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Introduction

My name is Thomas McMillian, and up until recently I was the Chief Executive Officer of a very successful electronics company.  It’s hard for me to even comprehend now what has happened to me over the last two years.  It all seems like a bad dream.  Unfortunately, I am not going to be able to wake up from this bad dream.  I know that I don’t have anyone to blame except myself for the events which have taken place and for what has happened to me.

Everything that has taken place is a result of my own stupidity, my obsession with work, my male ego, too much time spent looking at porn on the internet, and the lack of attention I paid to the needs of my wife for too long.

If I could turn back the clock and undo my stupid mistakes, and correct my behavior I would, but that’s impossible now.  Now everything has been taken away from me.  I’ve totally lost control of the company which I worked so hard to build.  My beautiful wife Doreen, who I must now address as Mistress Doreen, has transformed me into nothing more than a cuckold slave to her and her new boyfriend.  The secretary who I hired, mentored, and trusted has used me to get everything she wanted, and then she seized control of my business, with the assistance of my wife who was more than willing to help take everything away from me.

So much has happened so fast that when I try to analyze the events which took place and what I could have done to change the outcome, I realize now that there was probably no way for me to avoid my downfall.  I set myself up on a course headed for disaster.  My wife and my secretary just gladly took advantage of the situation to help me get there faster. 

Two years ago I was on top of the world.  I had it all, or at least I thought that I did.  At the age of forty five, I was the owner of a successful electronics company in Maryland that was setting sales records every day, and was envied by all the competitors in the market.

I had inherited the company, Advanced Electronics Corp from my father when he passed away five years prior.  My father had always worked hard and over the years his company experienced slow but steady growth. 

When I took over control of the company after his death however, I was convinced that the company had not even scratched the surface of the potential market which existed out there.  I was determined to really increase the sales of the company by broadening and expanding our customer base.  I planned on doing that by recruiting an aggressive sales force and increasing marketing expenditures.

My father had been content selling electronic parts to primarily small companies, and was never very aggressive about trying to attract the bigger business customers who had the potential to place the larger and more profitable orders.

I changed the company’s focus from day one when I took control.  I went out and recruited and trained a top notch sales force who went after the bigger accounts.  I set my sights on the Fortune 500 companies doing business in the nearby Washington, DC market, and when we were successful in getting more and more of those accounts, I was able to expand our warehouse and distribution network, modernize our office facilities, and hire even more sales people to further build the business.

Within a year, our company had grown to the point where we were large enough to then go after those lucrative accounts with the numerous government contractors who were doing business in the DC area.  Once we succeeded in landing some of those contractors, our sales then started growing exponentially each year.  It wasn’t long before we were attracting the top sales talent in the country because of the buzz on the street about the salaries and bonuses which were earned by our existing sales force.

Life was very good.  The money was rolling in each day and it seemed like my wife, Doreen was never at a lost as to how to spend it.  She wanted her dream home built on a secluded lot in Montgomery County, and by the time she was finished designing the house, we had a six thousand square foot mansion complete with a high stone wall encircling it to keep out prying eyes.  My payroll soon expanded to include the cook, house keeper, and gardener necessary to help tend to such an extravagant home.

Doreen was always used to having the finer things in life even before she married me.  She came from a family that was very well to do.  Her father was a successful Wall Street Investment Banker, so there were few things that she desired growing up which she could not have.

Doreen also was blessed with the looks that made other women envious and always turned men’s heads no matter where she went.  While she is only three years younger than me, people never believe that she is a day over thirty five because of her great looks and her awesome body which she keeps beautifully toned by her constant visits to the gym working with her personal trainer.

At five foot seven with a mane of long fire red hair and perfect thirty six – twenty four – thirty six measurements, Doreen is an imposing figure and is always the focus of everyone’s attention whenever she walks into a room.  Especially, since she is always dressed in the latest and most alluring fashions that money can buy.  Designer outfits look a lot better on Doreen than they even do on the runway models.   

When I used to go out with the guys for a night on the town or hang out with them at the country club (before all the changes took place in my life and I was relegated to my new role as Doreen’s slave), they would often ask me what I did to get so lucky in hooking such a sexy looking wife.  Also there were always the innuendos about how great my sex life must be with Doreen.

Little did they know how wrong they actually were.  My sex life with Doreen or rather my lack of a proper sex life with her was actually a big part of all my problems, and helped lead to my eventual downfall.

When we first got married ten years ago, every day was filled with new and exciting experiences when it came to our married life and especially our sex life.  It also seemed like we always had time, or made time for each other each day, no matter how busy we were.  We were still struggling at that point to make ends meet but our home life was always harmonious and happy.

Those happy times however, were before I had taken over as owner of my father’s company.  Once I took the helm of the company, I became totally obsessed with growing the business, and thought nothing of putting in eighteen hour days at the office.  Weekends or Holidays didn’t seem to matter to me.  I always felt that there was something I should be doing at work.

Whenever Doreen asked me to set aside some time to go somewhere or to do something special with her, my immediate answer was usually that I had too much to do at work, and couldn’t break away from the office.  Looking back now, I was very foolish, especially for a man who was married to such an alluring woman.  I never made the time for her and used my work as an excuse.  I was either leaving early in the morning or coming home late at night. 

Let me be honest with you.  When I say that I had too much to do at work and couldn’t break away, that’s not totally true.  Yes, my days were pretty hectic meeting with the various department heads and making phone calls to prospective clients.  However, I also wasted quite a bit of time in the afternoons or when I was “working late” on my computer surfing the internet looking at a lot of different sex sites.

Somewhere along the line, I got attracted to the web sites which specialized in portraying women as very dominant and showing them taking advantage of their men, who were usually portrayed in a very submissive light.  I was amazed at the number of web sites which specialized in this FemDom or Female Domination theme, and I started spending more and more time in my office, on the computer, looking at these websites.

I guess since I was a very high powered type executive who drove myself, my people, and my company hard every day, I found these fantasy sites to be somewhat of a relief or pressure valve from my daily reality of pushing people for sales quotas and results.

In any case, the more time I spent visiting these websites showing dominant women, the more I started fantasizing about my wife Doreen filling that role with me at home.  I just never had the nerve to even bring the subject up to her, and since our intimate time together was limited, the opportunity never seemed to present itself.

I wasn’t even so sure that I would like being treated like some of the men were treated by the women on the websites I visited.  There was something however, about those images which got me very sexually excited.  The women in the dominant attire towering over the men who knelt before them definitely triggered something in me.

Hell, my wife Doreen was gorgeous.  She was every bit as good looking as any of the women I saw on the FemDom websites.  I realize now that if I had half a brain, I should have spent more time with my wife instead of my computer.  But I didn’t.  I just started spending more and more time each day in my fantasy world looking at Female Domination web sites.

Obviously, the time I spent surfing these websites only got me further behind on my work.  As a result, I had to spend more and more time at the office to get caught up on all the purchase orders, emails, and project authorizations which wound up on my desk by the end of the day.   

You may ask did Doreen complain about my work schedule and the fact that I started to neglect her more and more?

Absolutely, she constantly complained about the hours I was putting in at the office and the fact that I wasn’t around. She said that it seemed like we never did anything together as a couple anymore.  She would also ask me if I had a little affair going on the side, since I obviously wasn’t spending much time with her.

I was always quick to explain to her that what I was doing, “I was doing for us.  I was working hard to give her everything that she desired!”  I became very good at rationalizing why I couldn’t be there whenever she requested that I do something with her.

It wasn’t long before Doreen just stopped trying to get me involved in her social life, and began doing things on her own without me.  She became very active in various women’s groups in Maryland and DC, and it seemed like she was always attending a luncheon or dinner for some organization, or traveling back to Boston to see her relatives or friends.

At the time, I actually looked at that somewhat with relief.  I figured that if she kept herself busy with friends and group activities, then she wouldn’t be pressuring me to take time off from work to do things with her.  Now I realize how wrong I was and how I was responsible for the chain of events which transpired as a result of my actions.

I guess by now your curiosity is aroused and you might have some interest in knowing exactly what happened to me, and how things developed which brought me down, so let me turn back the clock two years and show you what a mess I made out of my life, and how my wife and my secretary took advantage of the situation.

I’ll be totally honest in giving you all the details.  It wouldn’t serve any purpose now for me to try and sugar coat what happened.


The Stage Is Set

As I pulled into the lot of my company headquarters on a sunny June morning, I couldn’t help but smile to myself about all that I had accomplished over the last three years since taking over control of the company following the death of my father.

When I pulled up in front of the building into the parking space with the “Reserved for C.E.O” sign, I allowed myself to just sit there for a while and admire the newly remodeled and expanded facility which now housed one of the most successful electronics companies in the country.

Yes, I had accomplished a lot in just a few years.  My thoughts went back to that first day when I took over the company and how dismal, cramped and dreary the office was compared to the new beautiful modern building which now sprawled in front of me.  I also thought about how outdated the office equipment and systems had been, and how quickly I was able to get everything automated to the latest technology.

I also remembered pulling up to the business that first day in my old Ford which had over a hundred thousand miles on it, and always seemed to have something break at the most inopportune time.  I don’t have to worry about that problem any longer as I sit here in the new shiny Mercedes S-550 Sedan which I just picked up at the dealer last week.

I look at my watch as I walk up the steps to the office entrance.  I always try to be one of the first to arrive at work in the morning.  I like getting into my office by 7:00 am, which means that I have to start each day at 5 am, in order to get the jump on the morning commute with the heavy traffic in the DC suburbs.

My wife Doreen just doesn’t understand why I feel that I need to be in the office so early.  She often says to me “For God’s sake Tom, you’re the boss. You don’t have to be the first one at work!”  She is always trying to get me to roll over when the alarm when goes off and stay in bed with her. 

Many mornings like this morning, she will even try to entice me to stay in bed with her by slipping her hand between my legs while she cuddles in next to me and she works on getting me aroused.

Unfortunately, I know that if I give in to her advances, we’ll wind up making love, and then by the time we are finished, I won’t get to the office till the middle of the morning.  So I’ll usually just say something to her like “I’ve got a really busy day ahead of me, and I can’t afford to get behind right off the bat”, as I slip away from her, jump out of bed, and head to the shower before she gets all worked up.

I know Doreen wasn’t too happy when I did that this morning because she shouted at me as I was headed into the bathroom.  “That’s it Tom. Just keep rejecting me.  I know plenty of men who would have loved to stay in bed with me!”

I know I probably made her mad once again, and that I’ll have to make sure that I do something to placate her later and make it up to her.

Doreen just doesn’t understand my rationale for getting out so early in the morning.  I really like to get into the office before all the sales people, engineers, and warehouse personnel arrive, and the phones and noise start.  Getting there before everyone else gives me time to study the previous day’s sales reports and get caught up on all the emails which came in during the night.

This morning, however, when I enter the wing which encompasses my office suite, I am surprised to see that my secretary Mary Thompson is already there sitting at her desk, looking at some papers.

“Good morning Mary.  You’re in early this morning”

“Good morning Mr. McMillian.  Yes, I needed to take care of something before we get busy.  I was also hoping that I could talk with you before everyone starts arriving”

“Sure, no problem Mary.  Give me a few minutes to get settled, and then we’ll talk”

While I look over the documents which are piled up on my desk, Mary brings me a cup of coffee, made just the way she knows I like it with two creams and two sugars.

Mary has been at Advanced Electronics for over twenty five years.  My father hired her right after he started the business, so she’s the most senior employee in the company.  Mary is in her late fifties, not very attractive, and she has that dowdy look that is commonly associated with librarians.

I know the last two years have been somewhat of a challenge for her having to adapt to my fast paced work style after being accustomed to working with my father for so many years.  He was very easy going and not very demanding at all on his employees.  Mary has also had a very hard time trying to adapt to the modernization and technology changes which have taken place since I took over control of the company.

She’s still not very proficient operating a computer and dealing with the various software programs that we have instituted into our business.  It was a real battle weaning her off of her electric typewriter and getting her to learn how to use basic computer programs.  She still can’t get a handle on any kind of Spreadsheet program, and has constant problems handling the E-mails and E-Faxes which come in at a rapid pace sometimes during the day.

I thought many times of replacing Mary with someone younger, more progressive, and more technologically astute.  I also thought that it would be nice to have someone who also was a lot more attractive.  It never hurts to have someone who is easy on the eyes sitting out in front of your office, when potential clients come to visit.

In spite of all those thoughts I had about replacing Mary however, I never could bring myself to do it.  She had been fiercely loyal to my father for all those years, so I just decided to bite the bullet and put up with Mary’s short comings, and make the best of the situation.

Anyway, as soon as I had given the pile on my desk a quick perusal while sipping my coffee, I told Mary to come on into my office.  When she came in and sat down in front of my desk, she seemed to be unusually tense and nervous.

“Mary, are you ok?”, I asked.

“No, not really Mr. McMillian.  I came in this morning to type this up for you”, she said, as she handed me a typewritten letter.

I only had to glance at it for a few seconds to see that Mary had typed up a letter of resignation.  In it she thanked me and the company for the many years we had employed her and for the things we had done on her behalf over the years.  The bottom line of the letter was that she was giving me her two week notice.

I realized immediately that I had mixed feelings about the piece of paper in my hand.  On one hand, I was, of course, sorry to see that Mary was going to be leaving the company after all the years she had given to us.  However, on the other hand, I was actually glad that Mary had decided to resign.  It was going to make my life a little easier and allow me to finally hire someone more productive and more to my personal liking.  I just had to make sure that I didn’t let her know that I was actually pleased to be holding her resignation letter. 

“Mary, I am so shocked and sorry to see this.  Is there something that I or the company did that made you decide to resign?”

“Oh no, absolutely not Mr. McMillian. You and everyone have been great to me.  I’ve been thinking about resigning for quite a while.  I know that I’m sort of an old school secretary and somewhat out of place here now with all the new people, equipment, and program changes.  Believe me, I know better that anyone that I’ve been struggling to keep up with the changes.  I just appreciate the patience that you’ve had with me over the last year”

I assured Mary that I and everyone at the company appreciated all the years of loyal service she gave to us and that she would be missed.  I asked her if she had any plans once she left her job.

Mary told me that her husband was going to be retiring in a few months and that the two of them planned on doing a lot of traveling.  They were going to start spending time with their family members around the country and especially enjoy visiting the grand kids.

Mary asked me if I wanted her help over the next two weeks in interviewing and hiring a replacement secretary.  I quickly told her that I appreciated her offer, but no, that wouldn’t be necessary.  I would handle that job personally.  We chatted for a while about the places that she and her husband were going to visit.  Then she thanked me and left my office.

I know that I should have felt bad about Mary leaving after all those years, but I actually felt quite elated.  Now I could finally fill the one last position in my company’s organization which I hadn’t changed since taking over.

I decided that I would get the personnel agency on the phone and tell them what I was looking for as soon as I finished my morning staff meeting with my team.

When I went into my meeting with my Sales Manager, Production Manager, and Marketing Manager that morning, I was feeling very good.  I couldn’t wait to get the meeting finished so that I could get started on finding a replacement for Mary.  A replacement that would fulfill my vision of the perfect secretary.  I was running a very successful and profitable company and I figured that I deserved a first class secretary that was as high class as I considered myself.

Little did I know, at that point, that I was about to soon make a decision which would eventually lead to my downfall, and change my life forever, not only as far as the business was concerned, but also change my role in my marriage to Doreen.


The Personnel Agency

When I finished with my staff meeting, it was almost 11 AM.  I decided that before it got any later I needed to call the personnel agency to talk about hiring a replacement for Mary.

