon as Samantha opened the door to the bedroom, Brandon began begging her to release him from the bed.

“Please Samantha, let me out of the cuffs and shackles.  I have to go to the bathroom very badly.  I don’t think that I can hold it much longer. Please honey, let me get up”.

Samantha went over to the jar of water which was sitting on the floor by the bed, and saw that the ice in the jar had completely thawed.  She pulled the keys out of the jar, went over to the bed, and unlocked the shackles around Brandon’s ankles.

She then unlocked the handcuffs from Brandon’s wrists, and threw the shackles and handcuffs into the box on the floor which contained quite a few more articles of feminine clothing.

As Brandon got up from the bed, and tried to work the kinks out of his aching joints, Samantha said “You can get your ass into the bathroom now, and make sure that when you are done in there, you then get your pictures off of my wall, clean up my vibrator, and get the mess you left on the floor all cleaned up!”

While Brandon was hobbling into the bathroom on his high heels, Samantha picked up the box which contained the restraints and female clothing, and put it in the back of her walk in closet.  She began getting undressed for bed.  She decided that unpacking her suitcase would have to wait till morning, since she was physically and emotionally beat.

In the bathroom, Brandon took care of his needs, and then he got a towel out of the linen closet, wet it, and wiped down the floor in the bathroom, as he cursed himself for missing the cum stains which had dripped on the tile floor in front of the toilet.  He then wrapped the cord around the vibrator, and put it back into Samantha’s bureau where he had originally taken it from.

When Brandon came back into the bedroom, he saw that Samantha had removed her business clothes and was standing there by the bed wearing only a sheer negligee.  He went over to the nightstand by the bed, hoping to get the keys which would unlock the chastity tube from his cock, but was dismayed to see that the keys were no longer there.  Sheepishly, Brandon asked “Samantha, do you have the keys to this chastity device?  I had placed them on the nightstand, but they are not there now”

Without even looking at Brandon, Samantha said “Yes, I have them.  Why do you want to know?”

“I was hoping that you could unlock this tube.  It’s really become quite uncomfortable.  Do you think that you can unlock it, and then we could talk?”

Samantha glared at Brandon, and said “It’s too bad that that chastity tube is uncomfortable.  You should have thought about that before you locked your cock up in it.  No, I will not unlock it, and no, we are not going to talk now”.

Then pointing to the doorway, Samantha said “Brandon, quite frankly I have no desire to even look at you right now.  I came home from Chicago all excited because while I was there, they promoted me to Regional Manager of Operations for the Philadelphia Region, and I couldn’t wait to share the great news with you.  However, thanks to you, instead of a happy celebration, I now have to deal with this mess.  You can go sleep in the guest bedroom tonight.  Now, get out of here, so that I can get some rest!”

Totally dejected, Brandon walked down the hall and went into the guest bedroom.  He removed all of his feminine garments, and climbed naked into bed, hoping that in the morning, he would be able to talk with Samantha, and try to explain to her why he had done the things he did.  Unfortunately for Brandon, sleep did not come very easily due to the chastity tube which by now had become very uncomfortably tight around his cock and balls.

Brandon spent most of the night tossing and turning, trying to find a position which put the least pressure on the tube and ring which was locked around his cock and balls.  He got up numerous times, and went into the guest bathroom to sit on the toilet, hoping that it would relieve the pressure which the tube was exerting on his cock.

Finally, around 6 am, Brandon decided to get up, and see if a hot shower would help his situation.  Unfortunately for him, it didn’t help much at all.  After the previous night of non-stop stimulation, Brandon was extremely horny, and wished that there was some way that he could get out of the chastity tube, so that he could masturbate himself.

He went into the kitchen, made himself a cup of coffee, and while the Keurig was brewing, Brandon looked all around the kitchen, living room, and den, hoping that he could find the keys which would unlock his chastity tube.

Not being able to find the keys, Brandon sat there naked on the stool by the breakfast bar, and while he drank his coffee, he hoped that his wife would be a lot more sympathetic to his situation when she woke up, and that she would agree to release him from his chastity tube.

That thought however, was not one of the things on Samantha’s mind when she woke up after 9 am on Sunday morning.  She went into the kitchen to make herself a cup of coffee, and saw Brandon sitting there at the breakfast bar completely naked except for the chastity tube which was locked around his cock.

As soon as Samantha came into the kitchen, Brandon said “Good morning honey”.

Without even looking at him, Samantha said “Good morning Brandon”.

Brandon then turned to Samantha and asked “Honey, would it be alright if I went into the bedroom and got dressed?”

In a very cynical tone of voice, Samantha said “Yes, I guess it will be alright, as long as you don’t try to put on any of my clothes”.

Hanging his head in shame, Brandon got up off of the stool, went into the bedroom, and got dressed.  After Brandon was dressed, he returned to the kitchen, hoping that he and Samantha would be able to talk about what had happened the night before, but he saw that she was talking on the phone while she sipped her coffee, and he realized that now was not the time to try and approach her about his situation.

Samantha was on the phone with her sister, April who lived about seven miles away in nearby Marlton.  April, who was four years older than Samantha had just celebrated her tenth wedding anniversary with her husband, Charles, and Samantha thought that her sister might be able to give her some marital advice, especially since Samantha was aware that April had experienced a fidelity issue with Charles five years earlier in their marriage. 

“Hey April, how are you this morning?”

“Just fine sis.  How are you doing?”

“Honestly, I’ve had better days.  That’s actually the reason that I am calling you.  I was wondering if there was any chance that you were free today, so that you and I could get together, have lunch, and talk for a while?  I really need to run something by you”

“As a matter of fact, I am.  Charles is supposed to go into the office today for a few hours to take care of some business, so I would love to get together with you and have lunch”.

“Great, why don’t I meet you at Ponzio’s Diner at noon, if that works for you”.

“That will work fine for me.  I’ll meet you at the diner at noon.  See you then”.

As soon as Samantha got off of the phone, she went back to her bedroom, closed the door, jumped in the shower, and then got dressed so that she could get ready to go meet April.  When she finally came back out to the kitchen, and was ready to head out the door, Brandon timidly asked “Honey, do you think that we could talk about what happened last night?”

With icicles dripping on every word she uttered, Samantha said “No Brandon.  I do not feel like discussing your situation at all right now.  When I am ready to talk with you, I will let you know.  It may be days, or it may be longer.  I have a lot to think about before I decide what I am going to do about you.  Right now, I am on my way to have lunch with my sister.  By the time that I get back home, I will expect you to have moved your clothes out of my bedroom.  You can put the things you need in the guest bedroom, since that is where you will be sleeping for the foreseeable future!”

Without even waiting for a reply from Brandon, Samantha went out to the garage, jumped into her car, and headed to the diner.  As usual, Ponzio’s was very busy when Samantha arrived, but she was able to get a booth in the rear of the diner, away from all of the noise and commotion, so that she and her sister could have a conversation with relative privacy.  A few minutes later, April arrived, and slid into the booth across from her sister.  As soon as the waitress appeared to take their drink order, Samantha ordered a glass of Chardonnay.

April laughed, and said “Boy, you must really have something serious to talk to me about if you are drinking at noon”.  Then turning to the waitress, April said “I’ll have the same thing that she is drinking”.

For the next hour while they ate and drank, Samantha spilled her guts to her sister, telling April how she had come home from Chicago so excited about her new promotion, only to find her husband lying on the bed restrained, wearing female lingerie and high heels, and locked up in a chastity tube.  Samantha also went into great detail with April about all of the websites which Brandon had been regularly visiting.  Then Samantha showed April the pictures on her phone which she had taken the previous night.

When she was sure that April had a clear picture of everything which had happened the previous evening, Samantha said “Well, that’s my tale of woe today.  What do you think?”

April shook her head, somewhat in disbelief and disgust, and said “Sis, you’ve got a tough situation on your hands.  It looks like you married a little submissive sissy, and never knew it till now.  I feel so sorry for you.  I thought that I had it bad when Charles cheated on me years ago, but I honestly don’t know how I would react if I found out that Charles was dressing up as a woman, and doing the things behind my back which Brandon has done”.

Samantha nodded her head, flagged down the waitress to order another glass of wine, and then said to her sister “You never really told me how you handled it when Charles cheated on you.  You’ve been rather secretive about it all of these years.  The only thing which you told me was that you ‘found the perfect solution to the problem’.  How did you handle his cheating, and what did you do to make sure that it didn’t happen again?”

April hesitated for a long time before answering Samantha’s question.  Then after taking a long swig of her wine, said “Sis, I did a lot of research online about cheating husbands after Charles had that affair, and the reason I never told you how I handled it, was because I decided to take a rather drastic approach which I found out had worked for many other women.  I decided after doing all of my research to lock Charles up in a male chastity tube”.

Samantha had just taken a sip of her wine, and she just about choked when she heard what her sister told her.  When she regained her composure and could talk, Samantha said “A male chastity tube?  Are you telling me that you have had Charles’s cock locked up for the last five years since he cheated on you?”

April nodded, and said “Yes, that’s what I am telling you sis, and that steel cage which is locked around Charles’s cock has done wonders for our marriage”.

“Oh my god, I can’t believe that Charles allowed you to do that to him.  Didn’t he put up a fight about being locked up in a chastity tube?”

“Oh, he put up a helluva fight at first, but then he knew that he didn’t have any choice in the matter.  The only other option which I gave him was divorce, and he wasn’t prepared to lose the house, our savings accounts, and suffer the shame of having his affair become public”.

“Do you ever let him out of the chastity tube?  Do you ever have sex with him?”

“Yes, I let him out of his chastity tube about once a month, but I make sure that his wrists are either cuffed behind his back, or that he is restrained to the bed when I remove his tube, so that I always stay in control of the situation.  As far as sex goes, I very seldom allow him to have intercourse with me.  Maybe I’ll have sex with him, with me on top of course, about once every six months.  Usually, if I decide to give him a release, I will masturbate him to an orgasm after I use his mouth and tongue for hours taking my own pleasure”.

Samantha kept shaking her head and her eyes were big as saucers, almost in disbelief as she listened to what her sister was telling her.  Finally, Samantha said “Wow April, this is truly a weekend which I will never forget.  One day I find out that I have a husband who likes to wear women’s clothing and lock himself up, and then the next day, my sister tells me that she has kept her husband locked up in a chastity tube for the last five years”.

Then with a laugh, Samantha said “Well, I am supposed to start my new job tomorrow as Regional Manager of Restaurant Operations, and I had no idea that I would be dealing with this situation at the same time.  Since you are the older sister with all of the experience in these matters, what do you suggest that I do with Brandon?”

April laughed, and said “Well, I have experience with cheating husbands, but I can’t say that I have had any experience when it comes to cross dressing sissy husbands who like to be put into bondage”.

Then after a few moments of quiet deliberation, April said “Ok sis, I’ll give you my opinion on what I think I would do, if I was in your situation, because the way I look at it, especially with your new promotion and your increased salary, you actually hold all of the cards in your marriage.  From what you’ve told me over the last few months, you’ve been pretty upset anyway with Brandon’s laziness, and the fact that he doesn’t contribute a fair share to running the house.  Is that not correct?”

Samantha nodded, and said “That’s exactly correct.  Brandon has shown no initiative at all to go out and find a better paying job, even though I have constantly brought the issue up with him.  At the same time, he doesn’t really do anything at all around the house to help me.  I put in long days on the job, and then I have to worry about meals, laundry, and cleaning the house.  In fact, this past weekend is the first time in years that I can even remember Brandon doing the food shopping and cleaning the house, but he did it because I told him that I needed him to take care of those things while I was out of town”.

April grinned, as she listened to her sister basically validate the thoughts which had been going through her head.  Then she said “Sis, unless you want to divorce his ass and get rid of him, I’d take advantage of this situation, and use it as an opportunity to make your life easier, especially now that you are taking on more responsibility at work.  Let’s get out of here, go over to my house, and we’ll talk about this some more.  I’ll tell you exactly everything which I think you should do with Brandon to make your life easier, and to ensure that you get all of the pleasure which you deserve”.


An Ultimatum For Brandon

As it turned out, Samantha wound up spending the entire afternoon and most of the evening over at April’s house, discussing various methods of handling Brandon.  The two sisters also spent hours on April’s computer visiting various fetish websites, getting ideas about different ways in which Samantha could use Brandon’s proclivity for female attire to her advantage.  By the time that she returned home around 9 pm, Samantha knew exactly how she was going to handle Brandon, and how she was going to use his fetishes to make her life easier, and to enhance her pleasure.

All during the afternoon while Samantha was over at April’s house, Brandon wandered aimlessly from room to room around the house.  He was experiencing quite a bit of discomfort from the tightness of his chastity tube, because of his sexually aroused condition.  He had now been locked in the chastity tube since Friday night, and he was hornier than he had ever been in his life before, since he had gotten accustomed to masturbating himself at least every other day.

As Brandon waited for Samantha to return home, he continually cursed himself for having ordered the tightest available ring, which was only 36 mm, when he had placed the order for the chastity tube.  Never in his wildest dreams, did he ever imagine that his wife would be taking control of the keys, and that he would not be able to release himself from the chastity device when he decided that he wanted to take it off.

When Samantha returned home, she found Brandon sitting in the living watching a television program.  As soon as his wife entered the living room, Brandon quickly shut off the television set, jumped up, and asked her if he could talk with her.

Samantha shook her head, and said “I thought I already told you that I will let you know when I am ready to talk with you, and I am not ready tonight!”

As Samantha started walking down the hall towards her bedroom, Brandon followed after her, and said “Honey, if you don’t want to talk with me right now, I understand”.  Then in a pitiful tone of voice, he said “Could you at least unlock this chastity tube, so that I can remove it before I go to bed?  It is so uncomfortable, and I don’t think that I can stand it much longer.  Please?”

With an evil grin, Samantha turned to Brandon, and said “No, I don’t feel like unlocking it.  You obviously wanted to wear it, or you wouldn’t have put it on yourself.  I guess that you will just have to get used to it now!”

“But honey, I have to go to work in the morning.  You’re not going to make me wear this chastity tube to work, are you?”

“Well, since I don’t plan on unlocking it for you, I guess you will definitely be wearing it to work in the morning.  Good night Brandon”.

Samantha went into her bedroom, closed the door, and smiled to herself.  The first phase of the plan which she had decided upon, was falling into place nicely.  After another day or two of ignoring Brandon’s pleas, and watching him become more desperate while being locked in the chastity tube, she was sure that he would be ready to agree to all of her demands when she finally decided to sit down and talk with him.

Brandon had another fitful night, while trying to sleep in the guest bedroom, because the chastity tube caused him significant discomfort throughout the night.  He finally got up around 5 am, took his shower, and got ready for work.  Once he was dressed, he stood in front of the mirror for a long time, looking at his crotch, trying to discern if anyone at work was going to notice the bulge caused by the chastity tube which he was wearing.

Fortunately for him, the pleated pants which he wore did not exhibit any sign of an unusual bulge, so Brandon put on his sports jacket, and walked down the hall to say goodbye to Samantha.  The door to the master bedroom was still closed as Samantha was obviously getting dressed for work, so Brandon thought it best that he just go ahead and get on the road to his office, rather than disturb his wife as she was getting ready for work.

After she was dressed, and had gulped down her first cup of coffee, Samantha was filled with excitement and anticipation about starting her new position, and the challenges and rewards which it held for her.  As she picked up her briefcase, and got ready to leave, Samantha remembered that the keys to Brandon’s chastity tube were still in the case, so she opened it, and removed the keys.  With the keys to the Holy Trainer device in her hands, she went into her pantry, took a jar of flour off the back of the shelf, and pushed the keys down into the flour.  She smiled knowing that there was no way that her husband would ever find the keys in such a safe hiding place.

She then got in her car and headed to the Regional Office in Center City Philadelphia.  Samantha arrived at the office about a half hour before Michael, her boss showed up to begin the process of orientating her to the new position which she was assuming.  It turned out to be a very long day for Samantha, and after nine hours of reviewing countless region level reports for all of the restaurants, and discussing every single detail of the five page job description for her new job, her head was spinning.

Around 5 pm, Michael suggested that they go over to the Caribou Café to have some dinner, and finish reviewing the responsibilities of the job which Samantha was assuming.  After a wonderful meal consisting of a delicious onion soup, a flavorful spinach crepe, and two glasses of Pinot Grigio, Michael then broke the news to Samantha that the VP of Operations wanted him in Boston to assume his new job responsibilities on Wednesday.  Basically, Samantha had only one more day with Michael, to ask any questions which she still had, before he had to head out of town.  He did assure her however, that he would always be just a phone call away, if she should need his help or advice.

After dinner, Samantha felt like she had a good handle on what her new job involved, but at the same time she was somewhat concerned as she headed to her home in Cherry Hill.  She was fully aware that she would have a grueling schedule for the next few weeks, because she most likely would be on the road, visiting the restaurants within the Philadelphia Region, and meeting scores of restaurant operators, so that she could get acquainted with their individual needs and issues.

In addition to the pressures which the new job would now place on her, Samantha knew that she also needed to have that very important discussion with her husband as soon as possible, and let him know how things were going to proceed in the future on the home front.  She decided that on Tuesday night, after she got home from work, she would have a little session with Brandon, and inform him of how she now saw him fitting into her life, and what she expected from him, if he wanted to continue being married to her.

When Samantha arrived home around 8 pm, Brandon was sitting in the kitchen, obviously awaiting her arrival.  He welcomed her home, and tried to make small talk, asking her how her first day on the new job had gone.

As she laid her briefcase down on the kitchen counter, Samantha said “It was long and tiring, but things actually went very well.  Thank you for asking, and how was your day at work today”.

Brandon hesitated for a moment, and then said “Quite honestly, I had a really rough day.  Driving around to see clients while locked up in this chastity tube was extremely difficult.  It really becomes uncomfortable when you are sitting in a car for a long time”.

Brandon then planned on asking his wife once again if she would unlock the chastity tube, but he remembered what she had told him the night before, and thought it best that he not ask, and risk making her mad.  He hoped that she would just react to his comment, take pity on him, and unlock the Holy Trainer.

However, unfortunately for Brandon that didn’t happen.  Samantha just ignored the comment he had made about how uncomfortable it was driving around wearing the chastity tube, and instead she said “Tomorrow night I will be home by 6 pm.  I will expect you to stop by the Hong Kong Fusion Restaurant on your way home from work, and pick up my favorite entrée, and whatever you want for dinner.  After we eat tomorrow night, we will then have a discussion about your situation.  Do you understand?”

Brandon nodded his head, and said “Yes, I’ll take care of it”.

He was then going to say something else, but before he had a chance, Samantha said “Fine.  Good night Brandon”.  She then turned, left the kitchen, and headed to her bedroom, leaving Brandon sitting there totally frustrated and realizing that he faced at least another day of being locked up in the chastity tube before his wife would talk with him.

On Tuesday, Samantha had a relatively easy day at the office, reviewing Profit and Loss statements for the restaurants in the region, and familiarizing herself with the operational evaluations in the files which the District Managers had prepared on the operators who she would meet in the coming weeks.

At 3 pm, Samantha left the office since she planned on making a stop, and doing some shopping at an adult fetish clothing and toy store in Center City before going home.  The store which had been recommended to her by her sister, was where April had purchased the chastity tube for her husband, Charles.  April had said that this particular store had a complete line of leather and latex clothing, as well as every possible toy and gadget which a BDSM aficionado could desire.  April had also told Samantha that the owner of the store was a lifestyle Domme, and could give her lots of good advice on how to control men.

As soon as Samantha entered the well-lit, neatly organized store, she saw that her sister’s evaluation of the establishment was right on the money.  She felt like a little kid in a candy store as she saw that the shelves in the store were piled high with hundreds of adult toys, vibrators, butt plugs, and male chastity tubes, as well as every imaginable device used for bondage.  In addition, the rear of the store was filled with rack after rack of leather and latex clothing, and countless pairs of high heel shoes and boots were displayed along the back wall.

As Samantha stood there looking at all of the clothing and toy choices, she started to feel a little overwhelmed.  Just then a very pleasant attractive woman with short jet black hair, who was wearing a form fitting black leather dress and knee high black leather boots came over to her and said “Hi, my name is Heather Davis.  I am the owner of this store.  Is there something in particular that you are looking for?”

“Well, my sister, April has been a customer of yours for years, and she thought that this would be a good place for me to get some clothing items for me, and some BDSM things which I need for my husband”.

With a nod and a smile which told Samantha that Heather probably understood exactly what she meant, Heather said “Great!  And you are?”

Extending her hand, Samantha said “My name is Samantha, and I must admit that I am rather new at all of this, so I appreciate any help you can give me”.

Heather laughed, and as she shook Samantha’s hand, she said “I am pleased to meet you Samantha.  I’ll tell you right up front that I not only sell the items which you see in this store, but that I have used many of them in my personal relationships with men who I control, so I am sure that we can get you everything that you need.  Why don’t you tell me a little about your situation, so that I have a good understanding of what you need.  I assume that you are the dominant one in your marriage?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Yes, you assume correctly!”

Samantha found Heather very easy to talk to, so for the next ten minutes she filled Heather in on the situation which she had encountered when she returned home from Chicago on Saturday evening.  She also explained to Heather the plan of action which she and her sister had decided was the best approach for handling Brandon’s situation.

