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When We Last Left Samantha and Brandon At Alisha’s Party …

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 seven 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.

The story now continues ….

A “First Time” For Sissy Slave Brandon

Alisha then turned to Samantha, and said “You are unbelievable.  When you rolled the dice to see how many strokes of the cane Brandi would receive, you rolled a twelve.  Now you roll a two.  Remind me to take you to the Mount Airy Casino with me the next time I go, and I’ll put my money on craps when you roll the dice.

Brandon couldn’t believe what he had just heard Alisha say.  No, it couldn’t be possible that his wife had rolled only a two with the dice, and that he was now expected to give Thomas a blow job.  He was immediately repulsed by the idea of being forced to suck another man’s cock.  He turned to Samantha, and said “Please Mistress Samantha, don’t make me do that.  I’ll do anything you want me to do, but please don’t make me suck his cock”.

Heather started laughing, and said to Samantha “Isn’t that so sweet.  Your slave didn’t have a problem when he thought that my slave might have to suck his cock, but now that the tables are turned, he says he can’t do it.  I can’t wait to see how much cum Tommie shots into Brandi’s mouth.  My slave should have quite a load after two months without an orgasm!”

With a big smile, Samantha said “Yes, you are right.  My sissy slave didn’t mind the idea of someone sucking his cock, so now, let him show us how well he can suck a cock!”

Heather went over to Thomas, and unlocked the handcuffs, releasing his wrist, and said “Ok Tommie, stand up, so I can remove your chastity tube, and let you have that orgasm you’ve been waiting for, over the last two months”.

When Thomas stood up, Heather removed his panties, and then using the key on her necklace, unlocked the padlock on his chastity tube, and removed it from his cock.  The second that the steel cage came off, Thomas’s cock sprung up into the air and became erect, celebrating the freedom from the chastity device.

When Samantha saw that Thomas had been locked into a Bon4 stainless steel chastity tube just like her husband, she said “I see that your slave has been wearing the same chastity tube which you sold me for Brandi”.

Heather smiled, and said “Yes, I only sell things which I personally use, and recommend”.

Jessica laughed, and said to Samantha “Heather is definitely telling you the truth when she says that.  She’s the one who also locked the Bon4 on my slave, Nicolette, at the request of the partners of the law firm, before I even married him”.

With a puzzled look on her face, Samantha turned to Jessica, and asked “Heather locked up your husband in a chastity tube at the law firm, before you married him?  There’s got to be some kind of a story there”.

Jessica chuckled, and said “Yes, there sure is.  You and I will have to get together for lunch, and I’ll tell you all about it”.

While the women were discussing chastity tubes, Brandon knelt there on the floor with his wrists handcuffed behind his back, staring at Thomas’s very hard and long cock, terrified by the idea that the women were going to make him actually suck it.  He still held out hope that Alisha and his wife were just scaring him, and that they wouldn’t really make him give Thomas a blow job.

Unfortunately for Brandon, he found out very quickly that he was not going to escape his fate, when Alisha said “Ok Tommie, sissy slave Brandi is all yours.  Go ahead and use his mouth, and get that orgasm that you have been waiting for”.

When Thomas placed his cock in front of Brandon’s mouth, and Brandon refused to open his mouth, Cynthia handed her braided whip to Heather, and said “Here, I am sure that you can convince this sissy slave to suck Tommie’s cock”.

Heather didn’t hesitate for a moment.  She brought the tentacles of the braided whip down hard across Brandon’s back, and said “You better start sucking my slave’s cock right now, or else I will turn your back into chopped meat!”

Without even waiting for a response from Brandon, Heather brought the whip down hard once again across his back, causing him to cry out loudly.  When he did, Thomas slipped his cock into Brandon’s mouth, grabbed a hold of his head, and started sliding his enormous hard-on in and out of Brandon’s mouth.  Thomas’s cock was so long and hard, that when it touched the back of Brandon’s throat, it caused him to gag.

As Thomas worked his cock in and out of Brandon’s mouth, all of the women gathered around, pulled out their phones, and started taking pictures.  Alisha said “Samantha, isn’t that an absolutely precious picture?  Your little sissy slave being forced to suck off Heather’s sissy slave”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Yes, these pictures are definitely priceless.  If Brandi should ever think about disobeying me, all I’ll have to do is threaten to put these pictures on the internet, or send them to his family members”.

All the women loved Samantha’s comment, and Jennifer said “Yes, your slave would be a fool to ever think about crossing you, knowing all the incriminating photos which you have in your possession”.

It didn’t take long at all before Thomas could feel himself getting close to releasing the pent up load of cum, which had been building up over the past two months.  Just as Thomas reached an explosive orgasm, he tightened his grip on Brandon’s head, and filled Brandon’s mouth with a gushing stream of hot cum.  His cock discharged the cum with such force, that Brandon could feel hot sticky semen shooting down the back of his throat.

Brandon started gagging from the voluminous amount of cum in his mouth, and he tried to pull his mouth off of Thomas’s cock, but was totally unsuccessful because of the grip which Thomas had on his head.

As soon as all the women saw Thomas shooting his load into Brandon’s mouth, they all started cheering, and some of them made comments to both sissy slaves.

Cynthia: “That’s the way Tommie.  Fill that little slut’s mouth with a nice big load of cum!”

Jessica: “Come on Brandi.  Show us how you swallow a big load of cum like that!”

Heather: “You’re doing a wonderful job Tommie.  Make sure that you enjoy it and totally empty your balls, because you won’t be getting another orgasm like that for quite a while!”

Samantha: “Ok Brandi.  Make me proud of you now.  Show everyone how well you eat Tommie’s cum, and how much you like it!”

Brandon definitely did not like the taste of Thomas’s cum in the least.  Not only was it bitter and salty, but it also smelled like bleach, and Brandon felt like he was going to throw up.

Once Brandon had finally swallowed every drop of Thomas’ cum, Thomas released his grip on Brandon’s head, and slid his cock out of his mouth.  Brandon didn’t throw up, like he thought he would, even though he had the acidic after taste of Thomas’s cum in his mouth.  Instead, he fell down onto the floor, with his wrists still handcuffed behind his back, and he began sobbing like a baby, totally humiliated by the act which he had just been forced to perform.

While Heather unlocked and removed the handcuffs, Samantha knelt down, and consoled Brandon, by saying “Brandi, you did very well, considering it was your first time sucking another slave’s cock.  I am very proud of you.  I am sure that the next time you suck a cock, it will be much easier for you!”

Samantha then told Brandon to get up off of the floor, and to go into the bathroom to freshen up, and to put his clothes back on.  While Brandon was in the bathroom, Alisha gave Samantha a big hug, and congratulated her on the way that she had handled her slave during the evening festivities.

“You handled him very firmly, and you did a great job of letting him know who the boss was.  I am so glad that you decided to come tonight, and I can’t wait for us to get together again.

When Brandon came out of the bathroom, dressed once again in his maid’s outfit, Samantha was ready to leave, so she had him get down on his knees, and kiss Alisha’s boots, to thank her for allowing him to serve during her party.

As Brandon kissed the tops of her beautiful thigh high boots, Alisha said “Brandi, you make sure that you do everything which your wonderful Mistress tells you to do.  If I hear any reports from your wife about bad behavior on your part, you can be sure that I will arrange a special punishment session for you with all of my Mistress friends here, which you will never forget.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

“Yes Mistress Alisha.  I understand thoroughly what you are saying”.

Samantha gave Alisha a hug, thanked her for everything, and then headed out to the car, with her slave following behind her.  As soon as Brandon sat down in the passenger seat of the car, he grimaced, and let out a loud moan.

Samantha smiled, and said “Yes Brandi, I figured that you wouldn’t be too thrilled about sitting down for a few days.  After seeing what your butt looked like by the time that Heather finished paddling you, and I caned you, I am surprised you can sit down on it at all.  You definitely better be on your best behavior, because I doubt that you would want to receive any more punishment for quite a while!”


Mistress Samantha Takes Her Sissy Slave Out Clubbing

It took quite a few days before Brandon’s butt healed enough to allow him to sit down without experiencing excruciating pain, after the punishment he endured at Alisha’s party.  In addition to the discomfort he experienced every time that he sat down, Brandon also found that he was in a constant state of frustration and horniness due to the chastity tube which was locked on his cock.  He had never gone so many weeks in his adult life without having a sexual release, and as each new day arrived, Brandon prayed that Samantha would take pity on him, and allow him to have an orgasm before the day was over.

As a result of his overwhelming need to have a release, Brandon went out of his way every day, to make sure that he did everything possible to please his wife, in the hope that she would reward him with that elusive orgasm, which he needed so badly.

As far as Samantha was concerned, she loved the new arrangement of having Brandon as her sissy slave, and loved keeping him frustrated sexually.  The hornier he got, the more submissive he became.  Not only did she no longer have to do any chores around the house when she came home from work, but she also enjoyed the added benefits of having great meals waiting for her, and a willing tongue available at all times to clean her high heels, and to give her oral pleasure, whenever she desired it.

On the Wednesday after she had attended Alisha’s party, Samantha was somewhat surprised when she received a call one afternoon from Cynthia Williams.

“Hi Samantha, how are you today?”

“I am just fine Cynthia, it’s so very nice to hear from you”.

“Listen Samantha, it was so very nice meeting you at the party last week.  Alisha and I were just kicking around the idea about taking our slaves out to dinner at a night club this coming Saturday night, and we were wondering if you have taken your husband out in public yet, with him dressed up as your sissy slave?”

Samantha laughed, and said “No Cynthia.  That’s not something that I have done yet with Brandi”.

“Well, if you think that you would like to give it a try, Alisha and I would love to have you join us and our slaves Saturday night.  I am sure that you will have a good time”.

Samantha thought about it for a moment, wondering how Brandon would react if she took him out in public, dressed in feminine attire, and then she said to herself “What the hell, it probably would be fun to see how her dressed up sissy slave would react out in public.  Yes, a little public humiliation would probably be good for Brandon.  It would make him even more submissive”.

“I think that would be a lot of fun Cynthia.  I would love to join you and Alisha and your slaves on Saturday night”.

“Great, why don’t you meet us at Woody’s Night Club on South 13th Street in Philly around 7 pm on Saturday night.  I’ll text the address to you, and if you get a chance, check out their website.  Alisha and I picked that place out specifically, since they cater to the gay and transgender crowd in the city.  They also have a great Tex-Mex menu.  We thought we could really have some fun with our slaves there”.

“Ok, I’ll plan on bringing Brandi, and meet you and Alisha there on Saturday night.  Thanks so much for thinking about me”.

When Samantha got off the phone with Cynthia, she smiled to herself, just thinking about how Brandon was going to respond when he found out that his wife was taking him out to a night club with two other couples, while he was dressed as Brandi, and also how humiliating it would be for him, when he found out that most of the other patrons at the restaurant were gay.

On Friday afternoon, Samantha left the office a little earlier than she normally did, because she wanted to make a stop to pick something up, before heading home.  She had given some thought as to what she wanted Brandon to wear to the night club on Saturday night, and she decided to pay another visit to the Passional Boutique on South Street in Philly.  She found just what she was looking for, and she couldn’t wait to see her sissy slave put it on when he got dressed on Saturday.

Samantha didn’t mention a word to Brandon about their plans, until Saturday morning after breakfast, when she said “Brandi, I need you to make sure that you do a good job of shaving your body today.  We are going out tonight with some of my Mistress friends and their slaves to a night club.  Since it is a special occasion, I bought you something new to wear, so that you will look your best tonight.

Brandon was caught off guard by Samantha’s comment, and said “Mistress, would it be permissible for me to ask where we are going?”

Samantha smiled, and said “Yes Brandi.  We are going to a night club in Philadelphia tonight with Mistress Alisha and Mistress Cynthia, along with their slaves”.

Brandon was quite shocked to hear that his wife planned on taking him out in public, dressed as her sissy slave, but he also knew that there was nothing that he could do about it, since Samantha had already made up her mind.  The rest of the day, as he went about his chores, Brandon was a nervous wreck, worrying about how people in the club were going to react when they saw him dressed up in female attire.

When it was time to get ready to go out, Brandon took his shower, and made sure that he completely removed all the hair from his body.  When he was finished, he reported naked to Samantha, so that she could inspect the job which he had done.

As she ran her hands all over his arms, chest, and legs, Samantha said “Very good Brandi.  Just what I like to see, a nice smooth hair free body, and I am also glad to see that you have been keeping the polish on your toenails looking fresh and attractive”.

Then Samantha went and retrieved a box out of her closet, and handed it to Brandon, saying “Brandi, here’s your outfit for tonight.  It’s an Exclusive Slimline Contour Dress, which has an accentuated bust line, which will make you look very alluring.  You’ll be wearing this tonight, along with your black Foxxy wig, your black fishnet stockings, and your black patent leather Vanity Locking Pumps”.

When Brandon took the sexy short black dress out of the box, and held it up, he saw that it was designed to be very tight and form fitting.  Unfortunately, he realized that it would also garner a lot of unwanted attention from everyone who saw him in the club.  He thanked his wife for buying him such a beautiful dress, and then hesitantly, he asked Samantha a question.

“Mistress Samantha, do I really have to wear the Vanity Locking Pumps when we go out tonight?  Since the heels are so high, the pumps can get very uncomfortable, and if my feet should hurt, I won’t be able to take them off, if they are locked around my ankles”.

Samantha laughed, and said “You, silly slave.  That’s exactly why I want you to wear them.  I don’t want you to be able to take your shoes off until we get home tonight, and then maybe I’ll unlock the padlocks.  Now, go get ready.  We need to leave here in about an hour”.

As Brandon, picked up the box with the dress, and started walking out of the bedroom to go get dressed, Samantha said “Brandi, I am glad that you like that dress.  I’ll just add the cost to what you owe me already, and take it out of your weekly allowance”

Samantha then looked in her closet, and picked out her own outfit for the evening.  She decided to wear an outfit, which had cost her a fortune, and which she had been saving for a special occasion.  Since she would be exposing Brandi to the public for the very first time, Samantha figured that the evening at the night club qualified as a special occasion.

When Samantha was dressed, and came out of the bedroom, Brandon was putting the finishing touches on his make-up, and was just about ready to go.  When he saw his wife, his eyes almost popped out of his head, and his chastity tube quickly became uncomfortable.  Samantha was wearing a Salma Hayek black kid leather halter top, with a broad cleavage neckline, which showcased the little gold key hanging from her necklace.  Her perfectly proportioned thighs and long legs were encased in a pair of tight black soft kid leather pants, and she looked so sexy and dangerous in her black pumps with the five inch stiletto heels.

When he was finally able to speak, Brandon said “Mistress Samantha, you look absolutely stunning in that outfit”.

“Well, thank you very much Brandi, you look quite sexy yourself in that new dress.  Looking like that, you probably will have to fight off all the gay guys tonight who want to take you home”.

Brandon was quite troubled by Samantha’s comment, and asked “Mistress Samantha, what makes you think that there will be gay men at the night club we are going to?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandi, according to Cynthia, the night club we are going to, caters primarily to gays and transgender individuals, so it’s a good bet that some of them will make a move on you tonight.  You should have a lot of fun!”

Brandon had been very apprehensive earlier in the day about going out in public, made up and dressed as a female, but after Samantha told him what type of night club they were going to, he was now absolutely terrified.  He wanted to discuss the situation further with Samantha, but before he could even say a word, she said “Ok Brandi, let’s get going.  I am sure that this will be a memorable evening for you”.

When Samantha and Brandon arrived at Woody’s, Alisha and Cynthia were already there with their slaves, Robert and Tony, and they had secured a table for six.  Even though it was still early, the music was booming throughout the club, and there were already quite a few people out on the dance floor.

Alisha, was wearing a black latex jumpsuit with a plunging neckline, and black leather ankle boots, while Cynthia looked fantastic in a tight red leather dress, black hose, and red pumps with stiletto heels.  Both women immediately stood up, and greeted Samantha with a big hug, and Alisha said “I am so glad that you were able to come tonight Samantha”.  Then looking at Brandon, she said “And I must say that your sissy slave looks absolutely stunning in that outfit”.

Samantha thanked Alisha, and said “Yes, doesn’t Brandi look quite sexy?  I stopped at Passional yesterday, and bought that dress specifically for him to wear tonight”.

Alisha laughed, and said “Well, I am sure that a lot of the patrons here will have their eyes on your sissy slave tonight”.

Brandon was not only dismayed to hear Alisha’s comment, but he was also unhappy to see that he was the only one of the three slaves at the table, who was dressed in feminine attire.  Neither Robert or Tony were dressed up as sissy slaves, like they were, the last time that Brandon had saw them at Alisha’s party.  Both men this evening wore black t-shirts and very tight jeans, which made the bulge of their chastity tubes very evident.  The only outward evidence of their submissive status was the black leather slave collars, which were locked around their necks.

As soon as Samantha and Brandon sat down at the table, Cynthia waved down a waitress who took everyone’s drink order, and then Alisha told the three men that they did not need to even bother looking at the menu, since the Mistresses would take care of ordering for their slaves.

After conferring among themselves, the three women decided that they would order an assortment of chicken, steak, and spinach wraps for everyone, and Alisha placed the meal order when the waitress returned with their drinks.