I picked up the phone and dialed the agency which I had been using for the last two years.  So far I had good luck dealing with Jill, the senior recruiter at the agency.  She had handled all of my recruiting needs so far, and she had done a great job supplying me with good sales people and really talented management people.

When I got Jill on the phone, I explained to her about Mary leaving and that I was looking for someone to replace her as my secretary.

I asked Jill to hold on for a minute, as I got up and closed the door to my office.  I didn’t want to take any chances of Mary or anyone outside of my door hearing the conversation between me and the personnel agency. 

I explained to Jill that I did not want to replace Mary with a similar type person. I was really looking for a high power type executive secretary.  One who could function in a short time as a capable administrative assistant for me and help with some of the tasks I was doing such as scheduling and coordinating projects with the various departments in the company.

I explained to her that I needed someone with top notch computer skills.  An expert working knowledge of all the Microsoft Office programs was critical and any experience working with CAD/CAM systems would be a bonus because it would be helpful when working with our design folks.

Jill asked me how much Mary was earning.  I told her that Mary was at $30,000 per year.  I knew that was kind of high for a secretary, but she got to that level obviously because she had been with our company for so many years.

Jill told me that I might be in for a shock but that the type of person I was looking for was earning at least $45,000 in the DC area.  Furthermore, she said, that many of the true Administrative Assistants at companies of my size in the Metro Area were earning in excess of $60,000.

I must admit that she caught me by surprise with those numbers.  I knew the type of high power person I wanted.  I just didn’t realize that she was going to cost that much.

Anyway, I told Jill to go ahead and get together some of the best candidates she could recommend, and email their information to me so that I could review their qualifications and see who I wanted to interview.

“Jill, before you go, I wanted to ask you a couple of questions off the record, if that would be ok”, I said.

“Sure, what kind of questions are you referring to?”

“Well first, have you personally met the candidates that you would send to me?
 

“I’ve met and interviewed almost all of the candidates who are looking for either Executive Secretary or Administrative Assistant positions that we have in our files.  The few I haven’t met personally were interviewed by one of our other recruiters.  If I plan on sending you a resume of someone I haven’t personally interviewed, then I’ll confer with my colleagues before I submit them to you.

“Good.  Jill, I know this is a sensitive issue but I really would like to hire someone who is younger, maybe in their twenties or thirties, and would be considered pretty attractive.  It probably also would be good if they were single and not tied down with family responsibilities.”

I could hear somewhat of a nervous “Hmmm” from Jill on the other end of the call, so I quickly tried to clarify what I meant.

“The reason that I say that is because usually the younger candidates are more up to date on the latest technology.  I also was thinking that potential clients are also more receptive when they meet someone they consider attractive.  Plus, it would be a lot easier if I didn’t have to worry about the person having to leave at a set time every day to go home and take care of a family, especially if I needed her to stay late and work on a priority project.  You understand what I mean.  Don’t you Jill?”

“Well Tom, I sort of understand what you’re getting at.  I must caution you however, that when you are interviewing any of the candidates that I send over to you for the position, you legally can’t get into the issue of age, marital status, or home life responsibilities at all.  Any questions in any of those areas are considered illegal and could be the basis for a future discrimination law suit.  Do you understand what I’m saying?”

I assured Jill that I totally understood what she had said, and I tried to gloss over the tension which had entered into our conversation. 

“You just send me the best Executive Secretary candidate you’ve got over there, and I’ll be happy”

Jill thanked me for the opportunity to help, and told me that she would email the recruiting contract over to me before the day was finished.

I thought to myself Damm; I wish that they would send pictures of the person they are recommending along with the resumes.  I had mentioned that once before to a recruiter prior to Jill, and was quickly told that pictures with a resume were also potentially illegal.  Gosh, what ever happened to the good old days of hiring people before all the government regulations!


An Ultimatum at Dinner

Before lunch, I thought that I would do a little damage control with Doreen.  I picked up the phone and called her. 

When she answered my call, I knew I had my work cut out for me because of the frigid reception I got from her as soon as she answered the phone and realized it was me.

“Hi honey, how are you doing this morning”, I asked.

“Fine!”  That’s all I got.  A one word answer and then silence from her.  I knew that I had my work cut out for me. 

I forged ahead.  “ Listen, I was wondering if you would like to go out and have a nice dinner this evening?”

“Not if you’re planning on coming home at your usual time around 8 o’clock Tom.”

I quickly realized that I couldn’t argue with her on that point.  I hadn’t been home at a decent hour in recent weeks.

“No sweetie, I was thinking about cutting out of here early this afternoon.  So we could have dinner around six o’clock, if you’d like to do it”

I could tell that she was somewhat surprised by me offering to leave the office so early on a work day.  I waited as there was a long hesitation on the phone.

Finally, she said “That would be nice Tom.  I can’t remember off hand the last time you took me out to dinner without me asking.  It will give me a chance to talk to you about what has been on my mind.  Are you sure that you can break away from your busy schedule at the office to have dinner with me?”

“Absolutely honey, you can count on it.  In fact, why don’t you make a reservation for us at that French Restaurant in DC that you like?”

“You mean Marcel’s?”

“Yes, that’s the one I mean.  Make it for 6 o’clock, if that works for you.  Ok?”

Doreen said that would be nice, and that she would make the reservation.  As I hung up the phone, I hoped that I could make amends to her for making her mad earlier this morning.  But I also had the feeling that she was holding more than just this morning against me.  You never know with Doreen.  Sometimes, she won’t say a word when she’s mad at you, but you just know that you’re in trouble with her by what she doesn’t say. 

As soon as I got off the phone with Doreen, something clicked in my mind.  I realized that earlier in my staff meeting I had asked Bob, my engineering director to stop by my office around 4 o’clock in the afternoon to review some new designs for a prototype of a surge protection box we were working on.

I quickly picked up the intercom and paged Mary.  As soon as she answered, I told her to get a hold of Bob and let him know that I would have to cancel our 4 o’clock meeting today, and that I would reschedule it with him some time tomorrow.

I then turned my attention to the pile of work on my desk, but soon found that I couldn’t really concentrate on any of it.  I was thinking about the job order I had given to Jill earlier for a new secretary and started wondering about the possible candidates she would submit to me for review and whether any of them would fit the profile of what I was looking for.

Before I knew it, I was back surfing on the internet, and just for the heck of it I typed “sexy secretary” into my google search engine.  I couldn’t believe all of the web sites which popped up.  I started exploring some of them and quickly found that there was page after page of pictures showing one incredibly sexy beautiful secretary after another.

Yes, these were the type of women I hoped that Jill would be sending to me to interview.  The more I perused the web sites, the more aroused I started to get myself as my pants tightened around my crotch.  Before I could even help myself, I was totally worked up because of the visions on the screen in front of me.  I started fantasizing about hiring any one of these sexy creatures and thought about how great it would be having them working one on one with me.

The next thing I knew, I hit the print button and printed off a full 8 by 10 of one of the sexiest and most dominant looking secretaries on the website.  She had the longest most beautiful legs which were encased in sheer nylons and she was wearing the highest stiletto heels you could ask for.  I quickly took the picture when it came out of the printer and I slipped into the private bathroom in my office suite.

I started stroking my cock and it didn’t take me long at all to bring myself off with a tremendous climax once I started masturbating to the portrait of the beauty I held in front of me.  I could only hope that I would be lucky enough to have someone that sexy working with me every day. 

I regained my composure after coming and cleaning myself off.  I fed the picture into my shredder.  I looked at my watch and realized that I had spent a lot more time engrossed in the web sites than I had realized. 

I quickly straightened up my desk, shut off my computer, packed my briefcase, said good bye to Mary, and headed home to get ready for dinner with Doreen.

When I arrived at home, Doreen was in the bedroom sitting at her make up table getting ready for our dinner date.  As I came in, she acted a little surprised and said “Well, you really did get out of the office in time to take me to dinner after all”

I gave her a kiss on her cheek and said “Absolutely honey, I told you that I would be home in time to take you out to your favorite restaurant tonight”.

“I know what you said Tom, but with you, seeing is believing!”

I let her remark pass, and I went into the bathroom to freshen up.  Then, knowing that the restaurant we were going to for dinner was pretty upscale; I changed into a suit and tie.

When I came back into the bedroom, I had to do a double take.  Doreen was a sight to behold.  She had put on a very tight fitting and short black leather dress which had a corset type top which showcased her beautiful breasts.  One of her beautiful diamond necklaces hung down in between the crevice of her breasts.  She also looked even taller than her 5’7’’ height and her long legs looked absolutely awesome as she stood there in a pair of black leather pumps which had heels that were at least four inches high.

“Wow!” was the first thing out of my mouth when I came into the room.  “You look absolutely great!”

“Well thank you Tom.  I’m glad you noticed.”

“How could I not notice?  That dress looks incredible on you.  I’ve never seen that one on you before”

“I know.  I just bought it last week when I went to a fashion show in Bethesda”.

“Well, I’m going to have to stay real close to you tonight to keep all your admirers at bay”

“That would be nice for a change.  You haven’t been staying very close to me much lately”

Once again I let her little remark pass without any comment.  Her jab had hit its mark as intended.

When Doreen was ready to go, we got in the car and headed to DC.  Fortunately, at this time of the late afternoon, most of the rush hour traffic was coming out of the city headed into Maryland or Virginia.  We had a smooth and rather quick trip down to the restaurant.

When we pulled up in front of Marcel’s, I allowed the Valet to take my car.  I noticed that when the guy opened the passenger door for Doreen, his eyes about popped out of his head.  It was obvious that she gave him a show.  She placed her legs out first onto the ground, and then as she slid out of the Mercedes, her short leather dress rode up to the top of her nylon covered thighs.

I handed the valet the keys, took Doreen’s hand and we went into the restaurant, with me smiling to myself about how good it must look for me to have such a sexy looking woman accompanying me.

When we approached the maître d', he looked first at me, but then immediately addressed Doreen with a big smile on his face and said “Good evening Mrs. McMillian.  You look stunning as usual.  How have you been?”

She smiled and chatted with him as he led us to a secluded table in the rear of the restaurant, pulled out her chair for her, and seated us.  When he left our table, I said to Doreen “Wow, he knows you by name?”

“Yes Tom, my girlfriends and I have come here for dinner quite a few times before we’ve gone to the Theatre.  That’s usually been on those nights when you’ve told me that you were too busy and couldn’t go with me!”

Another dagger to my heart!  I realized that I really was not on Doreen’s favorite people list right now.

Remarkably, to my surprise, we actually had a very pleasant and enjoyable dinner.  The food was absolutely wonderful, as to be expected, the service was impeccable, and Doreen seemed to warm up to me during dinner.

She actually asked me how things were going at the office and how sales were.  I told her about some of the new accounts we had succeeded in landing and about some of the new products we were working on.

Almost as an afterthought, I told her about Mary turning in her resignation earlier that morning.

“Oh my goodness!  Mary has been there forever.  What are you going to do now about a secretary?”

I explained to Jill that I had already put in an order with the personnel agency and that they were preparing some resumes to send to me for possible interviews.

“You know Tom; I’ll have to mention that you have an opening for a secretary to Jonathan at the gym tomorrow.  He knows just about everybody in town.  I’ll also mention it to the women when I go to my Art League meeting on Friday”.

I didn’t want to seem like I was minimizing Doreen’s offer to help so I told her that would be nice, and that I appreciated her offer.  I figured that I would get enough candidates submitted to me by Jill at the personnel agency.

When we had finished with our meal and were enjoying our desserts and coffee, Doreen told me that she wanted to talk to me.

“When I made the reservation, I specifically asked them to put us at this table in the back here where it’s quiet”

Against my better judgment, I asked her what she had on her mind.

“Tom, I want to let you know that I am pretty much fed up with your behavior and the way that you’ve been treating me for the last year!”

“Wow, don’t mince your words Doreen.  Tell me what’s really on your mind”

She didn’t need my invitation.  Doreen started letting me have it with both barrels.  She told me that she felt like she didn’t even have a real married life with me any longer.  I left the house early in the morning and returned late at night, and was also hardly ever there on the weekends.  She also felt that I was totally neglecting all of her emotional and sexual needs.  She said that whenever we did have sex, I only worried about getting myself off, and never really took the time to make sure that she got the pleasure which she needed.  She also felt that there was zero communication between us on a day to day basis, and that I never made an attempt to find out what was going on in her life.

I started to tell her that it couldn’t really be that bad, but she quickly cut me off, and continued letting me have it.

“Tom, what project have I been working on at the Art League?”

I started to say something about the upcoming festival in the fall, but Doreen shook her head indicating that I was wrong.

“Not even close, Tom.  I tried to show you some material from our meeting last month, and you were too busy to even look at it!”

“Tom, who are my best two girlfriends and what did I do with them last week?”

I really didn’t know who she was referring to.  Doreen has so many friends and she’s involved in so many activities.  I wasn’t even going to chance a guess at the question.  Then she hit me with a hammer.

“Tom, when was the last time that you took the initiative to be romantic with me?  To just caress me, adore my body, and show me how much you care?  Do you ever ask me what you can do to give me pleasure?  When was the last time you even showed any interest in my sexual needs?”

I could see that I didn’t stand a chance in this discussion.  Doreen was riled up and it was going to be pretty hopeless for me if I tried to argue with her.  I decided that the smarter move was just to admit that she was right.

“Doreen, I can’t argue with anything you’ve said so far.  I guess that I’ve just been a big jerk.  I’ve been letting my work dominate my life.  Honestly, I never meant to neglect you.  I love you dearly.  I am so sorry.  Will you forgive me?”

“Yes Tom, you have been a big jerk, and it’s not as easy as that to get forgiven for the way that you’ve totally neglected me for the last year.”

“But Doreen, I was only trying to build up the business.  I was only thinking about the future for you and me”

“Don’t even go there Tom.  The business has been doing fine for the last year.  Money is no problem for us and you know it.  You’ve just been obsessed with building something bigger and bigger for the benefit of your ego.  Or you’ve been obsessed with something else that’s caused you to not pay attention to me and my needs!”

I decided that I better not even ask her what she meant by her last statement about being obsessed by something else.  I didn’t need to open up any more issues the way the conversation was going.

“Doreen, I promise you that I will change.  I promise you that I will do better getting my priorities straight.  You have to believe me.”

“Tom, I want to believe you but you’re going to have to prove yourself.  You’re going to have to change and prove to me that you truly can be different.”

“Absolutely Doreen.  No problem.  I promise you I will.  You’ll see”.

“I know that I’ll see, because I am going to start taking a different approach with you.  I am going to expect you to start catering to my needs, and if you don’t, I am not going to put up with it any longer.  I don’t need to be married to a man who takes no interest in me and doesn’t do anything to satisfy my needs.  There are too many men out there who would give their right arm to be with me and please me.  Do you understand?”

“Absolutely Doreen.  You’re totally right.  I’ll change and make you happy.  I’ll be different.  I’ll do anything you want me to do to please you.”

“I hope that you really mean that because I plan on making sure that you do just that.  My needs and my pleasure are going to start taking priority in this marriage from this point forward.  If they don’t you won’t be married to me for very long.  Do you understand?”

I nodded my head yes and assured Doreen that I would do everything in my power to prove to her that she was the most important thing in my life.

“Good, then let’s go home now Tom, and you can start proving it to me from tonight forward and I’ll see how serious you are about pleasing me!”


The Morning After

When I opened my eyes in the morning, I realized that the sun was shining through the curtains of the bedroom window.  I jumped up with a start because I was not normally used to waking up and seeing the sun on a weekday.  Then I remembered that Doreen had threatened me last night and told me that I had better not set the alarm clock for 5 o’clock as I normally do.