After hearing everything which Samantha had told her, Heather said “I completely agree with what you and your sister decided on as your course of action.  You definitely need to take immediate control of your marriage, and use your husband’s fetishes to your advantage.  Let me show you some clothing items which I think you should have in your wardrobe, and some toys which you definitely will need to properly control and use that sissy husband of yours”.

By the time that Samantha left Heather’s store two hours later, she was the proud owner of a new black leather dress, black leather miniskirt, a red wire boned corset, both a red and also a black leather garter belt, three pairs of sheer red stockings, three pairs of sheer black stockings, three pairs of black thigh high fishnet stockings, a pair of red leather high heel pumps with stiletto heels, a pair of black leather high heel pumps with stiletto heels, and a pair of knee high black leather platform boots which had dangerous skyscraper heels.

In addition to the clothing items which she bought for herself, Samantha also bought a number of items which Heather suggested that she buy to help her properly train Brandon as a sissy house husband.  The bag of goodies for disciplining Brandon contained a black leather blindfold, a red rubber ball gag, a penis gag which had an attached six inch dildoe, a strap on harness complete with dual dildoes, black leather wrist cuffs, an eight inch butt plug, an assortment of locks, cloverleaf nipple clamps, a riding crop, a wooden paddle, and a Wartenburg Wheel.

As Heather rung up all of Samantha’s purchases for her, she said “Samantha, if you plan on keeping that husband of yours locked up in a chastity tube on a full time basis 24/7, then I would suggest that sometime in the future, you think about upgrading his chastity tube to a stainless steel model.  As you’ve seen, I have a nice assortment of them here in the store.  They cost a pretty penny, but I think you will be pleased with how easy they are to keep clean, and how hygienic they are, compared to the closed plastic and resin tubes.  Plus, you will find that the open bar stainless steel models will give you a lot more freedom when you want to conduct some ‘Tease and Denial’ sessions with that sissy boy of yours.  You won’t even have to remove the cage to torture his cock”.

Samantha thanked Heather for the advice, and told her that she would keep that in mind for the future.

By the time that Samantha walked out of Heather’s store, carrying two large shopping bags, she had charged over $1,700 to one of her credit cards, but she didn’t regret it at all, because she felt very empowered knowing that she was about to put Brandon in his place, and take control of her marriage.

Samantha returned home shortly before 6 pm, and just as she had instructed him to do, Brandon had dinner waiting for her.  He had made the stop at the Hong Kong Fusion Restaurant on his way home from work, and had picked up Samantha’s favorite dish of Jumbo Shrimp with Asparagus for her, Crispy Sesame Beef for himself, and a container of Won-Ton Soup for both of them.

There was very little conversation between Samantha and Brandon during dinner, other than both of them inquiring how their spouse’s day had gone.  Samantha, of course, did not make any mention of the little shopping trip she had taken after leaving the office.  Brandon would find out about that soon enough.

Once dinner was finished, Samantha stood up, and said “Brandon, you can clear the table, and clean up the kitchen.  When you are finished with that, you can get naked, and wait for me on your knees in front of the couch in the living room.  When I am ready, I will then deal with you!”

Brandon was totally caught by surprise when he heard what his wife had ordered him to do.  He had just assumed that after they had eaten dinner, that they would then sit down and talk about what happened on Saturday night.  The fact that Samantha wanted him naked, and on his knees in the living room, sent chills down his spine.  At the same time however, he found the thought of kneeling before his beautiful wife to be quite arousing, and his cock immediately responded to his thoughts by attempting to get hard in his chastity tube, causing the ring of the Holy Trainer to tighten around his balls.

When the dishes were washed, and the kitchen was cleaned, Brandon went into the living room, and removed all of his clothes.  Then wearing only his chastity tube, he knelt down in front of the couch and waited for the discussion which his wife planned on having with him.  As he knelt there, he could feel his heart beating faster in his chest, as he began to worry about what was going to happen when Samantha came into the room.

After kneeling there in front of the couch for almost a half hour without any sign of his wife, Brandon began to wonder if Samantha really planned on talking with him, or if she was just playing a cruel trick on him.  That thought quickly faded away when he heard the distinctive sound of high heels, clicking against the tile floor, as his wife came down the hallway, and entered the living room.

When Brandon turned his head, and saw Samantha, he couldn’t believe the way his wife was dressed, and how incredible she looked.  She was wearing a tight fitting red corset with garters, a tiny red thong, red stockings, and red pumps with stiletto heels which had to be at least five inches high.  The ensemble accentuated Samantha’s finely toned and shapely body, and as she towered over him, Brandon then noticed that she was carrying a pair of handcuffs in her left hand, and a black riding crop in her right hand.

The first words out of his mouth were “Honey, you look absolutely awesome!”

Brandon was totally caught by surprise when Samantha reached out, slapped the riding crop hard against both of his nipples, and said “Brandon, quite frankly, I am sick and tired of having you call me ‘Honey’.  From now on, when you talk to me, I will expect you to address me as ‘Miss Samantha’.  Do you understand what I am telling you?”

Shocked by the blows, which had sent waves of pain through his nipples, and by what his beautiful wife had just told him, Brandon quickly said “Yes, Miss Samantha.  I understand”.

“Good, don’t you forget it, or you won’t like the consequences!”

Then, bolstered by her new found authority, Samantha ordered Brandon to place his arms behind his back.  He complied, without any argument, and as soon as he did, she locked his wrists together behind his back using the handcuffs which she had taken out of his toy box.  Samantha then sat down on the couch in front of her husband, crossed her long nylon clad legs, and pressed the stiletto heel of one of her pumps up against his chest.

As Brandon knelt there with his wrists restrained behind his back, he began to worry about what his wife planned to do to him.  He had just assumed that they were going to have a conversation, and never imagined that he would be kneeling helpless in front of Samantha’s high heels. 

While he might have been apprehensive about what was going to happen, at the same time however, he found that his predicament caused him to become extremely sexually excited.  Just the act of kneeling there helpless, looking up at his seductively dressed wife, aroused his locked up cock, and very soon the chastity tube became extremely uncomfortable.  After being locked up for four days, Brandon desperately hoped that Samantha would finally unlock the chastity tube, and allow him to have a release once they were finished with their discussion.

There was no way however, that he was prepared for the discussion which followed, or the things which Samantha would say to him, the minute she started speaking.

“Brandon, you have upset me greatly, caused me a lot of grief, and you have forced me to do a lot of soul searching since I arrived home on Saturday night, and received that nasty little surprise of yours”

Brandon started to immediately apologize, but his apology was quickly silenced, when Samantha reached down, and slammed the riding crop hard against his thigh, and said “Shut up Brandon!  I don’t want to hear a word out of you, unless I ask you a question or give you permission to speak”.

“As I was saying, I have done a lot of thinking, not only about what you did while I was out of town, but also about how you have been lazy for years now, and have shown no initiative to find a job which pays a more substantial salary than the one that you currently have.  You have been content to just live off of my earnings, and allow me to carry the lion’s share of the mortgage, the car payments, and the other home expenses, while you have made a measly contribution to our financial situation”

“Now, on top of that, I now find out that you like to dress up in women’s clothing, play around with bondage, and spend your spare time on the computer looking at female domination and sissy maid porn, instead of doing something productive around the house.  Well Brandon, I may just be able to accommodate some of your fetishes, and at the same time, make my life a lot easier, especially now that I am taking on more responsibility with my new job”

“I am going to make it very simple for you tonight.  I have decided that there are only two choices which I am going to offer to you.  Choice number one is ‘Divorce’.  I can have my lawyer draw up the papers by the end of the week.  I will assure you however, that you will not like the terms of the divorce agreement which will be contained in the papers which he prepares.  But then again, you really don’t have a leg to stand on, especially once I show the court the pictures of you which are on my cell phone”.

Brandon immediately started protesting telling Samantha that he didn’t want a divorce, and that he was sorry for what he had done.  He started to beg her for forgiveness for what he had done, but before he could even finish what he was saying, Samantha brought the riding crop down very hard across both of his nipples, and said “I thought I told you not to say a word.  Did I ask you a question?  Did I give you permission to speak?  Now be quiet until you hear everything which I have to say to you!”

As Brandon stifled the cry from the pain which spread across his nipples, he nodded, and lowered his head, as his wife continued explaining his two choices.

“The second choice which I will give you, and the only other alternative which you will have, if you do not want me to divorce you, is that you will go into your office tomorrow and quit your second rate job.  With my new promotion, and the significant salary increase I have received, I do not need your meager earnings to meet the bills any longer”

Samantha let that sink into Brandon’s brain for a moment, and then she said “Instead of going out every day and making a poor attempt at earning a salary, I will allow you to take on a new position here as my ‘House Husband’, or rather I should more accurately say, my ‘Sissy Maid House Husband’”.

“You will be responsible for keeping this house totally clean and spotless at all times, which will include dusting and vacuuming every room, scrubbing all sinks, bathtubs, and toilets, and maintaining my outside garden and flower beds.  I will also expect you to do the food shopping, cook all the meals for us, take care of the laundry, and accomplish every other chore which I assign to you, and expect you to accomplish during the week while I am at work.  You will not spend any time on the computer unless I give you permission to do so for specific purposes, such as printing off recipes for the meals you are preparing for us”.

“While you are working around my home, taking care of your assigned chores, you will be dressed in feminine attire at all times.  In fact, if you agree to take on the position, I will make sure that this coming weekend, I take you shopping for proper clothing, so that I can personally pick out the items which I want in your wardrobe.  We will also work on your make up, and find a suitable wig for you while we are out shopping.  Since you like to dress up in female clothing, we may as well do it right, and make sure that you pass as a presentable sissy maid”.

“Tomorrow when you get home from the office, I want you to shave all the hair off of your body.  I will expect you to keep your face, your chest, your arms, and your legs totally free of hair at all times.  After you do that, I will take care of the hair on your cock and balls when I get home from work, since I don’t plan on letting you touch your cock, now that I know that you can’t control yourself”.

“There are a couple of other things which will apply to your new position as my Sissy Maid House Husband.  First, you will be kept locked up in your chastity tube at all times, and I will only grant you a release when I feel that your behavior, and your performance accomplishing your chores around the house, as well as keeping me totally pleased and satisfied, has been excellent and warrants a reward”.

Brandon started to say something in protest, but he quickly decided against it when he looked at the riding crop which was still in Samantha’s hand.

“To show you that I believe in treating my House Husband fairly, I will give you a weekly allowance of $200, as long as all of your chores and other assigned tasks are completed properly each week.  You can use that money to maintain your wardrobe, and buy any necessary cosmetics or personal items in the future”.

“I believe that covers all of the major points which are involved with choice number two.  Do you have any questions?”

Brandon’s head was spinning from everything that Samantha had told him so far.  He was seeing a side of his beautiful wife which he had never seen before, and he realized that he had brought the whole situation down upon himself by what he had done.  He definitely did not want to face the prospect of a divorce, but at the same time, he wondered if there was some way that he could convince Samantha to be a little more lenient with him, so he asked his first question.

“Honey, …I mean Miss Samantha, do I really have to be kept locked up in this chastity tube at all times?  After having worn it for a few days, I am extremely uncomfortable and I am very horny.  I need a release badly.  I don’t know how I will survive if I have to be kept locked in it all of the time in the future”.

Samantha smiled, and said “Yes, you really do need to be kept locked up in a chastity tube at all times.  You have already proven that you will play with yourself when I am not around, and I will not give you the opportunity to masturbate yourself while I am busy at work.  After a few weeks of wearing your chastity tube, I am sure that being ‘locked up’ will become second nature to you!”

“But Miss Samantha, will you ever take it off of me so that we can have sex?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandon, having sex with you is the furthest thing from my mind at this point.  As I already told you, I may unlock your chastity tube from time to time, and allow you to have an orgasm, if you show me that you deserve it by your job performance around the house, by being totally obedient, and also by keeping me sexually satisfied at all times”.

Then, just to make sure that there was no doubt in Brandon’s mind about what she had just said, Samantha added “I do plan on using your mouth and tongue on a regular basis for all of the sexual pleasure I desire, since I won’t have much need for your locked up cock in the future”.

Brandon was not happy at all with Samantha’s answer.  The prospect of being kept locked up in a chastity tube on a permanent basis sent chills up and down his spine, but he also realized that there was nothing that he could do about it at the present time.  He could only hope that his wife would relent in the future, and maybe, show some mercy towards him, so he went ahead and asked his next question.

“Miss Samantha, you said that I will be dressed in female attire at all times while doing my chores around the house.  What will I do if the doorbell rings, or if someone should come to visit?”

Samantha smiled, patted Brandon on the head, and said “Well, I suppose that you will just tell them that you are Miss Samantha’s maid, and handle whatever the matter at hand should require.  You’ll eventually get used to having people see you dressed up as a female”.

Then with a chuckle, Samantha said “Especially, on the evenings, when I have my girlfriends over to the house, and you have the opportunity to wait on them and me, while you are dressed in the formal maid’s outfit which I am going to buy for you”.

Brandon was quickly becoming a nervous wreck.  It seemed that Samantha had put a lot of thought into what she was telling him, and the more he heard, the worst his future sounded if he decided to agree to choice number two.

Samantha then got up off of the couch, and as she started to leave the room, she said “Well, I think that’s enough discussion for one evening.  It should be very clear to you right now as to what your two options are.  I am going to go pour myself a glass of wine.  I will be back in exactly thirty minutes, and I will expect your decision when I return”.

As Samantha walked out of the living room, Brandon rested his head and shoulders on the front of the couch, in an attempt to try and take some of the pressure off of his knees and back, which were now hurting, from having knelt there with his arms handcuffed behind his back for so long.

Samantha went into the kitchen, poured herself a glass of White Merlot, and sat down at the table, where she reflected on the things she had just said to Brandon.  She was quite proud of herself, and had to smile, when she thought about how well she had handled the situation.

Yes, she was glad that she had waited a few days, and had taken the time to decide on a proper course of action for handling Brandon.  The anger which she had felt on Saturday night when she arrived home, had now been replaced with a new exciting perspective on her husband.  Brandon obviously had been hiding his submissive and feminine persona for years, and now that it was finally out in the open, Samantha planned on using it fully to her advantage.

As Samantha sat there giving more thought to the things which she could do to Brandon, and the ways that she could use him, if he decided to become her sissy house husband, she found herself getting sexually excited at the idea, and she felt the wetness building between her legs.  She slipped her hand underneath the fabric of her tiny thong, and began massaging her clit in a slow circular motion.  As excitement started to build, she slipped her fingers into her pussy, while caressing her clitoris with her thumb.  When she thought about using some of the new toys which she had purchased, on Brandon, and how much fun it would be, she became even more aroused.  It didn’t take long at all before she started moaning, as the waves of a wonderful orgasm swept over her body.

While Samantha sat in the kitchen pleasuring herself, Brandon knelt there in the living room, anguishing over the two choices which his wife had laid out for him.  While he clearly didn’t even want to think about Samantha divorcing him, he also was very apprehensive about some of the many conditions which she had said would be mandatory for him, if he accepted the position as her sissy house husband.

While Brandon found wearing feminine lingerie, stockings and heels in private, to be a huge sexual turn on, he had never envisioned that his little secret would be exposed, and that other people would see him in feminine attire.  Many times in his masturbation fantasies, he had visualized himself being used as a sissy maid by a leather clad dominatrix, or women dressed in dominant attire wearing high heels, but now the prospect of it becoming reality on a full time basis, where he would render complete control of his life to his wife, scared the heck out of him.

In addition to basically becoming a slave to his wife, the thought of having his cock locked up in a chastity tube 24/7 frightened him immensely.  What if he couldn’t measure up to the standards which Samantha set for him, as far as maintaining the cleanliness of the house?  What if she wasn’t satisfied with the way that he performed oral sex on her or the way he catered to her other needs?  She might never release him from the chastity tube, and allow him to have an orgasm.  Just the thought of being constantly horny and frustrated, sent Brandon’s blood pressure through the roof, and made him sweat profusely, as he knelt there helplessly awaiting Samantha’s return.

Brandon was so deep in thought, that he didn’t even hear Samantha come back into the living room, until her voice startled him out of his deep thoughts, when she said “Well Brandon, have you made a decision?  What’s it going to be?  Do I divorce you, or are you ready to start your new life as my sissy house husband?”

Brandon quickly knelt up straight as soon as Samantha sat down on the couch in front of him.  He hesitated answering her, as he tried to find the proper words to express how he felt, so she grabbed a hold of both of his nipples, squeezed them tightly, and said “I asked you a question Brandon, and I expect an answer right now!”

As Samantha dug her long fingernails into his nipples, he quickly said “Miss Samantha, I do not want you to divorce me, so yes, I will agree to be your sissy house husband”.

Samantha released her grip on his nipples, and said “Well, I am pleased to hear that.  I believe that you have made the right choice.  You do understand however, that I will expect you to comply with every condition which I have already laid out for you?”

“Yes Miss Samantha.  I understand everything that you have told me tonight”.

“Great!  I am glad to hear that”.  Samantha then pushed Brandon’s head down to her high heel pumps, and said “You can officially start your new life as my sissy slave right now by using your mouth and tongue to worship my shoes!”

As Brandon began to lick and kiss Samantha’s red high heel pumps, his cock immediately attempted to get hard, and it started straining against the confines of the chastity tube, causing the ring to tightened around his balls.  Many times in the past, Brandon had viewed pictures on the internet which graphically depicted men on their knees, worshipping the high heel shoes and boots of dominant women, but now that he was actually doing it for the first time, he found that he was extremely aroused by the submissive act of being forced to worship his wife’s shoes.

When Samantha was satisfied that Brandon had properly polished every inch of both of her shoes, including her stiletto heels, she lifted up his head, gave him a long passionate kiss, and said “I am sure that we are going to have a wonderful new life together as wife and sissy house husband”.

Then with a small chuckle, she added “At least I know that I will!”

Samantha got up, went into her bedroom, and fetched the key to the handcuffs.  When she returned, she released Brandon from the handcuffs, and told him that he could stand up.

As Brandon stood up, working the kinks out of his body and rubbing his wrists, he turned to his wife, and timidly asked “Miss Samantha, before I have to start my duties as your house husband, do you think that it would be possible for you to unlock this chastity tube, and allow me to have a release tonight?”

Samantha scowled at her husband, and said “No Brandon, I do not think that it will be possible for me to do that.  As I already told you, you will get a release from your chastity tube when you prove to me, by your performance, that you deserve it, and not until then”.

As Samantha turned to leave the living room, she said “I’ll give you this one warning Brandon.  If you should ask me to unlock your chastity tube again, any time in the future, I will immediately add additional weeks to the time that you are locked up without a release.  Do you understand?’

“Yes Miss Samantha.  I understand”.

“Good!  I am going to bed now.  Call me on my cell phone tomorrow after you resign your job, and I will have some instructions for you.  Good night Brandon”.


Brandon’s New Life

As Brandon drove to his office on Wednesday morning, he still hadn’t decided on a reason which he would give to his boss for resigning his job on the spot.  He finally concocted a tale about having some family personal problems which required his immediate attention.  He hoped that his boss would be understanding, and not get very upset with him for resigning without adequate notice.

As it turned out, Brandon’s boss was quite indifferent about the whole situation.  He showed little interest, and didn’t even ask Brandon what type of problems were causing him to resign.  While his boss didn’t come right out and say it, he acted however, like he was actually glad to see Brandon leave the company.  The entire conversation only took about five minutes, and then he told Brandon that he should go ahead and clean out his desk, and that the company would send his final commission check to him within a week.

As Brandon drove away from the office, he realized that Samantha had been right all along, when she was constantly encouraging him to go out and find a better job.  He finally admitted to himself that all along he had only been going through the motions, toiling at a second rate job, trying to sell direct marketing products which he really wasn’t very enthused about, and doing a lousy job at earning a living.  It was no wonder that Samantha was so disappointed in his ability to be an adequate bread winner.  There was no doubt now in Brandon’s mind that his wife was a much more talented, intelligent, and aggressive person than he was, and as a result, she earned the kind of salary which he knew he would never achieve during his lifetime.

Brandon remembered that Samantha wanted him to call her after he turned in his notice, so he dialed her cell, and when she answered, he said “Hi honey”.  Then he quickly caught himself and said “I’m sorry…I meant ‘Hi, Miss Samantha’”.

“Hello Brandon.  Well, did you turn in your resignation?”

“Yes, I just left the office, and I am heading home now”.

“Good, well you should consider yourself lucky.  Not everyone can leave their job, and have another position waiting for them right away, like you do”.

“Yes Miss Samantha”.

“Ok, since you’re officially in my employ now, there’s a couple of things which I need you to do when you get home.  First, I would like a grilled chicken salad for dinner tonight.  I should be home by 6 pm.  If you are not sure how to prepare it, you can go online to one of the recipe websites, and print off the instructions on how to make it.  If you do use the computer however, don’t even think about going to any place on the internet other than the recipe websites, or you will be in big trouble”.

“Secondly, you should go ahead and get in the shower this afternoon, and shave all the hair off of your chest, arms, and legs, like I mentioned last night.  Then you can go ahead and put on that cute little outfit, including your high heels, which you were wearing when I arrived home on Saturday night”.

“Also, make sure that you have a bottle of White Merlot chilling for me to go with my dinner.  Do you have any questions?”