After the food arrived, the three men sat there quietly eating their meal, without saying a word, while the women had a lively discussion about everything from the latest current events, to the best methods for humiliating and disciplining disobedient slaves.

It was during that discussion, that Samantha said to Alisha and Cynthia “I see that you didn’t make your slaves dress up in female attire tonight like Brandi, and I was wondering if there was a specific reason why they are not dressed like sissies?”

Both Alisha and Cynthia smiled, and then Alisha said “Yes, there sure is.  We haven’t told Robert and Tony yet, so now is as good a time as any to let them know what we have planned for this evening.  Normally, the service which both of our slaves provide to us is impeccable.  That was not the case however this past week, because both Cynthia and I were very disappointed with the level of service which we received from our two slaves at home.  In our opinion, neither Robert or Tony were very attentive to our needs”.

“That’s why we decided to take them to this particular club tonight.  So as to punish them properly for their poor performance this past week, we plan on turning Robert and Tony over to a couple of the toughest gay Masters who frequent this club, and you can be sure, that we will give those Masters carte blanche permission to do whatever they want with our slaves for the rest of the weekend.  Hopefully, that will be a brutal wake up call for both Robert and Tony, and make them appreciate Cynthia and I a lot more.  I would expect that after being used as sex toys by the Masters for a day or two, we will see a tremendous improvement in both Robert and Tony’s behavior and performance, when they return home to us”.

Both Robert and Tony had a look of total shock and horror on their faces, when they heard what Alisha told Samantha, and both of them immediately tried to apologize to their Mistresses.  Cynthia however, held up her hand, and said “Don’t even try.  Don’t waste your breathe.  Neither Alisha or I are interested in hearing apologies from you now.  We’ve already made our decision!”

Samantha was in absolute awe of the two ladies at her table, and she was very impressed by the way that they handled their slaves.  Brandon, on the other hand, couldn’t believe that, before the evening was over, poor Robert and Tony were going to be turned over to gay Masters for the rest of the weekend.  He didn’t even want to think about what was probably going to happen to the two men sitting at the table with him, while they were under the control of gay Masters.  Brandon couldn’t even envision how he would handle it, if Samantha ever did something like that to him.

During the rest of the meal, the three men were completely quiet, obviously reflecting on the big announcement which Alisha had made earlier.

After everyone was finished with their meal, and the waitress had cleared the dishes off of the table, she went and got everyone a refill on their drinks.  At that point, Cynthia stood up, looked at Tony, and said “Well, I am ready to do some dancing now slave.  Let’s go show you off to all of the Masters who are here tonight, and find one who is interested in you”.

Tony immediately stood up, and followed Cynthia out onto the dance floor.  A few seconds later, Alisha looked at Robert, and said “Ok slave, let’s go have some fun, and see who wants to take you home tonight”.  Robert dutifully followed Alisha out onto the dance floor also.

At that point, Samantha stood up, turned to Brandon, and said “Ok Brandi, time for you to show me your dance moves.  Let’s go!”.

Brandon hesitantly got up out of his chair and followed Samantha out onto the dance floor, which was now jam packed with couples dancing to a very upbeat tune. As they stepped out onto the dance floor, Brandon noticed that everyone was consciously looking at them, and making comments.  While he hoped that people were commenting about his beautiful leather clad wife, he knew that he was probably the one who was garnering the attention of the crowd.

In his younger days, Brandon had considered himself to be a pretty good dancer, but he quickly found out that trying to dance in a tight dress and high heel stilettos was completely different than anything that he had ever done before.  As he gyrated to the music, and tried to keep up with Samantha, Brandon soon found out that his feet started to ache terribly after dancing to a few songs.  He also realized that there was nothing he could do about his situation, since the straps of his high heel pumps were locked around his ankles with padlocks.

After dancing to five consecutive tunes, Samantha finally took pity on Brandon, and allowed him to follow her off of the dance floor, and return to the table to rest and have a drink.  Shortly thereafter, Alisha and Cynthia returned to the table, without Robert or Tony.  As soon as they sat down, both Alisha and Cynthia complimented Samantha on what an attractive picture, she and Brandi had portrayed out there on the dance floor.

Samantha thanked the two women for the compliment, and then she asked “Where are Robert and Tony?  Did you lose them out there on the dance floor?”

Both Alisha and Cynthia laughed, and then Cynthia said “Yes, I guess you could say that.  Actually, we ran into a couple of experienced Masters who we had met a few weeks ago at a COP Meeting, and they were just thrilled when we told them that we wanted to turn our two slaves over to them for the rest of the weekend”.

Samantha just shook her head, and said “Wow, I am impressed.  You both do what you say, and you don’t waste any time!”

About ten minutes later, while the three women were engaged in a lively conversation, and Brandon sat there quietly, a very tall, good looking, and muscular male, who appeared to be in his thirties, and someone who obviously spent quite a bit of time in the gym, came over to the table, and said “Good evening ladies.  Please excuse my intrusion, but I just had to come over, and let you know that I think that you are the three sexiest women in the club this evening.  In fact, I would more accurately have to say that you three ladies are the sexiest women I have ever seen in this club”.

While the three women smiled from ear to ear, and basked in the glow of the stranger’s comments, Brandon stared him down, with almost a look of contempt in his eyes.

The attractive stranger then turned to Samantha, and said “Hi, my name is Jason Saunders, and I must say that you look absolutely stunning in that outfit.  Could I possibly have the honor of dancing with you?”

Samantha smiled, and said “Well Jason, thank you very much for the nice compliment.  Actually, I’d prefer to just sit for a while, and enjoy my drink, but I am sure that my sissy slave Brandi here would just love to get back out on the floor, and dance with you, if that type of thing rings your bell”.

Jason hesitated answering for a moment, and looked at Brandon, because he was somewhat caught off guard by Samantha’s forthright approach, but then he said “Well, to be honest, I must admit that I do swing both ways, and your slave is definitely very attractive.  If you would prefer that I dance with Brandi, then I will be glad to oblige you”.

Samantha smiled at Jason’s comment, and said “Yes, it would please me greatly to have you dance with Brandi”.

Then turning to Brandon, Samantha said “Brandi, what are you waiting for?  Don’t make this nice gentleman wait any longer.  Get out there on the dance floor with him right now!”

Brandon was not happy at all that Samantha was forcing him to dance with someone who had just told her that he was bisexual, but Brandon also knew that he had no choice in the matter, so he followed Jason back out onto the dance floor. 

To add to Brandon’s vexation, just as they stepped out onto the floor, a slow dance tune started.  Jason wrapped his arm around Brandon’s waist, pulled him up tight against his body, and started moving him across the dance floor.  While Brandon felt very awkward, in the clutches of another male, he realized however, that the clientele of this particular night club probably saw nothing unusual at all about him, cross dressed as a sexy female, dancing with another male.

While Jason held Brandon tightly, and guided him around the dance floor, Samantha, Alisha, and Cynthia watched with amusement, and then Cynthia said “Oh, how sweet.  What a cute looking couple, and what a contrast there is between that big hunk of a man, and your little sissy slave!”

Samantha laughed, and said “Yes, you are right about that.  Looking at the two of them on the dance floor, that is quite a contrast.  I would assume that Jason would have a lot of fun with Brandi, if I should decide to allow it”.

Alisha smiled, and said “Oh, I am sure that big boy would definitely know what to do with a sissy like Brandi”.  Then, a moment later, she said “At the same time however, I would also bet that you could possibly have some real fun with Jason.  Judging from the way that he is built, and from the bulge in those tight jeans of his, I would surmise that he has the necessary equipment for properly pleasing a woman!”

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh Alisha, you are so bad.  Don’t tempt me.  I am getting wet, just thinking about taking that man home, and seeing what he is capable of!”

“I’m bad?  Hah – Let me remind you that I am not the married woman here!”

When there was a break in the music, Jason and Brandon returned to the table, and not a minute too soon as far as Brandon was concerned.  His feet were absolutely killing him from dancing in the high heels, and he couldn’t wait to sit down and rest.  With a bow of his head, Jason said to Samantha “Thank you very much for allowing me to dance with your slave”.

Samantha said “Oh, you are quite welcomed”.  Then, with a devious smile, she said “Jason, why don’t you sit down, and join us for a drink”.

Jason thanked Samantha for the invitation.  Then she stood up for a moment, indicating that she wanted him to slide into the booth between her and Brandon.  When he did, Samantha flagged down the waitress, and had her take Jason’s drink order, and at the same time, she also ordered refills on everyone else’s drinks.

As soon as Jason had taken a sip of his drink, Samantha decided to do a little probing, and see what she could find out about the hunk of a man sitting next to her.  She started the conversation innocently enough by asking “So Jason, where do you live, what do you do for a living, and are you married?”

Jason told Samantha that he had an apartment at the Park Towne Place on the Benjamin Franklin Parkway, and that he was a stockbroker with a prominent securities firm in Philadelphia.  He also told her that he was not married.  He indicated that he just had not found the right partner yet, and was enjoying the life of a bachelor, now that he was earning a pretty substantial income at the brokerage house.

Pleased with Jason’s first three answers, and the fact that he was obviously earning a pretty nice income due to the fact that he lived at a prestigious address, Samantha then asked “Do you come to this club often?”

“I usually come here about twice a month”.

“You must like this place then?”

“Yes, I like the atmosphere, the food, the music, and the friendly people who I always meet here”.

Just as he was starting to feel relaxed answering Samantha’s questions, she then caught him off guard when she asked “So Jason, do you usually pick up a man or a woman when you come here to the club?”

After a slight hesitation, Jason said “It varies.  I guess I would have to say that it depends on my mood, and who I meet, and how attracted I am to someone on any specific night”.

All three women laughed, and Alisha asked “So Jason, what kind of mood are you in tonight?  Are you desiring a cock or a pussy?”

Jason turned bright red, and just about choked on his drink, when he heard Alisha’s question.

Samantha chuckled, and said “Wow Alisha.  Now that’s cutting through all the small talk, and getting right to the bottom line”.

Cynthia laughed, and said “No one has ever accused my partner of beating around the bush.  No pun intended!”

Samantha then put her hand on Jason’s crotch, felt his sizable cock which was bulging against his tight jeans, and she immediately felt it get even harder against the pressure of her hand.  She then asked “So Jason, what’s the answer to my friend’s question?  Would you prefer to make love to me, or would you rather play around with my sissy slave?”

You could have heard a pin drop at the table, as Jason took a gulp of his drink, and then after a slight hesitation said “Your sissy slave is very attractive, but I would feel like I died and went to heaven if I was able to make love to someone as beautiful as you!”

“Good answer Jason, but what makes you think that I would even consider having sex with you?”

“I would hope that you might realize that someone like myself could please you sexually a lot better than your sissy slave can”.

Then turning to Brandon, Jason said “Sorry Brandi, no offense intended, but I did feel that chastity tube which is locked on your cock, when we were dancing earlier, so I can only guess that this wonderful Mistress of yours has not gotten much pleasure from whatever is between your legs”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Well Jason, I can see that you are very perceptive.  Yes, Brandi doesn’t have much to offer me as far as his cock is concerned.  His little penis has been locked up in that chastity tube for almost two months now.  I do receive a fair amount of pleasure however, by keeping Brandi’s mouth and tongue busy”.

Then tightening her grip on Jason’s cock, while at the same time, leaning over, and placing her mouth very close to his ear, Samantha said “I can see that you, on the other hand, have a lot more to offer me, if I should be in the mood for a big cock tonight!”

Brandon couldn’t believe his ears.  He wanted to crawl under the table when he heard what his wife said to Jason.  Surely, she couldn’t be serious about possibly having sex with the strapping man who was sitting next to him.  No, after thinking about it for a minute, Brandon was sure that Samantha was just tormenting him with her flirtatious behavior and comments.

Just then the music started up once again, so Samantha grabbed Jason’s hand, and said “Let’s go dance, and we can discuss in more detail what you have to offer me in the pleasure department”.

As Samantha and Jason slid out of the booth, Alisha and Cynthia grabbed their purses, and got up from the table.  They both gave Samantha a hug, and Alisha said “Now that we know that Robert and Tony are in capable hands, we’re going to head home.  You have yourself a great night, and make sure that you let us know if anything interesting should happen between you and Jason”.

Samantha thanked Alisha and Cynthia for having invited her to the club, and she told them that she would definitely let them know if something significant developed between her and Jason. Then, while Brandon sat at the table by himself sipping his drink, Samantha and Jason went out onto the dance floor, and began dancing to a slow love ballad.

Over the next fifteen minutes, Brandon, painfully watched as his wife and Jason were locked in a tight embrace as they danced, and talked.  He was not happy at all to see that Samantha’s face was pressed up tightly against Jason’s, while they danced, talked, and shared many a laugh together.  Brandon was especially distraught when he saw their lips meet in a long passionate kiss, while they held each other tightly.  Even though, Brandon detested the sight of his beautiful wife in the arms of another man, he also realized that his cock was betraying his feelings, by fighting to get hard, and pressing up against the bars of his steel chastity tube.    

When Samantha and Jason finally came off of the dance floor, and returned to the table, Brandon expected them to sit back down in the booth, but he was surprised, when Samantha picked up her purse, and said “Ok Brandi, time for us to go home, and have some fun”.

She then took a pen and notepad out of her purse, wrote something on a piece of paper, and handed it to Jason, and said “Here’s my address.  If you’re serious about making love to me, and you think that you are man enough to please me, then I’ll expect you at my home in about an hour.  Don’t disappoint me!”

As Samantha drove back to her home in Cherry Hill, Brandon was filled with mixed emotions about what had taken place at the night club, and after much deliberation, he finally mustered up enough courage to ask “Mistress Samantha, I do not mean to be disrespectful, but may I be so bold as to ask whether you really invited that Jason fellow to our house, or did you just do that so as to make me worry?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh Brandi, you are a silly slave.  Oh course, I invited Jason to come over to the house tonight.  I wasn’t about to pass up the opportunity to take a look at that big cock of his, and to see what kind of pleasure I can get from it.  In fact, I am getting very wet right now, just thinking about what we are going to do when he comes over to the house”.

Choked up, and almost in tears, Brandon said “But Mistress Samantha, I am your husband.  If you are in the mood for making love, then please give me a chance to please you”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandi, I thought that I already made it perfectly clear, and that you understood that I no longer consider you to be my husband.  You are my sissy slave now, and as my slave, you should be concerned at all times about my happiness and satisfaction.  You do want me to be happy and satisfied, don’t you?”

“Yes Mistress Samantha, you know that I do”.

“Well, then in that case, since your little cock is locked up in that chastity tube, and can’t offer me much pleasure, you should be glad that I have this opportunity for a real man to possibly give me the pleasure which I desire.  You wouldn’t want to deny me the chance to be pleased and satisfied, would you?”

Brandon sat there quietly, and after waiting for a response which didn’t come, Samantha said “Brandi, I asked you a question, and I am waiting for your answer!”

Finally, struggling to say the words, Brandon said “No Mistress Samantha.  I would not want to deny you the opportunity to be satisfied”.

Samantha reached over, patted Brandon’s leg, and said “I didn’t think so.  I am glad that you understand your role as my sissy slave”.


Something New For Mistress Samantha

Even after the conversation which he had with Samantha on the way home, Brandon kept hoping that his wife was really just tormenting him, and that she was not serious about having sex with Jason.

Those hopes however, were quickly destroyed when their front door bell rang about thirty minutes after they arrived home, and Samantha instructed Brandon to go and answer the door.

When he opened the door, Jason stood there smiling, and said “Hi Brandi.  So nice to see you again so soon.  I believe that your Mistress is expecting me”.

Brandon stood back, allowed Jason to enter the foyer, and then in a rather rude manner, Brandon pointed down the hall, indicating to Jason that Samantha was in the living room.  Brandon then followed him down the hall.

As soon as Jason walked into the living room, Samantha jumped up off of the couch, embraced him tightly, and gave him a long passionate kiss.  When their lips finally parted, she smiled, and said “I am so glad that you decided to take me up on my offer”.

“I would have had to be insane to not take advantage of an offer like that from such a sexy and beautiful woman like you!”

Samantha turned to Brandon, and said “Brandi, don’t just stand there.  Go pour a glass of White Merlot for both Jason and I, and bring it to us right away!”

With his head hung low in disbelief, Brandon went into the kitchen, poured the two glasses of wine, and brought them into the living room.  As soon as Brandon handed the wine to Samantha and Jason, she lifted her glass up, clinked it against Jason’s glass, and said “To a memorable and pleasurable evening for both of us!”

Then turning to Brandon, Samantha said “Brandi, you may go into my bedroom, remove your dress, and wait for us on your knees by the bed”.

Brandon turned on his heels, went down to Samantha’s bedroom, and removed his dress.  After putting the dress up on a hanger, he got down onto his knees, wearing only his lingerie and heels, and waited by the bed, as he had been instructed to do.

As he knelt there by the bed, Brandon wondered why his wife wanted him present in the bedroom, if she was really going to engage in love making with Jason.  Then, he was horrified when he realized that Samantha most likely planned on further humiliating him by making him watch her and Jason engage in their love making activities.