I looked over at Doreen and saw that she was still sound asleep, so I laid my head back down on my pillow and played back in my mind all the events which had taken place last night.

When we had returned home from the restaurant, Doreen went into the living room and sat on the couch.  She crossed her legs and sat there looking so beautiful and so sexy in that leather dress, hose, and high heels.

I asked her if she would like a drink and she told me that yes, she wanted a Manhattan on the rocks.  I went over to the bar, made two Manhattans and then returned to her.  I sat down next to her as we sipped our drinks.

I placed my hand on her knee, moved in closer to her, and brought my mouth close to hers.  We started kissing, gently at first, and then with more and more passion.  It wasn’t long before Doreen had her tongue in my mouth.  I slid mine into her mouth and we were soon locked together in a very long hot kiss.  It dawned on me that we hadn’t kissed like this with this much passion in a very long time.

I brought my mouth down to her breasts which were pushed up by the corset top of her leather dress.  I slid my tongue over each of them and then caressed each breast with my hands while I kissed them gently.  Doreen started to moan so I squeezed her breasts with more force and then took each of her nipples into my mouth, gently sucking and kissing them.

Doreen was getting very excited, and caught me by surprise when she told me to get down on my knees in front of her.  When I did, she pulled up the bottom of her leather dress and spread her legs.  I then found out that Doreen was not wearing any panties.  Instead she only wore a black garter belt which was attached to the sheer nylons which encased her legs.

“I want to feel your tongue in my pussy Tom.  I want you to use your mouth to give me the pleasure that I have been missing”, she said, as she pulled my head in between her legs.

I quickly brought my mouth up against her pussy and slid my tongue in and out, while I sucked on her clit.  Doreen lay back on the couch and pulled my head in tighter against her vagina.

While my mouth and tongue worked at giving Doreen pleasure, she slipped both of her breasts out of the top of the leather dress.  She began massaging her breasts while she urged me to lick her faster.

“Come on Tom, move that tongue faster, and slid it up and down my clit.  Show me how much you want me to come!”

I worked faster and faster.  While my mouth sucked her, my tongue darted in and out of her pussy.  I made sure that I increased the pressure on her clit while I sucked even harder.

In a few minutes, I felt Doreen’s legs tightened around my head like a vise as she started shaking and exploded with one orgasm after another.  I kept my mouth pressed up against her pussy until she finally calmed down and also loosened the grip her legs had around my head.

“That was very nice Tom, and long overdue.  Why don’t you freshen up our drinks and meet me in the bedroom!”

While Doreen headed to the bedroom, I took our drinks over to the bar and freshen them both up.  When I went into the bedroom I found Doreen lounging on the top of the bedspread.  She had removed her leather dress and was lying there in her bra, garter belt, stockings, and high heels.  She looked so incredibly sexy.

I handed the drink to her, took a big swallow of mine, and started to get undressed.  When I was naked, I started to climb onto the bed, sure that now I was going to be able to have sex with my beautiful wife.

“Tom, I’d like you to show me how much you like my body by giving me a complete body massage.  Why don’t you start down there at my ankles and work your way up!”

I was caught off guard but said “Sure Honey, whatever you’d like”

I began massaging Doreen’s ankles and slowly and gently worked my hands up her nylon clad legs.  I found that I was getting very excited by the silky feel of her legs and the inviting picture of my wife in lingerie laying there in front of me.

I could feel my cock starting to get harder and harder as I massaged my way up onto Doreen’s thighs, and stared at her beautiful pussy which was in front of my face. 

“Tom, besides massaging me, why don’t you show me how much you love my body by giving me little kisses at the same time!”

I quickly did as she said.  I started back down at her ankles rubbing her legs, while at the same time planting tender kisses all over them.  I worked my way back up once again to her thighs and when I did, Doreen parted her legs.

“Tom, I think I’m ready for you to give me some more pleasure with your mouth.  Only this time, I’d like you to go nice and slow and very gently pleasure me down there!”

I didn’t hesitate.  I brought my mouth once again to her pussy and began to lick and suck her.  Only this time, I did exactly as she said.  I went very slow and very gentle.  I caressed her clit with the tip of my tongue while I sucked her lovingly.

After a while, Doreen started rocking her body on the bed, pushing herself up against my face, increasing the pressure, while at the same time, pressing my head down further against her pussy.

She tightened her thighs around my head and I swear that she didn’t allow me to come up for air for at least fifteen minutes while she continued to enjoy my mouth and tongue.  Finally, when she erupted in a long pleasurable orgasm, she then released the pressure around my head and allowed me to breathe.

“You followed my instructions very well Tom.  Maybe you do have the potential to please me the way I need to be pleased!”

I gave Doreen a long warm kiss and told her how much I loved her and held her tight.  By now, my cock was standing out straight and erect from all the excitement.  I maneuvered myself on the bed so that I could position my body between Doreen’s beautiful legs, obviously hoping that we would now have intercourse.  I quickly found out however, that was not going to happen.

“Tom, you don’t think that just because you gave me some pleasure, I’m going to let you stick your cock into me now, do you?”

Sheepishly I said “Well Doreen, I thought that maybe you would like to make love to me now”.

“Sorry Tom, you thought wrong.  This is not about your pleasure now.  It’s all about my pleasure.  Remember what I said at the restaurant.  You have your work cut out for you to prove to me that you truly can meet and satisfy my needs, and make up for all the time that you neglected them.”

“You’ve done very nicely so far tonight.  But you have a lot more work ahead of you to show me that you’re going to change and make my needs your number one priority.  When I feel that you’ve accomplished that, then maybe I’ll let you have some sex”

Doreen leaned over and gave me a kiss saying “You just put that little cock of yours to bed now, and you better be here and be ready again in the morning if I should need you for some morning pleasure!”

Doreen never even bothered to take off her sexy lingerie.  Instead she slipped off her heels, rolled over, shut off the light on her nightstand, while I laid there very hard and very horny, trying to fall asleep.

So that’s how it went last night.  As I stopped thinking about what happened last night, I realized that I had a full erect hard on, and wondered if I should get up and get ready for work, or whether Doreen had any plans on using me again for her pleasure once she woke up.

I had been so engrossed in thinking about the events of last night, that I didn’t even realize that Doreen had woken up.  She reached over to me, took ahold of my hand, and placed it between her legs.

“Tom, why don’t you wake me up down there properly before you get ready to leave for the office!”

As I began gently working my fingers over her pussy, she pulled me closer to her face, and our lips met.  As we began kissing, I rubbed her with a little more pressure and worked my fingers in and out of her pussy.

When I saw that Doreen was getting more and more excited, I squeezed her clit and worked my fingers in and out of her pussy while I kissed her passionately.  She began pressing herself harder my hand between her legs.  Finally, as she shoved her tongue deep into my mouth, her thighs clenched around my hand, and I felt her come with a long orgasm.

When we broke from our kiss, she placed her hand on my crotch and said “Wow, I can see that someone is very excited”.

With a big smile on her face, she said “Ok Tom, you can go to work now and make some money for me.  Oh, and Tom, don’t think about playing with yourself in the shower!”


Resumes Start Arriving

By the time that I finally got a shower, got dressed, and got on the road to work, I was really very behind for the day.  I didn’t even make it to the office till after 10 AM in the morning.

When I arrived, Mary greeted me and told me that there had been many phone calls for me and that she had put all the messages on my desk.  She also said that Bob in engineering had called and wanted to know what time we would be getting together today.

I told Mary to let Bob know that we would meet around 2 PM, and I went into my office to find that she wasn’t kidding about all the phone messages.  God, see this is what happens when I don’t come into the office early.  Now I have a pile of messages to return plus I have to attack the big stack of reports which have been placed on my desk since I left early yesterday afternoon.

I started to return phone calls, but then thought that I better check my emails to see if Jill at the personnel agency had sent any resumes for me to look at.  Sure enough, when I opened my email account, there was a note from Jill with five attachments.  She said that she wanted to get these five candidates over to me for review, and that she would be sending me more before the day was over.

I pushed my phone messages aside, and decided to print off the resumes of the women who Jill had sent over to me.  I must admit that most of the resumes were impressive showing a lot of experience, good skills, and increasing levels of responsibility.

I reviewed each of the resumes and then, for my own curiosity, I tried to figure out how old each candidate was from the dates shown on the resume for each job position which had been held.  I started with the assumption that each woman was probably about eighteen when they started in their first job.  I knew that this was not going to be totally accurate, but figured that it would at least give me an idea of how old each candidate was.

Basically I came to the conclusion that three of the five candidates which Jill sent over to me were somewhere in their forties.  The other two, as near as I could figure were probably in their fifties.  I was impressed with the experience level and the skills portrayed on the resumes, and realized that any one of them could do a lot better job than Mary was doing.

Jill had asked me in her note to give her a call after I reviewed the resumes, so I picked up the phone and called her.  We discussed the resumes in detail, and I decided to go ahead and let her set up interviews with three of the women (the three who I figured were in their forties as far as age) for the next day.  I obviously did not mention to her about my little age calculations on the candidates. 

I then got to work going over the reports on my desk and returning all of the phone messages which had piled up from the morning.  I wound up skipping lunch so that I could get caught up, and then headed for my meeting with Bob in engineering.

While I was meeting with Bob, my cell phone rang, and I saw that it was Doreen.  I excused myself for a minute to take her call.

“Hi honey, how are you?”

“I’m doing very well today, Tom.  I just wanted to check and make sure that you’ll be home for dinner at a reasonable time tonight so that I can tell Isabel when to have the meal ready.”

Isabel is our cook and I assured Doreen that I would be home by six, and that Isabel could have the meal ready at that time. 

As I hung up the phone, I thought to myself, that I didn’t realize what I was getting myself in to when I promised Doreen last night to make her the center of attention in my life from now on.  I hoped that she wasn’t going to expect me to get home early for dinner every night.  Then again, I was still so darn horny from what she had put me through, that I hoped that maybe tonight she would allow me to have some pleasure.

I finished my meeting with Bob around four that afternoon and headed for home to have dinner with Doreen.

When I arrived home, I was surprised to find that Doreen was once again dressed in another “knock em’ dead” outfit.  She greeted me wearing a sheer blouse with a plunging neckline which exposed most of her breasts, along with a very short mini skirt which only came to the middle of her thighs.  Once again she wore dark hose and had on a pair of pumps with high stiletto heels.

As I gave her a kiss, I said “Doreen you are one of the sexiest things I have ever seen.  Are you trying to give me a heart attack?”

“No Tom, I just want you to appreciate what you have been neglecting for so long!”

I made drinks for both of us and we headed for the dining room so that Isabel could serve the meal.  As we ate, Doreen asked me about my day and how the search for a new secretary was going.  I told her that Jill had sent some resumes over to me and that I actually had three interviews scheduled for tomorrow.

“Don’t you go hiring some sweet sexy young thing now Tom to replace Mary”, she half kiddingly warned me.

I quickly laughed off her comment and told her that I had the sexiest sweet thing sitting there right in front of me.

Doreen then told me that she had, in fact, told Jonathan, her trainer at the gym that morning about the secretary position which was available at my company and that she had given him my email address in case he ran across someone who might be interested in the position.

“Jonathan said that he knows quite a few women who he thinks would be perfect for the job and he promised to put the word out for me”

I thanked her for trying to help me, but really didn’t have much faith that Jonathan knew the type of person I was looking to hire for the position.

When we finished with our dinner, Isabel cleared off the table and Doreen told her that she could leave as soon as she put the dishes in the dishwasher.  Doreen then handed me her glass and asked me to make her a fresh drink. 

While I was getting her drink, Doreen went into the living room and sat on the couch.  When I brought the drink to her, Doreen smiled at me, pointed to the floor in front of her and said “Ok Thomas, I’m ready for my dessert now.  You know what to do!”

I knew immediately what she wanted.  I dropped down onto my knees in front of her as she spread her legs and hiked up her short mini skirt.  Once again, I saw that she was not wearing any panties.

For the next hour, Doreen kept me kneeling between her legs licking and sucking her to one orgasm after another.  Whenever she would allow me to take a break from pleasuring her pussy, she had me massage her nylon clad legs like I did the night before.

As I rubbed her legs encased in the sheer stockings, my cock started getting harder and harder until my pants were uncomfortably tight around my crotch.

When she was content with the attention I had paid to her legs and thighs, Doreen then pulled my head back in between her thighs and made me use my mouth and tongue to give her even more pleasure.

I lost count of how many orgasms Doreen had over the course of an hour, but when she was finally satisfied she stood up and said “You did a very nice job Tom.  I am going to go take a bath now and then read in bed for a while”

I put my face against her skirt and said “Doreen, I am so hard and horny.  Your outfit has been driving me crazy and I’m all worked up from giving you pleasure.  Couldn’t we please do something about my situation before you go take your bath?”

“Tom, don’t be silly.  Don’t you remember what I said last night?  I’ll let you know when you’ve earned the right to have sex with me.  You just keep worrying about pleasing me in the meantime!”

Needless to say it was another very uncomfortable night for me.  I laid there wondering just how long Doreen was going to torture me like this before she allowed me to have sex with her.

The next morning Doreen was sound asleep when I got up around 6 am.  I got ready for work, gave her a kiss, and then headed to the office, and was at my desk by 8 am. The three secretary interviews were scheduled for 10 am, 11 am, and 1 pm so I quickly worked to get myself caught up on reports and also took off my emails.

The interviews went very well.  All three women arrived in smart business suits and were very professional.  My rudimentary calculations were pretty accurate, as all three appeared to be in their middle to late forties.

All three candidates were reasonably attractive women.  Doreen didn’t have to worry however, since none of the three would be labeled “a sweet sexy young thing”, to use Doreen’s words.

I was impressed with their work records and all three spoke intelligently about their accomplishments in their prior positions.  When we discussed salary requirements, I found that Jill was pretty much right on the money.  All three candidates were looking for a salary around $45,000.

I finished up with the interview with the last woman a little after 2 pm, and then noticed that Jill had sent me resumes on two more candidates.  I reviewed their resumes and saw that both of them were also extremely qualified for the executive secretary position, and also appeared to be in their forties, based on my system of age calculation.  I called Jill to have both of them scheduled for interviews for the following Monday.

I then noticed that Doreen had sent me a couple of text messages around noon, which I had totally missed.  My heart sunk as I read them.

“Tom, why did you run off to work this morning without checking with me to see if I needed some morning pleasure?”

“Now, you can just plan on spending your weekend making it up to me.  Don’t make any plans at the office for Saturday or Sunday.  I’ll have plans for you!”

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I read the messages.  Doreen was obviously serious and I wondered just what she meant when she said that she had plans for me.  Damm, look what she has done to me already in just two days.

I was so horny that I couldn’t think straight.  I had to do something.  I knew that she most likely wouldn’t be having sex with me tonight, and she’d probably drive me crazy with another one of her sexy outfits while using me for her sexual pleasure. 

I told Mary that I couldn’t be disturbed because I had to work on an important proposal.  I closed my door and went to my computer.  I knew what I was looking for, and soon found a website which showed women who were attired in outfits similar to the dominant leather one that Doreen had worn when we went to dinner at Marcel’s.

As I looked at the women on my screen wearing tight leather dresses, stockings and high heel stiletto pumps, my hand slipped down between my legs and felt how hard my cock was getting.

I quickly printed off a picture of one of the sexy woman attired in leather, and took it into my private bathroom.  I was so worked up because of not getting any release from Doreen for the last two nights that it didn’t take any time at all for me to bring myself off with a satisfying climax.