“No Miss Samantha.  I’ll make sure that everything is taken care of, as you have requested”.

“Very good Brandon.  I will see you tonight”.

When Brandon got off the phone with Samantha, his heart was racing.  Just the thought of having to shave all the hair off of his body, and then don his feminine lingerie got him very excited, and made his cock once again aroused and tight in the chastity tube.

As soon as Brandon got home, he went to the computer in the den to search for recipes which would tell him how to prepare a grilled chicken salad.  Fortunately for him, Samantha had not asked him to make anything complicated, and he was able to quickly find the rather easy instructions for making the grilled chicken salad on myrecipes.com.  When Brandon saw that it would not take a lot of time to make the dinner which Samantha had requested, he decided to jump in the shower, and tackle the task of removing all of the hair from his body.

Brandon took a can of shaving cream and a razor with him into the shower, and over the next fifteen minutes, he managed to remove all the hair from his armpits, chest, arms, and legs.  When he got out of the shower and dried off, he couldn’t believe how smooth his body was without any hair, and as he rubbed his hands over his thighs and legs, he started getting sexually aroused once again, and the cage and ring of the chastity device became very uncomfortable.

Unfortunately for Brandon, there was nothing that he could do about his sexual excitement, with his cock locked up as it was, so he went into the guest bedroom, and got dressed in his bra, panties, garter belt, stockings, and high heels, just like his wife had told him to do.

As Brandon teetered around the kitchen in his high heels, he worked diligently on following the recipe he had printed off, and prepared dinner for his wife, while a bottle of wine chilled for her in an ice bucket on the table.

Around 5:45 pm, Brandon’s cell phone beeped, and he saw that it was a text message from Samantha which said “I am on my way home now.  I expect you to be on your knees with your forehead on the floor in the kitchen by the door to greet me when I get there!”

As soon as he saw the message, Brandon quickly finished setting the table for dinner, finished the dinner preparations, and got down on his knees in the kitchen by the door to the garage, with no time to spare.  Minutes later, he heard the garage door opening as his wife pulled her car into the garage, and he placed his forehead on the floor, awaiting her entry.

When the door opened, and Samantha came into the kitchen, wearing a black blazer over a white blouse, black leather skirt, black nylons, and black high heel pumps, she said “Well, I am glad to see that you are properly following my instructions on your first day.  You look very nice in your lingerie and heels, especially without all of that nasty hair on your body”.  Then noticing that the dinner table was all set, and a bottle of wine was chilling in an ice bucket, she said “Yes, it’s nice to see that my sissy house husband is off to a good start.  You may go ahead and kiss my shoes now to welcome me home from a hard day at work”.

Brandon momentarily raised his head to gaze at his beautiful wife, and then he quickly brought his mouth down to the top of Samantha’s right black high heel pump and began licking and kissing it adoringly.  He ran his tongue all over the top, sides, and heel of her pump until it glistened.  Pleased with the job he had done, Samantha said “Very good Brandon.  I can see that you are going to be a quick learner.  You may now clean my other shoe”.

Brandon then diligently cleaned Samantha’s other shoe until she was satisfied with the job he had done, and then she said “That is what I expect you to do every day when I come home, so that my shoes or boots are always clean when I put them away in my closet.  You may get up now, and finish preparing my dinner while I go in to the bedroom, to change and freshen up”.

While Samantha was in the bedroom, Brandon brought the plates of grilled chicken salad and dressings to the table, opened the bottle of wine, and poured a glass for Samantha, and placed it next to her plate on the table.  He refrained from pouring a glass for himself, knowing that he should probably ask her if it would be alright for him to also have a drink.

About ten minutes later, Samantha returned to the kitchen, this time wearing a long flowing red silk robe and her red pumps with stiletto heels.  As she sat down at the kitchen table, and the robe opened slightly, Brandon got a glimpse of his wife’s beautiful breasts, and he realized that she was not wearing any clothing underneath her sexy robe.

As soon as Samantha tasted the grilled chicken salad, she complemented Brandon on the great job he had done preparing his first official meal for her.

“I am glad to see that you were able to follow the recipe instructions.  The salad not only looks great, but it also tastes wonderful.  I will make sure that I give you a menu each week of the different dishes which I would like you to prepare for our meals”.

Brandon thanked Samantha for the compliment, and then asked “Miss Samantha, would it be alright with you, if I had a glass of wine with my dinner?”

“Yes Brandon.  You may have one glass of wine with your dinner, and thank you for asking for permission.  I am glad to see that you understand who is in charge in this household”.

When dinner was finished, Samantha stood up, picked up her glass of wine, and said “That was very nice Brandon.  You’ve done a good job so far today.  I will expect all the meals which you prepare to be just as good.  I will leave you to clear the table, and clean up the kitchen now.  When you are finished, you may come down to my bedroom”.

As Brandon cleared the dishes off of the table, and started cleaning the kitchen, he found himself getting very excited over the prospect of joining Samantha in the bedroom.  He desperately hoped that she planned on rewarding his behavior by removing the chastity tube, and possibly allowing him to make love to her.  He consciously tried to hurry, and get everything completely cleaned up in the kitchen so that he could join his wife in the bedroom, hopefully for a release of all of his pent up sexual frustration after five days of being locked up in the chastity tube.

When he was finished in the kitchen, and went down to the master bedroom, Brandon saw that the door was closed.  He gently knocked on the door, and Samantha told him that he could come on into the bedroom.  When he did, he saw his wife standing by the side of the bed, sipping her wine, and he noticed that she had a number of items laid out on the nightstand.  He also couldn’t help but notice that the key to the Magic Locker for the Holy Trainer Chastity Tube was hanging from a long gold necklace around Samantha’s neck, and was nestled between her abundant breasts.  As his eyes focused on the key which he hadn’t seen since Friday night, Brandon hoped that Samantha now planned on using it to unlock his chastity tube.

The first thing which Samantha told Brandon that she wanted him to do, was for him to stand by the side of the bed, and place his arms behind his back.  He quickly followed her orders, not wanting to do anything which might possibly upset her.  As soon as Brandon placed his arms behind his back, Samantha picked up the pair of new black leather wrist cuffs, which she had recently purchased, and buckled them around Brandon’s wrists.  Then using a small padlock, she locked his wrists together behind his back, and she pushed him down onto the bed on his back.  Samantha then picked up the leather blindfold off of the nightstand, placed it over Brandon’s eyes, and tightly secured the strap behind his head.

“Before I turn my attention to you, I need some serious pleasure from your mouth and tongue”.

Samantha then shed her robe, and wearing only her red stilettos, she climbed up onto the bed, and positioned her body over Brandon’s face, so that she was facing his locked up cock.

“Licking and pleasuring my pussy whenever I desire it, will be a major responsibility for you, now that you are officially my sissy house husband.  The more you do it, the better I will expect you to become at giving me multiple wonderful orgasms.  Whether or not I decide to let you out of your chastity tube, and let you have an orgasm of your own on a regular basis, will depend on how well you keep me sexually satisfied using your mouth, your tongue, and any other implement which I should desire”.

Samantha positioned her pussy over Brandon’s mouth, and her ass over his nose, and said “Ok my little sissy.  Show me how well you can please and satisfy me!”

Brandon immediately began licking and sucking Samantha’s clit with gusto, as he attempted to show her how willing he was to pleasure her.  His mouth and tongue however, were moving a little too fast for Samantha’s liking.  She slid her hands into Brandon’s bra, and grabbed a hold of his nipples, squeezed them tightly, and said “Slow down sissy.  I want you to lovingly caress my clit with your tongue, and gently suck on it”.

When Brandon slowed down the pace of his oral worship, Samantha released her hold on his nipples, and she sat back, so that she could enjoy the sensations which Brandon’s tongue were delivering to her body, as he moved it slowly around her clitoris in gentle circular motions.

As her pleasure started to build, Samantha said “Very good sissy.  Now let me feel that tongue in my pussy while you gently suck on my clit”.

Brandon didn’t have to be told twice what to do.  He quickly began sliding his tongue in and out of Samantha’s pussy, while he sucked and nibbled on her clit.  As Samantha felt the pleasure sensations pulsating throughout her pussy, she began massaging her breasts, and pressing her vagina down tighter against Brandon’s mouth, and she told him to start working his tongue in and out of her pussy faster.  As soon as he complied with her request, it only took a few more minutes, before Samantha let out a loud cry, as the waves of a marvelous orgasm spread over her entire body.

When Samantha finally regained her composure, she slid down off of Brandon’s face, put her hand on his chastity tube, and said “That was very nice sissy.  Now, I need to do something about all this hair around your cock and balls”.

Samantha bent down, and using the key on her necklace, removed the Magic Locker from the Holy Trainer Chastity Tube.  She slid the cage off of Brandon’s cock, and worked the ring up over his cock and balls.  His cock immediately sprung up in the air hard and erect.  She then went into the bathroom, and when she returned she had a pan of warm water, a wash cloth, a can of shaving cream and a razor.

As soon as she wiped Brandon’s cock down with the warm cloth, he started moaning, and he tried to push his cock up against her hand.  Samantha quickly slapped his thigh, and said “Don’t you dare even think about trying to come.  I want you to just lie there completely still, unless you want to take a chance of having me cut your cock or balls with the razor”.

She then liberally coated his cock, balls, and groin area with shaving cream, and went to work removing all of his hair.  When she was finally finished, she wiped his genitals down with the warm wash cloth, and said “Now, that’s the way your cock and balls should always look.  Nice and clean and smooth.  It’s not very appealing when a sissy has any hair showing.  You are responsible for keeping all the hair off the rest of your body, and this area down here will be my responsibility, since I can’t expect you to take care of it when you’re locked up”.

She then started to massage Brandon’s cock, slowly running her hand up and down the shaft, while she blew gently on the tip of his penis.  As Brandon laid there with his arms cuffed behind his back, he was filled with anticipation that, after days of terrible frustration, his wife was finally going to allow him to have an orgasm.

Samantha lowered her head, and brought her mouth down so close to the head of Brandon’s cock, that he was sure that she was going to take his cock into her mouth, and he got very excited over the prospect of receiving a blow job from his gorgeous wife.  However, just as her lips were about to come into contact with the head of his cock, Samantha lifted her head up, smiled, and said “You didn’t really think that I would suck on this cock of yours, did you?  There’s no way that I would ever put my mouth on your submissive sissy cock!”

As Samantha continued stroking Brandon’s cock, he got increasingly aroused, and began getting closer and closer to releasing all of his pent up cum.  He began moaning, and while he resigned himself to the fact that he would have to be content with having his wife masturbate him to an orgasm, he was at least thankful that she was going to do that. 

However, just as Brandon was ready to climax, and shoot his load of sperm, Samantha noticed that he was flexing his toes, and that the pace of his breathing was increasing rapidly.  She quickly removed her hand from his cock just as he was ready to come, and instead of experiencing the pleasurable release of massive amounts of cum, a small pitiful stream of cum dripped from the tip of his cock, and Brandon was denied the pleasure of the orgasm which he had been anticipating.

Brandon cried out loudly, and he begged Samantha to please finish masturbating him until he could have an orgasm, but she just laughed and said “You silly sissy.  I am finished.  You just had an orgasm.  It might have been a ruined one, but maybe next time, you’ll have more luck!”

Samantha then put her robe back on, and left Brandon lying there helpless on the bed while she went into the kitchen to refill her wine glass.  When she returned to the bedroom, she was glad to see that Brandon’s cock was completely flaccid, so she picked up the chastity device and started to push his balls back through the ring of the device.

Even though he couldn’t see what was happening, Brandon knew immediately that his wife was pushing his balls through the ring of the Holy Trainer, and he immediately begged her not to lock him up again.

“Please Miss Samantha.  Don’t lock me back up in the chastity tube.  It becomes so uncomfortable wearing it for long periods of time, and the frustration of having my cock locked up, and not being able to come, drives me crazy.  I promise you that I will do whatever you want me to do.  Just please don’t lock my cock back up in the chastity tube”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandon, I know that you will do whatever I want you to do, because I plan on keeping this cock of yours locked up at all times.  As I have already told you, your only hope of getting out once in a while is for you to do everything which I tell you to do, and to keep me totally happy and satisfied at all times.

“I do want you to know however, that I have been thinking about making up a reward and punishment chart for you, so that you will always know where you stand as far as pleasing me is concerned.  As soon as I have it finished, I will go over it with you”

Once Samantha had Brandon’s cock and balls inserted through the ring, she slid the cage portion down over his cock, and secured it to the ring with the Magic Locker.  She then removed the leather blindfold from Brandon’s eyes, helped him to sit up on the bed, and unlocked the leather wrist cuffs, freeing his arms.

“I am going to get ready for bed now, and you can go ahead and do the same.  Just so you know, I won’t be home tomorrow night.  I am visiting the restaurants in Pennsylvania tomorrow and also on Friday.  While I am gone, you should make sure that every room of this house is cleaned properly.  I expect it to be immaculate when I get home on Friday night.  Before I leave in the morning, I will leave you some money and a shopping list of what I want you to pick up at the store for the meals which we will have during the next week.  I believe that’s about it for tonight.  You can go to your room now”.

As Brandon slowly walked out of the bedroom, Samantha called after him, and said “Oh, one more thing Brandon.  Make sure that you do all the laundry while I am gone, but do not put any of my bras or panties in the washing machine.  I will expect you to take great care and wash those items by hand using warm water and Woolite.  Have a good night!”

Brandon slowly headed down the hall towards the guest room, which had now become his permanent bedroom.  Not only had his high hopes of possibly making love to his wife, or having her give him a much needed orgasm been totally shattered, but now he was even much hornier, and much more sexually frustrated, than when he joined her in her bedroom after dinner.  He knew that, thanks to the chastity tube locked around his cock, he probably was in for another long sleepless and agonizing night.


Shopping For Her Sissy Maid

Samantha returned home from Pennsylvania late on Friday night, and she was totally exhausted after touring restaurants and meeting operators for two solid days.  She was very glad that she now had the weekend to recuperate, and she was especially happy to see that Brandon had done all of the chores which she had left for him, and that he had followed all of her instructions perfectly.  She was also pleased that Brandon had been waiting on his knees by the door, dressed in feminine lingerie and his heels, and he greeted her by cleaning her shoes with his mouth and tongue, as soon as she came into the house.

The house looked absolutely perfect.  Everything was cleaned, vacuumed, and dusted thoroughly.  A quick peep into the refrigerator and the pantry by Samantha confirmed to her that Brandon had done the food shopping, and had purchased all of the items which she has put on the shopping list. 

Samantha told Brandon that she was very pleased with his performance while she had been gone, and that she was going to turn in for the night, since she was so tired.  She reminded him that she would be taking him shopping on Saturday for clothes and some other things which she felt that needed.

When she went into her bedroom to unpack her suitcase, Samantha saw that Brandon had also laundered all her lingerie, as she had instructed him to do, and that he had it folded neatly, and it was sitting on the bed waiting for her.  She smiled, and told herself that she was already liking this new arrangement of having a sissy house husband who could do all the chores around the house, so that she didn’t have to lift a finger when she came home from work.  The prospect of having her weekends totally free of housework, and being waited on hand and foot by her slave excited her greatly.

“Wait a minute”, she thought to herself.  “Did I just refer to Brandon as my slave instead of my house husband?”

She stopped unpacking for a moment, and she reflected on her recent thoughts.  Samantha quickly realized that she was starting to view Brandon more as her slave, than her husband.  She also realized that the idea of having a slave to do all of her bidding, take care of all of the household chores, and be ready at all times to give her all of the pleasure she might desire, really excited her.  Yes, just thinking about her relationship with Brandon in that manner, caused her to get wet between her legs.

Samantha went back to the task of unpacking her suitcase, but she vowed to herself that once she had Brandon totally trained and transformed into her sissy house husband, she would then begin the process of grooming him to eventually become her full time slave.

Once everything was unpacked, Samantha crawled into bed, with those thoughts still circulating in her brain.  With a smile on her face, and right before she dozed off, she said to herself, “Miss Samantha having a house husband is nice, but Mistress Samantha having a full time sissy slave will be even better”.

On Saturday morning when she woke up and went into the kitchen, Samantha was greeted by Brandon who was wearing just a pair of silky black panties over his chastity tube, and his black high heel shoes.  As he handed her a cup of coffee, he said “Good Morning Miss Samantha.  I hope that you had a chance to rest up from your trip.  Would you like me to make you something for breakfast?”

“Thank you Brandon.  Yes, I feel well rested now, and yes, I would like two eggs over medium, toast lightly buttered, and some fresh fruit for breakfast”.

As Brandon prepared Samantha’s breakfast, she watched him teeter around the kitchen in his high heels, and realized that they were a little too high for doing domestic chores every day, so she said “Sissy, it’s a good thing that I am taking you shopping for clothes, shoes, and accessories today.  We need to get you a nice selection of female garments which you can wear, not only here at home, but also out in public, if I should desire to take you out, and show you off to my friends.  We also need to get you some shoes, which you can wear while you are doing your chores around the house, which have heels a little shorter than five inches”.

While the thought of Samantha showing him off, dressed in feminine attire, to her friends terrified him, Brandon nodded, and told his wife that he appreciated the fact that she was willing to devote her day off to taking him shopping for clothes.

She laughed, and said “Don’t thank me yet.  You don’t know everything that I am planning on buying for you today!”

After breakfast, as Brandon prepared to get dressed for the day, Samantha handed him a pair of crotchless pantyhose, and told him to wear them, along with his bra and panties under his street clothes, since he would be trying on different outfits for her during the day.

While Brandon was getting dressed, Samantha made a phone call to Heather Davis, to let her know that she would be bringing Brandon into the store sometime that afternoon.  When Heather answered the phone, Samantha said “Hi Heather, this is Samantha Wilson”.

“Hi Samantha, nice to hear from you.  How are you doing today?”

“I am doing just fine.  Heather, are you at your store today by any chance?”

“Yes, I am.  I’ll be here till about 5 pm today.  Why, is there something that I can help you with?”

“Yes, I am planning on taking my sissy husband out today to do some shopping.  I have to stop at a store in South Philly first, and then I was planning on bringing Brandon over to your store this afternoon”.

“Great.  What did you have in mind?”

“Well, two things.  When I was in your store last week, you mentioned that I should probably think about upgrading Brandon’s chastity device to an open bar stainless steel type device, if I planned on keeping him locked up for long periods of time”.

“Well, I have decided that I like keeping him locked up, and I plan on keeping him in a chastity tube full time.  The other night however, when I removed his chastity tube to shave and tease him, I was really offended by the smell in his chastity tube after he had only been locked up for only a few days.  I see now what you meant about hygiene, and that there is no way that his cock can stay clean when he is locked up in a closed type tube like the one he is currently wearing”.

“Yes Samantha.  Unfortunately, that is a problem with closed type chastity tubes like the Holy Trainer.  While it is a secure and relatively comfortable chastity device, there is no way for your husband to really keep his cock clean, while he is locked up.  I can assure you that hygiene will not be a problem at all if you decide that you would like to lock him up in a stainless steel open bar design tube, because everything gets totally clean every time that he takes a shower”.

“Yes, that’s why I want to change out his tube right away.  I’d like to stop by this afternoon, and have you put one of the stainless steel cages on Brandon”.

“Great.  I can do that.  I’ll put one aside right now for you”

“Also Heather, by any chance, do you have a sexy French Maid outfit in stock?  I am planning a get together next week for my girlfriends, and I’d like to dress my sissy husband up in a maid’s outfit, so that he can wait on me and my friends”.

Heather laughed, and said “Great idea Samantha.  Yes, I have a very sexy French Maid’s outfit, which I am sure you will love.  When you get here, we’ll have your husband try it on, and see how you like it”.

“Thanks so much Heather.  I’ll see you this afternoon”.

“Looking forward to see you again, and meeting that sissy husband of yours. Bye”.

When it was time to leave, Samantha told Brandon that she would drive, since she knew exactly where they were going.  Brandon just assumed that they were probably going to the Cherry Hill Mall or one of the department stores in the area.  He was quite surprised however, when Samantha headed across the Benjamin Franklin Bridge into Philadelphia, and he wondered where they were going to shop.

He found out soon enough, when Samantha headed to South Philly, and parked in front of the Passional Boutique on South Street.  Brandon turned to Samantha, and said “Is this where we are going to shop for my clothes?”

As she exited the car, Samantha said “Yes, this store is known throughout the area as having a great reputation for catering to crossdressers and transwomen, and they carry a complete line of clothing by ‘Suddenly Fem’.  I am sure that we will find everything we need for you here”.

As Brandon followed Samantha into the store, he couldn’t believe his eyes, as soon as he saw the extensive line of clothing, shoes, adult toys, and accessories which the store had.  Samantha and him were greeted by rack after rack of every imaginable type of intimate, outerwear, and fetish clothing, and shelves which rose from the floor to the ceiling which were filled with shoes, wigs, and accessories.

Over the next two hours, Samantha kept Brandon very busy, as he ran back and forth between the racks of clothes and the fitting rooms, trying on one outfit after another, and modeling them for his wife, while onlookers in the store, took it upon themselves to offer comments to Samantha about how they thought the outfits looked on Brandon.