While on one hand, Brandon detested the idea of Jason making love to Samantha, he also was obviously excited by it, because his cock started straining against the bars of his chastity tube, the more Brandon thought about what his wife planned to do.

While Brandon continued kneeling there for almost a half hour without any sign of Samantha or Jason, he wondered what they were doing in the living room.  At first, he thought that maybe they were just talking, but after straining to listen, and hearing no voices in the other room, he realized that they were doing something other than talking.

The reason that Brandon couldn’t hear any sounds coming from the living room was because Samantha and Jason’s mouths were passionately fused together, while their tongues were entwined in one long kiss after another.  As they kissed, Jason gently ran his hand all over Samantha’s leather covered breasts, while she caressed the raging hard-on which was waiting to be released from his tight jeans.

When she finally couldn’t stand the foreplay any longer, and was anxious to wrap her hand around Jason’s big cock, Samantha said “I am soaked between my legs, and it’s obvious that your cock is straining against your jeans.  Let’s go to my bedroom, and see how well you can please me”.

As soon as they entered Samantha’s bedroom, Jason removed his shirt, exposing an exquisitely sculptured chest, and a perfect set of muscular biceps.  Samantha couldn’t help but smile at the contrast between Jason’s ‘Charles Atlas’ body and Brandon’s smaller and scrawnier build.  Even Brandon felt totally intimidated, when he looked up, and saw Jason’s bare upper torso.

Samantha went over to the drawer in her bureau, took out a pair of leather wrist cuffs and a pair of leather ankle cuffs, along with two padlocks, and ordered Brandon to place his arms behind his back.

As soon as Brandon placed his arms behind his back, Samantha handed the cuffs and locks to Jason, and said “Jason, would you be a sweetheart, and lock these on Brandi’s wrists and ankles for me”.

Jason didn’t hesitate for a second.  He locked Brandon’s wrists together behind his back with the cuffs, and then locked the other pair around Brandon’s ankles.

Samantha then handed Jason a length of rope, and had him connect the ring on Brandon’s wrist cuffs to the ring on the ankle cuffs.  Once Jason had tied and knotted the rope tightly between the two sets of cuffs, Brandon’s wrists were touching his ankles, and there definitely was no way that he could get up off of his knees.

After Samantha pulled on the rope, and was confident that her sissy slave wasn’t able to move from his hog tied position, she said “Well Brandi, are you feeling helpless now?”

Brandon nodded, and said “Yes Mistress.  I am also quite uncomfortable.  I think that Jason tightened up the rope too much”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh you, poor baby.  What makes you think that you were supposed to be comfortable?”

Then Samantha ran her hands over Jason’s bare chest, and said “Thank you.  You did a very nice job restraining Brandi.  You might be a natural Master”.

Jason pulled Samantha close to him, and as he kissed her neck, he said “Oh, I can assure you that I have had some practice immobilizing slaves”.

Samantha rubbed Jason’s crotch, and said “Great, I am glad to hear that.  Now why don’t you slip out of those jeans, so that I can see what else you have had practice doing”.

When Jason kicked off his loafers, and removed his jeans, his cock immediately sprung out hard and erect in front of him, since he wasn’t wearing any underwear.

Samantha placed her hand on his massive member, and said “So, I see that you like to go commando”.

Jason smiled, and said “Yes, I like to be ready, in case an opportunity presents itself”.

“Well then, why don’t you just use my slave, and warm up that beautiful joystick of yours, while I get out of these clothes.  Just don’t shoot your load in Brandi’s mouth, because I want to feel all of your cum in my pussy later”.

Jason didn’t need any further invitation.  He sat down on the end of the bed, placed his cock in front of Brandon’s face, and said “Ok Brandi, you heard your Mistress”.

When Brandon refused to open his mouth, Jason said “Looks like your slave here wants to play difficult”.

Samantha shook her head, grabbed a pair of cloverleaf nipple clamps, and handed them to Jason, saying “Here, use these, and I’ll bet that Brandi will become a lot more cooperative!”

As soon as Jason snapped the clamps onto Brandon’s nipples, he let out a loud cry, and when he did, Jason slipped his cock into Brandon’s mouth.

Jason pulled on the chain attached to the nipple clamps, and said “Ok Brandi, show me how much you like sucking cock!”

While Brandon knelt there helplessly bound, Jason slid his enormous cock in and out of Brandon’s mouth, and Brandon stared in disbelief at the size of Jason’s cock.  It was so long and hard, that the tip of it pounded against the back of Brandon’s throat, without Jason even inserting the full length of his penis into Brandon’s mouth.

When Samantha finished getting undressed, she climbed up onto the bed, patted the quilt, and said to Jason “Ok lover, I think that Brandi has had enough of that beautiful cock.  It’s my turn now!”

Jason pulled his cock out of Brandon’s mouth, then rolled onto the bed, tightly embracing Samantha, while his lips met hers.  While they kissed for the longest time, Samantha lowered her hand down onto Jason’s cock, wrapped her fingers around it, and said “Wow, I’m glad to see that it’s even bigger now than it was five minutes ago”.

Jason placed his hand between Samantha’s legs, slipped two of his fingers into her pussy, and said “I’m also glad to see that your pussy is dripping wet in anticipation!”

Samantha laid back onto the bed, spread her legs, and said “Well, then don’t make me wait any longer.  Let me feel that wonderful cock inside of me”.

As Jason began working his cock into Samantha’s pussy, she actually began to wonder if she would be able to take the full length of his member inside of her, or whether it would split her open.  Not only was it the longest cock to ever penetrate her, but also the extremely wide girth of Jason’s penis, immediately began sending waves of pleasure throughout her body, as it pressed against the walls of her pussy.

Prior to marrying Brandon, Samantha had enjoyed a fair number of lovers while in college, and she had sampled a variety of different cocks.  But never before, had she ever made love with anyone who possessed a cock as thick and as long as Jason’s.

In no time at all, Jason had Samantha moaning loudly, as he slid his cock in and out of her pussy, while he sucked on her beautiful ample breasts.

As Brandon knelt there on the floor besides the bed, he promised himself that he would not watch his wife making love to another man.  But he couldn’t help himself, and his eyes were soon drawn to the action on the bed, when Samantha started screaming out “Oh my God!  Yes, Jason.  Oh Jason, screw me harder!  Yes, give me all of your big cock!”

Once Jason started pumping his cock harder and faster into Samantha’s pussy, it only took a few seconds before she dug her fingernails into his back, and screamed out, as she enjoyed the most explosive orgasm, which she had ever experienced in her life.

At that very moment, Jason also reached his climax, and began shooting stream after stream of cum non-stop into Samantha’s pussy.  She couldn’t believe the force with which Jason’s semen bombarded the walls of her pussy.  It was a totally new feeling, unlike anything which she had ever experienced before during sex.  She felt like her entire pussy was being filled up with her lover’s cum.

When both Samantha and Jason came down from the incredible high of their orgasms, they laid there on the bed, cuddling with each other, and basking in the glow of the remarkable pleasure which they both had enjoyed.

After having all of the tension and sexual energy drained from their bodies, Samantha and Jason fell asleep in each other’s arms within a few minutes, while Brandon continued to kneel there helplessly bound by the side of the bed.  His arms and legs were killing him due to the tight hogtie position he had been forced into, and his nipples were totally numb from the clamps which were still tightly attached to his nipples.

About an hour or so later, Samantha and Jason woke up, and when Samantha saw Brandon kneeling there by the side of the bed, she said “Oh Brandi, are you still here?”

Then with a big smile, she said “Yes, I guess you weren’t exactly in a position which allowed you to move very far.  Were you?”

Then when Samantha looked down at her slave, she noticed that a long strand of pre-cum was hanging from the end of Brandon’s chastity tube, and she said “Well, well.  It looks like my little sissy slave got very excited watching his Mistress make love to a real man.  Is that what happened Brandi?”

Without directly answering her question, Brandon said “Please Mistress Samantha.  I need a release so badly.  It has been so long.  Could you please unlock the chastity tube, and allow me to come?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Yes, I guess it has been quite a while since you had your last orgasm.  I’ll tell you what slave.  If you can give me a great orgasm with that mouth and tongue of yours right now, then I will consider allowing you to have an orgasm of your own tonight.  Is that a deal slave?”.

“Oh yes Mistress Samantha.  I’ll do whatever it takes to please you, in order to earn a release”.

Samantha then threw her legs over the edge of the bed, and as she sat there, she pulled Brandon’s head down between her legs, and said “Ok Brandi, here’s your chance.  Show me how much you want an orgasm tonight!”

Brandon immediately brought his mouth up against Samantha’s pussy, but as soon as he slipped his tongue into her vagina, he realized, from the taste and smell, that it was totally filled with a voluminous amount of cum which Jason had expended during his orgasm.

While Brandon, under normal circumstances, loved providing oral worship to his wife, this time however, he quickly drew his tongue back out of her pussy, when he realized that it was totally filled with Jason’s semen.

Samantha noticed the hesitation on Brandon’s part, and asked “Brandi, is there a problem?  Did you decide that you don’t really want to enjoy your own orgasm tonight?”

At that point, Jason leaned over the edge of the bed, and said “Come on Brandi.  You’re not going to pass up the opportunity to worship and clean this beautiful lady’s pussy, are you?”

Brandon had mixed emotions about what he was being asked to do.  While he desperately wanted his wife to grant him a release from the chastity tube, and allow him to have an orgasm, he also was repulsed by the idea of having to clean Jason’s cum out of Samantha’s pussy.

Brandon finally realized that if he didn’t take advantage of Samantha’s offer, then there was no way of even knowing the next time that his wife might consider allowing him to have a release.  In desperate need of a release, Brandon closed his eyes, slipped his tongue into Samantha’s pussy and began licking out the gooey mixture of his wife’s love juices and Jason’s cum, while he gently sucked on her clit.  He felt like he was going to gag, but he continued to swallow every drop of the milky substance which his tongue licked out of Samantha’s pussy.

As Brandon’s tongue furiously worked its way in and out of Samantha’s pussy, she laid back on the bed.  Jason began caressing her breasts, and then he slipped his tongue into her mouth, arousing her even further.  In a matter of minutes, Samantha’s entire body tensed up, she began moaning loudly, and another massive orgasm spread from her toes to her head.

When Samantha finally regained her composure, she sat up, removed the clamps from Brandon’s nipples, and brought her mouth down to his chest, and began flicking her tongue over each of his nipples.  Brandon cried out in anguish from the pain he experienced, as the blood rushed back into his nipples which had been tightly clamped for so long.

When the pain subsided, Brandon looked up at Samantha, and asked “Mistress, did I please you properly?  Will you please allow me to come now?”

Samantha smiled, and said “Yes Brandi, you did a very nice job of pleasing me.  So now, I will give you permission to ask Jason if he thinks that you should be rewarded with an orgasm”.

Brandon was shocked by Samantha’s answer, and by the fact that his possible release and orgasm now depended on an answer from his wife’s new lover.  As much as he resented being forced to request a release from Jason, Brandon pushed his pride aside, and said “Jason, may I please be allowed to have a release and an orgasm?”

Before Jason could even say a word, Samantha said “Brandi, that’s not the proper way for a sissy slave like you to address a superior male.  Is it?”

Confused, and not sure exactly what his wife wanted him to say, Brandon hesitated for a minute, and then when he realized what his wife was referring to, he said “Master Jason, please forgive me.  May I please be allowed to have a release from my chastity tube, and be granted an orgasm?”

Samantha smiled, and said “That’s much better slave”.

Then turning to Jason, she asked “What do you think darling? Should I allow Brandi to have an orgasm?  It has been almost two months since his last one”.

Jason smiled, and said “Brandi has been through a lot tonight, and seeing that you were satisfied with the job that he did pleasuring you, I would say that it would be fine to allow him to have an orgasm, with one condition.  I think Brandi should eat anything that comes out of his cock”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Oh absolutely.  I wouldn’t have it any other way!”

Samantha bent down, and using the key on her necklace, unlocked the padlock on Brandon’s Bon4 chastity tube.  She then removed the cage, and worked his cock and balls out of the stainless ring.

As soon as the chastity device was removed, Brandon’ cock sprung up into the air, and started getting hard and erect.

Samantha ran her hand over Brandon’s cock, and said “Well, it didn’t take any time at all for my little sissy slave’s cock to get hard”.  Then with a cruel smile, she said “Jason, look at Brandi’s cock.  It must be at least half the size of yours!”

She then went over to the drawer in her bureau, took out her vibrator, put the suction cup on it, and then holding it up, said “Well Brandi, since you enjoyed using my vibrator so much the last time that you had an orgasm, I’ll just use it on you now”.

Brandon looked up at his beautiful naked wife, and said “Please Mistress Samantha, could you let me make love to you?  It has been so long”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandi, are you even serious?  What makes you think that I would ever want your little cock inside of me again, now that I have been pleasured by a real man’s cock?”

She then started wrapping up the cord of the vibrator, like she was going to return it back to her drawer, and said “Since you are obviously not appreciative of the fact that I would even consider allowing you to have a release tonight, we can just forget it, and maybe try again in a few months”.

Brandon quickly cried out, and pleaded with Samantha, telling her that he was so sorry, and begging her to please give him a release.

Samantha plugged in the vibrator, turned it on, and as she brought the suction cup down near the tip of Brandon’s cock, she said “Very well Brandi.  I will give you exactly two minutes to come.  If you don’t fill this cup with your cum within two minutes, then you can wait at least another two months before we try again!”

Then turning to Jason, Samantha said “Darling, would you be so kind as to keep time for me, so that I know when to shut this vibrator off”.

As the cup of the vibrator made contact with Brandon’s cock, he closed his eyes, pictured himself between Samantha’s long gorgeous legs, and he visualized himself sliding his cock into her wonderful pussy.

After weeks of being locked up in the chastity tube, totally frustrated by the lack of a sexual release, one would have expected that Brandon would have reached his climax, and shot his load rather quickly.  However, Brandon was so nervous about the two minute time restraint which Samantha had established, that he found himself worrying more about the time which remained, instead of concentrating on reaching his climax.

When he heard Jason announce “One minute left”, and then shortly thereafter heard him say “Thirty seconds left”, Brandon became a complete nervous wreck, and started begging Samantha not to remove the vibrator from his cock until he had a chance to come.

She grabbed a hold of one of Brandon’s nipples, dug her long fingernails into it, and said “Brandi, if you want to come, then you better do it right now!”

As the pain spread through his nipple, Brandon’s body tensed up, he felt the waves of an orgasm overtake him, and he started filling the cup of the vibrator with his cum.

The minute that Brandon was done shooting his load into the cup of the vibrator, Samantha lifted it up, shoved it into his mouth, and said “Brandi, you better suck every drop of your cum out of that cup.  I expect it to be totally clean!”

When Brandon had cleaned the suction cup of the vibrator to Samantha’s satisfaction, she turned to Jason, and said “Sweetie, would you be so kind as to remove the rope from Brandi’s cuffs”.

Jason went over, untied the rope, and for the first time in hours, Brandon was able to raise his arms up behind his back, and straighten up.  He hoped that Samantha would then have Jason remove the wrist and ankle cuffs, but unfortunately for Brandon, that didn’t happen.

Instead, Samantha said “Brandi, you can just sleep there on the floor next to my bed tonight.  We’ll release you in the morning, so that you can make breakfast for Jason and I”.

Samantha then shut off the light on the nightstand, slid into bed next to Jason, and quickly fell asleep cuddling with her new lover, while her cuckolded sissy slave laid down on the floor with his wrists and ankles restrained in leather cuffs.


A New Master In The House

Brandon spent a restless night, lying there on the floor with his wrists cuffed behind his back, and his ankles also restrained in leather cuffs, while his wife slept like a baby up above him in her king size bed, pressed up against her new lover.

It was an especially frustrating night for Brandon, because it was the first night in almost two months that his cock was not locked up in a chastity device.  However, the freedom his cock enjoyed, did Brandon little good, since his wrists were locked behind his back, preventing him from touching his cock, even if he wanted to.

As if trying to get a good night’s sleep on the bedroom floor while restrained, was not bad enough, Brandon also could not get the picture of his wife being screwed by Jason, out of his mind.  He kept replaying the event over and over again in his head, and he kept hearing his wife’s cries of passionate pleasure as Jason’s cock was pounding in and out of her pussy earlier during the evening.

Brandon cursed himself many times during the night, as he laid there helpless on the floor.  He told himself that if he had been a real man, he would have found a way to have forcibly stopped Jason from having sex with Samantha.  As his restless night wore on however, Brandon finally admitted to himself that he couldn’t hold a candle when he was compared to Jason, as far as his ability for satisfying Samantha.  Brandon also admitted to himself that he obviously wasn’t suited to be anything more than his wife’s sissy slave, while she received all of the pleasure which she desired and deserved from a real alpha male.

When the morning sun started peeking through the drapes, Samantha opened her eyes, and smiled at the sight of Jason sleeping soundly next to her.  She looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand, and saw that it was 7 am, and then she realized that Brandon was still bound in his restraints on the floor next to the bed.