I made sure that I ran the picture through my paper shredder, and then packed up my briefcase to head home to Doreen.  I could only hope that she wasn’t really planning on making me pay all weekend for one little slip up.


Doreen Takes The Next Step

Driving home, I couldn’t get Doreen’s text messages out of my mind, wondering what she had in store for me.  When I got home, I was surprised and a little relieved to find that Doreen was not there.  Then I remembered that today was the day that she had her meeting at the Art League in DC after she went to the gym in the morning.

When I went into the kitchen, I realized that Isabel was also gone, and I didn’t see any evidence that she had prepared dinner for us.  I made myself a drink, opened up my briefcase, and was about to review some work I had brought home with me.  Then I heard the garage door opening.  Doreen came in and once again she looked absolutely gorgeous.  She was wearing a tight short black dress and a pair of black high heels.

I got up to give her a kiss, and she said “Tom, you can just close up that briefcase right now.  I don’t plan on having you do any company work this weekend.  You can also put your phone away.  I don’t want to see you checking on your emails either!”

I closed my briefcase immediately.  “Do you know where Isabel is at?  It doesn’t look like she made anything for dinner?”

“I told Isabel that she could leave early today and get a jump on her weekend.  Don’t worry.  I had a taste for Chinese food tonight, so I already called ahead and placed an order for delivery”  

I asked Doreen if she would like me to make her a drink and she said yes, that would be nice.  When I returned with her drink, I asked her how her meeting at the Art League went.  She filled me in on the meeting and told me that she was very pleased with the progress they were making on their upcoming fund raiser event.

A few minutes later, the delivery guy for the restaurant rang our door bell.  I went and paid him and returned to the kitchen with our food.  I laid everything out on the table, and Doreen and I sat down to enjoy our meal.

While we ate, I kept waiting for her to bring up something about the text messages she had sent to me earlier, but she never mentioned a word.  We had a very nice meal, and while we ate, she talked more about her activities that day.  Then she asked me how the interviews went with the women I had interviewed.

I told her that they went very well.  All three candidates could probably do the job, and that I had another two interviews scheduled for this coming Monday.

When we were finished with Dinner and the kitchen was cleaned up, Doreen said “Tom, go wait for me in the bedroom, and I’d like you to get completely naked.  I have to get something and I’ll be right there.”

Her request, or rather I should say, her order caught me by surprise.  I figured that she was going to take me into the living room and make me use my mouth and tongue to give her pleasure, as I’d had done for the last two nights.

Anyway, I did as she said.  I went into the bedroom and got completely undressed.  Then I got excited thinking that maybe Doreen was planning on making love to me tonight after all.

In a few minutes, Doreen came in holding a rather large box in her arms, and placed it on the floor next to the lounge chair in our bedroom.  She sat down in the chair, and then said “Tom, come over here and kneel in front of me”

As I knelt in front of her, Doreen reached into the box, took out a blindfold and placed it over my eyes.

“Doreen, what are you doing?”

“Just be quiet Tom.  The other night you said that you would do anything I wanted you to do in order to prove that you are very serious about pleasing me and making this marriage work.  Didn’t you?”

“Yes, but what’s with the blindfold?”

“You don’t need to see right now.  You only need to listen to me and do what I say.  Do you understand?”

I nodded my head yes, but I really didn’t understand at that point.

“I ordered a few items from the internet which will help me teach you how to serve me better, and they came in today.  Since you won’t be going to work at all this weekend, it will give me a chance to try some of my items out with you!”

Doreen told me to place my hands on her knees.  I did as she ordered, feeling the silky softness of her nylons.  Before I even knew what was happening, she snapped a pair of handcuffs around my wrists.  As soon as I realized that my wrists were locked together, I started to protest, and ask her what the hell she thought she was doing, but Doreen placed her finger against my lips.

“Tom, I don’t want to hear a word out of you.  I will be doing all the talking and you will be doing all the listening and following my orders.  Is that clear?”

As I knelt there at her knees, blindfolded and handcuffed, Doreen then explained to me that when I agreed the other night to change my behavior and become a more loving attentive husband, she decided that I probably wouldn’t succeed at it without some of her help.

“I plan on giving you some lessons in really serving and pleasing me this weekend.  Things are going to be different around this house from now on, and I want to make sure that you fully understand just how serious I am about changing you into a husband who thinks about nothing but pleasing his wife.  If you don’t measure up to what I want, then I don’t need you as a husband any longer!”

Wow, what was I supposed to say at that point?  Obviously nothing, so I just kept quiet and let her do the talking.

Doreen pushed my head all the way down to the tip of one of her high stiletto pumps. 

“Tom, you will start by cleaning my shoes with your mouth, and I expect them to shine when you’re done”

I started to protest and ask Doreen if she was crazy, but the minute I opened my mouth, I found out that I made a big mistake.

I felt a painful lash of what I suppose was a whip across my back.  I quickly found out that was exactly what happened.

“Tom, I told you that I bought some items to use for your training, and this Cat-Of-Nine Tails seems like it will be perfect for teaching you to obey me without any hesitation or argument.  Now get your mouth onto my shoes, and show me how well you can clean them!”

I didn’t hesitate at that point.  I began licking the tip of one of her pumps.  I ran my tongue all over the top and sides of the shoe.  When I had obviously cleaned her shoe to her satisfaction, Doreen said “Ok, now let me see you clean the other one just as well!’

When that shoe was also cleaned the way she wanted, Doreen told me to lie down on the floor in front of the chair.  When I did, she slipped one of her stiletto heels into my mouth.

“You can suck on my heels now and show me how much you like them.  You do like the fact that I have been wearing such beautiful high heels, don’t you Tom?”

I nodded my head and told her that yes, the high heels looked great on her.

“Good, well show me how much you like them.  Suck each of them clean.  I’ll expect you to start keeping them shiny for me from now on with that mouth of yours!”

I took all four inches of Doreen’s heel into my mouth and lovingly sucked on it until she finally removed it, and then she slipped her other stiletto heel into my mouth.

When both heels had been cleaned to her satisfaction, Doreen complimented me by saying “You did a pretty good job Tom, considering it was your first time.  I’ve been buying a lot of new high heels, so you can be sure that you’ll be getting lots of practice cleaning them!”

She then told me to stand up.  When I did, she led me blindfolded over to our bed, and placed me on my back on the bed.  I couldn’t see what she was doing, but soon realized that she was attaching the handcuffs on my wrists to the head board of the bed as she pulled my arms up over my head and secured the cuffs to the head board.

“That looks very good.  You definitely look like you’re ready to service me now and I can be sure that you won’t be going anywhere for a while!”  Doreen then ran her hand up and down over the length of my cock.

“My, look how hard you are”, she said.  “Being helpless like this must excite you!”

She then climbed up onto the bed and mounted me.  I felt her silky nylons against my sides and her heels pressed against my legs.  She positioned herself over my crotch and then began lowering herself onto my erect cock.

“You wanted to make love to me last night?  I am going to give you the chance to do that now.  Don’t you even think about coming however, until I tell you that it is ok.  Do you understand?”

I told Doreen that I understood exactly what she was saying, as she took the full length of my cock into her pussy.

She began moving up and down over my cock.  Slow at first, and then picking up speed thrusting my cock into her pussy.  I started to worry that I would make her mad by shooting my load before she gave me permission.  I knew that I had to hold back my release.

Doreen also made sure that I didn’t come.  She knew just when to stop moving up and down on my cock, whenever she sensed that I was getting too excited.  She would wait a while and then start up again.  Finally, she must have decided to take her own pleasure because she started pumping my cock faster and faster, as her heels dug deep into the side of my legs.

In a matter of minutes, she let out a cry of pleasure and I could feel the lips of her pussy tightening around my cock, as she pressed herself hard against my crotch and had an explosive orgasm.

“Tom, you have my permission to come now”, was all I needed to hear her say.  Almost instantly, I began shooting my cum into her, as she continued riding my cock.

When Doreen had regained her composure, she climbed off of me and removed the blindfold from my eyes.

“I’m going to go make a drink and read for a while, and see how far I can get in that book of mine”

I asked Doreen if she would please release me before she left.  She just gave me a big smile and said “Not right now Tom.  I’ll probably need you again before I go to bed.  Now don’t go anywhere!”

She left me bound to the bed while she was gone for almost two hours.  My arms were starting to ache from being bound up over my head.  When Doreen finally came back to our bedroom, she went into our bathroom to get ready for bed and she changed into a very sheer negligee.

She then climbed onto the bed and straddled my body.  She then slid her crotch up over my mouth.  “Ok Tom, give me some more pleasure now with your mouth so that I can sleep nice and sound tonight”

I started to say something about the fact that we had just made love and that my cum was probably still in her pussy, but I never got a chance to get out a word.

Doreen pressed her pussy down onto my mouth and told me to get busy with my tongue.  As soon as I slipped my tongue into her, I could taste the mixture of her juices and the cum I had deposited into her earlier.  I had never tasted my own cum, and my immediate reaction was to try and pull my face away from her pussy.

Doreen would have no part of that.  She pressed her pussy down tighter against my mouth and told me that I better clean all of my cum out of her and do a good job of pleasing her, or I would spend the night handcuffed to the bed.

I had no choice but to resume running my tongue in and out of her pussy, while I sucked on her clit.  The more I sucked her, the more I swallowed our combined love juices.  Finally, after about ten minutes of pleasuring Doreen with my mouth, she tightened her legs around my head, pressed herself down even tighter against my face, and came with a very long and noisy orgasm.

“That was very good Tom”, she said as she got off of me.  “I think you are learning how to give me just what I need!”

She went to the box on the floor next to the chair, and retrieved the keys to the handcuffs.  She unlocked the cuffs, gave me a little kiss on my lips, and told me that she was turning in for the night now.

As she climbed into bed, Doreen said “Tom, I would like for you to make breakfast for me tomorrow morning when I wake up.  A couple of eggs with bacon along with my coffee and juice would be nice.  Why don’t you just make that in the morning and wake me up around nine!’

What could I say?  Doreen obviously was now planning on having me wait on her hand and foot, in addition to using me for her sexual pleasure.  I just said “Ok Honey”, and went into the bathroom to clean myself up and get ready for bed.    

I couldn’t believe the change in Doreen over the last few days.  While I might have had fantasies in the past wishing that she would be more dominant, I now began to have second thoughts.  I realized that this new demeanor of hers might not be all fun and games for me.  I was starting to worry about just how far Doreen planned on taking me down the path of servitude to her.

Saturday morning, I made sure that I got up before Doreen and made a pot of coffee.  I gathered everything that I needed to make breakfast for her as she had ordered, and sat in the kitchen drinking my coffee, waiting for 9 o’clock so that I could wake Doreen up as she had requested.

When I woke her up and she came into the kitchen, I poured her a cup of coffee, and then prepared her breakfast.  When I put the plate of food in front of her, Doreen said “That looks wonderful Tom.  I’m going to have to have you cook for me more often from now on!”

I made a plate for myself and sat down with her at the table.  While we ate, Doreen told me that she planned on having me take her later in the day up to the BlackRock Center for the Arts in Germantown.  “They are featuring an exposition of a new artist this weekend, and I want to see his work”

“Doreen, you know that I don’t like walking around an art gallery all afternoon, pretending that I’m interested in weird pictures”

“Well Tom, that’s too bad.  I am interested in visiting the exhibition and you’ll just have to learn to get more interested in the things that I like!”

That was the end of the discussion.  I wound up spending all afternoon following Doreen from one work of art to another, as she made notes which she planned on sharing at her next Art League Meeting.

When we left the gallery, Doreen made me take her to a fancy Japanese restaurant in Germantown which she likes.  Throughout the whole afternoon and evening, I kept wondering how many emails were piling up, since Doreen made me leave my phone at home and I couldn’t check my account.

When we returned home, I spent most of the evening on my knees between her legs, using my mouth to give her pleasure, while she sat there and read her book.

Sunday for me was another frustrating day.  After I prepared breakfast for Doreen, she announced that we were going to a music festival in DC.  I didn’t even try to object because I knew that she was going to make me go with her to the festival no matter how I felt about it.

By the time that Monday morning arrived, I was actually thrilled to be able to go to the office, but I was very apprehensive about how much work probably piled up over the weekend and was waiting for me.


The Surprise Resume

As soon as I walked into the office on Monday, Mary handed me a stack of messages.  Evidently two of my department heads had tried to reach me over the weekend, and three prospective clients had also failed at connecting with me.  Obviously, I had no knowledge of anyone trying to reach me since Doreen did not even let me carry my cell phone over the weekend.

I looked at my watch and decided that I would try and get all the messages returned before I had to interview the first secretary candidate.  By the time I got off the phone, I didn’t even have any time to look at my emails before the first woman arrived for her interview.

It took me about two and a half hours to interview the two women.  Both of them, like the three candidates the previous week, were probably around fifty years old and had a very good work record and list of accomplishments.  I decided that I would go over all five resumes in the afternoon, and see if I could make a decision on one of them.

When Mary went out to lunch, I had her get me a sandwich, so I sat down at my computer to eat the sandwich and check all the emails which had accumulated since Friday.  I started working my way through the messages, when one of them caught my attention.

It was from someone named Ashley Long and the message had been sent to me on Saturday.  I had no idea who that person was.  When I opened the email, I was surprised to see a letter addressed to me with three attachments.  The letter was short and very much to the point.  It read:

Dear Mr. McMillian,

I understand from a mutual acquaintance of ours that you are looking for an Executive Secretary who can also function as your Administrative Assistant.

I have taken the liberty of sending you my Resume along with a Letter of Recommendation from my previous employer.

I assure you that there is no one who can fill your job vacancy as well as I can.  Once you meet with me, you will consider your search over.

I look forward to hearing from you as soon as possible.

Sincerely,

Ashley Long

Wow, I reread the letter, somewhat shocked at her very direct and presumptuous approach.  I then opened the first attachment and was shocked once again to see that Ashley had sent a picture of herself.

If the picture was real and recent, then Ashley was drop dead gorgeous.  She appeared to be in her late twenties or early thirties, rather tall, with long blonde hair, blue eyes, and an incredible figure.

The next attachment was a Resume which showed that Ashley had left a large local accounting firm two months ago where she was Administrative Assistant to the Senior Partner.

The Resume showed that Ashley had graduated from college with a degree in Accounting, and then joined the firm as an accounting clerk.  She advanced over the next six years to Secretary, then Executive Secretary and finally for the last three years, Administrative Assistant to the Senior Partner of the firm. 

I opened the last attachment and found it to be a letter of recommendation for Ashley written by Bob Spenser, the Senior Partner of the firm.  In the letter, he outlined all of the responsibilities she carried out in an excellent manner.  He said that he had never met another person with the incredible organization and people skills which Ashley possessed, and that she had made his work life easier every day that she had worked for him.

As I looked at documents in front of me, I wondered where Ashley had gotten my email address, and how she knew that I was searching for an Executive Secretary.

I got up from my desk, closed my office door and picked up the phone.  I dialed the phone number which was on the top of Ashley’s Resume, and she answered on the second ring.

“Hello”

“Hi Ashley, this is Thomas McMillian from Advanced Electronics.  How are you today?”

“I am just fine, and how are you Mr. McMillian?”

“I am doing very well, considering it’s a Monday morning.  Ashley I received your email and Resume package today”

“I am glad to hear that, and also glad that you made the right decision and decided to call me”

I must admit that she kind of caught me off guard with her direct approach.

“Well Ashley, I was wondering how did you find out about the opening at my company and where did you get my email address”.

“I was given the information from a friend of mine who knew about your search.  But does that really matter Mr. McMillian?  It’s beneficial for both of us that I sent my Resume to you”

I honestly was almost at a loss of words, because of her very forward approach.