Brando was quite embarrassed by the whole experience of having Samantha hand him outfits, wigs, and shoes, and making him go into the fitting room to put them on, and then insisting that he walk around the store and model the clothes for her, while she decided whether or not she liked the way they looked on him.  While Brandon might have had a fetish for wearing female clothing, he had only done it in private, on the sly before, and not even his wife had seen him wearing female lingerie till the previous Saturday night.  Now he was forced to prance around in female lingerie, high heel shoes, and sundry sexy outfits, while dozens of patrons in the store observed him, and made remarks about how he looked dressed as a woman.

Brandon was quite relieved when Samantha finally told him that she thought that they had picked out enough outfits for one day.  By the time that Samantha had set aside all of the things which she wanted to purchase for Brandon, she needed a sales associate to help carry everything up to the counter for check out.  By the time that the clerk was done scanning the tags on everything in front of him, Samantha had bought:

	A short Black Foxxy Wig
	A shoulder length Strawberry Blonde Foxxy Wig with bangs
	A gorgeous and expensive Burlesque Cherry Blossom Corset with spiral steel stays
	A black Darque Lacey Garter Skirt and matching bra
	A black satin Suspender Garter belt
	A black leather and lace Stunner Dress by Suddenly Fem which included hidden breast forms
	A black mid-thigh Mida Jacket Dress
	Two pairs of Cuban Heel black and red seamed stockings
	Two pairs of black fishnet thigh high stockings with lace ruffles
	Two pairs of black French silk stockings
	Five pairs of frilly silk panties in assorted colors
	A pair of black Mary-Jane Pumps with 3 inch heels
	A pair of black patent leather Vanity Locking Pumps with 4 inch heels
	A pair of black patent leather Go-Go Boots with 3 inch block heels


After charging over $1,000 on her credit card for Brandon’s clothes, Samantha helped him carry out all of his new possessions to the car.  When he thanked her for everything which she had purchased for him, Samantha said “Brandon, I am glad that you appreciate everything that we bought today.  I do want you to know however, that I will expect you to repay me in full for everything.  I will just withhold your weekly allowances for the next five weeks until everything is paid for”.

Brandon was quite distressed to hear that he would not be receiving an allowance for five weeks.  Especially now that he no longer had any income of any type coming in, and he could not access any of the money in the joint savings account without his wife’s signature.  The reality of his financial situation hit him, and he began to realize that he would be totally dependent, and at the mercy of his wife, if he needed anything at all in the future.

As Samantha pulled her car out of the parking space on South Street, she turned North, and headed to Center City.  After parking in a nearby parking garage, she walked a block to Heather Davis’ Fetish Emporium with her husband following her, and wondering where his wife was taking him now.

As soon as Heather, dressed in a tight fitting black leather outfit and black knee high boots with stiletto heels saw Samantha enter the store, she immediately went up to her, and gave her a hug, and a peek on the cheek, and said “Samantha, I am so glad to see you again”.  Then turning, and looking at Brandon, she said “So, is this your new sissy house husband?”

Brandon turned bright red, humiliated by the fact that this woman who he had never met, already was aware of his new status in the Wilson household.

Samantha smiled, and said “Yes, this is my husband, who I told you about.  His name is Brandon, at least for now.  I am seriously thinking however, about changing his name to Brandi, since I plan on keeping him dressed as my sissy maid from now on”.

Heather laughed, and said “I love the way you think.  You are right on the money.  My partner’s given name is Thomas, but I address him only as Tommie, when he is dressed up in female attire”.

As Brandon stood there listening to the conversation between Samantha and Heather, he wondered just how far his wife planned on taking him into the depths of feminization, and female domination.  Things had moved very fast since his wife discovered his hidden fetishes a week earlier, and he was worried that he soon would be totally incapable of ever again leading any semblance of a life as a male.

Then with a big smile, Heather said “I put the things which you requested this morning in my office.  Would you like to go in there, and we’ll see how they look on your sissy?”

“Absolutely, let’s do it”.

Then turning to Brandon, Samantha said “You can just follow Mistress Heather.  She has a couple of special items waiting for you”.

As Brandon followed Heather through the store, he realized that his wife had just referred to the woman in front of him as “Mistress Heather”.  He had initially figured that she was wearing the black leather outfit and black knee high leather boots as a means of merchandising some of the items which she sold in the store.  Now however, he began to worry about what Heather and his wife had in store for him.  His anxiety increased another notch when Heather stopped by the rear counter, picked up a pair of handcuffs, and said to Samantha “We’ll need these if we are going to change out his device”.

Once the two women and Brandon entered the office, Heather closed the door, and said to Samantha “Why don’t you have him remove his clothes, while I show you what I picked out for you”.

Samantha turned to Brandon, and said “You heard Mistress Heather.  Go ahead and take off everything except your bra and crotchless pantyhose!”

Brandon was somewhat apprehensive about letting a woman other than his wife see him in his female underwear, but he realized that he really didn’t have any say in the matter, so he removed his shoes, socks, shirt, trousers, and panties.  Standing there wearing only his bra, pantyhose, and chastity tube, Brandon wondered what possibly his wife and Heather had planned for him.

Heather came over to him, and told him to place his arms behind his back.  Samantha looked at Brandon, and nodded her head, indicating that she wanted him to follow Heather’s instructions, so he did as he was told.  Heather quickly locked Brandon’s wrists together behind his back with the handcuffs, and then went over to her desk, and retrieved a black velvet bag.

As she emptied the contents of the bag onto her desk, Heather said “Samantha, this is the chastity tube which I highly recommend you get for your sissy”.  She held up a shiny stainless steel cage, and said “This is a Bon4 Chastity Tube.  It’s one of the best and one of the most reasonably priced chastity devices on the market.  It is made of high quality stainless steel, and as you can see, it has the open bar design which will solve all of your sissy’s hygiene problems”.

Samantha took the device from Heather, studied it carefully, and said “It definitely is very attractive, and looks a lot more serious than that plastic thing which Brandon is currently wearing.  I must say however, that this cage is a lot heavier than the one he is wearing now”.

“Yes, it’s quite a bit heavier because the cage and the rings are made of solid stainless steel.  It will last forever, and there’s no way that your sissy is going to break out of this cage, once it’s fitted properly, and locked.  Because of the additional weight, he’ll always know that his cock and balls are locked up, and he’ll think of you”.

Samantha smiled, and said “Well, I like that.  There’s nothing better than him having a constant reminder that the cock between his legs belongs to me now, and only I have the key to set it free”.

“Great, well why don’t you unlock and remove his Holy Trainer, and we’ll get him fitted into the Bon4”.

Samantha went over to Brandon, bent down, and using the key on her necklace, removed the Magic Locker from the ring of his chastity tube.  He slid the cage off of his cock, and then worked his cock and balls out of the ring.  The minute that she removed the chastity tube, Brandon’s cock sprung up in the air, hard and erect.

As soon as Heather saw Brandon standing there with a hard-on, she said to Samantha “Excuse me for a moment.  I’ll run into the kitchen and get something to solve that little problem”.

When she returned, Heather was carrying two baggies which were filled with ice.  Without saying a word, she went over to Brandon, and placed one bag of ice below his balls, and the other bag of ice on the top of his cock.  As she squeezed the two bags together, Brandon let out a howl, and his erection quickly subsided.

“There that’s much better.  A bag of ice or a bag of frozen peas will always solve that problem”, said Heather “Now we can get him fitted up properly”.

Heather selected one of the stainless steel rings and placed it behind Brandon’s balls and closed it, but she quickly removed it, and selected a ring with a much smaller diameter.  She turned to Samantha, and said “As you can see the Bon4 comes with four different size rings.  You always want to make sure that you use the smallest size ring which will be nice and tight around his balls, but does not cut off blood circulation.  I would recommend that you use this 40 mm ring, which is only about 1.5 inches in diameter.  Come over here now, and watch how easy it is to put this chastity device on your sissy”.

Heather then demonstrated to Samantha how to hold the ring in place behind Brandon’s balls, while inserting the stainless steel rivet pin through the holes of the ring.  She then slipped the cage down over Brandon’s cock, aligned the guide pins of the cage into the holes on the ring, and slid the cage over the rivet.  Then she said “Ok sweetie, you can go ahead and put your lock in place now”.

Samantha slipped her lock through the hole on the top of the chastity device, clicked it shut, and stood back to admire how the Bon4 looked on Brandon.  She pulled down on the cage, and saw that it was totally secure, and that there was no way that her husband could get out of the device.

Just the simple act of Samantha pulling on the cage, caused Brandon’s cock to become aroused, and it attempted to become erect.  But when it did, his cock immediately pressed up against the metal bars of the Bon4, and the ring around Brandon’s balls quickly became uncomfortable.

“Well, what do you think Samantha?”

“I love it.  I will definitely take it, and you can be sure that Brandon will be wearing it from now on.  I especially like the fact that there’s not even a reason to take it off for cleaning.  Like you said, everything will get washed every day when he takes his shower”.

“Great”.  Heather then went back over to her desk, and opened a box, and said “Ok Samantha, here’s the second item which you requested”

Heather removed a black satin French Maid’s uniform, along with a frilly white apron from the box, and held it up for Samantha to see.  As soon as Samantha saw it, she said “Wow, it’s beautiful.  It’s just what I had in mind, and what I envisioned I would have my sissy wear whenever I held a party, and had him wait on me and my girlfriends”

“Yes, this particular outfit is quite stunning, and I might mention rather expensive.  But then again, this is not some cheap maid’s outfit like the ones you see advertised on the internet.  As you can see, the black satin pinafore is edged in fancy white lace which is also on the bottom of the short sleeves and on the bottom of the petticoat”.

Then with a chuckle, Heather said “A nice feature of the petticoat, which I really like, is that it is layered, and it will push out the skirt whenever your sissy bends over, so that everyone can see his fancy panties and the tops of his stockings”.

“I love it.  Let’s see how it looks when he tries it on”.

Heather went over to Brandon, and unlocked the handcuffs, releasing his wrists, and said “Ok sissy.  You heard your wife.  Go ahead and put on this maid’s outfit”.  Then she asked “What size shoe do you wear?”.

Brandon told Heather that he wore a size eleven shoe, so she headed for the door, and said “I’ll be right back.  I want to get a pair of high heels for him to wear, so that you can get the full effect of what the outfit will look like when he is fully dressed”.

Samantha assisted Brandon in putting on the maid’s outfit, and as they were finishing up, Heather returned with a pair of black leather pumps which had ankle straps and four inch stiletto heels.  She told Brandon to sit down and put on the shoes.

Once he had the shoes on, Heather said to Samantha “Take him into the store.  There is a three way mirror there by the racks of ladies clothing, and you’ll be able to get a good view of how he looks from different angles”.

Brandon was not happy at all with Heather’s suggestion since he knew that the store had been very busy when they arrived, and he was quite apprehensive about all of the customers in the store watching him model the maid’s outfit.  He had no choice however, so he followed his wife and Heather through the door, and out into the store.

As he stood in the middle of the three way mirror, modeling the outfit for Samantha, many of the female customers in the store turned to watch him, and smiled at what they were seeing, while most of the male customers either snickered, or made some smart remark to their partner.

Samantha liked the way that the pinafore, skirt, and petticoat fit Brandon, and told Heather that she had picked out a perfect size.

“Yes, it looks good on him, and it will look even better after you put a wig on him, put him in a pair of black fishnet stockings, and do his make-up”.  Then just to have some fun, Heather told Brandon that she wanted him to bend over and touch his toes.

When he did, Samantha and many of the customers who were watching the proceedings started to laugh.  Just as Heather had previously predicted, when Brandon bent down, the layered petticoat caused his skirt to rise, exposing his crotchless pantyhose, and the Bon4 chastity tube which was hanging down between his legs in all three of the mirrors.

When Samantha regained her composure, she told Brandon to go back into Heather’s office, box up the maid’s outfit, and put his clothes on.  As soon as went in the office, Samantha turned to Heather, and said “You are so bad.  You are a woman after my own heart!”

Once Brandon was dressed, he came back out into the store with the box containing the maid’s outfit, and Heather then asked Samantha if she also wanted the black pumps which Brandon had just tried on.

“No thanks, I’ll pass on those.  We went shopping this morning, and I bought him a few pairs of new black leather pumps which will look great with the French Maid’s outfit”.

As Heather was ringing up Samantha’s purchases, she quietly leaned over and said “I have a group of FemDom friends who love dressing up their sissy slaves, and using them for maid service, and for the entertainment of the women at a party once a month.  In fact, one of my friends, who is also a good customer of mine, is a partner at the law firm of Doney and Williams, and she will be having a party two weeks from now at her home here in Philly.  I am sure that you and she would get along together very well.  I’ll be there at the party, and I’ll be bringing my sissy slave, Tommie with me.  Would you be interested in bringing Brandon, oh, I mean Brandi to the party?”

“Wow.  Yes, I would love it.  It sounds like it might be lots of fun, and it would be a good opportunity to expose Brandi to other dominant women”

“Great.  I’ll mention it to Alisha when I see her this week, and then I’ll give you a call with the details”.

As Samantha headed to the door with Brandon, Heather gave her a hug, and said “Have fun dressing up and using your little sissy”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh, you can be sure that I will!”

Samantha and Brandon returned to the parking garage, and as they were getting into the car, Samantha said “Well sissy, I now have to add another $400 to what you owe me.  I guess you won’t be getting any allowance for seven weeks now!”


Dressing Her Sissy

Brandon was up early on Sunday morning, after having spent a very restless night, tossing and turning in his bed, and not getting much sleep.  After having worn the Holy Trainer chastity tube for a week, he had started to get somewhat used to it, and he had started sleeping better at night.  That however, was not the case on Saturday night, the first night he went to bed wearing the Bon4 stainless steel chastity tube.

No matter how hard he tried, Brandon could not get comfortable in the metal chastity tube.  Lying on his back was the only position which afforded him some comfort, and even then, he still was awakened every time he had a nocturnal erection, and his cock slammed into the cold metal bars of the chastity tube.

Brandon was sitting at the breakfast bar, drinking his coffee when Samantha walked into the kitchen wearing a black silk robe and a pair of slippers.  He quickly jumped up, and went over to the Keurig machine to make a cup of coffee for her, and placed the Sunday newspaper on the table for her to read.

After a few minutes of enjoying her coffee, and perusing the newspaper, Samantha looked up at Brandon, and said “After you shave and get your shower this morning, I want you to put on the new black Darque Lacey Garter Skirt and bra set, black silk panties, the black French silk stockings, and the Vanity Locking pumps which we bought yesterday.  Make sure that you bring me the little padlocks and keys which came with the pumps.  Then I will teach you how to do your make-up, and we will get you ready for the day”.

Brandon nodded, and said “Yes Miss Samantha”.  As he went into the hall bathroom, and prepared to jump into the shower, Brandon had mixed feelings about what Samantha planned to do to him.  Yes, he did enjoy putting on female lingerie, and yes, he did like the feel of wearing silk stockings, but he honestly had never entertained the idea of actually wearing make-up, and having his appearance transformed into that of a female.  Also, from some of the comments which Samantha had previously made, Brandon was concerned that she might actually force him to go out in public dressed as a woman, which is something which terrified him.

When he was dressed in the clothing items which Samantha had specified, Brandon reported back to her, and handed her the two padlocks and keys for the Vanity pumps.  She had him sit down on a chair, and she slipped the padlocks through the rings on the ankle straps of each shoe, and locked the four inch high heel pumps on Brandon’s feet, and said “There, now they are nice and secure, and I don’t have to worry about you removing your heels when I am not around”.

Samantha then told him to go sit in front of the vanity in her bathroom, and to bring the short black Foxxy Wig with him.  When she came into the bathroom, Samantha opened up the cabinet which contained all of her make-up supplies, and took out the cosmetics which she planned on using on Brandon.

Over the next hour, Samantha, not only transformed Brandon’s appearance into that of a rather attractive female, but at the same time, she instructed him on the proper step by step techniques, which he should follow, for applying a concealer, a foundation, a highlighter, and a blush to his face.  She followed that with eye shadow, eyeliner, and Mascara.  Then Samantha put the finishing touches on Brandon’s make-over by applying some lip balm, lip liner, and a bright red lipstick to his mouth.  When she was finished working on Brandon, Samantha put all of the cosmetics which she had used on him into one of her spare make up bags, and said “You can put this bag of cosmetics in your bathroom.  When you do your make up, I will expect it to look as good as it does right now!”

Samantha then picked up the short black Foxxy Wig, placed it on Brandon’s head, and styled it to her liking.  She stepped back, admired the job which she had done on her sissy husband, and said “Ok Brandi, go stand in front of the full length mirror in the bedroom, and take a look at yourself, and let me know what you think”.

When Brandon stood in front of the mirror, he was shocked to see a rather attractive and sexy female staring back at him.  He spun around on his heels, looked at his image from different angles, and said “Wow Miss Samantha.  You did an incredible job.  I don’t even recognize myself anymore”.

As Samantha stood there taking countless pictures of Brandon with the camera on her cell phone, she said “Yes, I am rather proud of how your make-over turned out.  You look so good, that I might just have to take you out with me, the next time that I go out to a night club with some of my girlfriends.  I am sure that they would have a lot of fun with you”

Brandon didn’t say a word.  He just hoped that his wife was only trying to torment and scare him.  Surely, she wouldn’t really make him go out in public, dressed and made up as a female.  Or was she really serious, and planning on humiliating him in front of her female friends?

While the thought of Samantha taking him out in public dressed as a female might have worried him, he was surprised by the fact that he obviously found the idea sexually exciting, as evidenced by the fact that his cock started getting hard, and pressing up against the bars of his chastity tube.  He wondered if maybe, he really did want Samantha to force him to go out in public dressed as a woman.

His thoughts were quickly interrupted when Samantha said “Ok Brandi, now that I am finished with your make over, you can go into the kitchen, get an apron out of the drawer, put it on, so that you do not dirty your lingerie, and start working on dinner.  If you recall from the menu which I left for you, you are supposed to prepare Lasagna and a salad for our meal today.  You may use the computer to print off a recipe from the Food Network website, so that you prepare the dish properly”.

Brandon was going to ask Samantha if he should put any additional clothes on, but he decided that he better just do what she told him to do.  Taking small steps in the four inch heels, he headed to the kitchen, where after putting on an apron, he began working on preparing dinner, while he wore only his bra, garter skirt, stockings, and pumps.

About an hour later, after she had showered and dressed, Samantha came into the kitchen, wearing a very short red dress, cream colored nylons, and a pair of Yves Saint Laurent red high heel sandals.  She told Brandon that she was going over to her sister, April’s house to visit for a while.

Brandon thought that Samantha looked awesome, and as he complimented her on her outfit, he could feel the stainless steel chastity tube getting tighter around his cock and balls.  As Brandon continued to look at his sexy wife, he noticed that she was wearing the key to his chastity tube on her gold necklace, and since her dress was rather low cut, the key was very apparent, as it sat there nestled between her breasts.  He worried that his sister in law, April might ask Samantha about the key, and if she did, he wondered what his wife’s response would be. 

As Samantha headed out to her car, she said “Brandi, I’ll probably be home around 3 pm, so make sure that you have dinner ready for us by then!”

Brandon went into the den as soon as Samantha left, and he printed off a recipe which made six servings of lasagna from the Food Network website, just as his wife had suggested.  Brandon figured that he could use the left-overs for another meal.  He then set about gathering together all of the ingredients he would need for the pasta and the marinara sauce.

As he began working on the meal, Brandon soon found that standing on the tile floor of the kitchen, while wearing the new high heel pumps was becoming very uncomfortable, and his first thought was to remove the shoes from his feet.  As soon as he tried to take the shoes off however, he realized that there was no way he could ever get them off, because of the tight padlocked ankle straps.  Samantha obviously knew that the four inch heels would cause him some discomfort, and that’s evidently why she locked them onto his feet before going out to visit her sister.

When the lasagna was finally assembled, and went into the oven, Brandon then began chopping the ingredients, and making the salad.  It wasn’t long at all before the kitchen was filled with the wonderful aroma of the pasta which was baking in the oven.  He then went to the wine rack in the pantry, and a retrieved a bottle of Soave Bolla, and put it in an ice bucket, so that it could start chilling for dinner.

Around 2:30 pm, Brandon’s cell phone beeped, and when he looked at it, he saw that he had received a text message from Samantha which said “I will be home in about fifteen minutes.  Make sure that you are assuming the correct position to greet me when I get there!”

Keeping his eyes on the clock, Brandon checked the meal in the oven, and then hurried to get the kitchen all cleaned up.  When he heard the sound of the garage door opening, he removed his apron, and got down on the floor on his knees by the kitchen door to await the arrival of his wife.

After hearing the garage door close, Brandon waited for his wife to come into the kitchen, and he was quite surprised that after five minutes, there still was no sign of her.  Then he heard the front door of the house open, and heard his wife taking to someone as she entered the foyer.

“Come on into the kitchen.  Brandi should be waiting for me there on his knees”.

When the other person said “This, I have got to see for myself”, Brandon immediately realized that the other voice belonged to Samantha’s sister, April.  He started to panic.  He wanted to get up off of the floor, and run and hide, but it was too late.

Samantha entered the kitchen, with April following behind her, and she said “Brandi, it smells wonderful in here.  Look who came home with me.  Charles is out of town on business, so April decided to join us for dinner”.