Samantha quietly slipped out of bed, picked up the Bon4 chastity tube, and quickly secured the ring behind Brandon’s balls.  She then slipped the cage down over his cock, and lined up the pins which were on the cage with the holes on the ring.  Then using the padlock, she secured the cage to the ring, and when he heard the distinctive clicking sound of the padlock being locked, Brandon knew that his cock was once again locked up, and under Samantha’s control.

Samantha then unlocked the cuffs on Brandon’s wrists and ankles, and said “Brandi, you can go ahead and get up now, and go get your shower.  After you are finished, you can put on your maid’s outfit, redo your make-up, and then you can prepare a nice breakfast of bacon and eggs for Jason and me.  Make sure that you have it ready for us by 9 am.

Brandon looked down at the Vanity Pumps which were still locked around his ankles, and said “Mistress, I think that I will have a hard time getting in the shower with these high heels locked on my feet”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Yes Brandi, I think that you are right about that”.

She retrieved the key for the padlocks, unlocked the ankle straps on Brandon’s shoes, and said “Ok slave, you better get moving now.  You have a lot to do!”

Finally, freed from his restraints, Brandon struggled to get up off of the floor.  His muscles were extremely tight, after sleeping all night with his arms locked behind his back.  When he finally got all of the kinks out of his body, he stumbled into the guest bathroom, got undressed, and jumped into the shower.

Brandon totally lost track of time, as he stood in the shower for almost a half hour, and allowed the hot water to beat down upon his sore muscles.  It wasn’t until the water from the shower started to go cold, that Brandon realized that he had better get out and get dressed.

Once he had put on a fresh set of lingerie, his maid’s outfit, black fishnet stockings, and his Mary-Jane pumps, Brandon worked on his make-up, until he was sure that Samantha would be satisfied with the way that he looked.  He then went into the kitchen and began working on breakfast for Samantha and Jason.

Right around 9 am, Samantha walked into the kitchen wearing only her red silk robe and a pair of red high heel pumps.  Brandon scurried to make her a cup of coffee, and shortly after he handed it to Samantha, Jason then came into the kitchen barefooted, wearing only his jeans, exhibiting his massive biceps.

Jason gave Samantha a long heated kiss, and said “Good morning Beautiful!”  Then he turned to Brandon, and said “Good morning Brandi, you are looking quite attractive this morning, especially after your ordeal last night.  I must say that I just love your maid’s outfit.  Hopefully, your performance as a maid is as good as your appearance.  I’ll have a cup of coffee with a dash of cream and two sugars”.

Brandon resented the attitude which Jason exhibited, and the fact that Jason acted like he was now in control of the home, and that Brandon was supposed to be subject to Jason’s commands, in addition to following Samantha’s orders.  However, Brandon knew better than to say anything which would upset Samantha, so he quietly said “Yes, Master Jason.  I’ll get it for you right away”.

As soon as Brandon handed the cup of coffee to Jason, Samantha said “Brandi, as soon as breakfast is ready, you can serve Jason and I in the dining room.  Hopefully, you won’t make us wait too long.  I am absolutely starving after all that wonderful exercise which I got last night”.

When everything was ready, Brandon served breakfast to Samantha and Jason in the dining room, and then he asked his wife if there was anything else which she needed.

With a dismissive wave of her hand, Samantha said “No, not at this time Brandi.  You may go into the kitchen and eat your breakfast.  If we should need anything else, I will let you know”.

Almost sulking, Brandon went into the kitchen, dished up his food, and sat at the breakfast bar eating, while he could hear the sound of constant giggles coming from his wife in the dining room.  It was obvious that she thought that everything which Jason said was humorous, and Brandon found himself getting very jealous about his wife’s new found lover.

As if he was not upset enough, Brandon was almost livid when Samantha summoned him into the dining room, and said “Brandi, the breakfast overall was very nice.  However, Jason said that his eggs were a little too done for his liking.  Make sure that you make note of that, so that you cook them properly in the future.  You may go ahead and clear the table now, and clean up the kitchen.  Jason and I are going to go back to bed for a while”.

Then with a very devilish smile, Samantha placed her hand on Jason’s crotch, and said “We don’t plan on going back to sleep.  I just need Jason to help me work off that meal!”

While Brandon cleared the table, and cleaned up the kitchen, he could hear the distinctive sounds of his wife’s pleasure moans coming from the bedroom down the hall.  While the idea of Jason, once again making love to Samantha absolutely drove him crazy, Brandon also realized that his cock was getting very excited by the carnal sounds coming from the bedroom, and that his cock was now fighting to get hard against the stainless steel bars of his chastity tube, causing the ring of the device to become very uncomfortable around his balls.

Brandon did his best to ignore the sounds coming from Samantha’s bedroom while he finished cleaning up the kitchen.  He then kept himself busy working on sundry chores around the house for the next few hours, while Samantha and Jason continued to keep themselves busy in the bedroom.

Around 1 pm, they both came back out to the kitchen, and Brandon’s cock immediately began to get excited once again when he saw how his wife was dressed.  Samantha was wearing a tight miniscule red halter top, very short and tight red hot pants, and her red Yves Saint Laurent high heel sandals.

Brandon couldn’t take his eyes off of her, and finally said “Mistress Samantha, you look absolutely amazing in that outfit”.

“Well thank you very much Brandi.  Why don’t you show me how much you like my outfit by getting down on your knees and kissing my toes and my high heels”.

Brandon hesitated for a second, because he noticed the smirk on Jason’s face, and knew that Jason was obviously going to enjoy seeing him humiliated once again.

Pushing those thoughts aside however, Brandon got down on his knees, and first gently kissed each of his wife’s toes.  He then began kissing every inch of Samantha’s sandals, while he ran his tongue up and down the high stiletto heels.

When Samantha was satisfied with the job that Brandon did on her sandals, she said “Brandi, that’s enough pleasure for you right now.  You can get up, and get back to your chores”.

Then, wrapping her arm around Jason’s waist, she said “Jason and I are leaving now.  I am following him back to Philly, so that he can show me his wonderful Society Hill apartment.  Don’t worry about fixing anything for dinner.  I am sure that I won’t be home till late tonight”.

As it turned out, Samantha didn’t arrive back home till after 11 pm.  Brandon was already in his bed in the guest room, and looked at the clock on the nightstand when he heard the garage door open, and then he heard the sound of Samantha’s heels on the kitchen tile.  He debated whether or not he should get up and go greet his wife, but before he could make a decision, he heard Samantha go down hall, enter her bedroom, and close the door.

On Monday morning, as soon as Samantha woke up, and began getting ready for work, Brandon brought her a cup of coffee.  He wondered if she was going to mention anything about her visit to Jason’s apartment the previous afternoon and evening, but the only thing she said when he entered her bedroom with the cup of coffee was “Thank you Brandi.  Just put it over on the night stand for me”.

About forty five minutes later, when she came out to the kitchen, dressed in her business suit, she grabbed her briefcase, and said “I need to get going.  I have an early meeting this morning.  Don’t forget to get the food shopping done today.  I left the money for the supermarket on the dining room table.  Also make sure you check this week’s menu which is on the refrigerator”.

Before Brandon could say a word, Samantha headed out to her car, and left for the office. 

Brandon finished his cup of coffee, and then rather than working on his make-up, and donning his feminine attire, he just threw on a pair of sweats and a t-shirt, and headed out to the supermarket to do the food shopping for the week.  After he returned home, and put all of the groceries away, he then did his make-up, and donned his feminine clothing.

Monday and Tuesday were pretty uneventful days for Brandon.  He accomplished all of his chores around the house, prepared dinner both nights for Samantha, and was waiting on his knees by the door, ready to worship her shoes each night when she arrived home.  He was very glad that there was no sign of Jason at the house, and that there was no mention of him by Samantha.

On Wednesday afternoon, Brandon received a text from Samantha, and he was not happy at all when he saw the message which said “Don’t bother making dinner for me tonight.  Jason is taking me out to eat after I get off of work”.

Brandon was in a real funk as he went about his chores during the rest of the afternoon.  While he loved seeing Samantha happy and satisfied, he also had very mixed feelings about her new relationship with Jason.

On one hand, he loathed the idea of another man making love to his beautiful wife, while he was kept locked in his chastity tube, and denied that same privilege.  But at the same time, Brandon found that he always got sexually aroused whenever he thought about the fact that Samantha was now cuckolding him, and taking a strong alpha male as her lover.

When he finished all of his chores, Brandon made himself a light meal, and then after he finished eating, he thought about using the computer in the den to see if he could find any information on how other cuckolded males were coping with their situations.

Brandon quickly discarded that idea however, when he remembered that the program which was installed on the computer would notify Samantha of any and all websites which he visited.  He definitely did not want to be punished, as had happened the last time, he broke one of his wife’s rules.  So instead, Brandon went into the living room, and turned on the television set, and decided to watch a few programs while he waited for Samantha to return home.

After a few hours of watching television shows which really didn’t interest him, Brandon dozed off on the couch, and didn’t wake up until he heard the sound of the garage door opening.  When he gazed at the clock on the mantel, he saw that it was almost 11 pm, and he realized that his wife obviously did something more with Jason than just have dinner.

When Samantha came into the living room, she was somewhat surprised to see that Brandon was still up, but then she smiled, and said “Oh, how nice of you to wait up for me Brandi.  I thought that you would be in bed by now”.

Samantha then sat down in the chaise lounge across from Brandon, and said “Since you waited up for me, I think I will give you a nice reward.  Come over here, and kneel down in front of me”.

When Brandon knelt down in front of Samantha, she pulled her skirt up to the top of her thighs, and spread her legs wide.  Brandon immediately saw that his wife was not wearing any panties, and when Samantha grabbed his head, and pulled it between her legs, he saw what appeared to be cum dripping from her vagina.

“I had such a wonderful evening with Jason, and I brought something home special just for you so that you could share in it.  I hope that the cum in my pussy is still nice and warm.  I need you to lick all of it out of me, and give me a nice orgasm before I go to bed”.

Brandon couldn’t believe that once again, Samantha was going to force him to lick Jason’s cum out of her pussy.  He started to pull his head back away from her vagina, but as soon as he started to do that, Samantha tightened her thighs around his head, and said “Brandi, did you not understand what I said?  I want you to lick me totally clean and give me some pleasure right now!”

Realizing that he had no choice, other than to obey his wife, Brandon slipped his tongue into her pussy, and began licking the mixture of her love juices and Jason’s cum.

As he worked his tongue in and out of Samantha’s pussy, she pulled his head up tight against her, and said “Suck on my clit Brandi, while you clean me out with your tongue!”

Once Brandon started sucking on Samantha’s clit, it only took a few minutes before her whole body tensed up, and a wonderful orgasm swept over her from her toes to her head.

When she finally came back down from the high of her orgasm, Samantha loosened her hold on Brandon’s head, and said “Thanks you very much Brandi.  That was very nice”.

She then stood up, patted Brandon on the head, and said “I am sure that I will sleep very soundly tonight.  Good night Brandi, and sweet dreams”.

Samantha stood up, and went down to her bedroom, while she left Brandon kneeling there on the floor in the living room, once again feeling very frustrated and upset at the fact that another man had enjoyed the warmth and pleasure of his wife’s pussy, while his cock continued to suffer the constraints of the stainless steel cage which was locked onto him.

Once again, Brandon spent a restless night, totally aroused after pleasuring his wife with his mouth and tongue, but denied a much needed sexual release like his wife’s lover had been fortunate enough to receive.

The next morning shortly after Samantha arrived at the office, she received a phone call from Heather.  When she answered her cell phone, Heather said “Hi Samantha, how are you today?”

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

“I can’t complain at all.  Things have been going very well for me, and business at the store has been awesome.  Listen, I was thinking about you, and I wondered if you would like to get together for lunch today?”

“I would love that Heather.  I can probably break away from the office right around noon.  Will that work for you?”

“That will work just fine for me.  I am in the mood for some good Mexican food today.  If that is ok with you, why don’t you meet me at Lolita’s restaurant on 13th street.  Whoever gets there first, can grab a table.  How does that sound?”

“It sounds perfect Heather.  I’ll see you at Lolita’s around 12:15 pm”.

Heather was already sitting at a table, sipping a Margarita when Samantha arrived at the restaurant.  She jumped up and gave Samantha a hug, as soon as she saw her.  Then holding up her drink, she said “I already started without you.  Let me have the waitress get a Margarita for you”.

Samantha shook her head, and said “I’d love one, but I am afraid that I have to pass on it right now.  I still have a full afternoon of meetings to tend to when I get back to the office.  I’ll settle for iced tea with my meal today”.

As the two women enjoyed their lunch, Samantha filled Heather in on everything that had happened since they last saw each other at Alisha’s party.  Heather was particularly interested in how Brandon’s sissy training was going, and she was also thrilled when she heard the news about Jason, and how Samantha had decided to cuckold Brandon.

“I am so excited for you Samantha.  Alisha and Cynthia mentioned to me the other day that you had met a very attractive man at Woody’s, when you went out to dinner with them.  I was wondering if anything had developed out of that, and I am so glad for you that it has worked out so nicely.  It sounds like you now have the best of both worlds.  A sissy slave at home, at your beck and call, to take care of the chores and all of your needs, and a gorgeous alfa stud to take care of your pussy.  What more could a woman want?”

Samantha laughed, raised her glass to Heather, and said “You are so right about that.  I am just loving the way that things have worked out for me since I discovered my husband’s secret fetishes”.

As the two women were finishing their meal, Samantha told Heather that she had to go out of town to Orlando the following week for a company convention, and that Jason was going to take vacation time, so that he accompany her to Florida.

“I’ll be in Florida from Sunday afternoon till Friday night, and I was wondering if I could ask a big favor of you while I am at the convention?”

“Of course, Samantha.  What do you need?”

“Well, I was thinking that it would be nice if someone I trust, like you, could check on Brandi a couple of times during the week while I am out of town”.

Heather thought about Samantha’s request for a few seconds, and then with a big smile, she said “Sure, I could do that for you, but I have an even better idea.  Why don’t you just bring Brandi over to my house before you leave town on Sunday, and I’ll make sure that I keep your sissy slave busy as my maid while you are gone.  I can even bring Brandi to the store with me a couple of times during the week, and put him to work there”.

“Wow, really Heather?  You would do that for me?”

“Absolutely Samantha.  Us dominant women need to stick together, and help each other out.  There’s no need for you to leave your sissy slave alone at home by himself for six days.  He would probably manage to get into some type of trouble.  At least you know that won’t happen if Brandi is under my control while you are gone”.

Samantha jumped up, gave Heather a big hug, and said “I don’t know how I could repay you for helping me out like this”.

Heather laughed, and said “What are you talking about?  I’m the one who will be getting the better deal here.  I’ll be getting a week’s worth of free labor out of your sissy slave.  Not only will I not have to cook or clean my house, but I am sure that I will also have a lot of fun using your slave for my pleasure and entertainment, as long as you don’t mind”.

“I don’t mind in the least.  While I am gone, you can use Brandi any way you desire, to your heart’s content!”


Mistress Heather “Sissy Sits” Slave Brandi

Brandon was well aware that Samantha had to go to Florida for a company convention the following week, and in a way, he was actually looking forward to having some time to himself.  After everything that he had been through over the past two months, he looked forward to six days without any demands being put on him.  Six days where he could lay back and slack off a little bit, without having to worry about incurring his wife’s wrath, or being subjected to any humiliation or punishment.

Samantha hadn’t mentioned a word to Brandon about the deal she had made with Heather to “sissy sit” him while she was in Florida, so he was totally shocked when on Saturday afternoon, Samantha said to him “Brandi, before you go to bed tonight, you need to pack a suitcase with your clothes, wigs, shoes, cosmetics, and everything that you will need for next week”.

With a look of complete astonishment, Brandon asked “Mistress Samantha, why do I need to pack a suitcase? Am I going with you to the convention in Florida?”

Samantha smiled, and said “No Brandi, you will not be going to the convention with me.  Jason is taking vacation, and he will be going with me to Florida.  He’ll be coming by to pick me up tomorrow morning”.

Now, not only confused, but extremely disappointed with what Samantha had just told him, Brandon asked “If I am not going with you, why do I need to pack a suitcase?”

“While I am in Florida, you will be staying at Mistress Heather’s home in Philly.  She will be in charge of you while I am gone.  You will be expected to do everything for her that you normally do for me, plus anything else which she should require of you while you are under her command”.

Brandon couldn’t believe what his wife was telling him.  Of all the women who Samantha could have chosen to take control of him while she was out of town, Heather was the one woman who scared him the most.  In fact, just remembering the way that Heather punished his ass at Alisha’s party sent chills up and down Brandon’s spine.

“But Mistress Samantha, why can’t I just stay here, and take care of the house while you are gone?  Why do I need to go stay with Mistress Heather?  Please forgive me, if I am out of line, but I must be completely honest with you, and let you know that I am afraid of what she might do to me while you are gone”.

Samantha laughed, and said “Brandi, I can understand that you might be intimidated by Mistress Heather’s strict and demanding demeanor, but I can assure you that while she may be tough, I believe that she is also fair.  If she should decide that you deserve any punishment, then I am sure that you will probably have done something which merited such punishment.  Rather than leaving you here in the house by yourself for six days, I will feel much better knowing that Mistress Heather will be keeping you busy and out of trouble while I am gone”.