“Well, why don’t we set up an interview for you and we can discuss the job in more detail and see if you are a match for the position.”

“Exactly my thoughts”, she said.  “How about if I come in and meet with you tomorrow morning at 10 am?”

Once again, she beat me to the punch, and did not give me an opportunity to even tell her when I was available.  There was something that scared me about her but at the same time told me that I had to meet this woman, so I told her that 10am on Tuesday would be fine.

“Very good, Mr. McMillian.  I’ll see your tomorrow morning”

When I hung up the phone, I was actually nervous about meeting Ashley tomorrow morning based on the conversation I had just had with her.  I vowed to myself that I would not allow her to dominate the job interview as she just did on my phone call with her.

I wish that I could tell you that I kept that promise to myself, but unfortunately the interview did not go the way I planned.

When Mary announced that Ashley was there for her 10 am appointment with me on Tuesday morning, I asked Mary to show her into my office.  When she did, I was almost speechless at first.  I couldn’t believe my eyes.  Ashley was even more beautiful in person than her picture had portrayed.  While she was dressed in a very fashionable skirt and blazer, I was quick to notice that the skirt was very short, coming only down to the middle of her thighs, and that the pumps she wore had heels that were at least four inches high.

I invited Ashley to sit down in the chair in front of my desk, and when she did, she unbuttoned her blazer exposing a sheer blouse which clung to her ample breasts.  When she crossed her long legs and allowed her skirt to slip up a little further on her thighs, I knew that I would have to really concentrate to get through the interview properly.

I started by questioning her about her schooling and the college courses which she had taken.  She was quick to point out that she graduated with a perfect 4.0 grade average, and that the accounting firm recruited her before her graduation.

She found out though, that after doing mostly clerical work for a year, that she preferred a position where she was able to spend her time working with people instead of numbers.  The firm allowed her to take over a secretary position for one of the partners at that time.

Within a year, she had done such a great job, they promoted her to Executive Secretary.  A year later she was promoted once again to Administrative Assistant for Bob Spenser, the senior partner of the firm.

When I reviewed her salary progression with her, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  Having started at $30,000 with the company, Ashley’s salary was at $55,000 when she left.

“Ashley, you were making a great salary and from the recommendation letter I read, your boss was very pleased with your performance.  Why would you leave the job?”

“I had my reasons, and they were all personal.  I’d rather not go into them at this time.  Obviously, Mr. Spenser did not want me to leave”

Ashley uncrossed her long legs, shifted herself in the chair and then crossed her legs the other way, once again giving me a show that almost made me forget the next question I was going to ask her.

“What have you been doing for the last two months since you left your job?”

“I’ve been traveling.  I just got back from spending a month in Europe with a friend.  Now I’m ready to get back to work”

“What kind of Salary are you looking for now?”

“I would be willing to come in at the $55,000 I was making, as long as we had an agreement to review my performance after six months.  If you are satisfied with the job I am doing at that time, which I know you will be, then I would expect to have my salary raised to $60,000.”

I gulped to myself and said “Ashley, that’s a lot of money for a company of my size”

“Mr. McMillian, you will find that I am worth every penny of that and a lot more!”

We chatted for a while about Advanced Electronics and the type of reports and correspondence which was handled on a normal day.  Then I let her ask questions about the job and about what I expected.  We finally concluded with her telling me that there didn’t appear to be anything about the job which she couldn’t master.

I told Ashley that I would get back to her as soon as I had a chance to finish my job interviews and check references.

“That sounds fine, Mr. McMillian.  However, you can save yourself the work of interviewing any other candidates.  You won’t find another one who can do the type of job which I will do for you!”

I absolutely couldn’t believe how forward she was.  She obviously thought that she was the greatest secretary out there.  I told Ashley that I appreciated her positive attitude and would get back to her by Wednesday afternoon.  The woman was definitely very pushy and very sure of herself.

I escorted her out of my office but couldn’t take my eyes off of her as she walked down the hall to the exit.  Her high heels clicked on the tile floor and even from the back she was a picture of beauty and sexiness.  I noticed that every man in the hallway stopped to gaze at her while she was leaving the building.

Bob from engineering came up to me and said “Wow Tom, is she going to be your new secretary?”

I told him that I didn’t know who was going to be my secretary because I had not made a decision yet on who to hire.

“Well, if you don’t hire that one, you’re crazy!” Bob said with a big smile as he walked away.

As I headed back into my office, Mary handed me a bunch of phone messages and a couple of proposals which needed my authorization.

I sat at my desk and was planning on returning some of the phone calls, but I found that I could not get Ashley out of my mind.  She was so beautiful, had such gorgeous legs, and was so sexy.  Could she really be that great of a secretary?

I decided to call her prior employer and see what I could find out.  When the receptionist answered, I asked to speak to Bob Spenser.  She asked me what my call was in regards to.  I told her that I needed to talk to him to get a reference check on a prior employee of his.

The receptionist then informed me that Mr. Spenser was away on vacation this week, but that she would transfer me to their personnel department, and I could see if they could help me.

When I was connected with the personnel department and told them what I needed, a woman named Susan informed me that she could verify employment dates and salary, and reason for termination, but was not in a position to give me other information.

I told her that would be fine if she could at least give me that information.  Once she brought up Ashley’s file, I was told that yes, Ashley was employed by the accounting firm for six years during the dates she had told me.  She also verified that Ashley’s salary was $55,000 and that Ashley had resigned in good standing.

I thanked her and hung up the phone.  Well, everything Ashley had said checked out fine, and then there was that glowing reference letter from her direct supervisor which said that she did an excellent job.

I guess I knew right then and there that I was going to offer the job to Ashley Long on Wednesday.  I decided not to mention anything about the interview to Doreen when I went home.  I didn’t want her asking me what Ashley looked like or how much I was going to pay her.  I knew that I would eventually have trouble when Doreen found out either of those two things.

On Wednesday morning, I called Jill from the personnel agency and informed her that I was not going to be hiring any of the five women she sent over to me for interviews.  I explained that they all seemed very capable, but that I was going to hire someone who had been referred to me by a friend.  I still wondered to myself just who gave Ashley the information about the job and my email address.

I picked up the phone and dialed Ashley’s number.  When she answered, I told her that I had some good news for her.  I explained that I was offering her the job of Executive Secretary and Administrative Assistant at the salary of $55,000 which would be reviewed in six months.

“I am so glad that you made the right decision Mr. McMillian.  I am sure that you will be very happy having me work with you and that we will get along just wonderful”

I explained to Ashley that Friday was Mary’s last day and that we were having a going away party for her on Friday afternoon, and I wondered if there was any possible way that Ashley could come in on Thursday and also Friday morning so that Mary could show her how my files were organized and acquaint her with some of the daily and weekly routines which Mary performs.  This way Ashley would at least have had some orientation when she started full time next Monday.

“We can fill out your new hire paperwork tomorrow morning around 9am, and then you can spend the day working with Mary”

“That will work fine for me.  I’m free the next two days.  I’ll plan on being there in the morning”.

I thanked Ashley, and told her that I looked forward to working with her. 

When I got off of the phone with Ashley, I called Mary into my office.  I explained to her that I had hired a new secretary as her replacement and that Ashley Long would be coming in Thursday morning to meet with her at 9am.

As I headed home later in the afternoon, I decided for sure that I would hold off telling Doreen that I had hired Ashley, and hoped that she wouldn’t ask me how the secretary search was going.

As it turned out, I was very lucky.  During dinner all Doreen wanted to talk about was the latest developments which had taken place in her Art League fund raising project.  I listened intently and told her how proud I was of all the work she was putting in on a worthwhile project.

After dinner, when Isabel left for the day, Doreen summoned me into the living room and wanted me on my knees to massage her legs, and relax her from the toils of her busy day.  Once I had done that, she then put my mouth and tongue to work for almost an hour, making me give her all the pleasure she desired.

After she had enjoyed many orgasms, she got up from the couch, told me that she was going to go in and take a relaxing bath, and left me there kneeling in front of the couch very worked up and horny.  I asked her if there was any way that we could make love before she went in to take her bath.

She just turned, smiled at me, and said “Not tonight Tom.  Maybe if you’re good, I’ll let me have a release this weekend!”

So, I went to bed horny once again.  It seemed like it was happening on a regular basis now.  Doreen seemed to delight in using me to achieve all the pleasure she wanted, and then leaving me worked up and unfulfilled.

It was obvious that she was testing me to see if I was really going to continue to cater to her needs and keep her satisfied.

I knew that I was in a no win situation because either I did exactly what she said without question, or I would have hell to pay.

Ashley Joins The Company

On Thursday morning when I pulled into my parking space at work, I noticed that there was a car which I had never seen before parked in the next stall.  It was a new red BMW Z4 Convertible and had a vanity plate which read ASHLEY. 

“Wow, nice car”, I said to myself.  I glanced at my watch and saw that it was only 8am, so Ashley had obviously come in an hour early for her orientation.

When I reached my office, I found her and Mary were already at work going over the organization of the file cabinets.

“Good morning, Mary, and good morning Ashley.  I see that you two have already got acquainted and have started going over things”

“Yes, Mr. McMillian.  I thought that I’d get a jump on the day having Mary show me everything”

As I looked at the two of them, I couldn’t help but think to myself how totally different they were.  Mary was dressed in a very non-descript tan pants suit and presented her normal frumpy image.

Ashley, on the other hand, looked like she was ready to go out on the town.  She was wearing a very fashionable blouse accentuated by a silver necklace, short black skirt, and once again, black pumps with very high heels.

I told Ashley that as soon as I had a chance to check what was on my desk, I’d take her down to accounting to fill out her new hire paperwork and then take her around and introduce her to all the people in all the various departments.

She handed me a stack of papers, and I quickly noticed that they were all of our company new hire forms plus a W-4 all filled out already.

“I had Mary get the forms for me this morning and I filled them all out.  It should save you some time with accounting later.”

“Well, thank you.  I appreciate your initiative”, I said, as I went into my office to see what was on my desk.  Obviously, Ashley did not believe in wasting time, I thought to myself.

When I had gotten myself caught up on the morning’s emails, and signed the proposals which were on my desk, I then took Ashley down to the accounting department.

I introduced her to Maria who ran my accounting department and handed Maria the forms which Ashley had filled out.

Maria checked everything over and said “All the forms look like they are filled out perfectly.  Welcome to Advanced Electronics Ashley”

From there we worked our way to the Engineering, Sales, and Marketing Departments, and then into the Warehouse.  The reaction I received was the same in every department when I introduced Ashley as my new Secretary.

Everyone who talked with her was impressed and wished her well.  I couldn’t help but notice that all the men in each department couldn’t take their eyes off of Ashley.  I could also tell from their smiles that they definitely approved of my new hire.

When we finished with the department tour and introductions, I brought Ashley back to Mary and the two of them worked together for the rest of the day.

Friday was a short day for everyone because I had reserved a banquet room at a local restaurant starting at noon for Mary’s going away party.

We had a buffet and an open bar set up, and about twenty of my employees came to officially say good bye to Mary.  Most of them brought her a gift and I also presented Mary with a bonus check to help her get started on her new life of retirement.

On Friday morning I had invited Ashley to come to the party and she gladly accepted my invitation.  I almost wished that I hadn’t because of what transpired later.  Ashely was wearing a very tight and short black dress, black hose, and once again, pumps with high stiletto heels.    

She turned out to be the center of attraction at the party.  She was always surrounded by a group of men waiting for their chance to talk to her, and she definitely knew how to keep their attention.

Overall, the party for Mary was going rather well until about 2 o’clock.  That’s when I froze in my tracks because I saw Doreen enter the banquet room.  I immediately went up to her and gave her a kiss on the cheek.

“Hi honey, what are you doing here?”

“Tom, I called the office to talk with you and the receptionist told me that you and most of the office were over here at the restaurant having a party for Mary.  How come you didn’t invite me or even mention it to me?”

“Oh my gosh, Doreen.  I didn’t even think that you would be interested in coming to something like this, and I figured that you were probably going to be busy at your Art League meeting today”

“No, we didn’t have a meeting scheduled for today because a few of the women were going to be out of town.  When I called your office, I was actually going to ask you if you’d like to take me out to lunch since I didn’t have a meeting”

“Oh, I’m so sorry honey.  If I knew that you had any interest, I would have invited you to Mary’s party.  Would you like me to get you a drink?”

“No, I don’t care for a drink right now.  Tom, also when I was talking with the receptionist at your office I made a comment about how it’s a shame that Mary couldn’t stay until you found a replacement.  I was very surprised when she told me ‘Oh no Mr. McMillian hired a new secretary yesterday’.  Did you forget to tell me something?”

I knew that I was in trouble at that point and started to make excuses about how busy we had been last night talking about other things and that I never really got an opportunity to bring it up with her.

“Cut the crap Tom.  So who is this new secretary that you hired?  Are you going to introduce me to her?”

I know that I must have been visibly shaken as I walked over to the group of men surrounding Ashley and asked her to please break away from them for a minute.  Ashley followed me back over to where Doreen was waiting.

I could see the daggers intended for me in Doreen’s eyes as soon as she saw Ashley.  I tried to be real calm and nonchalant about the introduction.

“Ashley, I’d like to introduce you to my wife, Doreen”.

Ashley held out her hand and said “I am so pleased to meet you Mrs. McMillian.  I look forward to working with your husband and also getting to know you better”

Doreen barely took Ashley’s hand and said “Oh, I am sure that you will enjoy working with Tom.  I’m also sure that you’ll get the opportunity to see me around the office”

She then said “Excuse us Ashley” and motioned for me to follow her out of the room.  When we were alone, I could see the steam coming out of Doreen’s ears as she spoke.

“Thomas, I suggest that you be home very early this afternoon and don’t make any plans for the weekend.  You and I will have a lot to discuss!”

With that, Doreen turned and left the restaurant without saying another word.  I could guess at that point that it would probably not be a nice scene when I got home and that I would have a long weekend ahead of me.


A Weekend of Punishment

By the time the party broke up and we all bid farewell to Mary, it was about 4 o’clock.  I got in my car and headed for home, wishing for the best, but fearing the worst.

Unfortunately for me, my fears about what Doreen had planned at home for me turned out to be very accurate.

When I arrived home, I saw that Isabel’s car was already gone and Doreen’s car was in the garage, so I knew that just Doreen was there alone.

When I entered the house, I placed my briefcase on the kitchen table and went into the living room.  There I found Doreen sitting on the couch reading a book, and my eyes almost popped out of my head.

She looked absolutely stunning but at the same time, the outfit she was wearing sent shivers up and down my spine.

Doreen was wearing a black leather corset which showcased her beautiful breasts and pulled her great figure into a perfect hour glass shape.  Her hands and arms were sheathed in a pair of long black leather gloves.  A black leather garter belt was holding up the pair of sheer black stockings which she wore.

I was also quick to notice that Doreen was not wearing any panties and her perfectly shaved pubic area was framed by the leather garter belt. 

The highlight of Doreen’s outfit however, was a pair of black leather boots which went up all the way up over her knees and had high stiletto heels which were at least five inches.  When she set her book down and stood up from the couch, I then saw that she had a Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip in her hand.

“Well, I’ve been waiting for you to get home Tom.  The first thing I want you to do is shut off your cell phone, and go put it in your briefcase.  You won’t have a chance to look at it till Monday morning!”

I went back into the kitchen, shut off my phone and put it in my briefcase as Doreen had ordered.  When I returned to her in the living, I started to try and explain what had happened to her, but she quickly cut me off.

“Tom, don’t you dare say a word.  I’ll be doing the talking and you can just answer any questions I have for you!”