Brandon looked up, and saw that April was grinning from ear to ear, as she studied the sight of her brother in law, kneeling on the floor, wearing lingerie and made up as a sissy.  She turned to Samantha, and said “Sis, you did an incredible job on the make-up and clothing.  If I saw him…I mean her, on the street, I wouldn’t even know that it was Brandon”.

Samantha laughed, and said “You mean Brandi.  That’s the new name that I gave to my sissy”.

Then turning to Brandon, Samantha said “Brandi, I think that you have forgotten your manners.  I did not even hear you welcome my sister to our home”.

Brandon looked at April, and said “I am sorry April.  It is so very nice to see you again”.

With a frown, Samantha said “I don’t think that was the proper way for a sissy like you to address a superior woman like my sister”.

Brandon immediately realized his mistake, and said “Please forgive me.  I meant to say ‘Miss April, it is so very nice to see you again”.

April smiled, turned to Samantha, and said “It looks like you are doing a fine job, not only dressing your sissy, but also teaching her proper manners.  You’ve taken her a long way in a short time”.

“I am trying.  I really am so thankful for all of the advice which you gave to me when I first discovered Brandon’s little secret fetishes.  I am glad that you convinced me to use them to my advantage, and to make my life easier”.

Then in a menacing tone of voice, Samantha said to Brandon “Brandi, I will remember to punish you later for breaking one of my rules, by not worshipping my shoes when I arrived home”.

Brandon realized his negligence, started to apologize, and crawl towards Samantha’s shoes with the intent of kissing them, but she said “Too late now Brandi.  You’ve already earned your punishment.  You can get up off the floor, and go pour a glass of wine for April and me, and bring it to us in the living room”.

Brandon opened the bottle of Soave Bolla which was chilling in the ice bucket, poured a glass of wine for his wife and her sister, and carefully carried the glasses into the living room, where the two women were engaged in a conversation.  Not wanting to interrupt them, he placed the glasses of wine on the cocktail table in front of them, and dutifully stood there waiting to see if his wife had any further instructions for him.

Samantha turned to Brandon, and said “Brandi, that will be all for now.  You may go ahead and set the dining room table, and finish preparing dinner.  Please let us know when you are ready to serve our meal”.

Brandon said “Yes, Miss Samantha”.  He then turned, and as he was walking back to the kitchen, he heard April say “I just adore those high heels Brandi is wearing.  I especially like the fact that only you can unlock those little padlocks.  Great way to train a sissy how to walk properly in high heels”.

The meal turned out fantastic.  Even Brandon was surprised that he had done so well, making lasagna for the first time.  During dinner, both women complimented him on how delicious the food was, and how much they were enjoying it.

After watching Brandon wait on her and Samantha throughout dinner, April turned to her sister, and said “Sis, maybe I am missing out on a good thing by not having my own sissy at home”.

Then with a little laugh, she said “Considering that I’ve had Charles locked up in a chastity tube for so many years, maybe it’s time that I take the advice which I gave to you, and turn my husband into my sissy house husband”.

Brandon just about choked on his food when he heard April’s comment.  Up until that point, he had no idea that April’s husband, Charles was also locked up in a chastity tube, and he was also surprised to hear that it was April who convinced Samantha that she should transform him into a sissy house husband.  Brandon had always suspected that April had a dominant streak, and that she was the one who called the shots in the Patterson household, but now she just confirmed it.

After dinner, Samantha and April, each with a glass of wine, retired to the living room to chat, while Brandon began clearing the table, scrubbing the pans, and cleaning the kitchen.  By the time that he was finished, April was getting ready to leave to head home.

As Samantha was walking her sister to the front door, she called Brandon, and told him to come out to the foyer.  When he did, she said “Brandi, I think that you should get down on your knees, kiss my sister’s shoes, and thank her for coming over for dinner tonight”.

Brandon dropped down onto his knees, brought his mouth down to the top of April’s pumps, and began kissing them.  He then said “Thank you so much Miss April for joining us for dinner.  It was very nice to see you again”.

April patted Brandon on the head, and said “You are very welcomed Brandi”.  She then gave her sister a big hug, and said “Yes, I definitely need to get busy turning Charles into my sissy when he gets back into town from his trip!”

As soon as April left, Samantha looked down at Brandon, and said “Brandi, you can go ahead and crawl into my bedroom now.  I have some unfinished business to take care of with you!”

Samantha followed Brandon into the bedroom, went over to one of the drawers in her bureau, and took out her new wooden paddle.  She held it up to Brandon’s face, and said “Isn’t it beautiful?  This is one of the many new toys which I bought at Heather’s store.  I am sure that after I give you a good paddling, you’ll remember to worship my shoes whenever I return home”.

When Brandon saw the heavy paddle which his wife was holding in her hand, he immediately began begging her not to use it on him.

“Miss Samantha, I am so sorry for neglecting your shoes earlier.  I was a little distracted, and caught off guard, when I saw that your sister had come home with you.  Please give me a chance to make it up to you.  I don’t think that I could stand being punished with that paddle.  It looks pretty severe”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandi, I will definitely give you a chance to make it up to me for your negligence, but you are still going to be punished for it.  Being ‘distracted’ is not a valid excuse for breaking one of my rules.  Punishment is a necessary part of our new relationship, and it will help to ingrain my rules in your head.  Now, pull your panties down, and bend over the bed!”

Brandon slowly pulled his panties down and stepped out of them, and bent over the bed as he had been told to do.  The fact that he was wearing pumps with four inch heels caused his ass to stand prominently up in the air, as he bent over the bed.

As Samantha looked at her husband lying over the edge of the bed with his ass sticking up in the air, she experienced an adrenaline rush, just from thinking about punishing him.  Brandon had never been paddled before in his life, and he was terrified by what was about to happen to him.  Samantha, on the other hand, while she had never administered corporal punishment to anyone before, was thrilled by the idea of what she was about to do to her sissy husband.

Brandon tensed all the muscles in his body, closed his eyes, and awaited the crash of the paddle against his ass.  Samantha however, decided to add to his agony by intentionally waiting a minute, so that he could think more about what was going to happen, before she started to paddle him.

Just when Brandon relaxed a little bit, and opened his eyes, Samantha brought the paddle down hard across his left ass cheek.  He let out a terrible scream, and grabbed his ass cheek, and began rubbing it.

“Get your hands up over your head, and don’t move them.  And, I don’t want to hear you scream like that.  Someone walking by outside might hear you, and call the police.  If you can’t be quiet, then I will have to gag you”.

As soon as Brandon put his hands up over his head, Samantha brought the paddle down hard against his right ass cheek.  Her warning had done no good.  Brandon let out a loud yell, and begged her not to hit him again with the paddle.

Samantha walked over to her bureau, opened one of her drawers, and took out the red ball gag.  She pushed it into Brandon’s mouth, and tightened the strap around the back of his head, and said “There, since you can’t take your punishment without yelling, I guess I will just have to make sure that you are gagged whenever I have to discipline you!”

She then continued paddling his ass, alternating the blows between each of his cheeks.  As she began to develop a rhythm, and become more comfortable wielding the paddle, the blows to Brandon’s ass cheeks came down harder and harder.  By the time that she had paddled each of his ass cheeks five times, Brandon was sobbing, and tears were running down his face, messing up his make-up.  Samantha saw that both of Brandon’s ass cheeks were rosey red, so she felt them, and was pleased to find that they were very warm.  “Not bad for my first time using a paddle”, she thought.

Samantha then unbuckled the gag, and removed it from Brandon’s mouth, and told him to get down on his knees on the floor facing the bed.  She sat down on the edge of the bed, facing her husband, wiped his tears with a tissue, and gave him a passionate kiss.  Then she said “Brandi, I appreciate the work that you put into that wonderful dinner earlier, and I am sorry that you had to be punished tonight, but you will eventually see that when I punish you, it is for your own good, and it will help you become a better sissy, and serve me better.  Now, you may get your mouth and tongue down to my shoes, and clean them like you should have down earlier”.

Brandon quickly lowered his head, and began kissing Samantha’s fashionable high heel sandals.  After he had worshipped the top and sides of both of her shoes, and kissed her nylon clad toes, Samantha crossed her legs, placed one of her stiletto heels in front of Brandon’s face, and said “I want you to take all of my heel into your mouth, and suck on it very gently.  These are very expensive shoes, so I better not see any teeth marks on them, when you are finished.

Brandon opened his mouth, and allowed Samantha to slid the full length of the four inch heel into his mouth.  Then he began moving his head back and forth, and lovingly sucking on it.  The act of sucking on her heel, while looking at his wife’s beautiful long legs, quickly caused Brandon’s chastity tube to become very uncomfortable and tight around his cock and balls.

When Samantha was pleased with the job that he had done, she lowered her foot, crossed her legs the other way, and placed her other heel in front of Brandon’s mouth.  Once again, he immediately went to work worshipping, and sucking on the stiletto heel until Samantha lowered her foot, and said “Very nice job sissy.  I like the way that you worked my heels in and out of your mouth, and sucked on them.  I can envision a little sissy like you sucking on a cock the same way.  Would you like that?”

Brandon shook his head, and said “No, Miss Samantha, I don’t think that I would like that”

Samantha looked down at Brandon’s cock, and saw that it was twitching and pushing against the bars of the Bon4 chastity tube.  She laughed, and said “Brandi, I think you are lying to me because your cock is telling me something different!”

Samantha then stood up, removed her dress and panties, sat back down on the bed and spread her legs, and said “Ok Brandi.  One more job for my sissy’s mouth and tongue tonight.  I really need a nice orgasm before I go to bed, so that it will help me sleep well.  I do need to get a good night’s sleep, and be well rested tomorrow for the busy week which I have in front of me”

As Samantha sat there in her bra, garter belt, stockings, and heels, Brandon moved his head between her thighs and began gently licking around the folds of her vulva.  As his wife started to get excited, he then began sucking on her clitoris while his tongue darted in and out of her pussy.

It wasn’t long before Samantha grabbed a hold of Brandon’s head, pulled it up tighter against her body, and wrapped her legs around his back, while she moaned from the vibrations which were working their way through her body.

Samantha laid back on the bed, and said “Suck faster Brandi!  Push your tongue deeper into my pussy!”

When Brandon quickly complied with his wife’s request, the sensations spreading through her body became even more intense, and she dug her heels into his back.  It only took about another minute before she let out a loud scream from the pleasure she was experiencing, as a wonderful orgasm spread from her toes to her head.

When she finally came back down to earth, Samantha sat up, removed her heels, and then slipped under the duvet, and placed her head on the pillow, without getting undressed.  With a big smile on her face, she said “Thank you Brandi.  That was just what I needed.  Be a sweetheart, and shut the light out for me.  Good Night!”


Samantha’s Sissy Bitch

As Brandon shut off all of the lights in the house and headed to the guest bedroom to go to bed, he realized that he couldn’t remove the black patent pumps on his feet without the key to the padlocks.  He walked back down the hall to Samantha’s bedroom, to ask her to unlock the ankle straps for him.

As soon as he reached her bedroom however, he saw that she was already sound asleep, and he decided that it would not be very wise idea to wake her up, and ask for the key to the padlocks.  Since he had no idea as to where Samantha kept the keys, he just went into his room, removed his wig, and cleaned the make-up off of his face.  Then, still wearing his lingerie, stockings, and heels, he laid on the bed, and tried to go to sleep.

Brandon made sure that he was up before Samantha on Monday morning, and that he brought a cup of coffee to her as soon as she woke up.  He offered to make her breakfast before she had to leave for work, but she declined, but thanked him for offering.

When Samantha came out to the kitchen dressed for work, and she was ready to leave, Brandon said “Miss Samantha, would it be possible for you to unlock these shoes so that I can take them off today?  I didn’t want to bother you last night, so I just slept with them on”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh course Brandi.  I was so relaxed and tired after the wonderful job you did pleasuring me last night, that I totally forgot about your shoes”.

Samantha went into her bedroom, retrieved the key from her hiding place, and then unlocked the padlocks on Brandon’s pumps, and said “Do you realize that you wore those high heels for almost twenty four hours?  You should be getting very good now at walking around in stilettos”.

Brandon smiled, as he sat there rubbing his sore feet, and said “I honestly don’t know if I’ll ever get used to walking around in shoes with such high heels”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh, I am sure that you will, because I plan on giving you plenty of practice.  For today however, you have my permission to wear your new Mary-Jane pumps with the lower heels”.

Brandon thanked Samantha, and wished her a good day, as she headed out the door.

Before getting in the car, Samantha said “Brandi, make sure that you do your make-up, just as I taught you yesterday.  I’d also like to see you wearing the blonde Foxxy wig when I come home tonight”.

As soon as Samantha left for the office, Brandon went into his bathroom, got undressed and took his shower.  He then picked out his outfit for the day, choosing from the many items which his wife had purchased for him on Saturday.  He decided to wear the new Mida Jacket Dress over his bra, garter belt, black frilly panties and black fishnet stockings.  He then slipped his feet into the black Mary-Jane pumps, and went into the bathroom to work on his make-up.

As he stood there in front of the mirror, Brandon slowly and carefully tried to replicate the job which his wife had done on him when she had done his make-up on Sunday.  When he was finished, he was quite proud of the job which he had done.  It may not have matched the perfect job which Samantha had done, but he was quite pleased with the rather attractive female face he saw in the mirror looking back at him.

For the final touch, Brandon then put on the shoulder length strawberry blonde Foxxy wig, and was quite thrilled at how sexy Brandi looked.  He hoped that his wife would also be pleased with the job he had done, when she came home from work.

Brandon spent the entire morning vacuuming the house, and dusting all the furniture.  When he was finished with those chores, he made himself a sandwich for lunch.  He then checked the menu on the refrigerator to see what Samantha expected him to prepare for dinner, and saw that she was expecting a Quiche Lorraine and salad as her meal that night.

Once again, Brandon went to the computer, and found a recipe he needed for preparing the dinner on the allrecipes.com website.  As he was gathering the ingredients which he needed for the meal, his cell phone beeped, and he saw that it was a text message from Samantha.  When he read the message, he started trembling.

“Linda from the IT department at my company will be stopping by the house shortly.  She needs to install a program on the computer for me.  I told her that my maid would be home.  Make sure that you cooperate with her, and assist her in any manner which she should require!”

Brandon reread the message twice.  He couldn’t believe his eyes.  So far no one other than Samantha and her sister had seen him dressed and made up as he was.  The idea of a total stranger, and especially one who worked at his wife’s company, seeing him attired in female garments terrified him.  How would she react?  What would she tell everyone back at the office about him?  By the time that the front door bell rang about a half hour later, Brandon was a nervous wreck.

He peeked through the small window on the side of the front door, and saw a very attractive woman, who appeared to be in her thirties, wearing a conservative business suit and high heels, standing on the front porch holding a briefcase.  Brandon’s first thought was to not answer the door, and hope that she would leave.  He quickly realized however, that if he did that, his wife would be extremely displeased, and would probably punish him severely with that terrible wooden paddle of hers.  He knew that he had no choice, so he opened the door partly, to greet the woman.

Her eyes looked him over from the top of his head down to his pumps for a few seconds, and then she said “Hi.  Are you Brandi, Samantha’s maid?”

Almost stuttering, and totally embarrassed, Brandon said “Yes, I am.  May I help you?”

“Yes, my name is Linda.  I work with Samantha, and she asked me to do her a favor, and install a program on her computer.  May I come in?”

Brandon quickly opened the door fully, and said “Yes, come on in.  I will show you to the computer in the den”.

After Brandon had directed Linda to the computer, and turned it on for her, she said “Brandi, you can go do whatever you need to do.  I’ll be here for just a little while, installing a program on this computer.  I will let you know when I am finished.  Oh, by the way, I absolutely love your outfit.  Samantha obviously has good taste in picking out your clothes”.

Brandon nodded, too embarrassed to say anything else, and went into the kitchen to begin working on dinner.

While Brandon worked on dinner, Linda, at Samantha’s request, installed a program which monitored internet usage.  The program, called Web Watcher would allow Samantha to know at all times, every website which Brandon visited on the computer, as well as the date and time that he logged onto and off of every website.  The program would also allow Samantha to check on Brandon’s internet surfing, just by using her cell phone to log into the program, when she was out of town.

Samantha had told Linda not to tell Brandon what type of program was being installed on the computer.  She wanted him to just assume that it was something that his wife needed for her work.  When Linda was finished installing the monitoring software on the computer, she went into the kitchen, and told Brandon that everything was all set for Samantha, and that she was heading back to her office in Philadelphia.

As Brandon walked Linda towards the front door, she stopped, like she had just remembered something, and said “Oh Brandi, Samantha told me to let you know that before I leave, she expected you to show me how grateful you were for my time, by giving me the same treatment that you are expected to give to her every day when she comes home from work.  She didn’t really elaborate on it.  Do you know what she means?”

Brandon gulped hard, as he knew exactly what Samantha expected him to do for Linda.  He also knew that if he didn’t comply, Samantha would make him pay for it when she got home, so Brandon dropped down onto his knees there in the foyer.  He lowered his head, brought his mouth and tongue to the top of her high heel pumps, and began kissing and licking every inch of both shoes.

When he was sure that he had polished both of Linda’s shoes thoroughly, and that they shined brightly, Brandon said “Miss Linda, does the job that I did cleaning your shoes meet with your satisfaction?”

“Yes, absolutely.  I’ve never had anyone clean my shoes like that before.  Thank you very much Brandi.  I’ll make sure that I let Samantha know what a great job you did”.

As Linda left the house, Brandon remained on his knees for a moment, thinking about what just had taken place, and realizing that in such a short time, his wife had definitely taken complete control of him, even when she wasn’t present.  He also knew that for him, there was no turning back now, as his subjugation to his wife grew stronger each day.

That evening, Brandon greeted Samantha on his knees, and cleaned her pumps when she returned home.  He poured a glass of Chardonnay for her before serving her a wonderful meal of Quiche Lorrain and salad.  After dinner, while Brandon cleared the table and cleaned up the kitchen, Samantha went into the bedroom to change out of her work outfit.

As Brandon was almost finished with tidying up the kitchen, Samantha came out, wearing only a black bra, black silk panties, thigh high black fishnet stockings, and her new black leather platform boots with the skyscraper heels.  As Brandon stared in awe at the beautiful image in front of his eyes, his cock reacted by trying to get hard in the metal cage, causing the ring of the device to squeeze his balls tightly.

Samantha handed her empty wine glass to Brandon, and said “As soon as you are finished here, refill my glass for me, and bring it into my bedroom”.

Brandon finished up cleaning the kitchen in record time, refilled his wife’s glass with wine, and filled with anticipation, he carried the wine down to his wife in the bedroom.  When he entered the bedroom, Samantha was sitting on the edge of the bed.  As soon as she saw Brandon, she said “You can put my wine on the nightstand, and then you can take your dress off, and hang it up neatly”.

As soon as Brandon had removed his dress and hung it up on a hanger, Samantha said “You may as well remove those panties also, and then come over here and stand in front of me”.  With his fingers trembling from the excitement of not knowing what his wife had in mind, Brandon slowly slid the panties down and off of his legs, and then went over and stood in front of Samantha”.

Samantha began running her hands up and down Brandon’s nylon clad legs, sending shivers up his spine.  Then she cupped his balls, which were tightly restrained by the metal ring of the chastity tube, in her hand, and said “Boy, it looks like my sissy’s balls are really full tonight”.

Brandon got very aroused, as Samantha continued running her hands all over his body, and very soon, his cock got as hard as the chastity cage would allow it to get, and drops of pre-cum began to appear at the tip of the chastity tube.

“My-My, what do we have here”, Samantha asked, as she took a hold of the chastity cage, and wiped the pre-cum onto the end of her fingers.

“Someone is obviously getting very excited, aren’t they Brandi?”

Brandon nodded, but before he could say a word, Samantha brought her fingers up to his mouth, and said “Suck my fingers clean, my darling little sissy!”

As soon as he opened his mouth, Samantha slid her fingers into Brandon’s mouth, and made him suck on them, until he had removed all of the pre-cum.  Then she grabbed a hold of the chastity cage, and said “You are very excited tonight Brandi.  Would you like me to have sex with you?”

Brando couldn’t believe his ears, and what Samantha had just asked him.  The thought of finally being able to make love to his gorgeous wife, absolutely thrilled him, and he quickly said “Oh God yes, Miss Samantha.  I would love that!”

Then Samantha slid her fingers into the front of her panties, and inserted them into her pussy.  When she pulled her fingers out of her panties, Brandon saw that they were very wet.  Samantha quickly slid them into Brandon’s mouth, and said “Suck my fingers, and see how excited I am also.  I just love the job you did on your make-up and the way that you look tonight.  I can’t wait to make love to my adorable little sissy”.

At that point, Samantha stood up, and went and retrieved leather wrist cuffs and a blindfold.  When she told Brandon to place his arms behind his back, he quickly complied, assuming that she wanted his wrists bound, because she was getting ready to remove his chastity tube.  Samantha secured the cuffs around Brandon’s wrists, and locked them together with a small padlock.  She then placed the leather blindfold over Brandon’s eyes, and tightened the strap around his head.

As Brandon stood there, filled with anticipation, a long stream of pre-cum started dripping from the tip of the chastity tube.  As soon as Samantha saw it, she once again ran her fingers over the end of the chastity cage, scooping up the strand of pre-cum, and then she made Brandon suck her fingers clean.

As Brandon sucked Samantha’s fingers, she said “Yes, it looks like my little sissy can’t wait for me to have sex with him”.