“Please Mistress Samantha, will you reconsider?  I promise you that I will be on my best behavior while you are gone”.

“No Brandi, I will not reconsider.  I have already made my decision, and I will be dropping you off at Mistress Heather’s home tomorrow morning on my way to the airport.  Please make sure that you pack everything that you will need in order to properly serve Mistress Heather while I am out of town”.

Before Brandon could say another word, Samantha then turned, and went into her bedroom to pack her own suitcases for the trip to Florida.  She smiled to herself as she made a special point of packing some of her sexiest lingerie, bathing suits, and evening outfits into one of her suitcases.  Whenever she wasn’t in meetings during the convention, she planned on making sure that Jason’s big cock would stay hard just looking at the outfits she would be wearing.

On Sunday morning, after leisurely enjoying her coffee, and before she headed into her bedroom to get dressed, Samantha told Brandon “I would like you to wear your Mida Jacket Dress, black stockings, and your black patent leather Go-Go boots today, along with your blonde Foxxy Wig.  Also, make sure that you take extra care doing your make-up today, so that you make a good first impression on Mistress Heather.

Still despondent over Samantha’s decision to turn him over to Heather, Brandon quietly said “Yes Mistress.  I will do as you ask”.  He then headed to the guest room to get dressed in the outfit which Samantha had specified.

Around 9 am the front doorbell rang, and when Brandon answered the door, he saw Jason standing there, with that disgusting smirk on his face.

“Good morning slave Brandi, and how are you this fine morning?”

Brandon figured that he better be polite, and not say anything that could get him into any trouble, so he just replied “I am fine, Master Jason.  Thank you for asking”.

When Samantha came out of her bedroom, Jason embraced her, and they kissed for the longest time, while Brandon stood there feeling very jealous about the affection which his wife showed to her new lover.

When their lips finally separated, Samantha then turned to Brandon, and said “Brandi, you can go ahead and carry my two suitcases and your bag out to Jason’s car.  After Brandon had loaded the suitcases into the trunk of Jason’s Mercedes S-Class Sedan, he then made sure that everything in the house was shut off, and the alarm system was activated.

As they pulled out onto the highway, Brandon quietly sat in the rear seat, contemplating his fate, while Samantha gave the address of Heather’s home in Doylestown to Jason.  He entered the address into his navigation system, and saw that it was just about a one hour drive.  Then he turned to Samantha, and said “Wow, I must tell you that I think it’s pretty cool that you are allowing another Mistress to use your slave while you are out of town.  I was just wondering, if in addition to using Brandi as her maid, will Heather be allowed to use Brandi for her pleasure, or to whip and punish him, if she’s not happy with his service?”

Samantha laughed, and said “Sweetie, absolutely!  Heather can use Brandi any way she wants while he is staying with her, and she definitely has my permission to whip him, if he does not follow her orders, or service her properly”.

Then looking back over her shoulder at Brandon, Samantha said “However, I am sure that you will be on your best behavior this week, and not do anything which will cause Mistress Heather to have to severely punish you.  Am I correct, Brandi?”

Brandon nodded, and then, in a not so confident voice, he said “Yes Mistress Samantha.  I will do my best to please Mistress Heather”.

When they arrived at Heather’s home, both Jason and Samantha were duly impressed with the size of the sprawling colonial, and the appearance of the impeccably manicured landscaping.  Jason said “I guess there must be a lot of money in selling fetish clothing and toys”.

Samantha chuckled, and said “Yes, I would say that you are correct in your assessment.  Heather’s store in center city is very large, and it does a great business.  I’ll have to take you over there sometime when we get back home from Florida”.

“So tell me.  Does Heather have any slaves of her own?”

“Oh, she sure does.  She told me that she has quite a few slaves who serve her on a part time basis.  She utilizes those slaves for chores around her house and also at her business.  Then she has her longtime regular slave, Tommie.  He has been serving her for years”.

Pointing to Brandon, Samantha said “Brandi not only had the pleasure of meeting Tommie at a party we went to recently, but he also had to give Tommie a blow job when we played a game at the party”.

“Wow, no kidding?  If that’s the case, then I guess that Brandi will have quite a busy week here at Heather’s house”.

Jason popped the button, opening the trunk, and said “Ok Brandi, you can get your suitcase out of the trunk, and we’ll get you turned over to Mistress Heather.

Once Brandon retrieved his suitcase from the trunk, he slowly followed Samantha and Jason up the long walkway to Heather’s front door.  As soon as they rang the doorbell, Heather came to the door looking spectacular in a very dominant outfit which consisted of a sheer white blouse, tight black leather jeans, and a pair of knee high black leather boots with skyscraper heels.

She immediately gave Samantha a big hug, and then turning to Jason said “You must be Jason.  Samantha has already told me all about you, and I am glad to hear that you are properly taking care of this wonderful lady”.

Jason took Heather’s hand, kissed it, and said “I am so glad to meet you also.  Samantha has told me how much she admires you, and what a wonderful store you operate in center city.  I can’t wait to see it for myself, when we get back from Florida”.

Then turning to Brandon, Heather said “Brandi, you are looking quite lovely today.  I just love how that dress looks on you.  Your Mistress obviously has very good taste in picking out clothes for you”.

Brandon thanked Heather for the compliment, and then once he noticed Samantha pointing down towards the floor, Brandon dropped onto his knees in the foyer, and said “It is so nice to see you again Mistress Heather.  Would you like this slave to worship your beautiful boots?”

“Yes, that would be very nice.  I always like it when my slaves greet me in a proper manner”.

Brandon immediately began kissing the top, sides, and heels of Heather’s boots, until she said “Very good slave.  You can just stay right there on your knees for now, while I give your Mistress and her very attractive companion a quick tour of my home”.

While Brandon remained on his knees in the foyer, Heather took Samantha and Jason through her large beautiful home, which was obviously professionally decorated.  It was very evident that Heather had spared no expense in furnishing her home, and quite in awe, Samantha said “Heather, I absolutely love your home and the way that you have furnished it.  I will have to have you come over to my house, and give me some decorating tips”.

Heather smiled, thanked Samantha for the nice compliment, and then said “If you have a few more minutes, let me take you downstairs to the basement, and show you my special playroom”.

Samantha and Jason followed Heather through the kitchen, and down a staircase to the basement, and when Heather turned on the soft overhead red lighting, both of them gasped in astonishment.  There in front of their eyes was a fully equipped dungeon like something they had only seen previously on the internet.

Against one wall of the dungeon, stood a large padded St. Andrew’s Cross.  A long bondage table with multiple restraint points, occupied the middle of the room, and a motorized suspension device with a restraint bar hung over the bondage table.  A large authentic jail cell with a concrete bed, sink, and toilet occupied another wall, while numerous whips, paddles, gags, hoods, and restraints hung from hooks all over the walls of the dungeon.

With her eyes wide in amazement, Samantha said “Heather, this is incredible.  What a wonderful playroom.  I don’t know about your slaves, but I am sure that you have a lot of fun down here”.

Jason added “I almost feel sorry for any slave who finds himself at your mercy down here.  Like Samantha said, I am quite sure that you, at least, have a lot of fun using all of these toys on your slaves”.

Heather laughed, and said “You both are absolutely right about that.  There are some advantages to being a Mistress and owning a fetish store at the same time, and you can be sure that this room gets a lot of use”.

Samantha smiled, and said “After seeing this dungeon, I hope for Brandi’s sake, that he is on his best behavior this week”.

Then looking at her watch, she said “Gosh Jason, we better get going.  We are supposed to check in at the airport in a little over an hour”.

As they walked back upstairs, Samantha then remembered something important.  She removed her necklace with the small key, and handed it to Heather, saying “I better give you the key to Brandi’s chastity tube, just in case there is an emergency while I am gone”.

Heather slipped the necklace over her head, and said “That’s probably a good idea.  I wouldn’t want to have to go and look for a pair of bolt cutters if there really was an emergency”.

Heather gave Samantha a big hug, and said “Ok, you have a great time down there in Florida, and don’t worry about your slave at all.  I’ll make sure that I keep Brandi busy till you return”.

Then turning to Jason, Heather said “You make sure that you take care of this wonderful lady, and keep her satisfied.  You may not be submissive by nature, but if I hear any bad reports about your behavior from Samantha, then you will find out just how mean a whip I can wield”.

Samantha gave Heather another hug, thanked her for taking care of Brandon, and said “I’ll see you on Friday afternoon when I get back”.

Once Samantha and Jason had driven away, Heather turned to Brandon who was still kneeling on the floor in the foyer, and said “Ok Brandi, grab your suitcase, and I will show you to your room”.

Heather led Brandon up to a small bedroom on the second floor, and said “Brandi, you will be sleeping in this room, and using the bathroom in the hall, while you are staying with me”.

Then with a devious smile, she said “That is, as long as I am pleased with your performance and behavior.  If you should displease me at any time during the coming week, then I will have different lodging accommodations for you, and I can assure you that you will not like them!”

Brandon had no idea as to what those different lodging accommodations were, but he was sure that he didn’t want to find out, so he said “Yes Mistress Heather.  Thank you for this very nice room, and I promise you that I will not disappoint you”.

“I am glad to hear that, because as you probably have discerned already, I do not take kindly to a slave who disappoints me.  You may go ahead and unpack your suitcase, and put your things away now.  When you are finished, I’ll expect you down in the kitchen, so that you can take care of some chores, and begin work on the meal for dinner tonight”.

Brandon unpacked his suitcase, hanging his clothes up in the closet, placing his lingerie in the small bureau, and placing all of his cosmetics in the hall bathroom.  He then hurried downstairs to the kitchen where Heather was sitting at the table, drinking a cup of coffee.  She handed him a sheet of paper, and said “Brandi, this is the menu which you will be responsible for preparing this week.  You should find everything you need in the refrigerator, freezer, or pantry, since one of my slaves did all of the food shopping yesterday.  Feel free to use the laptop over there in the corner, if you should need to look up the recipe for any dish that is on the menu”.

Then, with a very serious look on her face, Heather said “Just make sure that you don’t use that computer for anything other than looking up recipes.  I can assure you that you will regret it, if I should find out that you went anywhere on the internet, other than the food websites”.

When Brandon looked at the menu which Heather had given to him, he saw that he was expected to prepare Veal Marsala with Linguine, and a garden salad for Sunday dinner.  He checked with her as to what time she wanted to eat, and she said “My slave Thomas will be coming over here in about an hour.  I have a matter that I need to take care of with him.  I will probably be downstairs with him for about two hours, so I’ll plan on you having dinner ready at 4 pm.  I also laid out the silverware which I use for entertaining on the dining room table, and I will expect you to get it all polished and gleaming properly this afternoon, in addition to cooking dinner”.

Since Brandon had only seen part of the house so far, he had no idea as to what Heather was referring to, when she said that she would be downstairs with Thomas for a couple of hours.  He just assumed that she probably had a business office on the lower level of the home.  He figured that he would probably see what was downstairs when he was cleaning the house during the week.

Brandon decided that before tackling the job of polishing the silverware, he would first print off a recipe for the meal he had to prepare for dinner.  He went over to the laptop in the corner of the kitchen, went to the Food Network website, and printed off the recipe for Veal Marsala.  He saw that would only take about thirty minutes to actually prepare the meal, so he set about gathering the necessary ingredients, and planned what time he would start the meal. He then went into the dining room, and began work on polishing Heather’s extensive collection of silverware.

About an hour later, the front doorbell rang, and when Brandon asked Heather if she wanted him to answer the door, she looked at him with a scowl on her face, and said “Brandi, are you not my maid?  Does the maid not answer the door when someone comes to call on the Mistress?”

Brandon quickly apologized for his mistake, and scurried to open the front door.  When he did, Thomas was standing there with a surprised look on his face, and said “Brandi?  What are you doing here at Mistress Heather’s house?”

Brandon at first didn’t even recognize Thomas, because the last time that the two were together, Thomas had been dressed and made up as sissy maid Tommie. 

Today however, he was wearing a polo shirt, sports coat, and jeans, and showed little resemblance to the sissy maid who had received a blow job from Brandon at Alisha’s party.  When Brandon finally realized who was standing on the front porch, he said “Hi Thomas.  My Mistress will be out of town on business this next week, so she made arrangements to have me serve Mistress Heather as her maid until Friday”.

“Well, that’s very nice.  You should find serving her to be an interesting experience.  I must warn you however Brandi, that Mistress Heather has little tolerance for any type of mistakes or shortcomings on a slave’s part, so make sure that you listen to her instructions carefully.  Actually, that’s why I am here this afternoon.  She was not pleased at all that I forgot to do something for her this past week, and I am sure that she is going to make me pay for my screw up”.

Brandon led the way into the kitchen where Heather was still sitting at the table, and as soon as Thomas saw her, he dropped down onto his knees, and began kissing her boots, and telling her how beautiful she looked.

Heather was not impressed at all with Thomas’s show of servitude, and said “Slave, you obviously don’t realize how upset I am with you right now.  If you did, you would not have arrived ten minutes late today”.

Thomas quickly looked at his watch, and when he realized that Heather was right about him being late, he immediately began apologizing, and asking for her forgiveness.

“Save your breath and apologies, Thomas.  You just earned additional punishment for your tardiness today, in addition to the punishment which I already planned on giving to you for disappointing me earlier this week.  You can just get your butt downstairs to the dungeon, remove your clothes, and wait on your knees for me!”

Thomas said “Yes Mistress”.  Then he stood up, and without saying another word, went down the stairs to the basement, removed all of his clothes, and knelt down on the hard concrete floor of the dungeon to await Heather’s arrival.

As Brandon sat there in the dining room, polishing the silverware, he couldn’t believe the conversation which he had just overheard.  A dungeon?  Mistress Heather actually had a dungeon in her house?  He had seen pictures of dungeons on the internet, but he had never seen one in real life, and had never met anyone who had an actual dungeon in their home.

Judging from the tone of Heather’s voice while she was talking to Thomas, Brandon could only assume that poor Thomas was in for some severe punishment down there in the basement.  While he wondered what Thomas might have done to upset Heather, and warrant such punishment, Brandon was much more worried about his own situation now.  There was no doubt in his mind that he had to be very careful, and be on his best behavior at all times.  He did not want to do anything to upset Heather at all while he was under her control during the next six days.

When Brandon was finished polishing all of the silverware, he placed all of the pieces back into the drawers of Heather’s breakfront, and he then went into the kitchen and began working on dinner.  About an hour later, the door leading to the basement opened, and Heather came up out of the basement, and into the kitchen, and said “Brandi, get a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon out of my wine rack, pour me a glass, and bring it to me in the living room”.

Brandon hurried into the pantry, retrieved the bottle of wine, and once he had opened it, he poured a glass for Heather, and brought it to her.

She was sitting on the couch in the living room, looking over a magazine, and she took the wine from Brandon without saying a word.

Just then Thomas came into the living room, carrying all of his clothes in his arms.  He was totally naked, except for the stainless steel chastity tube locked around his cock, and in a very supplicant manner, asked “Mistress Heather, would it be alright with you if I take a shower before dinner?”

Heather looked up from her magazine, and said “Yes, I suppose so slave.  You do look pretty bad right now.  Go get cleaned up”.

Thomas thanked Heather, and he immediately started up the staircase to take a shower.  As Brandon watched him walking up the stairs, he thought that Thomas looked like an absolute mess.  He obviously had been crying, and it was easy to understand why, as soon as Brandon saw the rows of deep red whip marks across Thomas’s back, and the multiple welts all across the cheeks of his ass.  It dawned on Brandon that he had never even heard a sound while Thomas was receiving such a terrible beating in the basement, and realized that the basement must obviously be sound proof.

Heather noticed that Brandon was looking at the marks on Thomas’s body, and said “Yes Brandi, my slave got a royal whipping today.  That’s what happens when a slave disappoints me”.

Brandon just nodded his head.  There was no way that he was going to ask Heather what Thomas had done to deserve such a beating, but he found out without asking, when Heather said “I asked him to do a simple task for me, which was to take my car into the dealer for its scheduled service this week.  He promised me that he would take care of it, and then when he failed to do it, he tried to give me the excuse that he was too busy at work, and that he couldn’t get around to it.  Let this me a lesson to you Brandi.  I don’t ever accept excuses for poor performance or disobedience!”

Brandon once again nodded his head, and said “Yes, Mistress Heather”.  Then he quickly hurried back into the kitchen to make sure that everything was coming along fine for dinner.  After seeing the whipping which Thomas had received, there was no way that Brandon wanted to do anything which would displease Heather.

As it turned out, the meal was perfect, and Heather even complimented Brandon on his cooking, after she and Thomas had sampled his Veal Marsala at the dining room table.

“I must congratulate Mistress Samantha on having such an accomplished cook as her slave.  If all of your meals are this good, I’ll have to ask your Mistress to let you stay over here at my house more often”.

Brandon thanked Heather for the compliment, refilled her wine glass, and then went back into the kitchen to eat his own meal, breathing a sigh of relief that the first meal which he had cooked was acceptable to Mistress Heather.  At least he had started off on the right foot with her.