“Right now, you can just get undressed.  I want you completely naked and on your knees in front of the couch when I return!”  Doreen then turned and went into our bedroom.

I quickly got out of my clothes and got down on my knees, as she had told me to do.

When she returned a few minutes later, I saw that she was carrying that box which contained the special training items she had ordered last week.

Without saying a word, Doreen took a leather blindfold and placed it over my eyes.  She then told me to place my hands behind my back.  When I did, she snapped a pair of handcuffs onto my wrists, locking my arms behind my back.

“Doreen, could we please just talk about this situation.  I….”

I never got a chance to finish what I was going to say.  I felt the sting of her whip come down hard across my back.

“Tom, did you not understand what I said before?  You’ll speak when I ask you to!”  She then made her point even clearer by bringing her whip down very hard across my ass.  I let out a yell as my ass started to burn.

“You better get used to being whipped Tom because I can see that’s what it’s going to take for me to really train you!”

Doreen then sat down on the couch in front of me and said “Ok Tom, let’s start with a simple question.  What were you thinking when you hired that hot little number of a secretary?  Were you hoping that you’d get into her pants sometime?”

“No Doreen, I promise.  That wasn’t it at all.  She had great secretarial experience and a glowing recommendation”

“Don’t give me that crap Tom.  There are hundreds of other women out there who have good experience who you could have hired.  They just don’t look anything like Ashley!”

“When were you planning on telling me that you hired her?

“I was going to tell you this weekend”

“Oh, I bet you were!”

“Honestly Doreen, we were just busy the other night.  That’s why I didn’t get a chance to let you know that I hired a secretary”

“How much are you paying her?”

My heart sunk.  I was afraid to tell Doreen the amount, so I said “I started her at the same salary she was making at her last job”

“That’s not what I asked you Tom.  How much are you paying your little sexpot secretary?”

When I hesitated answering, Doreen grabbed a hold of both of my nipples and started pulling on them very hard.

“Is the question too difficult for you?” she asked as she squeezed my nipples tightly making me cry out.  I knew that I had no choice but to answer Doreen’s question.

“I started her at $55,000”

“What!  Are you crazy?”

“That’s what she was making at her last job, and she is so much more qualified than Mary”

“Oh yes, I can see that she is much more qualified just looking at that face, long blonde hair, and that body of hers.  You really were thinking about that body when you hired her.  Weren’t you?”

“No Doreen, honestly, I was just trying to hire someone who was more up to date with our programs and technology”

“Tom, I don’t believe a word you are saying, and you know you’re lying to me.  The only reason you hired Ashley instead of someone else is because you were enamored with her looks, and you were thinking with your cock instead of your brain”.

“$55,000?  Well, I’ll show you what I think about that salary you are paying her”.

Doreen got up from the couch and evidently went over and took something out of the box on the floor.  The next thing I knew, she pushed a rubber ball gag into my mouth and tightened it up around my head.  She then pushed my head down onto the couch giving her full access to my back and ass.

“I am going to give you a lash for every thousand dollars you are paying that sweet little thing.  Let’s see if you think that she is worth 55!”

With that, Doreen brought her whip down hard across my back.  She began lashing my back from top to bottom.  She then moved down onto my ass, reining one hard lash after another on each of my cheeks, sending waves of pain through my body.

“That’s 15 Tom.  You only have 40 more to go!” she said as she then started at the top of my back and began working her way down again.  This time she also planted one hard lash after another on the back of my thighs.

“That’s 30 Tom.  Only 25 more to go.  I hope that you still think that Ashley is worth 55!”

My body was now racked with pain.  I tried begging her to stop but the gag in my mouth prevented me from talking.

As Doreen continued her assault on my body with her whip, my back, ass, and thighs began to burn like they were on fire.  I soon started sobbing like a baby but my sobs were muffled by the gag.

I thought that I was going to pass out from the pain and knew that I would never be able to take the full 55 lashes from Doreen.

Somehow I managed to maintain my consciousness and I soon realized that Doreen had stopped whipping me, and that I had taken all 55 lashes from her.

“Tom, you’ll be carrying these marks for quite some time.  However, if you think that whipping was bad, you do not want to know what will happen to you if you even touch that little sexy secretary of yours!”

Doreen sat down on the couch and placed my head in her lap while she unbuckled the ball gag from my head.

“Do understand what I am saying?”

I started sobbing and told Doreen that yes, I understood her exactly.

“I’m glad you do because I am dead serious and you will not want to know what will happen to you if you mess around with Ashley!”

Doreen then spread her legs and pushed my head down to her pussy.

“All this whipping has gotten me very hot.  You can take care of me now with your mouth and tongue, and you better do a good job!”

I immediately went to work with my mouth and tongue pleasuring Doreen.  I gently sucked on her clit, while sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy.  As I licked and sucked her, she lay back on the couch enjoying one orgasm after another.  She would tell me whenever she wanted me to slow down or speed up, and would pull my head tight against her pussy whenever she was ready to enjoy another orgasm.  She continued using me for her pleasure in this manner for over an hour.

When she was totally satisfied with all of the orgasms she had received, Doreen unlocked one of the handcuffs from behind my back.  Instead of removing them, however, she made me place my hands in front of me, and she once again locked my wrists together.

Doreen removed the blindfold from my eyes, and told me to get up and go make her a drink.  She told me that I could also make a drink for myself.

“You look like you need one after that whipping you just received and all the work you’ve done with that mouth of yours!”

I thanked her and quickly went to make the drinks as she ordered.  When I returned with the drinks and had taken a few sips of mine, Doreen told me to get back down on the floor in front of her.

“What do you think of my new boots?  Do you like them?”

I told her that they were beautiful and extremely sexy.

“Glad you like them.  They are imported Arollo Boots and they cost you a pretty penny.  Now you can show me how much you like them by cleaning every inch of them with your mouth!” she said, as she pushed my head down to her boots.

I started licking the tips of her boots with my tongue and planted kisses all over them.  I licked the sides and the heels and then began working my way up the long boots to her knees.

“Make sure you get every inch of each boot.  I want to see them shine.  I wouldn’t want to have to whip you again tonight!”

I definitely didn’t want that to happen again, so I licked her boots with gusto, working my way up and down the front, sides, and back till her beautiful boots were glistening.

When Doreen was satisfied with the job I had done cleaning her boots, she told me to get up and get the TV remote for her.  I did as she asked, and when I handed her the remote, she told me to sit down on the couch next to her.

As I sat there, Doreen tuned in one of her favorite shows and began watching it.  It wasn’t long however, before she reached over and took a hold of my cock in her gloved hand.  She began gently stroking my cock, almost as an afterthought as she watched her show.

I tried to keep my eyes on the TV and not get too excited but soon found out that was impossible.  The feel of her leather glove sliding up and down my cock soon had me hard as a rock and wanting to come badly.

“Don’t you even think about coming without my permission.  If you do, you’ll be sorry!”

I began trying to focus on the show which Doreen was watching and not think about what her hand was doing on my cock.  I started to succeed for a while and thought that I could hold out.

It wasn’t long however, before Doreen started caressing my balls and then began stroking my cock faster and with more pressure than before.  When she reached over with her other gloved hand and began playing with my nipples, I was no longer able to control myself.

Doreen evidently knew that I was about to have a release because she cupped her gloved hand around the tip of my cock, just as I started shooting my load of sperm.  A very big load of my cum was deposited into her gloved hand.

“Well Tom, it doesn’t look like you obeyed me very well.  Does it?”

I tried to explain to Doreen that I was trying to hold back but that I lost control when she started playing with my nipples.

“Oh, so now you are blaming me because you aren’t able to control yourself.  Open your mouth.  I need my glove cleaned now!”

When she brought the cum covered glove up to my face, I started to beg her not to make me lick it.  I did not want to eat that gooey mess.

She pushed the glove up against my mouth and said “You better lick up every drop of your cum which is on my hand or else I am going to give you another good whipping!”

I closed my eyes hoping that if I didn’t have to look at the cum then it would be easier to do what she ordered, and I began licking her hand.  When the palm of her glove was cleaned, she then slid her fingers, one by one into my mouth, making me suck each of them until they were totally clean.

She inspected her hand to make sure that there was not a drop of cum anywhere on her glove, while I was forced to swallow all the cum I had licked and sucked off of her glove.

“I hope you enjoyed that release because you are not going to be getting another one for quite a while since you disobeyed me!”

Doreen then shut off the TV, got up and announced that she was going to turn in for the night.

“You might also want to make sure that you get a good night’s sleep.  You’ll need your rest.  I have plenty of work planned for you tomorrow!”

I asked Doreen if she would please remove the handcuffs before she headed to the bedroom.

“No Tom, I’ll decide when to take them off of you.  You can do what you need to do tonight with them on.  The handcuffs will be a good reminder to you that I now control you and that your main priority is to keep me pleased and happy!”

As Doreen headed to the bedroom, she stopped, turned around and said “Oh Tom, I would like you to have my breakfast ready for me at 9am.  French Toast will be fine tomorrow!”

I picked up my drink which was now watered down, sat on the couch, and tried to collect my thoughts.

I couldn’t believe the position I had gotten myself into.  Ever since that night at Marcel’s when I promised Doreen that I would do anything she wanted in order to save our marriage, she had obviously relished every opportunity which presented itself where she could reduce me to nothing more than her sex toy and servant.

In the few weeks which had elapsed since that dinner promise, my work schedule had been turned upside down and Doreen had already forced me to clean her shoes and boots with my mouth, eat my own cum, worship and pleasure her for hours on end, and also restrained and whipped me severely.  I worried about what the future held for me. 

I finished my drink, resigning myself to the fact that right now there was not much I could do about my situation.  However, I optimistically convinced myself that it was probably only a temporary situation.  I was sure that Doreen would start taking it easier on me once she saw that I really was trying to please her and give her all the attention she deserved. 

I went into the bathroom to clean up and get ready for bed.  As I climbed into bed next to Doreen, I couldn’t believe that she was really going to keep me locked in the handcuffs all night.  I was going to ask her again to unlock them but realized that was a bad idea because she was already sound asleep.

I had a very fitful night.  Every time I moved my arms, I wound up waking myself up because the handcuffs pulled on my wrists.  It was the first time I had ever tried to sleep wearing handcuffs and I got very little sleep.

The next morning, I got up, made coffee, and put together all the ingredients I needed to make the French Toast as Doreen had requested.  When I finally heard her get up, I poured her a cup of coffee and then began making breakfast.

As Doreen sat at the table perusing the newspaper and drinking her coffee, I cooked breakfast, served her, and then I sat down to eat with her.

“The meal looks great Tom.  You did a very nice job.”

I thanked her for her compliment but then I didn’t feel too happy when she said with a big smile “Maybe, I should just get rid of Isabel and let you cook for me from now on!”

When we were just about finished with our breakfast, Doreen reached into her robe, took out a key, and unlocked the handcuffs from my wrists.  “Here, I’ll take those from you now” she said.

She then reached back into the pocket of her robe and took out a piece of paper and handed it to me.  “Here, this is for you!”

When I looked at the piece of paper, I realized that it was a list of household chores which Doreen wanted me to do.  I started to ask her what was going on, but she told me before I had a chance to say a word.

“I am going to go shopping today with a couple of girlfriends of mine, and then we’ll probably catch a movie this afternoon.  You make sure that you get all of those chores done before I get home.  Then you can whip up something light for dinner tonight!”

“Doreen, I pay a house keeper to do all these things for you”.

“I know Tom, but she’s going to be away this next week on vacation and I can’t let the cleaning slip while she’s gone!”

I looked at the list again and couldn’t believe my eyes.  Did she really expect me to dust the entire house, vacuum every room, clean the bathrooms, do the laundry, and then make her dinner?

Doreen must have read my mind and said “Is there a problem Tom?”

I bit my tongue because my back and ass could not take another whipping like last night.  I just said “No honey, I’ll get started on everything as soon as I take my shower”

“Great, I am sure that you’ll do a good job to please me” she said as she stood up and went into the bedroom to get ready for the day.

Throughout the day as I worked, I cursed myself for getting myself into such a predicament by promising Doreen that I would do whatever she wanted.  I also cursed her for having to have such an enormous house which took so much time to clean.  I put loads of laundry first into the washer and then into the dryer and tended to them in between dusting and vacuuming all the rooms of our house.

I was tempted at one point to go look at my phone and see what business emails had come in during the day, but I decided against it.  I knew that if I did and Doreen found out, she would make me pay for disobeying her.

By the time I was able to complete everything on Doreen’s list it was 3pm in the afternoon, and I was a sweaty mess.  I decided that I better jump in the shower and get cleaned up before she came home.

As I was getting dressed, I heard the garage door open and Doreen came into the bedroom a few minutes later carrying shopping bags.  I could tell from the designer names on the bags that she probably hit my credit cards very hard again.

“Hi Tom.  Did you get everything done on the list I gave you?”

I told her that yes, everything was finished as far as the cleaning and laundry was concerned.

“I am sorry but I just never got around to figuring out what to make for you for dinner.  I just now got done with the cleaning”

“Oh, I am sorry to hear that!”

“Doreen, would it be ok if I just took you out to dinner tonight?’

“Ok Tom.  That will probably be ok.  Let me check the house and make sure that everything is done to my satisfaction.  If it is, I’ll forgive you this one time for not getting around to making dinner!”

Doreen walked out of the bedroom and true to her word, she checked every room of the house to make sure that I had dusted and vacuumed properly.  She also checked each bathroom to make sure that they were all cleaned properly.

When she returned to the bedroom, she said “I must say that you did a very nice job today cleaning the house.  I might just think about getting rid of the house keeper and saving you some money!”

Doreen freshened up and changed into a very low cut tight and short dress which looked like a million dollars on her.  The dress just about covered the top of her thigh high stockings.  When she slipped on a pair of pumps with high stiletto heels, she looked like an absolute knock out.

My cock started to react to the sexy sight in front of me and Doreen must have noticed.  She came over, placed her hand on my crotch and said “Don’t go getting yourself too excited now Tom.  Remember what I told you last night.  It’s going to be quite a while before I let you have a release again!”

We headed out to an Italian restaurant in Gaithersburg which was one of Doreen’s favorite places.  The meal and the service was excellent, and we had a very nice conversation during dinner.

Doreen told me that overall she was rather pleased with how my training was going, and the progress that I was making in becoming a more attentive husband to her.

“Based on how you’ve done the last couple of weeks, I think that I may be able to whip you into shape.  Just don’t ever let me find out that you crossed the line with that little sexpot secretary you hired or you’ll regret it for the rest of your life!”

Throughout our dinner conversation, Doreen made a point of driving me crazy by placing the high heel of her pump in between my legs and up against my crotch under the table.  She would rake the heel up and down over my cock and balls while she talked to me, and never gave any indication to anyone of how she was tormenting me.

By the time we finished our dinner and were ready to leave, I was afraid to stand up because I was sure that everyone in the restaurant would notice the big bulge in my crotch area.

When Doreen noticed my apprehension about standing up to leave, she said “Let’s go Tom.  It won’t be the first time the people in here have seen someone with a hard on.  It’s time for you to give me my dessert at home!’

And that’s just what Doreen got when we got home.  I spent the first hour on my knees with my head between her legs, giving her pleasure with my mouth and tongue while she achieved countless orgasms.

Then Doreen removed her dress and laid down on the bed wearing only her stockings and high heels.

“You can start at the tip of my shoes and work your way all the way up to my neck and then back down again.  I want to feel sweet loving kisses everywhere while you also give me a massage!”