While Brandon stood there helplessly cuffed and blindfolded, Samantha took a sip of her wine, and then went over to her bureau, and took the new strap-on harness with the two sided dildo and a tube of lube out of the drawer.  She removed her panties, and secured the harness around her waist.  She slipped the dual sided dildoe through the ring on the front of the harness, and then she began working the smaller six inch dildoe into her pussy, while she massaged her clit.

She started moaning as she slid the entire length of the dildoe into her pussy, and in a very sexy voice, said “Oh my sexy Brandi.  This is going to be so good.  I am just getting myself ready to make love to you”.

Brandon almost could not contain his excitement.  He heard Samantha moaning, and figured that she was playing with herself as a means of foreplay before having sex with him.

Samantha made sure that she stopped short of giving herself an orgasm, because she looked forward to experiencing an explosive one while she screwed Brandon’s ass.  Then, without saying a word, she went over to Brandon, and pushed him face down onto the bed.  With the high heels he was wearing, his ass was positioned perfectly over the edge of the bed for what Samantha planned to do to her little sissy.

Brandon had no idea as to what was about to happen, and he wondered why his wife had not removed his chastity tube yet.  When Samantha spread his ass cheeks wide, and squeezed a liberal amount of lube into his asshole, he immediately became scared, and said “Miss Samantha, what are you doing?  I thought that we were going to have sex”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandi, you silly sissy.  I never said that we were going to have sex.  I said that I was going to have sex with you, and that’s exactly what I am going to do.  I am going to screw you, and make you my little sissy bitch!”

As soon as Samantha placed the bulbous head of the eight inch dildoe between the crack of Brandon’s ass, and started inserting it into his virgin ass, he cried out, and began begging her not to push it into his ass.

“Miss Samantha, please.  I beg you.  Don’t do that to me.  I’ve never been screwed up the ass before, and I don’t think that I can stand the pain”.

“Brandi, there is a first time for everything, and I think that now is the perfect time for my adorable sissy to make me happy by taking this nice big cock up your ass.  I know that deep down you really want this because you want to be my little sissy bitch.  I saw those websites which you looked at when I was out of town last week.  You must have liked seeing pictures of women screwing their sissy slaves up the ass, or you wouldn’t have spent so much time looking at them.  Now, you just need to calm down, relax the muscles in your ass, and take a deep breath”.

Before Brandon could answer, Samantha pushed harder on the dildoe, sending about four inches of the realistic cock into Brandon’s ass.  He let out a scream, and Samantha reached over, pushed his face into the mattress, and said “Brandi, that is totally unacceptable.  If you can’t be quiet while I enjoy myself, then I will have to gag you!”

She then began moving the dildoe in and out of Brandon’s ass.  Each time that she pushed forward, more of the eight inches became hidden in his ass.  At the same time, the other end of the dildoe worked its way in and out of Samantha’s pussy, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

By the time that Samantha worked the full eight inches of the dildoe into Brandon’s ass, he was sobbing into the mattress, and tears were running down his face.  Samantha then increased the pace of pushing the dildoe in and out of her sissy’s ass, with more force on each thrust.  While she did that, each forward thrust into Brandon’s ass caused the smaller dildoe to slide deeper into Samantha’s pussy, and she got closer and closer to an orgasm.

When Samantha was ready to take her pleasure, she frantically shoved the dildoe in and out of Brandon’s ass, and the reciprocal action of the dual dildoe, which was in her pussy, soon sent her over the edge, causing her to scream out in pleasure, as a prodigious orgasm swept over her body.

When the quivering sensations which had spread throughout her body subsided, Samantha pulled the dildoe out of Brandon’s ass, and unbuckled the strap on harness.  She threw the harness and dildoes into the sink in her bathroom, and then went and sat down on the bed next to Brandon.

As she kissed his neck, Samantha said “Thank you so much Brandi.  That was wonderful.  I hope it was as good for you, as it was for me.  I am so glad that I decided to make you my little sissy bitch, and I look forward to using you for my pleasure in every imaginable way for many years to come”.

Samantha then removed the blindfold from Brandon’s eyes, and unlocked the cuffs from his wrists, freeing his arms.  She helped him up off of the bed, and he stood there on wobbly legs, as he tried to regain his composure after the ordeal that he had been subjected to.

Samantha looked down at the bed, and saw that her quilt was smeared with some of Brandon’s make up, which had evidently come off, when his face was pressed down onto the bed, while he had been sobbing.

Then she noticed something which did not make her happy at all.  There, all down the side of the quilt was an obvious trail of cum.  She could tell by the large amount of semen on her quilt that her husband had definitely had a significant release while she was screwing him up the ass.

“Brandi, how dare you!  Look what you did to my quilt.  I did not give you permission to come, and you took it upon yourself to shoot your load all over my beautiful quilt.  Well, I hope that you really enjoyed your orgasm, because it is going to be a very long time before I allow you to have another one!”

“No Miss Samantha.  I swear that I didn’t get any pleasure at all from that release.  Honestly, I didn’t have an orgasm.  All of that cum must have come out of my cock while you were screwing me up the ass.  It’s been weeks now since I’ve had a real orgasm.  Please don’t hold this against me”.

Samantha smiled to herself, because she realized that the dildo pounding against Brandon’s prostate evidently caused him to have a release without an orgasm, but exhibiting a very stern face, she said “Brandi, it’s not my problem that you didn’t find your release to be pleasurable.  You obviously emptied your balls all over my bed, so don’t expect another release for a very long time!”

“You can get a wet towel and clean up the mess you made right now.  Then tomorrow, you can strip my bed, put new linens on it, and take my duvet to the dry cleaners”.

Brandon hurried into the bathroom, grabbed a towel out of the linen closet, wet it, and then began cleaning up the quilt on the bed, as best as he could, while Samantha took her glass of wine, and went into the living room to relax for a while.

When he was finished wiping down the bed, Brandon went into the living room, and tried to apologize to Samantha for the mess he had made, but she had no interest in hearing his apology.

“Brandi, I’ve already explained to you once that I am not interested in hearing excuses for bad behavior.  What’s done is done.  I hope you like being locked in that chastity tube, because it will be a long time before I am inclined to unlock it”.

Samantha stood up, and said “I am going to bed now.  I will not be home the next two nights, because I will be touring restaurants in South Jersey.  Obviously, I expect this house to be immaculate, and all of your chores to be done when I get home on Thursday”.

Then as she started walking down the hall, Samantha turned, and said “Brandi, you can also get those dildoes out of my sink.  Take them into your bathroom, and make sure that you give them a thorough cleaning, so that they will be ready the next time I want to have sex with you.  Good night!”


A FemDom Party for Sissy Maid Brandi

Tuesday and Wednesday flew by very fast for both Samantha and Brandon.  Samantha was busy going from one restaurant to another evaluating the operations and meeting with the different owners.  Meanwhile, Brandon had a long list of chores, which Samantha had left for him, which kept him occupied around the house.

On Wednesday afternoon, as Samantha was driving to one of her restaurants, her cell phone rang.  When she answered it, she immediately recognized the person on the other end of the call.

“Hi Samantha, this is Heather Davis.  How are you today?”

“I am doing well Heather, and how about you?”

“I am great.  Listen, I talked with Alisha Doney this morning, and she would love to have you and your sissy maid come to her party next Saturday night.  Are you still up for it?”

“Absolutely!  I think it might be fun”.

“Oh, it will be. I can assure you of that.  All of the partners from Alisha’s law firm of Doney and Williams will probably be there with their sissy slaves.  I always love bringing my slave Tommie to Alisha’s parties because we women, have such a great time using our sissy slaves as maids to wait on us, and provide entertainment.  I’ll text you the details of the party and Alisha’s address in Conshohocken”.

“Thanks so much Heather.  I am really looking forward to seeing you and attending the party next Saturday night”.

When Samantha ended the call, she smiled, and said to herself, “Well, I guess Alisha’s party will be the official coming out event for my little sissy Brandi”.

While Samantha, in South Jersey, was on the phone with Heather, Brandon had just finished weeding and cleaning out the large flower garden, which was Samantha’s pride and joy, in the back yard of their home.  It was one of the tasks which his wife had left for him on her list, and it wound up taking most of the morning and afternoon to complete.

When Brandon came in from working out in the garden underneath the hot sun, he poured himself a glass of iced tea, made a sandwich, and sat down to relax, while he ate his lunch.  When he was finished with his lunch, he went into the den, looked at the computer, and decided that he would spend a few minutes surfing the internet before he moved onto his next chore.

Even though he knew that Samantha had forbid him from looking at any adult fetish websites, Brandon went to a website called Sissy Maid Slave, and spent quite a bit of time there looking at the pictures which depicted sissy maids being used and abused by their dominant female owners.  He then went to the Altar Boy Male Chastity website, and started reading some of the stories which were posted there, so that he could see how other males were dealing with being locked up in chastity tubes by their partners.  He figured that he was safe checking out the websites since Samantha was out of town, and she would not know what he was doing.

As it turned out, instead of spending a few minutes on the computer, Brandon was still sitting there two hours later.  As he read many of the male chastity stories posted on the altar boy website, he realized that his plight was very similar to that of the men in the stories he read.  Like him, many men had fantasized about being locked up in a chastity tube, but then after it actually happened, and their partner took control of the key, and restricted their orgasms, the men found out that they were then destined to live in a state of constant frustration and horniness.

When Brandon was finally finished using the computer, he made a point of deleting the history which showed all of the websites which he had visited, so that his wife would have no way of seeing where he had been on the internet.

By the time that he finally shut down the computer, Brandon’s cock was fighting to get erect, and was being squeezed by the bars of the Bon4 chastity device, and the ring around his balls had become very tight and uncomfortable.  Brandon desperately wanted to set his cock free from the metal cage, and masturbate himself to a release.  But since that was impossible without the key to the padlock on the cage, he got undressed, turned on the cold water in the shower, and jumped in, hoping to alleviate his frustrations.

The following evening, when Samantha returned home from her business trip, she found Brandon on his knees, waiting by the door, ready to worship her high heel shoes as she entered.  After making sure that he diligently cleaned each of her pumps, Samantha complimented Brandon on how clean the house looked, and how wonderful the aroma of the dinner meal smelled.

Having followed the menu which Samantha had posted on the refrigerator, Brandon had prepared a meal consisting of baked chicken, zucchini, roasted potatoes, and a side salad.  As Samantha sat down to eat, Brandon poured a glass of White Merlot for her, and then placed her meal in front of her.

While they ate, Samantha brought Brandon up to date on how things had gone on her trip, and she quizzed him about what he had done while she was gone.  Brandon filled her in on everything that he did, and what he had accomplished while she was out of town.  Of course, he made a point of not mentioning to his wife that he had taken some time to surf the internet, and visit websites which he knew she prohibited him from viewing.

After dinner, while Brandon cleared the table, and cleaned up the kitchen, Samantha went into the bedroom to unpack her suitcase, and change into more comfortable clothes.  When Brandon was just about finished cleaning up the kitchen, Samantha came out of the bedroom, wearing only a very sheer and transparent black negligee, and a pair of black pumps with stiletto heels.  In her hands she carried a pair of handcuffs, a pair of cloverleaf nipple clamps, and her black riding crop.  She went into the living room, sat down on the couch, and placed the handcuffs, nipple clamps, and riding crop on the end table.  Then she called Brandon into the living room, and told him to kneel down in front of her.

As soon as he knelt down in front of the couch, Samantha took the pair of handcuffs, and locked Brandon’s wrists behind his back.  Then as Brandon knelt there helplessly in front of her, Samantha asked “Brandi, while I was gone, did you by any chance use the computer?”

Brandon hesitated for only a moment, and then he said “Yes Miss Samantha.  I printed off a recipe for the baked chicken which I made for dinner tonight”.

“Well, I must say that the chicken was delicious.  I am glad that you were able to find such a tasty recipe for dinner”.

Then with a very stern look, Samantha asked “So Brandi, what else did you use the computer for, while I was gone?”

Brandon immediately felt his heart start to pound in his chest, and said “What do you mean Miss Samantha?”

“Brandi, you know very well what I am asking you.  What other websites besides the recipe websites did you visit on the internet while I was out of town?”

While the question made him very nervous, Brandon, at the same time, thought that Samantha was probably just fishing for information.  Surely, there was no way that she could know what websites he had visited on the internet.  He had cleared out the internet history, so he felt secure knowing that his wife couldn’t see where he had been on the internet.

However, when he finally answered Samantha’s question, his answer even sounded feeble to him.

“I may have looked at some other websites, but I don’t remember which ones they were, other than the one I where I got the recipe for dinner”.

Samantha was very displeased with Brandon’s response, and she could feel the veins in her neck bulging.  She knew what websites he had visited from the Web Watcher report she had looked at on her cell phone, and she also knew, from the same report that Brandon had spent almost two hours looking at the forbidden websites.

“Oh, you don’t remember what websites you looked at while I was out of town?”

Then picking up the cloverleaf nipple clamps, Samantha snapped them tightly onto Brandon’s nipples, and grabbed a hold of the chain which was connected to the two clamps.

“Let me see if I can help you remember”, she said, as she yanked on the chain, and Brandon cried out.

“Does the ‘Sissy Maid Slave’ website ring a bell?”

Samantha pulled on the chain harder, making Brandon cry out even louder.

“How about the ‘Altar Boy Male Chastity” website?  Do you recall ever visiting that one?”

As Samantha yanked the chain up in the air, Brandon’s nipples were painfully pulled away from his chest, and he started begging her for mercy.

“Please Miss Samantha, don’t pull on my nipples any more.  Yes, I visited those websites.  I am sorry that I did that.  Please take the clamps off of my nipples”.

“You should be sorry.  First, you visit websites on the internet which you knew you were not allowed to look at.  Then, you spend two hours looking at those websites, instead of doing your chores.  To make matters even worse however, you then try to lie to me, and deceive me.  Yes, you definitely are going to be sorry!”

Samantha grabbed her riding crop, and smacked Brandon hard across his clamped nipples, making him scream out in pain.  Then she said “Stand up!”

When he did, Samantha led him over to the lounge chair in the living room, and pushed him down over the side arm of the chair.  Brandon’s face was pressed down into the seat cushion of the chair, and his ass stood up in the air, very vulnerable.

“For disobeying me and looking at those websites, you will get ten strokes of my riding crop.  Then for trying to deceive me, you will get an additional twenty strokes of my crop.  When I am done punishing you, we’ll see if you think looking at those websites was worth the pain you are going to receive”.

Brandon tried to apologize once again, and beg Samantha to forgive him, but before he could even finish his apology, she brought the riding crop down hard upon his left ass cheek.  As he started to react to the pain which shot through his ass, Samantha quickly followed with another hard blow of the crop to his right ass cheek.

As Samantha brought the riding crop down upon Brandon’s ass cheeks, she made a conscious effort to hit him as hard as she could with each stroke.  She wanted to make sure that he got the message that she did not like to be disobeyed, or lied to.

As his ass got redder, and the marks from the riding crop began to make serious impressions on Brandon’s ass, Samantha was tempted to ease up a bit with the riding crop, but she resisted the temptation to show any leniency.  She knew that she had to be resolute in punishing him as hard as she could, for his own good, and for the good of their relationship.

By the time that Samantha had finished administering all thirty strokes with her riding crop, Brandon had raised purple welts on his ass cheeks, had tears running down his face, and was sobbing loudly into the cushion of the chair.

Samantha helped Brandon up out of the chair, and placed him on the floor on his knees.  She removed the clamps from his nipples, and when she did, he cried out from the pain caused by the blood rushing back into his nipples.  She brought her mouth down to Brandon’s nipples, and sucked on both of them, heightening his pain level.

Then Samantha went and retrieved the keys to the handcuffs, and released Brandon’s wrists, and said “Brandi, I hope you learned a lesson tonight, and that you understand that I will never tolerate any disobedience or dishonesty from my sissy.  Do you understand that?”

Brandon, still sobbing, brought his mouth down to the top of Samantha’s pumps, started kissing them, and said “Yes, Miss Samantha.  I fully understand that I deserved the punishment which you gave to me.  I am so sorry for disobeying you, and for not answering your questions honestly.  I promise you that it will not happen again”.

Samantha leaned down, gave Brandon a kiss, and said “I am glad to hear that Brandi.  You may go and soak your butt in a nice warm bath now, if you would like to do that, because I am sure that you are going to have a hard time sitting down tomorrow!”

During the following week, Brandon was on his best behavior.  He got up early every morning, immediately made coffee for Samantha, and always offered to make her breakfast before she had to go to work.  During the day, he diligently cleaned the house, and worked on the list of chores which Samantha always left for him.

Every day, he made sure that his make-up was done perfectly, and he put extra effort into the preparation of the meals which Samantha had listed on the weekly menu.  Other than visiting the Food Network website to obtain recipes, Brandon did not venture anywhere else on the internet.  After what had happened the prior week, he realized that the software which Linda had installed on the computer, obviously was keeping Samantha informed as to which websites he visited.

Every night when Samantha returned home from work, Brandon made sure that he was waiting on his knees by the door for her, and he immediately cleaned her shoes or boots with his mouth and tongue.  He was doing such a good job of polishing her foot ware each night, that Samantha had even made the comment that her shoes were as shiny as a mirror, and that she could see her face in them.

Almost every night before Samantha would go to bed, she would call Brandon into her bedroom, and then as he knelt there on the floor with his head between her legs, she would have him use his mouth and tongue to pleasure her for as long as she desired.  Some nights, she would turn in after receiving one orgasm from Brandon’s mouth and tongue, but there were quite a few nights, where she kept him on his knees for hours, till his tongue would almost get numb, as she enjoyed one wonderful orgasm after another.

Brandon, for his part settled into his new full time role as Samantha’s sissy house husband very well.  After three straight weeks of being locked up in the chastity tube, his frustration and horniness level was very high.  But at the same time, his desire to serve and please Samantha was the primary concern on his mind at all times, day and night.  Brandon realized that his only hope of gaining a release from the chastity tube, with the possibility of experiencing an orgasm, was to exhibit perfect behavior, and keep his beautiful wife totally satisfied at all times.

On Saturday morning, as Brandon sat at the kitchen table with Samantha, enjoying the breakfast which he had prepared for them, his wife looked up from her eggs, smiled, and said “Brandi, I have a big surprise for you today”.

“Really Miss Samantha?  Can you tell me what it is?”

“I sure can.  Tonight I am taking you to a party in Philadelphia, and you will be going as my sissy maid.  You are going to get a chance to wear that wonderful maid’s outfit we bought for you at Heather’s store.  Aren’t you excited?”

Brandon thought about it for a few seconds, and then asked “Miss Samantha, what kind of party is it?  Do I know anyone who will be there?”

“No, you and I don’t know anyone who will be there, except Heather Davis who owns the Fetish Emporium in Philly.  She’s the one who invited us to the party.  It’s being hosted by Alisha Doney, who is a partner in a Philadelphia law firm.  It should be a lot of fun.  According to Heather, all of the women coming to the party are Mistresses, who will be bringing their male slaves, dressed up as sissy maids”.

Brandon thought about what Samantha had said, and then asked “Slaves?  All of the women coming to the party are Mistresses, and they all have slaves?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Yes Brandi.  What is so surprising about that.  In a way, you have actually become my slave, if you think about it.  You’ve turned over complete control of your life to me, pledged complete obedience to me, and have become completely submissive to me.  Haven’t you?”

“Yes Miss Samantha.  I guess when you put it that way, you are right”.

“Of course, I am right.  You are now totally dependent on me for all of your financial needs, for any sexual pleasure you hope to ever receive, and you are also subject to any punishment which I deem you deserve for improper behavior”

Samantha let those facts sink into Brandon’s head for a few minutes, and then she said “To be honest, since you and I have started this new arrangement, I view you as my slave, more so than my husband.  I would much rather tell people that I am your Mistress, and that you are my sissy slave Brandi, instead of telling them that you are my sissy house husband”.

Brandon reflected on everything which Samantha had said, and then, almost hesitating, but in a very sincere tone, he asked “Would you like me to address you as Mistress Samantha, instead of Miss Samantha from now on?”

Samantha’s face lit up, and she said “I would love that slave!”

Brandon nodded, and said “Then, that’s the way it will be from now on, Mistress Samantha”.

With a big smile, Samantha said “Don’t move slave.  I need to run into the bedroom and get something.  I will be right back”.

Samantha went into her bedroom, opened a drawer in her bureau, took out a package, and returned to Brandon, and said “Get down on your knees in front of me slave!”

When Brandon knelt down in front of Samantha, she opened the package, and took out a shiny stainless steel collar, which was engraved with the words “Samantha’s Slave” on it, and a tiny padlock, and she held them up for Brandon to see.

“I had Heather specially order this for me, and I have been keeping it in anticipation of this moment.  Brandi, are you ready to commit your life to me as my loyal and obedient slave, who will do everything that I tell you to do, and accept any punishment which I decide to give to you?”

Brandon lowered his head, and quickly said “Yes Mistress Samantha, I am ready to commit my life to you as your slave”.

Samantha then placed the stainless steel collar around Brandon’s neck, and locked it in place with the little padlock.  She then gave him a long passionate kiss.  When their lips finally parted, Samantha then opened her robe, spread her legs wide, and said “Ok slave, as your first official duty, your Mistress would like to be pleasured, and receive an awesome orgasm, before you do anything else today!”