Shortly after dinner, Thomas departed, and while Heather sat in the living room, writing up some kind of a list, Brandon cleared the dining room table, and cleaned up the kitchen.  When everything in the kitchen was spic and span, Brandon went into the living room, and asked Heather if she needed anything.

With her index finger, she pointed to the floor in front of her, and said “Yes, Brandi.  I need you to get down on your knees, and remove my boots.  You can then clean both of them with your tongue for me”.

Brandon quickly got down on the floor in front of Heather, and gently slipped each of her beautiful black leather boots off of her feet.  He then went to work licking the top, sides, and heels of each boot until they glistened.  As he diligently licked every inch of Heather’s boots, the intoxicating smell of the soft kid leather caused his cock to become aroused, and it began pressing uncomfortably against the stainless steel bars of his chastity tube.

When she was satisfied with the way her boots shined, Heather said “Very good Brandi.  Now you can kiss each of my toes, and massage my feet at the same time”.

Brandon brought his mouth down to Heather’s right foot, and gently began kissing her toes while his hands kneaded her foot.  He massaged the top and ball of her foot, and then he worked his fingers around her ankle, heel, and instep.

“That feels very nice Brandi.  Take my toes in your mouth and suck on them while you continue massaging my foot”.

Brandon immediately lifted Heather foot up to his mouth, and began lovingly sucking on her toes, while his hands continued massaging every part of her foot.  As he became even more sexually excited, Brandon began sucking Heather’s toes faster, and licking the ball of her foot, while his hands lovingly caressed her ankle and heel.

After about fifteen minutes of having Brandon pay homage to her foot and toes, Heather lowered her foot down onto the carpet, and said “That’s very nice Brandi, but don’t forget that I have another foot here that needs the same attention”.

While Heather continued working on her list, Brandon quickly brought his mouth down to Heather’s left foot, began kissing each of her toes, and massaging her foot at the same time.  He then followed the same regime with her left foot, as he had done with her right foot.  He gently sucked on Heather’s toes while he massaged every part of her foot, until she finally set her foot back onto the floor after about twenty minutes, and said “Not bad for your first time Brandi.  That’s the type of therapy I require after wearing boots with stiletto heels all day”.

Then, as Brandon continued kneeling there in front of her, Heather handed him the list which she had been working on, and said “These are the chores which I expect you to accomplish here at home tomorrow while I am at work.  Don’t even think about taking any short cuts on any of the tasks, because I will check to see that everything on the list was done properly when I get home tomorrow night”.

Then placing her hand under Brandon’s chin, and lifting his face up, so that he was looking directly at her, Heather said “I am sure that you do know what will happen if I should find that you did not accomplish all of your chores properly.  Don’t you?”

Brandon had a very good idea of what Heather would probably do to him if she was displeased with the way that he accomplished his assigned chores, so he quickly nodded his head, and said “Yes, Mistress Heather”.

Heather stood up from the couch, picked up her boots, and said “Good Brandi.  I am glad that you understand.  I wouldn’t want you to get into any trouble, because you did not understand my standards.  I am going to bed now.  Please make sure that you have a pot of coffee ready in the morning for me by 6 am”.

After Heather went into her bedroom, Brandon shut off all of the lights in the house, and then went up to his room.  Before getting undressed, and removing his make-up, he studied the list of chores which Heather had given to him, and wondered how he was going to get everything done in one day, in addition to making dinner.

Brandon decided that he had better get an early start on Heather’s list in the morning, so he set his alarm clock for 4 am.  As it turned out, Brandon had a hard time sleeping, because he was still sexually excited from having cleaned Heather’s boots, and having worshipped her beautiful feet.  He tried to clear those thoughts from his mind so that his cock would stop fighting to get hard in the chastity tube.  However, then he started thinking about the whipping which Thomas had received, and he began worrying that he too, might be taken down to Heather’s dungeon to receive a severe beating, if he failed to please her totally while he was serving her.

As soon as the alarm clock went off in the morning, Brandon, still tired from a restless night, jumped into the shower, got dressed in his maid’s outfit, did his make-up, and then hurried into the kitchen to put on a pot of coffee.


Brandon Gets On The Bad Side Of Mistress Heather

While the coffee was brewing on Monday morning, Brandon quietly began working on his list of chores by scrubbing the sinks, toilets, and tubs in two of the bathrooms.  The private bath in Mistress Heather’s bedroom would have to wait until after she left for work.

When Heather came into the kitchen dressed for work at 6 am, Brandon quickly poured her a cup of coffee, handed it to her along with the morning newspaper, and asked her if she would like him to make her something for breakfast.

“No Brandi.  Coffee is all I need this morning.  I am glad to see that you are an early riser, that you are properly dressed, and that you have begun working on your chores already.  I like a conscientious maid”.

While Heather sat at the table drinking her coffee and perusing the newspaper, Brandon went into the laundry room, and started a load of wash.  He put all of Heather’s delicate lingerie items to the side, and then he went and inquired of her, as to how she preferred them to be washed.

“Thank you for asking Brandi.  I want you to hand wash my lingerie in lukewarm water using my jasmine scented Wrapture detergent.  After you hand wash everything, remove the water by patting my lingerie between two towels.  You should then lay all the items out on another clean towel to air dry.  Make sure that you take great care to clean my lingerie properly”.

As she headed out the door to begin the commute into center city, Heather said “Brandi, you should plan on having dinner ready for me around 7 pm this evening.  Make sure that you don’t disappoint me, and that you get all of your chores done before I get home”.

As soon as she had departed for work, Brandon went into the master bedroom, made Heather’s bed, and then scrubbed and cleaned everything in her bathroom.  He then began working his way through the large home, vacuuming the floors and dusting the furniture in every room.

When all of the rooms on the first and second level of the house had been vacuumed and dusted, Brandon took the clothes out of the washer, and put them into the dryer.  He then filled the sink in the laundry room with lukewarm water and Wrapture detergent, and placed all of Heather’s intimate apparel in the sink so that the items could soak for a half hour before he hand washed them.

While Heather’s lingerie was soaking in the sink, Brandon went over to the laptop in the kitchen to find and print off a recipe for a meatloaf dinner which was listed as the required meal on the menu which Heather had prepared.  He was glad to see that according to the recipe, it would only take about an hour and a half to prepare the meal.

Before going back to the laundry room to finish washing Heather’s lingerie, Brandon looked at the clock, saw it was almost noon, and decided to make himself a sandwich.  After he did, he sat down at the kitchen table to eat his lunch and rest for the first time since waking up at 4 am.  As Brandon sat there eating his sandwich, his eyes were drawn to the door in the kitchen which lead downstairs to the basement. 

Brandon was extremely curious as to exactly what was in the basement.  Since Heather had not listed cleaning the basement on his list of chores, he debated whether or not he should open the door and take a look down there.  Surely, if he took a peek, there was no way that Heather would know.  But then again, if she found out, Heather might get upset with him for going down into the basement without her permission.

Finally, his curiosity got the best of him, and Brandon opened the door, and started down the stairs to the basement.  When he flipped on the light switch, he couldn’t believe his eyes.  He had seen pictures of dungeons before when he was surfing the internet, but none of the ones he had seen online were furnished as elaborately or as completely as the one his eyes now gazed upon.

As Brandon stepped down into Heather’s dungeon, he was amazed at the extensive collection of restraints, gags, hoods, whips, and punishment devices which lined the walls.  His first instinct was to shut the lights off, and go back upstairs to take care of his remaining chores.

However, Brandon was totally intrigued by everything he saw in the dungeon, and instead of going back upstairs, as he knew he should, he began examining all of the furniture and implements of punishment up close.  He felt all of the leather restraints, and pressed the soft kid leather hoods up against his face, while he imagined what it would be like to be secured in such restrictive devices by a Mistress such as Heather.

After examining the St. Andrew’s Cross, the bondage table, and the suspension device, Brandon’s eyes were then drawn to the authentic jail cell on the other wall of the dungeon, and he entered it to take a closer look.  He examined the heavy metal shackles which hung from the wall of the jail cell, and he also noticed that there were circular hooks bolted into the floor below the shackles, which could be used to restrain a slave uncomfortably unto the wall of the jail cell.

When he felt the small concrete bed in the jail cell, Brandon immediately realized that it was extremely uncomfortable, and he couldn’t imagine anyone having to actually sleep on such a bed.

As he stood in the cell, Brandon pulled on the bars of the jail cell door, so that he could get a perspective of what it looked like, to a prisoner who was incarcerated in the cell, as he looked out into the dungeon.  As he pulled the jail cell door closed in front of him, Brandon heard an ominous clicking sound, and realized that the door automatically locked in the closed position.

He immediately began pushing on the door, trying to open it, but found that his attempts were futile.  “No, this can’t be happening”, he thought.  “Why did I pull the door closed?”

Brandon began examining the locking mechanism on the cell door, and realized that there was no place for a key to be inserted in the door.  The door of the jail cell was obviously controlled by some type of an electronic release.  Then as he looked out of the cell, he noticed a round red button on the wall opposite to the jail cell, and he realized that the button on the far wall was probably the only way to unlock the jail cell door.

“Why didn’t I notice that there was no key hole in the door?”  “What am I going to do now?”

Brandon shook the steel door of the jail cell as hard as he could, hoping to dislodge the locking mechanism, but it didn’t budge at all.  He quickly realized how desperate his situation was.  Here he was locked in a jail cell in Heather’s basement dungeon, with no way of getting out, and knowing that she would not be home for probably another six or seven hours.

As if being locked in the cell was not bad enough, Brandon began to worry and sweat profusely when he started thinking about what Heather’s reaction would be when she came home.  She would come home to find the chores unfinished, no dinner made, and her maid locked in her dungeon jail cell.  Brandon didn’t even want to think about how Heather would punish him for doing something that he should never had done.

Brandon had plenty of time to think and worry about what was going to happen.  The hours moved very slowly, as he sat there on the concrete bed, not even knowing what time it was, and wondering how much longer it would be before Heather returned home.

At some point, Brandon dozed off, tired from having gotten up so early in the morning, from working so hard around the house, and from all of the stress that he was currently under.  He had no idea how long he had been sleeping, when he was awaken by the sound of high heels coming down the wooden steps into the dungeon.

When he jumped up, and looked out of the jail cell, he saw Heather standing there with a serious frown on her face.  She said nothing for the longest time, as she stared him down, and contemplated the situation which she had returned home to.  Then finally, with icicles dripping from every word, she said “So Brandi, instead of doing your assigned chores and preparing dinner for me, you decided to come down here and play around in my dungeon”.

Brandon immediately tried to explain what happened by saying “Oh no Mistress, I promise you, that’s not what happened.  I actually ….”.

Heather quickly cut him off, and said “I don’t want to hear a word out of you slave.  I am perfectly capable of seeing what you’ve been up to while I have been at work. Obviously, you can’t be trusted to be left alone at home.  I will deal with you in the proper manner later, after I make myself something for dinner”.

As Heather went back up the stairs, she shut off the lights in the dungeon, plunging Brandon into darkness.  She poured herself a glass of wine, heated up some leftovers which were in the refrigerator, and then sat down to eat her meal.  While she ate, Heather made a decision on what she was going to do with her temporary maid, who she now considered to be recalcitrant and deserving of severe punishment.

Brandon sat there in the darkness of the dungeon for probably another hour or so before the lights came on, and he then heard the sound of heels coming down the wooden steps.  After being in the dark for so long, it took a while for Brandon’s eyes to adjust to the light, and when they did, he saw Heather standing there wearing only a black leather bra, black leather thong, and a pair of thigh high black leather boots with five inch stiletto heels.

Heather took a pair of leather restraints off of the wall, walked over to the jail cell, and said “Turn around, and put your arms behind your back slave”.

When Brandon complied with Heather’s order, she reached through the bars, and secured his wrists into the leather cuffs.  She then locked them together, immobilizing his arms behind his back.  She then went over to the red button on the wall, and pressed it, which caused the lock on the jail cell door to click open.

Heather opened the cell door, and pulled Brandon out into the middle of the dungeon, where she pushed him down onto his back on top of the bondage table.  She pulled a heavy leather hood which only had a small opening for the nostrils down over his head, and she buckled up the numerous straps and secured the hood tightly around Brandon’s head.  She attached one end of a nickel snap hook to the ring on the top of the hood, and snapped the other end into the eye hook at the top of the bondage table.  Brandon was now unable to even lift his head up off of the table.  To further immobilize Brandon, Heather ran a wide leather strap across his chest and around the table, tightening the strap up until it dug into his skin.

At that point, Heather then locked a set of leather cuffs around Brandon’s ankles, and attached a chain from the loop on the ankle cuffs to the overhead bar of the suspension device.  She went over to the control on the wall, pressed the button, and the bar of the suspension device began rising.

As the bar of the suspension device rose up into the air, Brandon’s legs were pulled straight up off of the table.  Heather made sure that she continued raising the bar until Brandon’s ass was totally off of the table.  She then pulled his panties up over his knees, making his ass totally accessible to her.

Brandon began moaning because his body was now restrained into a very uncomfortable and helpless position as he laid on top of his arms, while he was unable to move his head at all.  When Heather heard his moans, she said “Brandi, what are you moaning about?  I haven’t even started to punish you yet.  Just wait a few minutes, and I’ll give you something to really moan about!”

Brandon was now terrified about what was going to happen to him, and he cursed himself for going down into the basement when he knew that he should never have done that.

Heather went over to her implements of pain on the wall, and picked out a very intimidating black leather paddle which was lined with short metal spikes.  As she surveyed Brandon’s helpless ass, she said “For starters, you will receive ten strokes of my paddle for not properly completing your chores today”.

Then without further ado, Heather brought the paddle down hard across Brandon’s ass, and he immediately screamed out from the searing pain which spread across his ass cheeks.  Before he could even fully process the burning in his ass, Heather hit his ass cheeks again, even harder this time.

By the time that she had administer all ten strokes of the paddle, Brandon was crying hysterically, and even the heavy leather of the hood couldn’t muffle his pleas for mercy.

At that point, Heather went back over to the wall of the dungeon, and this time she picked out a short braided leather whip, and returned to Brandon, and said “For not having dinner ready for me when I returned home from work today, you will receive ten lashes from my whip”.

Brandon tried to tell Heather that he couldn’t take any more pain, but his attempts were futile, as she hit him with the braided whip, punishing the already sore cheeks of his ass.  As each lash of the whip came down harder and harder upon his ass, Brandon screamed out, and felt like he would lose consciousness any minute.  Somehow, he survived the whipping, and then he hoped that Heather was done punishing him for what he had done.

His heart sunk however, when Heather then said “I can’t even believe that you almost ruined all of my fine lingerie by leaving it up there in the sink, soaking in detergent water all afternoon.  You are very lucky that everything is still in usable condition.  For not taking care of my lingerie properly, you will receive ten strokes of the cane”.

As soon as Brandon heard that, he cried out as loud as he could, begging Heather to please forgive him, and to spare him any further punishment.  Unfortunately for him however, before he was even done begging, Heather hit him very hard with the cane, and Brandon screamed out as the burning pain spread not only across his ass, but disseminated through his entire body, as the sting of the cane verberated across his ass cheeks.

Heather ignored Brandon’s cries for mercy, and proceeded to bring the cane down harder and harder with each stroke across his ass, as he screamed out in pain.  Somewhere around the seventh or eighth stroke of the cane, Brandon finally lost consciousness from the terrible pain which he had endured.

At that point, Heather put her cane away, removed the hood from Brandon’s head, and she went and retrieved a wash cloth soaked in cold water, which she placed over his face.  When his eyes opened shortly thereafter, and he realized that his punishment had ended, Brandon said “Thank you Mistress Heather.  Please forgive me for what I did today”.

Heather smiled to herself, knowing that Brandon’s behavior would probably be vastly improved in the days to come after the beating he had received.  She lowered the suspension device, removed the ankle cuffs, and strap, and told Brandon to get down on his knees.

As he knelt there on the floor, Heather pulled her panties down over her boots, and removed them.  She then sat on the bondage table, spread her legs, and said “Slave, if you want to properly thank me for disciplining you this evening, you may do so now by pleasuring me with your mouth and tongue.  I will warn you however, that if you do not satisfy me properly, I will probably have to punish you once again”.

Brandon didn’t need to hear anything further, and he definitely was not about to give Heather a reason to punish him anymore.  He immediately brought his mouth up against her pussy, and began licking and sucking on her clit, while his tongue also darted in and out of her pussy.  He couldn’t believe how wet Heather was, and then he realized that she had obviously gotten very sexually aroused from the punishment which she had administered to him.  Every slave he had previously spoke with, had warned him about how much Heather loved punishing slaves.  Now as his tongue slid in and out of her soaking wet pussy, Brandon was convinced that Heather was a true sadist, and he knew that he definitely needed to walk a straight line while under her control, and not give her reasons to punish him.

After a few minutes of Brandon’s oral worship, Heather pulled his head up tight against her pussy, dug the stiletto heels of her boots into his back, and said “Faster slave.  I am so close now.  Go Faster”.

Brandon immediately sucked harder on her clit, and slid his tongue in and out of Heather’s pussy faster and faster, until her body started shaking, and she screamed out in pleasure, as a massive orgasm spread over her body.