I placed my lips on the tips of her shoes and my hands around her ankles.  I began kissing her shoes and massaging her ankles.  Then for the next hour, I worked my way up and down her body doing just what she had ordered.

As I massaged and kissed her beautiful breasts, Doreen became more and more excited and finally pushed my head back down once again to her pussy and told me to give her pleasure.  She closed her nylon clad legs around my head and held me tight against her pussy for almost an hour as I sucked on her clit and my tongue worked in and out of her pussy giving her multiple orgasms once again.

Doreen finally opened her legs and allowed me to come up for air when she was totally satisfied and had taken all the orgasms she wanted.  At that point, she said good night and rolled over, leaving me very erect and very horny.

I just moved over to my side of the bed and tried to get a good night’s sleep to make up for the restless one I had the prior night while I was wearing the handcuffs.

The next morning, I made sure that I got up before Doreen, made coffee and then laid out the fixings for a breakfast of Bacon and Eggs.  When Doreen came into the kitchen and smelled the bacon cooking, she said “Very good Thomas.  You are learning how to please me!”

Sunday was another day of fun, pleasure, and activities for Doreen.  Unfortunately for me, it was another day of catering to Doreen’s needs and wishes.

After breakfast was finished, Doreen went in to get dressed.  When she came out of the bedroom, it was obvious that she was going for the “Wow Factor” once again.  She was wearing a very miniscule tank top which really accentuated her 36D breasts.  Her entire midriff was bare and the tiny pair of denim shorts she wore hung low on her waist and only went to the bottom of her crotch.  The finishing touch was the pair of very high platform heels she wore.

I spent most of the day in a state of sexual arousal following her around at another Antique Fair where I tried to look interested in every item she held up for my input.  I then spent the afternoon cooking dinner for her, and serving her.  The evening, of course, was spent with me on my knees between her legs, giving her all the pleasure she desired, while I once again had to go to bed very aroused and horny.

By the time that I crawled into bed, I was very glad that I could go back to work at the office on Monday.  I just didn’t know how backed up I would be since Doreen had never allowed me to even look at my phone or email messages the entire weekend.


My Big Mistake

When I entered my office on Monday morning, Ashley was there already at her desk ready for her first day of solo work, and she looked absolutely stunning.  She was wearing a sheer blouse through which you could clearly see the outline of her well-endowed breasts.  Once again she also had on a short mini-skirt, black hose, and a pair of black high heel pumps.

I welcomed her to her official first day of work at Advanced Electronics and went right into my office before she could see the arousing effect she was having on me because of her sexy appearance.

As soon as I got to my desk, my worst fears were realized.  I had twelve phone messages waiting for me where people had tried to reach me over the weekend and then when I opened my Outlook, I had thirty emails which required my attention.  Doreen obviously was making my work life more difficult by not allowing me to even access my phone and look at my emails over the weekends.

I spent over two hours on the phone dealing with the situations which had presented themselves over the weekend, and then I began attacking the emails.  I realized that I had not even had an opportunity to prepare for my weekly staff meeting which was scheduled for 1PM that afternoon.

Ashley came into my office while I was trying to deal with the emails, bringing me a cup of coffee which was made just the way I liked it.  I thanked her for it and expressed surprise that she knew how I liked my coffee prepared.

“I checked with Mary last week as to how you like your coffee.  You look like you are very flustered this morning.  Is everything ok?”

“Yes, well actually no, Ashley, I’m just really behind right now because so many emails and phone messages piled up over the weekend and I also have to get ready for this afternoon’s staff meeting”

Ashley then told me that she would be more than willing to handle my emails each morning if I gave her the sign on information to my computer and the password to my email account.

“I’ll go through them each morning for you, and filter out the ones that need your immediate attention and categorize the other ones for you according to importance and if I see something which needs to be routed to one of your department heads, I’ll take care of it.  Then you won’t have to look at every email which comes in.”

“Wow that would be great Ashley.  It would be a big help and make my life a lot easier!”

I thought to myself that Mary, in all the years that she was there, never suggested helping me out that way, so I quickly wrote down the log on information for my computer and the email password for my account and gave it to Ashley.

When I was ready for my staff meeting in the afternoon, Ashley grabbed a pen and pad and got up from her desk to accompany me down to the conference room.  I was a little surprised since I did not ask her to attend the meeting, and asked her where she was going.

“I should be there with you in your staff meetings so that I can take notes of what transpires and to also make sure that I have a record of what you ask people to do.  That way, I can follow up for you on any projects which are in the works as the deadlines approach without you having to worry about the projects.”

I was very surprised and impressed once again by Ashley’s initiative, and told her so.  I had become used to taking my own notes in the staff meetings and doing my own follow up with all the department heads.  Mary had never shown any interest in being in the meetings with me.  I always had to give her my written notes to type up after meetings.

Sure enough, true to her word, Ashley made a record of everything we covered in the staff meeting, and then the next day sent out memos to all of my department heads reminding them of what they were supposed to do, and the deadlines as to when they were supposed to have different projected finished.

When I came in on Tuesday morning, my desk was completely clutter free for the first time in a long time.  Ashley had gone through everything on my desk, organized my files, left me a one page list of what I needed to accomplish that day, and a synopsis of the emails she had taken off of my Outlook program.

I was very impressed to see that she had already answered five of the emails which came in during the night, scheduling some people for meetings with me during the week, and advising the others that they would need to send me additional information before she could schedule a meeting for them.

I was not used to such initiative and such great efficiency.  I went out to Ashley and thanked her for the way she had handled the phone messages and emails for me.

“That’s what you pay me to do.  I’m here to make your job easier!” she said in her no nonsense manner.

And that’s exactly what she did during the next two months of her employment with the company.  Every day I came into the office, I was pleasantly surprised by the amount of work which Ashley had already taken care of.  She answered all of my emails and phone calls, and only filtered to me the ones which she felt that I had to personally respond to. 

Every morning when I came in I found a list on my desk prepared by Ashley showing me what items I needed to attend to during the day, and she always included all of the supporting documents which I would need for any of my meetings or phone calls with clients or suppliers.

I couldn’t believe how lucky I was to have such an efficient secretary.  She truly from day one was more of an Administrative Assistant than secretary.

All of the department heads in the company obviously felt the same way I did about Ashley.  They were constantly complimenting her on her efficiency and professionalism.  They also felt the need to make comments, only to me of course, about how I had the sexiest looking secretary in the world.

However, no one needed to tell me that I had one sexy secretary.  I struggled every day to keep my arousal under control.  I never knew what outfit Ashley was going to wear to the office, but I could always be sure that it would be one that would turn heads and keep me aroused throughout the day.

I can’t even tell you exactly how many times during July and August I had to sneak into my private bathroom and masturbate because Ashley’s appearance had me so aroused.  Whenever she would sit across from me discussing projects, I tried to keep my eyes from staring at her breasts, her great nylon covered legs or the killer stiletto heels which she always wore.  I would inevitably find myself getting hard whenever she was in my office, and I would head to my bathroom as soon as Ashley went back out to her desk.

My excited state and lack of control was compounded by the fact that Doreen was also driving me crazy at home every night with her sexy outfits and her new FemDom aura.  Doreen, however, was not letting me have much in the way of sexual relief.  Instead, she made a point of using me, or more specifically my mouth and tongue for her personal pleasure only.  It was becoming a very rare occasion when she would allow me to have a sexual release after I finished pleasing her.

Doreen had now advanced to the point in her control over me that a typical evening at home consisted of a lot more discipline for me and a lot more pleasure for her.  For me, it had become almost a nightly ritual after dinner to find myself handcuffed and kneeling on the floor between her legs, either worshipping her heels or giving her pleasure with my mouth and being whipped whenever I did not measure up to Doreen’s expectations.

Doreen also liked to interrogate me while I was cuffed and kneeling on the floor in front of her.  She would ask me if I had played around with that new sexpot secretary of mine at the office that day.  She would whip my butt with her Cat-Of-Nine Tails and try to get me to admit that I had messed around with Ashley. 

Fortunately, for me, I hadn’t crossed the line at all with Ashley, and Doreen was always satisfied with my answers.  She always made it very clear however, that if she ever found out that I messed around with Ashley, a whipping would be the least of my worries. 

Doreen also had become much more demanding about what she now expected me to do as far as tasks around the house.  My weekends were usually spent cleaning the house, running errands for her, cooking her meals, following in tow to her as she attended festivals, art galleries, and fairs, and giving her all the sexual pleasure she desired.

The times that Doreen actually allowed me to have a sexual release were becoming far and few between, and whenever she did allow me to have intercourse with her, she seem to take real pleasure in making me lick her clean of my cum after we had sex.  She knew that I hated the taste of my cum.  I guess it was one more way for her to show me just who was in control of our marriage now that I had agreed to do whatever she desired.

Thus, it seemed that I was always in an excited sexual state because of my situation at home.  Going into my office only compounded my condition because of the enticing picture which Ashley always presented to me on a daily basis.

From a work standpoint, things could not have been better, as far as Doreen was concerned.  I was getting home by 5 PM every day because Ashley had gotten me so organized that all the work and meetings were getting done without the chaos and long hours which I had previously dealt with.  The earlier I got home meant more time that I could be attentive to Doreen’s needs and more time for her to use me for her pleasure in which ever manner she desired.

I had pretty much resigned myself to the situation which consisted of me being teased and aroused by Ashley at work, while being teased, used and disciplined by Doreen at home for over two months.

Then an event happened which changed the course of my life and resulted in my complete downfall.  Looking back now, I wish that I had used my head instead of giving in to my sexual urges at the time.  Unfortunately, there is no way to turn back the clock, so here is what happened.

At the end of August, Doreen told me that she was going to go to Boston for the Labor Day weekend to see her family, and that she was also going to spend the following week there going out with some of her old college friends.  She gave both the house keeper and the cook the week off while she was away, and told me that I could fend for myself and she expected to see a clean tidy house when she returned.

I figured that while Doreen was away, I would have a peaceful week and be able to spend whatever time I wanted at the office without having to worry about Doreen admonishing me for working too much.  I also looked forward to a week without me having to wait on Doreen hand and foot, and being used every night for her sexual pleasure.

On the Saturday prior to Labor Day, I went into the office early in the morning and spent some time going over my monthly production and sales reports.  It was rewarding to see that our Sales were once again increasing versus the prior month, and that our production was keeping pace with the sales demand.

I also took off the few emails which had come in since yesterday.  Around 11 AM, I heard someone coming down the hall of the office, and I was then surprised to see that it was Ashley.  Not only was I surprised to see that Ashley had come into work on a Saturday, but I also did a double take when I saw what she was wearing.  Even though she was not dressed up as she normally was on work days, Ashley’s outfit still got me quite excited.

She had on a tight and tiny tank top which just about covered her bountiful breasts and really showcased them.  She was wearing a pair of jeans which were so tight that they looked like they had been painted onto her, and she looked extremely sexy because of the high lace up black leather boots with stiletto heels which went all the way up to her knees.

When I regained my composure and was able to speak I asked her “Ashley, what are you doing in the office today on a Saturday?”

“I thought that I’d just drop in for a while and take off your email messages and also get things organized on your calendar for next week”

I told her that I really appreciated her dedication but that I had already taken care of my email messages, and that I was just getting ready to leave the office.

I don’t know what possessed me at that time, but I said “Since I’m all caught up on messages, and you came into the office on your day off, why don’t you allow me to at least buy you lunch?”

Without hesitation she said “That would be great!”

I suggested to Ashley that she just leave her car at the office, and I would drive to the restaurant.  “I’ll drop you back off after we eat and you can get your car”

As Ashley got into my car, I was quickly going over in my mind the best place to go to lunch with her.  I decided to take her to II Pizzico, my favorite Italian Restaurant not too far from the office.

When we arrived there, we were seated at a nice table away from the hustle and bustle.  We had a wonderful lunch and Ashley actually opened up and talked about her prior work with the accounting firm, but was still quite secretive about why she left the firm when they were paying her so well and thought so well of her.

I must be honest and admit that I felt very proud and it did wonders for my ego to be having lunch with such an attractive and sexy woman.  I could also tell that the other diners in the restaurant, especially the males, were constantly looking over to our table and checking Ashley out.

The meal was awesome and we were so engrossed in conversation, that I did not even realize that two hours passed before we finished our meal and also had consumed three cocktails each.  Three Manhattans for me and three Martinis for Ashley.  I called for the check, paid it and we headed back to my car.

When we got in the car, I told Ashley that I had really enjoyed our lunch and that I also really enjoyed our time getting to know each other better.  That’s when she offered the invitation which led to my down fall.

“Tom, do you have to get home right away?”

“No, actually I don’t.  Doreen is up in Boston visiting her family and some friends, so there’s no one waiting for me at home right now”

“In that case, let’s go get my car first, and then why don’t you follow me back to my apartment.  We can have a drink and continue our conversation.  I’d love to learn more about your plans for expanding the company and the new products we will be introducing next year.”

I know that I should have declined her offer.  I know that it was foolhardy to agree to the idea of going to her apartment to have a drink.

Unfortunately, common sense did not prevail when I looked over at her in the passenger seat and realized that I was looking at one of the sexiest women who I had ever seen.

“Ok, that sounds like a nice idea.  Let’s go get your car and you can lead the way to your apartment”

We headed back to my office and when Ashley got into her BMW and pulled out of the parking lot, I followed her to her condo in Silver Spring.

The only word which I can think of which properly describes Ashley’s apartment is Regal.  Once you entered it, you immediately were greeted by a marble floor vestibule which led into a beautifully decorated apartment.  The walls of the vestibule and living room were adorned with works of art.  Even someone like me who doesn’t really know art could tell that there was a lot of money hanging on those walls with all the original art pieces.

Ashley told me to have a seat and make myself comfortable in the living room.  She asked me what I would like to drink.

“Can you make a Manhattan?” I asked.

“Tom, I can make any kind of drink.  I actually worked as a bartender to earn money during my college years”, she said as she pointed to her very well stocked bar in the corner.  “One Manhattan for you and one Martini for me coming right up!”

Ashley handed me my drink, put hers on the table in front of the couch and then sat down next to me.  I noticed that she made a point of sitting close enough that her legs were up against mine.

“So, where were we?   Oh that’s right, you were just starting to tell me about the new products that the company was working on when we were finishing up lunch”

I tried to pick up where we had left off at the restaurant and tell Ashley about some of the new electronic concepts which our company was working on.  Unfortunately, I found out rather quickly that I was too distracted by what Ashley was doing while I was talking to her.

She started rubbing her leg against my leg and began running the stiletto heel of one of her boots up and down the calf of my leg.  At the same time, I was quick to notice that she had moved even closer to me on the couch and I could feel her right breast pushing against me.

It became very difficult for me to talk about electronic component development when such a beautiful creature was obviously making advances to me.

I know now that I should have gotten up, told Ashley that I would see her on Monday at work, and got the hell out of there right away.

But that is not what I did.  Instead I stopped talking and turned towards her.  When I did, she leaned over and brought her beautiful lips up to my mouth.  We were soon locked in a long passionate kiss.  Instinctively, I placed my hand on one of her breasts, received no rejection of any kind, so I began to massage it gently.

That was all it took for Ashley to pull her tank top down and free both of her breasts for my adoration.

“Would you like to kiss them?” she asked.

I didn’t even bother to answer her.  I just began sucking on one breast while massaging the other.  I then alternated my attention with kisses on both of her large beautiful breasts.

By now I was getting very excited, and as my cock began reacting and getting more erect, the bulge in my crotch became very obvious.  Ashley was quick to notice it and placed her hand over my crotch and began massaging my cock through my pants.