After keeping Brandon on his knees pleasuring her for almost an hour, and enjoying multiple orgasms, Samantha then went in and took her shower, while Brandon cleared the table, and cleaned up the kitchen.  Samantha felt like she was flying on cloud number nine the rest of the day.  She was so excited over the fact that she had elevated her relationship with Brandon to the level of Mistress and slave, that she even called Heather Davis to share the good news with her.

Heather was ecstatic, and said “Oh Samantha.  I am so happy for you.  I can’t wait to see you tonight when you bring your slave to the party, so that I can congratulate you in person”.  Then, with a chuckle, she said “If you think your slave can handle it, and it is alright with you, I’ll let Alisha know about this new development.  I am sure that she would love to arrange to have the other Mistresses at the party hold a little initiation session for your new slave.  It’s something that they normally do, whenever a newly collared slave is brought to a party for the first time”.

Samantha laughed, and said “That sounds like it could be a lot of fun.  I guess the only way we will find out if Brandi can handle it, is for you all to go ahead and do it!”

Later that afternoon, when it was almost time to get ready for the party, Samantha took Brandon into the bathroom, and said “I am going to have you wear your black open toe pumps with stiletto heels to the party tonight, so I want your toenails painted so that they look pretty and match your lipstick”.

Brandon saw that Samantha had placed a number of items on the bathroom vanity, and said “Yes Mistress, but I have never painted my toenails before.  Will you tell me what to do?”

“I am going to do even better than that.  I am going to do them for you, and instruct you on how I expect you to do them in the future.  Sit down on the toilet seat”.

When Brandon sat down, Samantha pulled a stool up in front of him, laid a towel on her lap, and had him place one of his feet on the towel, and said “Since you are not wearing any nail polish at this time, we don’t have to worry about removing the old polish.  In the future however, when you redo your toenails, make sure that you remove the old nail polish before doing your toenails”.

Samantha then began working on Brandon’s feet, while she instructed him at each step of the procedure.  First, she buffed the tops of each of his nails to remove any rough spots. Then she clipped and filed each toenail, giving each a perfectly rounded shape.  She pushed the cuticles on each toe back, and clipped the excess off.

When she was ready to start painting Brandon’s toenails, she first placed a cotton ball between each of his toes, and then applied a base coat to his toenails.  After the base coat had dried, Samantha then applied the first coat of a bright red polish, followed by a second coat.  Finally, she applied a top coat, which as she explained to him would help preserve the shine of his toenail polish.

Pleased with the final result, Samantha said “I think your toenails look very attractive, what do you think slave?”

Brandon looked down at his feet, and said “Yes Mistress, it looks like you did a wonderful job.  Thank you so very much”.

“I am glad that you like how they look, and the bright red color will match your lipstick tonight.  Now that I have shown you how to paint your toenails, I will expect you to keep them looking just as good in the future, as they look right now. You may go ahead Brandi, and get dressed in your new maid’s outfit now, and then let me see how you look when you are finished with your make-up”.

Brandon went into the guest bedroom, and started getting dressed for the party, in the outfit which Samantha had instructed him to wear. He put on his black satin bra, his black satin garter belt, black panties, a pair of black fishnet stockings, and then he slipped his feet into the black open toe pumps with stiletto heels, before donning his new French Maid’s outfit with the petticoat and pinafore.

While Brandon was in the guest bathroom working on his make-up, Samantha was in her bedroom getting dressed for the party.  She had decided to wear her new short black leather dress over a black leather garter belt, sheer black stockings, and her new knee high black leather platform boots.  She intentionally skipped putting on a pair of panties, so that she would be totally accessible, if she should desire to have her slave pleasure her at some time during the evening.

When Brandon was finished with his make-up, and styling his shoulder length strawberry blonde wig, he knocked on Samantha’s bedroom door.  She told him to come on in, and as soon as she saw him, she said “Well, look at my sissy slave.  Don’t you look absolutely awesome!  I’ll have to be careful tonight, and keep you away from any man who might get the inclination to screw a sexy French maid!”

Brandon blushed, at hearing Samantha’s comment, and then, as he felt his cock trying to get hard within the chastity tube, in response to how sexy his wife looked, he said “Wow, Mistress Samantha.  You look incredible in that outfit”.

“Well, thank you very much slave”.

As Brandon stood there, Samantha grabbed the camera on her phone and started taking pictures of her slave who presented the image of one very sexy French maid.  When she was finished, she said “Ok Brandi, we need to get going.  We don’t want to miss any of the fun at the party”.

Following the directions which Heather had sent to her, Samantha drove to Alisha Doney’s large and sprawling home in Conshohocken, a suburb of Philadelphia, arriving just a few minutes after 7 pm.  With Brandon following behind her, as he walked slowly in his stiletto heels, Samantha went up the front walkway, and rang the doorbell.

The door opened, and they were greeted by an impeccably dressed tall redheaded sissy maid, who curtsied, and said “Good evening madam, I assume that you are Mistress Samantha, since I have not had the pleasure of meeting you before”.

Samantha, very impressed with the competence and professional demeanor of the sissy maid, said “Yes, I am Mistress Samantha”, and then pointing to Brandon, said “and this is my slave Brandi”.

“So nice to meet you.  My name is Roberta, and I am Mistress Alisha’s slave.  Please come in, and I will escort you to my Mistress”.

Samantha and Brandon followed Robert down the long marble tiled hallway into the living room, and as soon as Heather, who was sitting on the couch with two other women, saw Samantha, she jumped up, came over to her, and gave her a big hug, and said “Samantha, I am so glad that you decided to come.  You look absolutely stunning in that dress.  I will have to get some pictures of you, and show them to my other customers who have been thinking about buying a leather dress.  Come, let me introduce you to Alisha”.

Heather led Samantha over to the bar in the corner of the living room, where a tall beautiful woman with long blonde hair, who was wearing a tight fitting red leather jumpsuit, and knee high red leather boots, was talking with a very attractive redhead, who was attired in a sheer white blouse, black leather pencil skirt, black stockings, and black high heel pumps.

Heather went up to the blonde, and said “Alisha, this is Samantha Wilson, and her sissy slave Brandi”.

Alisha set her drink down on the bar, gave Samantha a big hug, and said “I am so glad that Heather told me about you, and I am pleased that you decided to come to my party.  Heather has had nothing but nice things to say about you, so I am sure that you will get along wonderfully with everyone here tonight”.

Then turning to the attractive redhead standing next to her, Alisha said “Samantha, I would like you to meet my law firm partner, and closest friend, Cynthia Doney”.

Cynthia gave Samantha a hug, and said “I just love your dress”.  Then with a smile, she said “Actually, I bought the same dress at Heather’s store, but I must say that it looks much more alluring on your beautiful body”.

Samantha thanked Cynthia for the compliment, and then she turned to the sissy maid who was tending the bar, and said “Could I please have a glass of wine?”

The sissy maid, who was wearing an outfit very similar to Brandon’s said “Absolutely Mistress, any particular type?”

“Yes, a glass of White Merlot, if you have it”.

“I definitely do, Mistress.  I’ll get it for you right away”.

As the sissy maid was opening a bottle of Sutter Home White Merlot, Heather pointed at him, and said to Samantha “Let me introduce you to Tommie, my sissy slave”.  Then turning to the maid, Heather said “Tommie, this is Mistress Samantha.  You make sure that you take good care of her tonight”.

As Thomas handed the glass of wine to Samantha, he said “So very nice to meet you Mistress.  If you need anything at all this evening, please let me know”.

Alisha then turned to Brandon, and said “Brandi dear, you can go ahead into the kitchen, and report to my slave, Roberta.  All of the other sissy maids are in there preparing the food for us, and I am sure that Roberta will have something for you to do.

Brandon looked at Samantha to see if she had anything to say on the matter, but she just nodded her head, indicating that he should follow Alisha’s instructions.  As soon as he left the living room, Alisha turned to Samantha and said “I love your slave’s make-up and outfit.  I am sure that all of the Mistresses will have fun taking part in his orientation after dinner”

Then, Alisha took Samantha by the arm, pointed to two women who were talking out on the patio, and said “Come with me, and let me introduce you to Jennifer and Jessica”.

As they exited the living room through the French doors, and approached the two women, Alisha said “Excuse me ladies.  I’d like you to meet Samantha Wilson.  She then introduced Samantha to a very tall attractive blonde, who was wearing a sheer red blouse with a plunging neckline, tight black leather slacks, and red high heel pumps with stiletto heels, and said “Samantha, this is Jennifer Webster, who is a senior partner at our law firm”.

Then turning to the other woman, who had long brown hair, and long gorgeous legs which were accentuated by her short black leather mini skirt, black fishnet stockings, and black ankle boots with stiletto heels, Alisha said “And this wonderful lady is Jessica Paige.  Jessica is a Senior Manager with the accounting firm of Thompson, Long, and Miller.  She handles all of the accounting and financial reports for our law firm”.

Samantha shook hands with Jennifer and Jessica, and she immediately became engaged in a lively conversation with them, while Alisha went back into the house to check on the food preparation.  As Samantha chatted with the lawyer and the accountant, she found both of them to have a great sense of humor, and she really enjoyed their conversation.  She was especially thrilled to be in the company of other high profile women, like herself, and found that they had a lot in common to talk about.

Everyone who she had met so far, was extremely pleasant, and Samantha was really glad that she had decided to come to the party.  As the novice Mistress in attendance, she hoped to pick up a lot of valuable pointers, which would help her handle her slave, before the evening was over.

While Samantha socialized with the other Mistresses, Brandon was busy at work in the kitchen.  When he first went in, and reported to Robert, who everyone knew as Alisha’s full time sissy slave, Roberta, Brandon was introduced to the other slaves, attired as sissy maids who were busy working on the appetizer trays.

When Brandon met Tony, who was Cynthia William’s full time slave, Antoinette, he was quite surprised to find out that Tony, like Robert had worked as a lawyer for the law firm at one time, but due to their unsatisfactory performance as litigators, they both had been given a choice of either being dismissed, or taking full time slave positions with Alisha and Cynthia.

Brandon was even more surprised to learn that the other two sissy maids in the kitchen working on the food were both lawyers, who were currently employed by the law firm.

Nicholas, known as Nicolette, was married to Mistress Jessica, and had just recently become her slave.  While John, known as Joanna, had been assigned to Jennifer Webster as her slave under some type of Corrective Behavior Program at the law firm.

Brandon’s head was spinning, from everything which he was finding out while working in the kitchen.  When he used to surf the female domination and sissy websites on the internet, he wondered if those types of FemDom relationships which were depicted on the internet, were very prevalent in real life.  Now, here all of a sudden, at one party, he meets five other men, like himself, who have been subjugated under the control of a dominant female.

While Brandon was helping Nicholas put the finishing touches on a tray of finger sandwiches, Nicholas quietly asked him “So, are you ready for your orientation tonight?”

With a blank look on his face, Brandon said “I have no idea what you are talking about.  What orientation?”

“Your Mistress didn’t mention anything to you about what takes place when a new slave makes his first appearance at one of these parties?”

“No, Mistress Samantha hasn’t said a word to me about any orientation.  What exactly is it?”

“Well, let’s just say that it is a tradition with this group of Mistresses to have some fun, at the slave’s expense, whenever a newly collared slave is brought to one of their parties.  They like to use the slave for their service and entertainment.  It’s their way of initiating the new slave into their circle”.

“What will they do to me?”

“It’s hard to say.  It depends on the Mistress’s moods, how much they feel like tormenting and humiliating you, how you react to what they do, and how much latitude your Mistress gives to the other women.  The one warning which I’ll give to you however, is to make sure that you don’t do anything to upset Mistress Heather.  Out of all the Mistresses, she can be the cruelest.  I found that out the hard way at one of the parties here last year when she gave me a pretty bad whipping”.

Brandon was not happy at all, after what Nicholas had just told him.  In fact, he was downright scared, not knowing what the other Mistresses might do to him.  He started to say something to Nicholas, but was interrupted, when Robert said “Brandi and Nicolette, that’s enough chit chatting for right now.  I need you two to put the trays of appetizers and sandwiches on the silver serving cart, take them into the living room, and set them up on the table next to the dishes and silverware”

Then turning to Tony and John, Robert said “Antoinette and Joanna, you two go into the living room and get the Mistresses anything that they should need, and also help Tommie with the beverage service”.

Brandon and Nicholas placed the trays of food on the serving cart, rolled it into the living room, and set up the sandwiches and appetizers on the table.  Then Nicholas informed Mistress Alicia that everything was ready for their enjoyment.  After the Mistresses had gotten their food, Tony and John took their drink orders, and supplied anything else which the ladies needed.

Over the next hour, while the Mistresses ate and drank, they also discussed their slaves, and what activities they had been engaged in lately.  Samantha made a lot of mental notes about things that appealed to her, and which she wanted to incorporate into her Mistress/slave relationship with Brandon.

When the women were finished partaking of the food, Alicia notified Robert, and he had the sissy maids clear out the dishes from the living room, and begin cleaning up the kitchen.  When everything was cleaned up properly, Robert informed Alisha that the kitchen was ready for her inspection.  After she found everything was cleaned to her satisfaction, she told Robert to bring all the slaves into the living room.  As each slave took a seat on the floor by the feet of his Mistress, Alicia then announced that it was time for them to orientate the newest slave into the group.

Alicia went over to her toy box in the corner of the living room, and began taking implements of pain out of the toy box.  She then distributed them to the Mistresses, giving each woman either a whip, a riding crop, or a paddle.  She then took a thin cane out of the box, and handed it to Samantha, along with a short black leash, and said “Darling, would you be so kind as to parade your slave around the room, so that all of our Mistresses can officially welcome him, and have him clean their shoes or boots, if they should so desire”.

Samantha clipped the end of the leash to the ring on Brandon’s stainless steel slave collar, yanked on it, and said “Ok slave, follow me on your knees!”

As Brandon crawled behind her, Samantha led him over to Cynthia, and positioned him in front of her feet, and said “You may request permission from Mistress Cynthia to clean her shoes”.

Brandon bowed his head, and said “Mistress Cynthia, may I have the privilege of worshipping and cleaning your beautiful shoes?”

“Yes slave, go ahead, and show me how well you can clean my shoes!”

Brandon immediately brought his mouth down to the top of Cynthia’s black high heel pumps, and began licking the top and sides of each shoe.  After he had totally shined the top and sides of each shoe, Cynthia lifted up one of her pumps, and Brandon sucked on the stiletto heel.  When she was satisfied with the job he had done on that heel, she lifted her other shoe, and made him suck on that heel as well.  When she finally set her pump back down onto the carpet, Cynthia said “You did a very nice job for a new slave.  It is obvious that your Mistress is doing a good job of training you”.

Samantha then yanked on the leash connected to Brandon’s collar, and led him over to where Jessica was sitting, and placed him in front of her ankle boots.

After Brandon requested permission from Jessica, he began kissing and licking her black ankle boots.  As he worked his tongue all over her boots, he was becoming intoxicated by the wonderful smell of the soft kid leather.  When he had cleaned the top and sides of both boots, Jessica lifted up her right foot, and placed her boot in front of Brandon’s face.  He assumed that she then wanted him to suck on the stiletto heel, but he was quickly surprised, when she said “You can lick and clean the soles of my boots now, slave.  I’ve been walking all over center city today, so I am sure that they need a good cleaning!”

This was a first for Brandon.  Samantha had never made him lick the soles of her shoes or boots.  As he brought his tongue to the bottom of Jessica’s boot, he realized that the sole was covered with the dirt and grime of the city’s sidewalks.  He tried not to gag, as he licked her boot, and felt his tongue removing debris from the grooves in the bottom of the boot.  He felt like he had to spit out the dirt which was accumulating on his tongue, before he would start gagging.

Jessica could tell that Brandon was having a hard time with the task that she had given to him, and said “In case you are thinking about spitting on Mistress Alisha’s beautiful carpet, I would strongly suggest that you don’t do that.  You better just swallow anything that is in your mouth, unless you are ready to receive the worst beating of your life!”

As Brandon knelt there surrounded by six Mistresses, he knew that Jessica was probably very serious with her warning, and realized that he had no choice other than to close his eyes, and swallow the dirt which was in his mouth.  He gulped, swallowed it down, and then continued licking the sole of Jessica’s boot.  She then raised her left foot, and made Brandon repeat the same excruciating task on the sole of that boot also.

When Jessica was satisfied with the job that Brandon had done on her boots, she said “Thank you very much slave for cleaning my boots so well.  I am sure that my personal slave also appreciates it.  He’ll have a lot less to clean off of my boots when we get home tonight”.

Alisha then asked Brandon “Would you like something to drink, so that you can rinse Mistress Jessica’s dirt out your mouth slave?”

Brandon was appreciative of the offer from Alisha, and said “Oh yes Mistress, that would be nice.  Thank you so much”.

Alisha turned to Robert, made eye contact with him, and said “Roberta, go get slave Brandi some water, and you know what to put it in”.

When Robert returned to the living room, he was carrying a dog bowl full of water.  He set it down in front of Brandon, and Alisha said “There you are slave.  If you want a drink, you can lap it up out of the bowl!”

Brandon hesitated for a moment, horrified by the idea that Alisha wanted him to lap water up out of a dog bowl like an animal, but he quickly realized that he had no other choice.  He really needed a drink of water after cleaning the soles of Jessica’s boots, so he bent down, placed his head over the dog bowl, stuck out his tongue, and began lapping water up from the bowl.  Brandon could hear all the Mistresses snickering at him, and he was so embarrassed, that he wanted to crawl into a hole and hide.

As soon as he was finished drinking the water, Samantha pulled on the leash connected to his slave collar and then positioned him on his knees in front of Heather’s black high heel pumps.

Over the next hour, Brandon not only cleaned Heather’s shoes, but he also cleaned Alisha’s knee high red leather boots, Jennifer’s red high heel pumps, and finally Samantha’s black knee high platform boots.  When every Mistress was satisfied with the job that Brandon had done, Alisha told him to stand up, and said “Ok slave, I want you to remove your dress and your panties.  Brandon was mortified by Alisha’s order, but he knew better than to disobey her, considering that every Mistress who was looking at him, was holding a whip, paddle, or riding crop, in her hands, and he was sure that they would all love the opportunity to discipline him if he disobeyed Alisha.

Brandon slowly removed his maid’s outfit, taking off his petticoat and pinafore.  Then he pulled his panties down and stepped out of them.  When he did Alisha told him that she wanted him to slowly turn his body around, as he stood in the middle of the living room, so that all of the Mistresses could have a good luck at him.

When Brandon began turning around slowly on his heels, Cynthia said “Samantha, I am glad to see that you have your little sissy here locked up in a chastity tube.  Hopefully, you keep him that way all the time.  You just can’t trust these sissy sluts.  If they are not locked up, and you turn your back for a minute, they’ll run into the bathroom, and start masturbating.

Even though, most of the welts had healed, Brandon’s ass still had some marks visible from the last time that Samantha had punished him, and Jennifer took notice of it by saying “Samantha, I see from the marks on Brandi’s ass, that you are to also be congratulated for properly disciplining your slave.  Nothing improves a slave’s behavior like a good whipping every now and then!”

Alisha then laughed, and said “Speaking of whipping, I know that all you ladies are just dying to use those toys which you are holding in your hands, so why don’t I give you an opportunity to do just that”.

Alisha then went to the toy box again, and took out a pair of leather wrist cuffs and leather ankle cuffs, as well as some rope.  She then asked for someone to assist her, and Heather quickly volunteered.

While Alisha secured Brandon’s wrists together with one set of cuffs, Heather secured his ankles together with the other set of cuffs.  The coffee table was pushed into the center of the living room, and Brandon was forced to lie on top of it.  When he did, the women tied his wrist cuffs to one end of the table and his ankle cuffs to the other end, immobilizing him across the table top.

Alisha then picked up a set of dice, and said “Ok ladies, here’s what we are going to do.  Each of you will roll the dice, and whatever number you roll, that’s how many strokes of your whip, crop, or paddle you can give to our new little sissy slave here”.

Then turning to Brandon, Alisha said “Slave, we will expect you to count out loud every stroke that you receive from every Mistress.  If you should forget to do that, then the Mistress will have the right to start over again from the first stroke.  Do you understand?”

Brandon was terrified over what was about to happened, but he managed a weak “Yes Mistress, I understand what you are saying”

Alisha smiled, and said “Good”

Then she handed the dice to Cynthia, and said “Ok, we’ll let Cynthia get us started”.

Cynthia rolled the dice across the floor, and when they landed, Alisha said “Looks like our slave gets six lashes from Cynthia’s braided whip”.

Brandon tensed all of his muscles, and braced himself for the first blow, which he expected would be delivered across his ass.  He was totally surprised when the tentacles of the braided whip came down across his shoulder blades.

He let out a loud scream, and then quickly remembered to say “One”.

By the time that Cynthia finished delivering seven severe lashes of the whip to Brandon’s back, he had multiple rows of bright red marks from his shoulders down to the small of his back.  He was hurting badly from the whipping he had received, but he felt fortunate that he had not forgotten to count out each lash of Cynthia’s whip.