When she regained her composure after her pleasurable orgasm, Heather loosened her hold on Brandon’s head, and said “Fortunately for you slave, you did a very nice job.  I am sure that I will be using that mouth and tongue of yours again before the week is over”.

She then told Brandon to stand up, and when he did, she unlocked one of his wrist cuffs.  Before he even realized what she was doing, Heather then locked his wrists back together once again, only this time in front of him, and pushed him into the jail cell.  As she closed the door, Brandon heard the clicking sound of the lock engaging, and knew that once again there was no way out of the steel jail cell for him, until Heather decided to release him.

Heather handed Brandon a glass, in case he wanted to get a drink of water from the sink, and then said “Brandi, you might want to try and get a good night’s sleep, because you are going to have a very busy day tomorrow.  That I can assure you!”

At that point, Heather turned out the lights in the dungeon, and went back upstairs, leaving Brandon standing there in the jail cell in the dark with his wrists cuffed in front of him.  He couldn’t believe that in addition to everything which he had endured, he now was forced to sleep on a concrete bed with no pillow or blanket.

As soon as Brandon tried to lay down on the concrete bed, he immediately jumped back up, and cried out in pain.  He had no idea as to what his ass looked like, but he knew that there was no way that he could put any pressure at all on it, without experiencing terrible pain.

He laid back down on the bed once again, only this time on his stomach, and found that he had to hold his arms up over his head, because of his cuffed wrists.  He quickly found out that lying on his stomach was quite uncomfortable, not only because of his wrists being locked together, but also because his weight caused his stainless steel chastity tube to dig uncomfortably into his body.

Brandon finally decided that he would have to sleep on his side, and even then he spent a very restless night, trying to sleep on the cold hard concrete slab.  He woke up many times during the night, and wondered what time it was.  Since the dungeon was pitch black, and there was not a ray of light anywhere in the basement, Brandon didn’t know if it was still Monday night or Tuesday morning.

It seemed to Brandon that he had just fallen asleep when suddenly the lights in the dungeon came on, and he heard the sound of high heels coming down the steps.  When his eyes were finally able to focus, he saw Heather, already dressed for work in a red leather jump suit and red high heel pumps, walk over to the opposite wall, where she pressed the button which unlocked the jail cell.

As Heather opened the door of the jail cell, she said “Ok Brandi, time to get up”.

Every bone in Brandon’s body ached from having spent a painful night on the cold concrete bed, and he got up very slowly, and took small steps towards Heather.

Heather guided Brandon out of the cell, and then unlocked the leather cuffs, and removed them from his wrists, saying “You need to go upstairs, have a cup of coffee, get cleaned up, and be ready to leave the house by 7 am”.

Brandon was very surprised by what Heather said, and he asked “Mistress Heather, if I may be so bold as to ask, where am I going this morning?”

“I told you last night that you were going to have a very busy day today.  You are going to work with me today, and you can be sure that I will have plenty for you to do around the store.  Now, get moving!”

Brandon carefully climbed the stairs to the kitchen, poured himself a cup of coffee, and took it with him up to the guest bathroom, where he freshened up, and fixed his make-up.

When it was time to leave for the city, Heather told Brandon to hold his arms out in front of him, and when he did, she took a pair of handcuffs out of her purse, and locked his wrists together in front of him.  She then led him into the garage, and helped him into the front passenger seat of her car.

As they crawled along in traffic towards center city Philadelphia, Brandon sat there quietly, while Heather stayed busy on the phone during the entire trip talking to various supplier reps.

Brandon had to admit that he was somewhat in awe of Heather, as he listened to her on the phone, dealing with business associates in a no nonsense matter of fact way.  It was very obvious to Brandon that Heather was extremely dominant, not only in her personal dealing with slaves, but also with people she was involved with in the business world.  He could see why women like Heather and his wife, Samantha was so successful in life, while he had never accomplished much in any endeavor he had ever undertaken.

Yes, as he sat there handcuffed listening to Heather on the phone, Brandon realized that the only thing that he could ever hope to achieve at this point in his life, was to be the best possible submissive sissy slave to his wife and all of her dominant female friends.

After Heather had parked her car in the garage about a block from her store in Philly, she came around to the passenger side of the car, and told Brandon to get out.  When he did, she took a red leather leash out of her purse, and clipped it to the ring on his stainless steel slave collar.

Heather tugged on the leash, and said “Ok Brandi, time to go to work”.  As she led him out of the parking garage, Brandon was terrified about facing the people on the street, as they walked to her store in the next block.

As Heather in her red leather jumpsuit led Brandon by the leash through the crowd of people who were scurrying on the sidewalk to their offices and businesses, she elicited many wolf calls and compliments from admirers, and at the same time, numerous comments were made about her sissy slave, some not very nice at all.

Brandon, in his maid outfit and Mary-Jane pumps was totally humiliated as he tried to keep pace with Heather, and not listen to the disparaging comments which were directed at him.  He was so glad when they finally reached the safety of Heather’s store, and went inside.

When they entered the store, Heather was greeted by Josh, one of her employees who, in a very animated manner, said “Good Morning Mistress Sunshine.  And who is this pretty sissy maid at the end of your leash?”

Heather laughed, and said “Josh, this is Brandi.  One of my friends has left Brandi in my care while she is out of town, and I will be putting Brandi to work around the store today”.

Brandon immediately recognized that Josh made no attempt at disguising how gay he was, and Brandon became extremely uncomfortable when Josh gave him a big hug, and said to Heather “Oh goody, maybe you’ll let me play with your sissy slave later when he’s done doing his chores”.

Heather removed the leash from Brandon’s collar, and unlocked the handcuffs, freeing his wrists.  Then she took a twenty dollar bill out of her purse, handed it to Brandon, and said “Here Brandi.  There’s a Starbucks in the next block.  Run over there and get a coffee and plain bagel with cream cheese for Josh and I, and get yourself something to eat, before you start working”.

Brandon couldn’t believe that Heather was going to make him go back out onto the street again, and face the ridicule which he was sure he would receive.  He wanted to say something, but his stomach was growling since he had not had anything to eat since noon on Monday, and he also knew better than to argue with Heather, and incur her wrath.  So Brandon just took the money, and said “Yes, Mistress Heather, I’ll go get your food, and thank you for also thinking of me”.

As Brandon walked out of her store, heading to the restaurant, Heather began laughing, knowing that Brandon was in for a good dose of public humiliation by going on the little errand which she had assigned to him.

Josh saw Heather laughing, and said “Oh, you are so bad Mistress.  I wouldn’t be surprised if the people in Starbucks don’t make your poor sissy slave cry”.

The restaurant may have only been a block away, but to Brandon it felt like he walked a mile, while he was being bombarded with one comment after another by passers-by.  As if Brandon was not embarrassed enough by the ridicule which was directed at him out on the street, he was totally mortified by the reception that he received once he entered the Starbucks to place his order.

As soon as Brandon walked into the restaurant, everyone seated at the tables stopped talking.  You could have heard a pin drop, as all eyes in the place were focused on him, dressed in his maid’s outfit.  Then after a short period of deafening silence, Brandon heard the barrage of comments which were directed his way.

“Whoa, look at that little sissy.  Not a bad of set of legs on that maid.  I wonder how well she can suck a cock!”

“Hey queer, what are you doing out in public dressed like that?”

“Come on over here sweetie.  I have something a lot sweeter than a cup of coffee that you can wrap your lips around”.

Even some of the female patrons in the restaurant got caught up in the hysteria.  An especially attractive woman yelled at Brandon, and said “I just love your maid’s outfit.  Can I take you home, and have you wait on me?”

Brandon tried to tune out all of the comments, as he approached the counter and placed his order.  Then as he stood there waiting for his food, a rather young naïve barista said “I think that you look adorable.  Are you on your way to a costume party?”

A gruff looking construction worker who was standing in line behind Brandon laughed, and said “They don’t have costume parties at 9 am in the morning”.

Then, totally catching Brandon by surprise, the guy reached out, patted him on the butt, and said “I must say that you do have a cute ass sissy!”

Brandon wanted to crawl into a hole, and he was glad that his order was finally ready.  He quickly picked up the tray of food, and headed for the door as fast as he could walk in his high heel pumps.  When he returned to the store with the food, Josh said “Brandi, you look quite frazzled.  Did everything go ok?”

Then Heather chuckled, and said “Brandi, did anyone try to make a date with you while you were at Starbucks?”

Brandon didn’t answer either of their questions.  He just set the food on the table, and they all sat down to eat.

After the three of them had finished eating their breakfast in the kitchenette, Josh went and opened the store for business.  While he was doing that, Heather handed a feather duster to Brandon, and said “Brandi, the first thing I need you to do today is to dust every item on every shelf in the store.  Make sure that you move everything, and don’t let me find any dust anywhere when you are done, or you will be sorry”.

As soon as Brandon started his task, he realized that it was not as easy as it might have sounded.  Each shelf in the store was jam packed with scores of items, and it took forever just to remove everything from the shelves, dust each item, and then put them back on the shelves in the proper manner.

As Brandon concentrated on dusting the shelves, the store started doing a brisk business, and he could hear some of the patrons making comments about him to Heather and Josh, telling them how much they liked the new sissy employee.

One woman in particular, a regular customer named Maria, was telling Heather how much she loved the maid’s outfit which Brandon was wearing.  When Heather told the woman that the outfit was available for sale in the store, the attractive middle aged woman said “Really?  Oh, I may want one for my sissy husband.  I need to take a closer look at it”.

Heather smiled, and said “No problem at all.  Let me give you a first-hand look at that outfit”.

She then called Brandon over to where she and Maria were standing, and began showing the woman the features of the maid outfit which he was wearing.

“Bend over Brandi”, Heather ordered.

When he did as Heather ordered, the layered petticoat immediately pushed out the skirt exposing Brandon’s panties and the tops of his stockings.

Maria then ran her hand over Brandon’s silk covered butt, squealed with delight, and said “Oh, I just love that Heather.  How sexy!”

Heather laughed, and said “Yes, that is one of the wonderful features of the petticoat on this maid’s outfit.  All you have to do is to just keep coming up with reasons to make your slave bend over”.

Then Heather ran her hands over the fine black satin pinafore of the outfit, and pointed out the fancy white lace which lined not only the pinafore, but also the bottom of the sleeves, and the bottom of the petticoat.

At that point, Maria was sold on the maid’s outfit, and said “Oh, that’s wonderful.  I have to get one for my sissy husband”.

Heather said “Ok, let’s go check, and see if I have one in your husband’s size”.  Then she turned to Brandon, and said “That will be all for now Brandi.  You may go ahead and get back to work”.

By the time that Brandon got finished dusting everything on all of the shelves in the store, it was almost noon.  After Heather inspected the job which he had done, and was satisfied that everything was dusted properly, she told him that he could go ahead and take a short break and get something to drink.

About five minutes later while Brandon was sitting in the kitchenette sipping a soda, Heather came in and told him that his break was over, and that it was time for him to get back to work.  She led him to the utility closet where she had him get a broom, a bucket, scrub brush, a bottle of detergent, a can of wax, and some cleaning cloths.

Then she said “Brandi, you need to go ahead and remove your maid’s outfit so that it does not get soiled.  I want the floor in my office, the kitchenette, and the stockroom scrubbed by hand, and then waxed.  You’ll have to get down on your knees to do the job properly.  I will expect the floors to be perfectly cleaned, and to shine brightly when you are finished.  If I can’t see my face in the floors after they are polished, you will be in trouble!”

Brandon took off his maid’s outfit, prepared the bucket of cleaning solution, and then got down on his hands and knees, and began scrubbing the floors in the three rooms.  At one point, while he was on his knees, scrubbing the stockroom floor, wearing only his lingerie and heels, Heather came into the room, took some pictures of him with the camera on her phone, and said “I’ll text these to Mistress Samantha so that she knows that I am keeping you busy while she is gone”.

It took Brandon over two hours to scrub and wax the floors in the three rooms.  By the time that he was done, his knees were killing him, and he was soaking wet from sweating profusely.  When he notified Heather that he was finished with the job, she carefully examined the job he had done in each room.

Then with a frown on her face, she said “Brandi, you obviously neglected to move the furniture when you scrubbed and waxed the floor.  It appears to me that you took a short cut, and just went around the legs of all of the furniture.  So now, you can just start all over again, and redo the floors in each room the proper way this time, and be thankful that I don’t get my paddle out, and punish that ass of yours again!”

Brandon was devastated by Heather’s order, but he was thankful that she was giving him the opportunity to redo the floors to her liking, instead of punishing him with her paddle.  His butt was still raw and hurt terribly from the severe punishment which she had given to him the night before, and Brandon knew that there was no way that he could survive another one of her dreadful punishment sessions.

When Brandon was finally finished moving all of the furniture in the three rooms, and redoing the floors, he was hardly able to stand up, because he had such bad cramps in his legs and knees, after kneeling on the hard floors for another two hours.

Heather once again conscientiously inspected every inch of the three rooms, and then said “Very good Brandi.  Let this be a lesson to you.  I expect things to be done right the first time”.

Then, shaking her head, Heather said “You look like an absolute mess.  Go get cleaned up and dressed.  We’ll leaving for home in about a half hour”.

When Heather was ready to depart the store, she handcuffed Brandon’s wrists in front of him, attached the leash to the ring on his slave collar, and led him down the street to the parking garage.  Once again, he was totally humiliated by the deluge of comments, and the ridicule he received from people they passed on the crowded street.

He was even more humiliated however, when Heather stopped an attractive businesswoman in front of the parking garage, and said “Would you be so kind as to do me a favor, and take a picture of me and my sissy slave?”

The woman looked at Brandon, laughed, and then said “Sure, I’ll be glad to take a picture for you”.

Heather handed her phone camera to the woman, and then she told Brandon to get down on his knees in front of her.  The woman snapped a couple of pictures, and handed the phone back to Heather.  Then she said “Would you mind if I took a few pictures of you and your sissy slave with my phone?  I’d like to scare my husband by showing them to him, and telling him that I am thinking about doing the same thing to him”

Heather laughed, and said “I wouldn’t mind at all”.

Then turning to Brandon, she said “Brandi, get down on your knees and kiss my shoes, so this nice lady can get some fun pictures”.

Brandon was shocked by Heather’s command.  He looked up at her, and said “Mistress Heather, please don’t make me do that out here on the sidewalk with all these people around”.

With a very stern look, Heather said “Brandi, did you not understand what I just told you to do, or would you rather be punished when we get home?”

Brandon immediately dropped down onto his knees, and began kissing Heather’s high heel pumps, while the other woman began snapping pictures.  In a matter of seconds, a large crowd of people had gathered around them, cheering and roaring with laughter, and Brandon was more humiliated than at any other time in his life.

The woman thanked Heather for allowing her to take the pictures, and then said “I just absolutely love your outfit.  I’ll have to get one like that sometime”.

Heather smiled, took a business card out of her purse, and handed it to the woman, and said “I can help you with that.  I own the Fetish Emporium which is right down the street here.  Stop in and see me some time, and I’ll take care of you”.

As soon as Heather had placed Brandon into the passenger seat of her car, she took out her phone, sent a text message, and then said “Well Brandi, I just sent those pictures to your Mistress.  I think she will get a kick out of them”.

Sure enough, a minute later, Heather received a text message from Samantha which said “Heather, I love the pictures.  Thanks so much for taking such good care of my slave.  I’m having a ball down here in Florida.  The meetings are boring, but Jason is doing a wonderful job of keeping me entertained and satisfied…I am sure that you know what I mean”.

Heather showed the message to Brandon, and said “Looks like your wife’s new stud is keeping a smile on her face”.

Brandon was not happy at all when he read the text message from his wife.  It drove him crazy, as he thought about Jason down there in Florida, having sex with Samantha, while he was forced to serve Heather as her maid, and endure her harsh punishment and public humiliation.

On the way home, Heather called an order into Chin’s Kitchen when she was about twenty minutes from Doylestown, then said to Brandon “Since you worked so hard today, I won’t make you cook dinner for us tonight.  We’ll just have some Chinese food”.

Brandon thanked Heather for being so considerate, by calling in the food order, and not making him cook.  However, he was not so sure about her motives, when they arrived at the restaurant.  She reached into her purse, handed him some bills, and told him to go into the restaurant, and pick up their food.

Brandon held up his handcuffed wrists, and said “Mistress Heather, can you release my wrists?”

Heather shook her head, and said “Brandi, you can manage perfectly fine the way you are.  Now hurry up, and go get our food”.

As you might expect, all eyes in the restaurant were on Brandon when he walked in to pick up the food order.  In addition to all of the patrons who started making comments about him, the cashier and cooks immediately began laughing, and bantering back and forth in Chinese, as they pointed to him.

Brandon paid for the order as fast as he could, picked up the box of food, and hurried back to the car.  Then, Heather said “Oh Brandi, I forgot to tell you that I like extra hot mustard and soy sauce.  Go back in to the restaurant, and get them for me”.

Once again, Brandon entered the restaurant, and was subjected to the ridicule of the customers and staff as he requested the extra sauces which Heather wanted.  As he got back into the car, he could see the devious smile on Heather’s face, knowing the humiliation which she had subjected him to.

When they returned home, Heather removed the handcuffs, and Brandon set the dining room table, laid out the food, and then Heather invited him to sit down and eat with her, instead of eating in the kitchen by himself.

After dinner, while he cleaned up the dishes and kitchen, Heather retired to the living room to relax and watch a television program.  When he was finished in the kitchen, he went into the living room, and checked with Heather to see if there was anything that she needed.

She pointed to the floor in front of her, and said “Yes, you may remove my shoes, and give me a nice foot massage like you did the other night”.

For the next hour, as Heather watched television, Brandon remained on his sore knees, sucking her toes, and thoroughly massaging both of her feet.  As he knelt there looking up at her in her red leather jump suit, he found himself getting extremely aroused, and the chastity tube soon became very uncomfortable.

When she finally shut the television set off, she said “Brandi, I won’t be requiring anything else from you this evening.  You may go ahead, take your shower, and retire for the night in the guest room, since you had such a busy day”.

Then, as Brandon got up, and started walking out of the living room, Heather said “Brandi, just make sure that all of your chores get done properly tomorrow, and that you have dinner waiting for me when I get home.  I would hate to have to take you back down to the dungeon tomorrow night and punish you again”.

Then, with a laugh, she said “Actually, you would hate it a lot more than I probably would!”


Pleasure For Brandon?

On Wednesday morning, after getting Heather off to work, Brandon immediately began work on the long list of chores which Heather had left for him.  He was determined that he would totally please her by accomplishing each of his assigned chores perfectly, and not give her an opportunity to find anything wrong at all.  He didn’t waste a minute during the day as he vacuumed and dusted every room of the house, cleaned the tile of the kitchen floor on his hands and knees, scrubbed the bathrooms, washed and folded the laundry, weeded the flower beds in the back yard, and then prepared a nice dinner.

As soon as Brandon heard Heather pull into the garage around 6 pm, he quickly got down on his knees by the door.  When she entered the house, Brandon said “Welcome home, Mistress Heather.  I hope that you had a very nice day”, and he immediately began worshipping the black knee high boots which she was wearing, with his mouth and tongue.

Heather looked down at him, smiled, and said “Yes Brandi, I did have a rather pleasant day, and thank you for greeting me properly this evening”.

When Brandon finished cleaning every inch of her boots, Heather said “You may get up now Brandi, and go pour me a glass of wine, while I check to see how you did today on your chores”.

After Heather had checked every room of the house, and had inspected the work which Brandon did in her garden, she returned to the kitchen, took her glass of wine from him, and said “Well Brandi, it looks like you were very conscientious today, and that you properly accomplished all of the chores which I assigned to you”.

Brandon was obviously happy to hear those words from Heather, and he was glad that his work had met her standards.  He said “Thank you Mistress Heather.  Dinner is ready to be served whenever you desire”.

Heather told him that she wanted to go change into something more comfortable before dinner, and that she would be ready to eat in fifteen minutes.  Then she told Brandon that he was welcomed to join her at the dining room table for dinner since he had done such a good job on his chores.

Brandon was thrilled that Heather was pleased with his performance, and he hurried into the kitchen to put the final touches on the meal, and set another place at the dining room table.

When Heather came into the dining room for dinner, Brandon saw that she had changed into a short red satin robe, thigh high red fishnet stockings, and a pair of red high heel pumps.  She looked so sexy that Brandon had a hard time keeping his eyes off of her, and concentrating on his meal during dinner.

For the first time since they had been together, Brandon saw a much kinder and gentler side of Heather during dinner.  She talked about her day at the store, laughed about some of the things which had taken place with various customers during the day, and then totally surprised him by saying “Brandi, I could really get used to having a full time maid like you here in my home”.

Heather then told Brandon that since her slave Thomas had such a well paying full time job, the opportunities for using him as her maid were somewhat limited.  With a big smile, she said “When your Mistress returns from Florida, I’ll have to see if I can work something out with her to use you on a regular basis as my sissy maid”.

Brandon continued eating his meal, and didn’t say anything in response to Heather’s comment, but he hoped that she was just kidding.  The idea of being under Heather’s control on a regular basis really scared him, because she thought nothing about humiliating him in public, and he had already found out how much she loved punishing the slaves who served her.

When dinner was finished, Brandon cleared off the table, and began cleaning up the kitchen.  A few minutes later, Heather came into the kitchen, and with a big smile, and in a very seductive manner, said “Brandi, when you are finished in here, you can come down to my bedroom.  I am in the mood for some dessert”.

Brandon’s cock immediately began fighting to get hard in his chastity tube, as he wondered what Heather had in mind.  He hurried to finish the dishes and clean up the kitchen.  When he was sure that everything was cleaned to Heather’s standards, he went down the hall, and knocked on her bedroom door.

When Heather told him to come into the bedroom, he found her lounging on the king size bed, with her robe open, and a vibrator buzzing between her legs which were spread wide open.  His eyes were first drawn to her beautiful perfectly shaped breasts, and then to the vibrator which she held against her clean shaven pussy.

“Take your dress off and remove your panties Brandi.  Then climb up here onto the bed.  I was just warming myself up.  Now, I’ll expect you to give me some real pleasure with that mouth and tongue of yours!”

Brandon quickly removed his dress, climbed up onto the bed, and knelt down between Heather’s legs.  She grabbed his head, and positioned his mouth up against her pussy, and said “You know what to do Brandi.  Show me how well you can please me”.

Without any hesitation, Brandon immediately began licking and sucking on Heather’s clit.  At first, he ran his tongue around her clit in sensuous circles, and then he inserted his tongue into her pussy.  As he gently sucked on her clit, he glided his tongue in and out of her vagina which was already quite wet from the stimulation she had given herself with the vibrator.

As Heather became more and more excited, she closed her thighs tightly around Brandon’s head, dug her heels into his back, and said “Yes, that’s what I want Brandi.  Yes, my little sissy slave, give me the pleasure which I deserve”.

Brandon began sucking on Heather’s clit with more force, and he slid his tongue in and out of her pussy at a much faster pace.  It only took a few more minutes, before she started moaning loudly, squeezed his head even tighter with her thighs, and cried out as the waves of a pleasurable orgasm overtook her entire body.

As Heather laid there, basking in the afterglow of her wonderful orgasm with Brandon’s head tightly locked between her thighs, he began gasping for a breath of fresh air, but he knew better than to try to extricate himself from her pussy, until she was ready to release him.

Finally, after almost ten minutes, Heather opened her legs, released Brandon’s head, and allowed him to breathe normally.  Then she said “Thank you very much Brandi.  That was very nice”.

When Heather looked down at Brandon’s chastity tube, she noticed the long strand of pre-cum hanging from the end of it, and said “Well Brandi, it looks like your cock got really excited while you were pleasuring me.  Does my little sissy slave need a release?”

Brandon couldn’t believe his ears.  Was Heather really asking him if he wanted to come?

Before he could even answer, Heather ran her fingers over the end of his chastity tube, and scooped up the string of pre-cum.  Then she slid her fingers into Brandon’s mouth, and said “Lick my fingers clean, slave.  You obviously are very excited.  Maybe you need an orgasm also tonight”.

Brandon quickly sucked on Heather’s fingers, licked them clean, and then said “Oh yes Mistress Heather.  Yes, please.  That would be so wonderful”.

Heather reached into the nightstand, took out a pair of handcuffs, and told Brandon to place his arms behind his back.  When he did, she snapped the handcuffs onto his wrists, and locked them together.  Then she said “Well, let’s see what we can do about this cock of yours”.

She retrieved the key which would unlock the padlock on Brandon’s chastity tube, held it up, and said “Now Brandi, if I let you out of your chastity tube for a release, you have to promise me that it will be a secret between you and me, and that you won’t say anything about it to Mistress Samantha”.

Brandon quickly nodded his head, and said “Oh yes Mistress Heather.  I promise you that I won’t say a word to Mistress Samantha.  Oh yes, please let me have a release.  I will be so thankful”.

Heather laughed, and as she unlocked the padlock, she said “Yes, I bet that you will be thankful if I let you have an orgasm”.

She then removed the cage and ring, and when she did, his cock sprung up hard and erect, and Brandon immediately anticipated the much needed release which Heather was about to give to him.

Heather pushed Brandon down onto his back on the bed, and rubbed his balls, and said “Yes, these look like they are pretty full”.

Then she ran her hand up and down the shaft of his cock, getting him extremely excited, but she removed her hand before he had a chance to come.  Heather then climbed up over Brandon, straddled his legs, lowered her pussy down to about an inch above his cock, and said “You just lie there Brandi, and don’t move a muscle!”

Brandon was excited more than he had been in many months.  He couldn’t even remember the last time that his cock had experienced the warmth of his wife’s pussy, and he couldn’t wait for Heather to lower herself onto his hard and erect shaft.

As Heather lowered her body down a little more, Brandon could feel the tip of his cock just barely touching the lips of her pussy.  He got so excited that he began raising his body up, and he tried to slip his cock into her vagina.  The minute he did that, Heather slapped him hard across the face, and said “How dare you slave.  Did I not tell you to lie there without moving?  What makes you think that you have the right to try and push this cock of yours into my pussy?”

Brandon was totally caught off guard by the blow to his face, and quickly said “Please Mistress Heather, forgive me.  I just got carried away because I got so excited.  You are so beautiful and sexy.  Please forgive me.  Please let me make love to you”.

Heather laughed, got up from the bed, grabbed a hold of Brandon’s cock, and said “Brandi, you are so pathetic, just like all of my male slaves.  What makes you think that I would ever allow you to put this puny cock of yours inside of my pussy?”

Heather left Brandon lying there on the bed, with his wrists cuffed behind his back, and went into the kitchen.  When she returned she was carrying two baggies full of ice.  She placed one under Brandon’s balls, and the other on top of his cock.  He immediately cried out as his cock and balls were shocked from the cold bags of ice, and he begged her to please remove them, and to give him a release.

As soon as Heather was satisfied that Brandon’s cock had become flaccid enough, she slipped the stainless ring behind his balls, placed the cage back over his cock, and locked the cage to the ring with the padlock once again.  Then with a devious smile, Heather said “Just wait till I tell Mistress Samantha that you said that you were willing to deceive her and keep a secret from her.  I bet she won’t be very happy at all with you, and I wouldn’t be surprised, if she doesn’t whip you royally”.

Brandon wanted to cry.  He couldn’t believe that he had actually thought that Heather was going to allow him to have an orgasm.  Not only was he much hornier than before he had pleasured Heather with his mouth, but now he also knew that he was going to have a lot of trouble on his hands, if Heather did in fact, tell Samantha what he had said when he thought that he had a chance to receive an orgasm.  He realized that Heather had played him for a fool, and he cursed himself for actually believing that the sadistic woman was going to give him an orgasm.

As if Brandon was not in enough agony already, Heather then added to his frustration and suffering by shutting off the bedroom light, kicking off her heels, and climbing into bed next to him, still wearing her fishnet stockings.

She patted his chastity tube, and said “I think that I’ll keep you in bed with me tonight Brandi.  Since this little cock of yours is locked back up again, and your wrists are handcuffed behind your back, I don’t have to worry about you doing anything.  I however, might like to use that mouth and tongue of yours again when I get up in the morning”.


Mistress Samantha Returns Home

On Friday morning, before she left for work, Heather told Brandon that she had received a text message from Mistress Samantha, letting her know that she and Jason would be at the house to pick him up around 5 pm after they arrived back in town.

Heather told Brandon that she would plan on leaving the store early so that she could be there when his Mistress arrived to pick him up.

“Brandi, I will expect you to get all of your chores done properly today, have dinner waiting for me, put new linens on the bed in the guest room and the master bedroom, make sure that all of the laundry is done, and to have this house spotless when I get home.  Don’t disappoint me, or I will take you down to the dungeon and punish you, before your Mistress takes you home!”

Brandon didn’t doubt in the least that Heather meant what she had said.  He was sure that she would just love to have the opportunity to punish him in front of Samantha and Jason.  The minute that she left for work, he got busy working on his chores, and he never even stopped to take a break at all during the day.

By 4 pm, the house was immaculate, all of the chores were finished, and a baked Salmon dinner for Heather was in the oven.  Brandon even put a bottle of Heather’s favorite wine in an ice bucket to chill.  He figured that he would do everything he could to make Heather happy, so that when Samantha arrived, he could leave with his wife, without any trouble from Heather.

Brandon then went in to the bathroom, freshened up his make-up, gathered up his belongs, and packed his suitcase so that he would be ready to leave as soon as Samantha arrived at the house.

About a half hour later, Brandon heard the garage door open, and he quickly got down on his knees to greet Heather properly.  As soon as she came into the house, he kissed her high heel pumps, and welcomed her home.  When she saw the wine chilling in the ice bucket, she told Brandon to pour a glass for her, while she inspected the house to see how well he had done his chores.

When she returned to the kitchen, she took the glass of wine from Brandon, and said “It looks like you accomplished all of your chores today”.

Brandon started to breathe a sigh of relief, but just then Heather said “Brandi, you really do need to learn how to make a bed properly.  After you changed the linens on the two beds, you made both of them up rather sloppily.  First of all, you put the top sheet on upside down on both beds.  Then you failed to tuck in the sheets using hospital corners so that they would be nice and taunt, and look presentable.  While I relax for a bit with my wine, you may go and fix both of the beds now”.

Brandon knew better than to say anything at all to Heather, other than “Yes, Mistress Heather”.

As he worked on fixing the two beds, Brandon looked at the clock, saw it was already 5 pm, and he hurried to get both beds remade before his wife would arrive to pick him up.  However, when he was finished, and came out into the living room, Heather said “Brandi, I’ll be ready for you to serve me dinner in the dining room in about fifteen minutes”.

Then handing him her glass, she said “You can go get me a fresh glass of wine, before you put my dinner on the table”.

Brandon thought it was somewhat odd that Heather wanted him to serve her dinner at that time.  He had assumed that she would wait until after he had left with Samantha before eating her dinner.  Rather than say anything, he set the dining room table, dished up her meal, and then notified Heather that dinner was ready.  After Heather sat down to eat, and sampled the salmon, she said “Brandi, the fish is delicious.  Feel free to make yourself a plate.  You can eat it in the kitchen”.

At that point Brandon said “Thank you so much Mistress Heather, but I think that I’ll just wait till I get home with Mistress Samantha.  She may want me to make something for her to eat for dinner”.

Heather laughed, and said “Brandi, you don’t have to worry about making something for Mistress Samantha for dinner tonight.  She called me from the airport, and asked if I would mind keeping you till Sunday.  I told her that would be absolutely no problem at all, so she said that Jason and her were going to go out to dinner, and then he was going to spend the night at her house.  Your Mistress won’t be coming to pick you up till sometime on Sunday”.

Brandon felt like he had been punched in the stomach when he heard what Heather said.  He had waited anxiously all day for his wife to come and get him.  Now, he was totally demoralized, knowing that he had to spend two more nights at Heather’s house.

He went into the kitchen, and picked at the food on the stove, but found that he had no appetite because of how depressed he was over the latest news which he had received.

When Heather was finished with her meal, Brandon cleared the dining room table, and began cleaning up the kitchen.  Just as he finished cleaning everything up, Heather came into the kitchen, and told him to hold his arms out in front of him.

When he did, she snapped a pair of handcuffs onto his wrists.  She then secured the handcuffs to the ring on his slave collar using a small padlock.

With a confused look on his face, Brandon was about to ask Heather what was going on, when she ushered him towards the door leading to the basement, and then guided him down the steps to the dungeon.

When she pushed him into the jail cell and closed the door, Brandon asked “Mistress Heather, why are you putting me in here?  Did I do something wrong?”

“Well, as far as your wife is concerned, you did!”

Totally bewildered, Brandon asked “Mistress Heather, what do you mean?”

Heather smiled, and said “When I was talking to Mistress Samantha earlier, I told her about the other night when you said that you would keep a secret from her, if I would give you an orgasm.  I explained to her that I never intended to give you a release, but she was pretty upset with you, knowing that you planned to be deceitful with her.  She asked me if I would be so kind as to discipline you severely, since you’ll be staying with me for another two nights.  Of course, I told her that I would be more than happy to punish you for her!”

As Heather turned to go back upstairs, she said “Brandi, you did a nice job redoing the sheets on the beds.  I wouldn’t want you to mess up the one in the guest room, so you’ll just be sleeping down here for the next two nights.  Don’t worry about being lonesome though.  I’ll be back later to punish you in a proper manner!”


A Look At Another Novel Of Mine

Thank you so very much for reading “Caught In The Act – Part II: The Cuckolded Sissy”

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:

“FemDom Law Firm”

It has done amazingly well on the Amazon Charts, and was nominated for the “Golden Flogger Award” for Best BDSM Novel of the year in 2015.  I was besieged by so many readers asking me to please put out a Sequel, that I have now released Part II and Part III of this exciting Novel Series, and plan on releasing the final segment during the summer of 2016.  “FemDom Law Firm” is available in both Kindle Format and also as a Beautiful Paperback.

You can read a sample 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)

OEBPS/image_rsrcZ4.jpg
CAUGHT IN THE
ACT - PART II

\ i
- v

o LU

-l





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