Next, the dice were handed to Heather, and she rolled a five.  As she positioned herself, with a wooden paddle in her hand, behind Brandon, he was glad that Heather had only rolled a five, especially after what Nicholas had told him about her propensity for administering pain to slaves.

His joy over the rather low number which Heather had rolled was quickly forgotten when she brought the paddle down with such force across his ass, that the whole coffee table shook, and he cried out from the searing pain.  Then, he quickly said “One”.

The second and third blows from Heather’s paddle were just as bad as the first one, but when she hit him with the paddle the fourth time, he screamed out from the pain which resonated across his entire body.  When he finally calmed down, Heather laughed, and said “Well it looks like our little slave here forgot to count that time.  I’ll just have to start all over again at the beginning!”

As soon as Brandon heard that, he started begging for mercy from not only Heather, but also from Alisha.

“No, please Mistress Heather.  Please Mistress Alisha.  Please don’t start over.  I can’t stand the pain.  It’s terrible”.

Alisha came over to Brandon, put her hand under his chin, and pushed his head up, so that he had to look in her eyes, and then she said “Brandi, rules are rules.  Every slave must learn to live by the Mistress’s rules.  Mistress Heather will start over now, and give your ass five strokes with her paddle”.

She then shoved a penis gag into Brandon’s mouth, secured the strap tightly around his head, and said “We will forget about you counting, from now on.  You can remain gagged until we are done.  I don’t need your screams scaring my neighbors!”

Alisha nodded to Heather, and she then started over punishing Brandon’s ass with her paddle.  It was obvious to everyone that she was bringing her arm back as far as she could, and really giving Brandon the full brunt of the wooden paddle.  By the time that Heather was done, Brandon’s ass cheeks were bright red, and to him, it felt like his entire ass was on fire.  He was sobbing so loud, that even with the penis gag in his mouth, everyone could clearly hear him crying.

After the nine severe strokes of the paddle, which Heather had given to Brandon, the punishment he received from the other Mistresses actually didn’t seem as bad, in comparison.

Jessica rolled a six, and smacked Brandon’s ass moderately hard six times with her riding crop.

Jennifer rolled a four, and administered four lashes of her Cat-Of-Nine Tail whip to Brandon’s back.

Alisha, as the Mistress of Ceremonies, declined to punish Brandon, so she handed the dice to Samantha, and said “Well, it looks like we saved the best for last.  You are holding the most severe implement of pain we have.  Roll the dice, and we’ll see how many times you get to cane your little slave here”.

Samantha actually had no desire at all to use the cane on Brandon, after everything he had endured, but at the same time, she knew that she could not display a weak front.  She didn’t need him thinking that she was a pushover, or the other Mistresses to think that she was too easy.

Samantha threw the dice out in front of her onto the floor.  Every woman and sissy slave in the room let out a loud gasp at the same time when the dice stopped rolling, and a six was displayed on each of the dice.

“Oh my goodness, twelve”, said Alisha.  “It’s definitely a good thing that this slave is gagged”.

Samantha went over and stood behind Brandon, and swung the cane through the air a few times for practice, since she had never handled a cane before.  Just the swishing sound of the cane sent chills up and down Brandon’s spine.  He tried to beg Samantha not to use the cane on him, but his words were all muffled by the penis gag.

When his wife brought the cane down across his left ass cheek, Brandon cried out.  Before he even had a chance to close his mouth, the cane came down hard again, this time upon his right ass cheek.  As Samantha alternated the strokes of the cane upon Brandon’s ass cheeks, he thought that he would pass out from the searing pain he was experiencing.  Fortunately for him, Samantha administered the twelve blows from the cane rather quickly, bringing an end to his ordeal.

By the time that Alisha unbuckled and removed the gag from Brandon’s mouth, he was balling like a baby, and tears were streaming down his face.  A crisscrossed pattern of whip marks covered his back, and numerous purple welts dotted his bright red ass.

When Alisha removed the cuffs from Brandon’s wrists and ankles, and allowed him to stand up, Samantha had to help steady him, so that he would not fall over.  As he stood there next to his wife, Alisha said “Well Samantha, you might just have a real pain slut on your hands.  Look at his chastity tube”

When Samantha looked down at Brandon’s chastity tube, she saw a long strand of pre-cum hanging from the end of the cage.  She quickly scooped it up, so that it wouldn’t fall on Alisha’s carpet, and then she shoved her fingers into Brandon’s mouth, and made him lick his mess off her fingers and hand.

Alisha was impressed with the way that Samantha had quickly handled the situation, and she said “Looks like your little sissy slave is very horny.  How long has it been since he’s had an orgasm?”

Samantha laughed, and said, “Not counting ruined orgasms, it’s now been a month since he’s had a real orgasm”.

Alisha smiled, and said “Well, I have a great idea”

Then turning to the other Mistresses, she said “I know that you all keep your slaves locked up at all times like I do.  Samantha says that it’s been a month since her slave has had his last orgasm.  Has it been longer than a month for any of your slaves, since their last orgasm?”

Only Heather raised her hand, and said “Tommie hasn’t had an orgasm in a little over two months now”.

“Wow, sounds like you are keeping him on a strict diet of ‘Tease and Denial’.  I bet his balls are pretty full right now”.  Then Alisha said “Heather and Samantha, could I talk to the two of you in private for a moment in the kitchen?”

The two women followed Alisha into the kitchen, so that she could explain to them what she was planning to do.  While they were in the kitchen, the other Mistresses took the opportunity to have their sissy slaves refill their drinks for them.

When Alisha, Heather and Samantha returned to the living room, Alisha said to the rest of the group “I just wanted to make sure that neither Heather or Samantha had a problem with the little game I wanted to play with their two slaves.  Since both ladies graciously agreed to the game, let’s get started”.

She then ordered Tommie and Brandon to kneel down in the middle of the living room.  As soon as they were on their knees, Heather handcuffed Tommie’s wrists behind his back, and Samantha did the same thing to Brandon.

Then Alisha turned to the two slaves, and asked “Would you two sissy slaves like the opportunity to enjoy a real orgasm tonight?”

Both Tommie and Brandon quickly answered in unison “Yes Mistress!”

“Well, if you want the chance to have an orgasm, then you will have to agree now to the rules of the game, since both of your Mistresses have already agreed on how we are going to play the game”.

Tommie looked up at Alisha, and asked “Mistress Alisha, are you going to tell us how the game is played?”

Alisha laughed, and said “No slave.  I am not going to tell you how the game is played, until after you both agree that you want to play.  If either of you don’t want to agree, then you are free to get up, and forget about receiving a possible orgasm tonight!”

Brandon and Tommie reflected for a moment on what Alisha had said, but since they both were in a state of heightened frustration and horniness, neither of them wanted to pass up the opportunity for a possible orgasm.  Both men allowed their cocks to make the decision for them.

Brandon said “Mistress Alisha, I’ll agree to play”

Tommie then said “Mistress Alisha, I’ll also agree to play”.

All of the Mistresses in the room clapped their hands and cheered, while the other four sissy slaves sitting on the floor shook their heads, and had frowns on their faces.  They knew from past experience at these parties, that there was most likely a very unfavorable alternative for the loser of the game, if he did not win the chance to have an orgasm.

With a big smile, Alisha held up the set of dice, and said “Great!  Here’s what is going to happen.  Mistress Heather will roll the dice for slave Tommie, and Mistress Samantha will roll the dice for slave Brandi.  The Mistress who rolls the highest number will win an orgasm for her slave”.

Then, with a small chuckle, Alisha said “Unfortunately for the slave who loses, he will have to provide that orgasm to the winning slave by giving him a nice blow job!”

All of the women in the room started clapping and cheering once again, while Tommie and Brandon both had a look of horror on their faces, and started shaking their heads.

Brandon quickly said “Mistress Alisha, I don’t think that I want to play”.  Then turning to Samantha, he said “Mistress Samantha, will you please excuse me from playing this game?”

With a look of displeasure, Samantha said “No slave, I will not excuse you now.  You have already told Mistress Alisha that you wanted to play the game”

At that point, Alisha handed the set of dice to Heather, and said “Ok Mistress, go ahead and roll them”.

Both Thomas and Brandon held their breath as Heather rolled the dice across the room.  When they stopped rolling, a three and a two appeared on the tops of the dice.

Alisha announced to the group “Slave Tommie has a five”

The rest of the sissy slaves sitting on the floor moaned, in sympathy for Tommie, and Brandon immediately breathed a sigh of relief.  He knew that the odds were now significantly in his favor.

Alisha handed the dice to Samantha, and said “Well Mistress, if you can beat a five, then your little sissy slave here will get an orgasm”.

Samantha unfurled the dice in front of her, and when they stopped rolling, everyone in the room groaned loudly, except Brandon.  Since he was facing the other way on his knees, he had no idea as to what number his wife had rolled, until Alisha said “Wow. ‘Snake Eyes’.  Well, slave Tommie it looks like you will be enjoying your first orgasm in over two months, courtesy of slave Brandi.

To Be Continued


A Look At Another Novel Of Mine

Thank you so very much for reading “Caught In The Act: A Tale Of Male Chastity And Forced Feminization”

I would appreciate it if you would leave a Review for me while the book is fresh in your mind.  I am always interested in what my loyal readers have to say about my Novels.

You can also check Amazon for new additions to my Female Domination and Male Chastity Series of books as they are added.  I promise to continue bringing you exciting and arousing full length FemDom Novels and to also keep you aroused with my short stories where I give you all the spicy details about what goes on in my new First Class Bed & Dungeon located in Pueblo, Colorado

If you have not yet read any of my other full length Novels, I invite you to check them out now on Amazon.  Whether you are a male who is looking for a Female Led Relationship where your wife or partner is in control, or you are a Female who wants to take control of the male in your relationship, you will find that my novels lay out a road map to effectively utilizing Male Chastity to build a rewarding Female Led Relationship.

Here is an Excerpt from one of my hottest selling full length Novels which is available in Kindle Version, and also as a Beautiful Glossy Paperback:

“Male Chastity - The Complete Bundled Primer To Female Led Relationships”

When Troy and Roger went upstairs to the Dungeon, I said to Kathy, “I am going to change my outfit.  You might also want to go change into a dress or skirt before we have our little training session with our slaves”.

I went into my bedroom to change, and Kathy went up to the bedroom in the Dungeon Suite to also put on a different outfit.  I decided to put on a short black leather dress, sheer black thigh highs, and my black over the knee leather boots which had high stiletto heels.  When I went upstairs, Kathy had just finished changing her outfit.  She looked perfect, wearing her white blouse, short black leather skirt, sheer black nylons, and her knee high black leather boots.

I said to her “You look great.  Ok girl, are you ready to tease and punish a couple of slaves?”

She smiled and said “Yes, I am ready, but I must admit that I am quite nervous since I’ve never done anything like this before”.

I put my arm around her, as we headed into the Dungeon and said, “Don’t you be nervous at all.  You are the Mistress.  They are the slaves who are there strictly to please and entertain you.  Just follow my lead, and I’ll show you what to do to that husband of yours!”

When we entered the Dungeon, both Troy and Roger were on their knees, facing the floor, and both were completely naked except for the chastity tubes which were locked around their cocks.  Troy was wearing his Bon4 Stainless Cage, and Roger was wearing his Stainless Jail House chastity device.

I noticed as we walked into the Dungeon that Roger raised up his head up to look at us.  I immediately went over to the rack on the wall, and took my red riding crop with the wide tip off of the rack.  I positioned myself behind Roger, and brought the riding crop down very hard across one of his butt cheeks.  He immediately let out a cry, and I said “I don’t recall either Mistress Kathy or I giving you permission to lift your head and look at us.  You keep those eyes focused on the floor, unless you are given permission to raise your head.  Do you understand?”

Roger quickly said “Yes Mistress”

I immediately brought the riding crop down even harder across the other cheek of Roger’s ass and said “This one is because you did not say Thank You to me for the first stroke!”

He started to let out a cry as the sting of the riding crop took effect, but he immediately said “Thank you Mistress Benay”.

I quietly said to Kathy “You need to make sure that every single time you give him either pleasure or pain, he says ‘Thank You’ to you.  If he doesn’t, you should immediately punish the infraction so that he learns his lesson, and changes his behavior”.

Kathy said that she understood, and would start enforcing that rule with Roger.  Then I said to her “Ok, let’s get these slaves restrained, so that I can show you how to use all these wonderful punishment tools which you have at your disposal.

First, I ordered Troy up onto his feet, and led him over to the St. Andrew’s cross, where I had him face the wall and raise his arms and spread his legs.  I locked his wrists into the cuffs at the top of each beam of the cross.  Then I secured his ankles into the cuffs on the bottom two beams.  Two straps were buckled tight around his thighs, and a leather belt which was secured to the middle of the cross was buckled around his waist, which pulled his body up tight against the cross.

I then turned my attention to Roger, and led him over to my spanking bench, where I bent him over the top, and secured his wrists into the cuffs which were attached to the front of the bench.  I then placed his ankles into the cuffs on the rear of the bench, and his ass was now very vulnerable, as it was positioned up in the air.

I went over to the rack on the wall and picked out two leather hoods which had blindfolds and penis gags.  I handed one to Kathy and said “Secure this hood tightly over Roger’s head, and stick the penis gag completely into his mouth.  I don’t want the neighbors complaining about any screaming they might hear coming from my house!”

While Kathy was putting the hood on Roger, I tightened the other hood around Troy’s head.  When we were finished, both slaves were hooded, blindfolded, and gagged.

First, I took Kathy over to the poster on the wall by the cross, and showed her how it rated all of the punishment implements from least severe to most severe.  It also described the damage that each implement would inflict on the slave’s body.  She really liked the chart, so I promised to email her a copy which she could print off, and keep for reference.

I led Kathy over to the rack which held all of my paddles and showed her all of the different types which were available.  I explained the differences between the wooden paddles and leather paddles, short paddles and long paddles, and the lead paddles which were covered with leather.  I also showed her the paddles with the metal studs, and explained how they were the most severe, and would do the most damage on the slave’s skin.

I picked out a nice leather paddle, and told her that we would start with it first, since it was always a good idea to warm up the slave’s ass, and get the blood flowing before moving onto more severe implements of punishment.  I did admit to her, however, that there have been times where a slave has made me so mad with his disobedience, that I skipped the warm up process, grabbed a cane, and really punished his ass.

Anyway, I told her that I would demonstrate each implement first on Troy, and then she could do the same on Roger.  I showed her the best stance to take behind the slave, and then brought the paddle down hard across the left cheek of Troy’s ass.  Before he had a chance to fully process the blow, I immediately brought the paddle down across his right ass cheek.

While Kathy watched, I administered ten more alternating blows to Troy’s ass with the leather paddle, while he groaned quietly into the gag.  When I was finished his ass had turned a nice shade of red.  I let her run her hand over his ass, and feel the heat which had started to emanate from his butt due to the punishment which I had given to him.

I then handed Kathy the paddle, and told her to duplicate what I had just done, only this time, on Roger.  With a big smile, Kathy positioned herself behind Roger’s ass, and brought the paddle down hard across one of his cheeks.  Roger immediately let out a loud cry, which thankfully was muffled by the penis gag in his mouth.

As Kathy continued to punish his ass with the paddle, Roger cried out louder and louder.  It was very obvious to me that Roger had never experienced any real punishment before.  Kathy probably had been rather easy on him, but that was now about to changed.

When Kathy finished with the paddle, she handed it back to me, and I put it back on the wall rack.  I then took a Cat-Of-Nine Tails Whip off the hook, and let Kathy examine it.

We went back over to where Troy was bound on the cross, and I showed her the proper way to use the whip.  First, I brought the whip down across Troy’s shoulder blades.  As the sting of the whip spread across his back, he cried out, and started to react to it.  I quickly brought the whip down once again, only this time across his ass.

I like to keep my victim in the dark (yes, pun is intended) when they are wearing a hood, so sometimes I brought the whip down across his back many times in succession, and at other times, I alternated the whip lashes between his ass and his back.  I never gave him a chance to prepare, and try to figure out where the whip would strike next.  By the time I was finished giving Troy twenty lashes, there were very pronounced rows of whip marks across his back and ass.

I explained to Kathy why I used the whip in the manner which I did, and then I handed it to her, so that she could duplicate on Roger what she just watched me do to Troy.

Kathy proved to be a very fast learner.  Her form with the whip was perfect, and I really liked how hard the lashes were as they came down across Roger’s back and ass.  It only took a few minutes before she had Roger screaming loud enough that we could hear him even with the gag in his mouth.  By the time that she was finished using the whip on him, he was sobbing and begging for mercy.

As Kathy handed the whip back to me, she looked a little shaken, and said “Do you think that maybe I should stop punishing him now.  I’ve never punished Roger like this before.  He’s not used to it, and I think that he is really crying”.

I led Kathy over to the other side of my Dungeon, so that I could talk with her, without any chance of the two slaves hearing what I had to say.

I placed my hand on her shoulder, and said “Kathy, you just said that Roger is not used to this kind of punishment.  That’s the number one reason why you need to expose him to it tonight.  You have to learn how to hurt him enough, without doing any permanent physical damage, so that he knows that you are capable of making him cry if he disobeys you, or does something which is totally unacceptable to you”.

“I am not only teaching you how to administer punishment to Roger tonight.  You are also teaching Roger what real punishment feels like.  He needs to know that you are capable of hurting him, if he gets out of line or disappoints you.  When you go home, you want him to remember what real discipline feels like, so that he’ll be a better slave for you.  You want him to understand that bad behavior will be punished, so that he tries his best at all times to obey and please you.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

Kathy smiled, gave me a hug and said “Once again, I know that you are right.  That’s why I am here, so that I can learn.  Ok teacher, what’s next?”

I grabbed her by the hand and led her over to the corner of my Dungeon where I keep my canes, and said quietly to her “This will be the last punishment tool that we use tonight, but it will be the most severe one.  You can really do damage to your slave with a cane, so you have to be careful where you strike him.  I only use the cane on Troy when he really gets out of line, and I only use it on his ass or the back of his thighs.  However, every woman should have a cane in her arsenal to discipline a disobedient partner”.

I picked out a rattan cane, stood behind Troy, and flicked the cane back and forth in the air so that Kathy could watch my wrist motion.  Even with a hood on, a slave recognizes that swishing sound that a cane makes, and I could see Troy’s body tense up against the beams of the cross.

I brought the cane down hard across Troy’s ass and he jumped against the restraints holding him to the cross, and cried out.  Since I was punishing Troy strictly for Kathy’s learning benefit, I limited the number of strokes to only five, but they were administered with my full force, and Troy was moaning from the punishment.  I ran my hand over Troy’s ass, and I showed Kathy how five rows of welts were immediately visible on Troy’s red ass.

As I handed her the cane, I said “Ok Mistress, it’s your turn!”

With a big smile, Kathy took the can, positioned herself behind Roger, and emulated the discipline which she had just watch me administer to Troy.

I had to smile to myself as I watched Kathy with the cane.  She was a natural disciplinarian, even if she hadn’t come to realize it yet.  The strokes of the cane which she gave to Roger were just as hard and severe as the ones that I had given to Troy.

Roger was screaming and begging by the time that Kathy finished with the five strokes, and handed the cane back to me.  I told her to go ahead and take the hood off of Roger, while I also removed Troy’s hood.

As soon as I removed the hood from Troy’s head, he thanked me for the punishment which I had given to him.  I gave him a kiss on his cheek, and I thanked him for allowing me to use him as a practice slave for Kathy’s benefit and training.

When Kathy got the hood off of Roger’s head, he was still whimpering and tears were running down his face.  I didn’t want to see him get into trouble so soon, so I said to him “Roger, is there something that you would like to say to Mistress Kathy?”

He realized what I was talking about, and in between his sobs, he said “Mistress Kathy, thank you for the punishment which you gave to me.   Kathy retrieved a Kleenex from the box on the bureau, wiped Roger’s face, and said “You are welcome slave.  Now you just remember what that punishment felt like.  The next time you even think about disobeying me, it will be even worse for you!”

***********


Final Note

I hope that you enjoyed the excerpt from my Novel “Male Chastity - The Complete Bundled Primer To Female Led Relationships”

I know that you’ll love the book once you have a chance to order it from Amazon.  If you have not read it yet, you should also check out:

“His Fall From Power”

It has done awesome on the Amazon Charts, and was nominated for the “Golden Flogger Award” for Best BDSM Novel of the year in 2014.  I was besieged by so many readers asking me to please put out a Sequel to “His Fall From Power”, that I recently released “His Fall From Power – Part II – Mistress Doreen and Slave Thomas”.  It is now available in both Kindle Format and also as a Beautiful Paperback.

You can read a sample of “His Fall From Power – Part II – Mistress Doreen and Slave Thomas” by clicking here.

As always, I thank you for your loyal following.  I would really appreciate it if you would please take a minute to leave a Review of the book you have just read, right now while the book is fresh in your mind.  I am always interested in hearing what you have to say, and it really helps me out. 

I want you to know that I am always available to receive any of your questions or comments about my Books or the new Deluxe Dungeon Suite at my Bed & Dungeon which is located in Pueblo, Colorado.

You can reach me by email at:

MistressBenay@outlook.com

For in-depth information on what I am currently doing, Gallery of Pictures, the Bed & Dungeon Inn, and my Book Blog visit my Website at:

www.MistressBenay.com

You can also follow me on Twitter @MistressBenay and also on FetLife (MistressBenay)
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