I let my hand slip down between her thighs and began rubbing her crotch also while she massaged my cock through my pants.  In a matter of minutes, we were both very aroused and excited.

I found out quickly that just like her approach at the office, Ashley was not one to waste time.  She stood up, took me by the hand and led me down the hall to her bedroom.

“Tom, why don’t you get undressed and wait for me.  I want to change into something more comfortable!”  She then went into the large changing area where her closets led to the master bath.

By that point, I was so excited that I didn’t even hesitate to question what I was doing.  I removed all of my clothes and sat down completely naked on top of her king size bed.

When Ashley came back into the bedroom, I think I actually let out a gasp when I saw what she had changed into.

Her idea of “more comfortable” included a red bustier, red garter belt, red stockings, and a pair of red pumps with high stiletto heels.  I quickly noticed that she didn’t bother to put on any panties, and that she was totally shaved between her thighs.

“Do you like?” she asked as she came over and stood in front of me.

I put my arms around her and said “You look absolutely stunning.  I never knew that the color red could look so good!”

Ashley pushed me back onto the bed, straddled me, and placed her pussy down over my mouth.  I didn’t need her to say anything.  I knew what she wanted.  I began licking her clitoris and slipping my tongue in and out of her pussy.

As I sucked and licked her, Ashley pressed her pussy down tighter over my mouth while my tongue worked faster and faster.  It didn’t take long before she grabbed my head, pulled me tight against her, and experienced an immense orgasm.

When she recovered from her orgasm, Ashley slid off of me for a moment.  She reached into the drawer of the night stand next to the bed, and took out a condom.  She opened the package, removed the condom, and slid it down over my hard and erect cock.

“Let’s see if this hard cock of yours can give me as much pleasure as I just got from your mouth and tongue” she said, as she mounted me and slid her pussy down over my cock.

I didn’t need any more encouragement because Ashley began moving her pussy up and down on my cock, getting me even harder than I was before.  I grabbed a hold of her thighs and rocked her back and forth against my cock while she moved up and down.

“Don’t you come Tom until I get my pleasure first”, she said as she dug her stiletto heels into the sides of my legs to gain even more traction while I pumped my cock into her.

I started to worry that I would lose control and let loose before she did, but fortunately for me, Ashley began moaning with cries of pleasure quickly as she was overwhelmed with an orgasm.

As soon as she had climaxed, it only took me about another minute to also explode with a great release and fill the rubber with my cum.  Once we were both satisfied with our releases, Ashley fell over on top of me and began kissing me passionately while I ran my hands all over her wonderful body.

We held each other and kissed for the longest time after we had sex.  It felt so good cuddling with her.  The feel of her soft body, her sexy lingerie, and her silky nylons rubbing against my body started to get me aroused once again.

“Can you stay here with me tonight?” Ashley asked me as she ran her fingertips teasingly over my nipples.

I absolutely wanted to stay and make love to her again but I knew that I probably should get home in case Doreen should call on the home phone in the evening.

“God, I would love to stay tonight with you Ashley, but I have an important business meeting this evening with my financial advisor.  Tonight was the only time this week that we could get together”.  I felt bad about lying to her but I felt even worse about getting up out of her bed, and leaving such a sexy creature.  I just couldn’t take a chance, however, in case Doreen should call later.

Ashley thanked me for lunch and for our special afternoon dessert, gave me a long passionate kiss and said “I’ll see you Monday at the office Mr. McMillian”.  We both smiled at her use of my formal name, kissed again, and I got dressed and headed for home.

I knew that I would have to make sure that there were no innuendos or any signs of affection between Ashley and me at the office on Monday.  That could spell disaster for me.  As I drove home, I started to get worried about what I had just done, and became so nervous that I had a hard time keeping the car straight on the road.  By the time I got home, I had convinced myself that the sex that had just taken place between Ashley and me would not only be our first time, but would have to be our last.

I had too much at stake to risk it all by messing around with my secretary.  It would be one thing if the people at work suspected that something was going on.  I would just have to contend with their smirks or comments.  It would be a totally different situation however, if Doreen ever found out that I was screwing Ashley.  It could bring my world down.  I knew that next week I would have to quickly put an end to the relationship which just started.

As it turned out, it was a good thing that I did not stay at Ashley’s place.  Around 8 o’clock the phone at home rang, and sure enough it was Doreen.

“Hi honey, how are you doing and how’s everything in Boston?’

“Things are going great here Tom.  It’s been nice catching up on everything with the family plus seeing a lot of my old friends.  What’s going on back there?”

“Not much at all honey.  Things on this end have been pretty quiet”

“Tom did you get the house cleaned today and take care of the list of chores I left for you?”

“Honey, honestly I didn’t get to them today.  I had to run into the office to take care of some pressing matters, but I’ll spend all day tomorrow getting everything done”

“I hope so Tom.  I don’t want to come home and find a messy house.  Remind me to also punish you for running into the office the very first weekend that I am not around!”

“Don’t worry Doreen.  I will have everything spotless when you get back on Thursday”

“Ok, I hope you do.  Well don’t get into any trouble while I am away!”

“I won’t.  Just working hard at the office and taking care of the house.  Love You!”

When I got off the phone with Doreen, I had to run and make myself a stiff drink. 

God, what had I done? What would happen if Doreen ever found out?  I had to make sure that Ashley knew that what we did was a once in a lifetime mistake on my part and that it would never happen again.  I also knew that I had to act completely normal when Doreen got back.  She had a sixth sense, and I sure as hell had to make sure that I didn’t act guilty or act like I had done something wrong.

I finally convinced myself that everything was going to be ok by the time that Doreen returned on Thursday.  I would talk to Ashley on Monday and explain to her that even though our sex on Saturday was absolutely wonderful, it was a mistake.  I would explain that it was an impulsive act on both of our parts, and that maybe the liquor clouded our judgment.

God, I just hoped that Ashley wouldn’t make a scene and would understand what I planned on saying to her. 

I had to get everything back under control quickly so that Doreen would never know that anything happened between Ashley and I while she was gone.


Doreen Drops The Bomb

Just as I had promised Doreen, I got my butt into motion on Sunday cleaning the house and working on the list of tasks which she had left for me.

I cursed Doreen continually throughout the day for having to have such a large home, as I scrubbed bathrooms, dusted everything, and vacuumed all the rooms.  I was also not too happy about the fact that she had given the house keeper a whole week off and had just assigned all those duties to me.

By the time that Sunday night arrived, I was really tired.  I sure did not feel like cooking dinner for myself, so I called our favorite Chinese food delivery service.  When the food arrived, I made myself a drink, enjoyed my dinner, and then watched a movie.

Monday was Labor Day and our office was closed so I spent a relaxing lazy day around the house.  Throughout the day I thought about Ashley and constantly replayed in my mind the sexy encounter which had taken place between us on Saturday.

Before I knew it, I spent a good portion of the afternoon in front of my computer looking at websites which displayed picture after picture of sexy secretaries dressed in outfits consisting of short miniskirts and high stiletto heels just like Ashley wore to work at my office.

It didn’t take long for me to get myself so excited and worked up that I had to print off some of the pictures and use them to masturbate and relieve myself.  

That evening after dinner I rehearsed many times over and over again what I would say to Ashley, and how I would explain to her that we could not see each other outside of the work environment.  I then decided to go to bed early.  I figured that I better get a good night’s sleep so that I could be clear headed on Tuesday morning for my planned conversation with Ashley.  I just hoped that she would take my ultimatum in the proper spirit and that she wouldn’t make a scene in the office.

When I arrived at the office the next morning, Ashley’s car was already in the parking lot and when I went up to my office, I found her sitting at my desk working on my computer.

“Good morning, Mr. McMillian.  I’m just about finished getting your emails off and responding to some of them for you.  I’ll be out of your way in a minute”

“No problem at all Ashley.  I’m going to go down to the kitchenette and get a cup of coffee while you finish up there.  How was your Labor Day?  Did you do anything exciting?”

“Thank you for asking.  Actually it was very nice.  I went over to the Hollywood Casino with a friend of mine.  I was lucky enough to win some money, and then we went out for a nice dinner.  How about you?  Did you do anything fun?”

“No, actually I spent a relaxing day at home watching TV and catching up on some work”.

I thought to myself that Ashley would be surprised if she only knew the truth.  I, in reality had spent almost the whole day worrying about the conversation that I needed to have with her in a few minutes.

When I returned to my office with my coffee, Ashley was getting up from my desk.

“All finished”, she said.  “Here are three emails which you will need to look at and answer.  I already responded to five emails and forwarded another two down to Bob in engineering.  You’re all caught up for now”

I thought to myself that Ashley was a truly remarkable woman.  For someone who had sex with me just three days ago, her demeanor was all business and very professional, and didn’t have any type of romantic overtones.

As she started to leave my office, I said “Ashley, I need to speak with you for a minute before you go back to your desk”.  I went over and closed the door to my office and asked her to sit down.

She sat down in the chair which was next to my desk, and when she did, her short skirt slid up high onto her thighs, exposing the garters which held up her sexy nylons.

As if that wasn’t enough, Ashley then crossed her long legs and allowed her high heel pump to dangle enticingly in front of me as I sat down in my chair.

I started on my prepared speech, hoping that I wouldn’t stutter too much, as I tried to avoid looking at Ashley’s beautiful legs or her sexy heels.  I had to force myself to keep my eyes looking straight ahead as I spoke.

“Ashley, I wanted to talk with you about what happened on Saturday between you and me.  I really enjoyed our lunch, and then the time we spent together at your apartment.  It was really wonderful”

I was such a chicken.  I was beating around the bush and making sure that I avoided coming right out and saying that I had really enjoyed the hot sex which I had with her.

“Anyway, even though I thought our time together was great, I really don’t think that we should do anything like that again.  Believe me; it has absolutely nothing to do with you.  You are the most beautiful sexy, intelligent woman who I have ever met.”

I started explaining how I was married, and that I didn’t want to lead her on or give her the impression that there was some long range potential to having an affair with me.  I started telling her that my decision to not see her again outside of the office had nothing to do with her and was based strictly on the fact that I loved my wife, and to continue what we started would be wrong, and held no long rang benefit for her.

I know that I started to stutter, like I hoped I wouldn’t do, and thank god, Ashley finally cut me off.

“Tom, you don’t need to say anything else.  I understand exactly where you are coming from, and what you are trying to say.  Let’s just admit that what we did on Saturday was very impulsive, and was probably the result of too many Manhattans for you and too many Martinis for me.  We’ll say the liquor was responsible for our little love making session on Saturday!” 

“Yes, you’re probably right.  I am so glad that you understand and look at it that way.  I’ve been so worried that you wouldn’t understand, and I didn’t want to hurt you in any way”

“No problem, Mr. McMillian.  Now I better get back to work”, she said as she got up and headed for the door.

“Thank you so much Ashley.  What happened on Saturday will always be our little secret and I will cherish it!”

I noticed that Ashley didn’t comment at all on what I said.  Instead she smiled, opened the door, and went back out to her desk.

I felt so relieved that we had put the issue to rest without any kind of argument or disagreement.  Ashley was definitely a unique woman and I felt pretty sure now that our little sexual encounter would not have any effect on our future working relationship in the office.

I then went to work on the emails which Ashley had given to me.  When they were taken care of, I then turned my attention to getting ready for my afternoon staff meeting.

As she did every week since the beginning, Ashley accompanied me down to the conference room in the afternoon for the meeting.  She took notes of all discussions and decisions made about projects.  She was totally business and addressed me as Mr. McMillian in the meeting.  No one would ever suspect what had happened between us just 72 hours prior.

I spent the next two nights at home making sure that everything was perfect for Doreen’s return on Thursday.  I dusted all the rooms again, made sure that all the laundry was taken care of, and thought to myself that Doreen should be pleased when she saw the condition of the house.

On Thursday, I left the office right around one PM to head to Reagan National Airport in DC to meet Doreen’s flight coming in from Boston.  When she arrived, I gave her a big hug and kiss, retrieved her bags from baggage claim, and loaded them into the car.

On the way home, I asked Doreen if she would like to stop and get something to eat, but she declined saying that she was pretty tired since she had to get up early that morning to get to the airport in Boston.

“No, I just want to go home, unpack my things, have a drink or two, and get to bed early tonight”

I noticed that Doreen was very quiet and very contemplative on the ride home back to Maryland.  I asked her if everything was alright, and she said

“Yes, everything is fine, shouldn’t it be?” in a not so convincing manner.

When we arrived home, I unloaded Doreen’s luggage, and put it in our bedroom.  Then I went and made her a drink.  She took the drink from me, thanked me, and then wandered around the house, checking each room.

“Looks like you did a nice job, Tom cleaning the house and making sure that everything was in order for my return.  You did such a good job, that maybe I can now get rid of our house keeper, and just let you clean the house each week!”

I decided that I wouldn’t say anything in response to her comment, even though I thought that was a terrible idea.  I had no intention of cleaning such a large house every week, but I didn’t want to start an argument with Doreen since it appeared that she was not in the best of moods.

Doreen headed back to our bedroom, and started unpacking all her luggage.  She handed me her empty glass and asked me to make her another drink.  I quickly did as she requested, and brought a fresh drink to her.

I obviously wondered to myself if she was going to make me return to our nightly ritual where I would be required to please her with my tongue and mouth when she was finished unpacking her luggage.  As it turned out, that didn’t happen.

Instead, she told me that she was going to take a relaxing bath and then turn in early.  She headed to the bathroom without giving me a chance to give her a kiss.  In a way, I was glad that she was not in the mood to discipline me, or have me service her with my mouth.

I made myself a drink and a snack, relaxed for a while in the living room, and then headed to bed myself.  By the time I got into bed, Doreen was already sound asleep.

The next morning as I got ready to leave for work, I bent over and gave Doreen a kiss, but she didn’t even stir or acknowledge my kiss.  I headed out to the office assuming that she was just tired out from her week of running around in Boston with her friends and family.

When I got to the office, I noticed that Ashley was not there yet.  I found that a little bit unusual since she usually was one of the first people to arrive every morning.

When I went into my office, I was surprised to find a note on my desk which said:

“Mr. McMillian,

I have a situation which I need to take care of, and I will have to take Friday off as a personal day.  Hope you understand.  See you on Monday

Ashley”

I thought it was a little unusual that Ashley left a note on my desk as opposed to giving me a phone call.  Then I realized that I had left early on Thursday to go pick up Doreen, so Ashley probably didn’t want to bother me while I was with Doreen.  I didn’t see it as a big problem since her attendance had been perfect since she started three months prior.

Anyway, I went to work getting my emails off the computer and taking action on the ones which I could immediately respond to.  As I was working on the long list of emails, I realized how spoiled I had become over the last few months because Ashley had been handling them and saving me so much time every day.

The day turned out to be a very quiet one, with only two short meetings and a few phone calls, so around 3 PM I decided that I would leave the office and head for home.  I figured that Doreen would be pleased to see me get home early, and I would offer to take her out to dinner.

When I pulled into my driveway, my heart went into my throat.  Ashley’s car was parked in front of my house.  There was no mistaking that red BMW with her personalized license plate.  I sat there in my car for a while, with my heart racing, trying to figure out what would Ashley be doing at my house.

Finally, I hit the garage door opener and parked my car in the garage.  I took a deep breath and then went into the house.

“Hi honey, I’m home”, I called, as I entered the kitchen.

“Thomas, I’m in the living room.  Come here.  I have a surprise for you”

I already knew who was in the living room with her, and I also knew that something was not right just by the fact that Doreen called me Thomas.

Anyway, I went into the living room and found Ashley and Doreen sitting on the couch next to each other, and saw that there were drinks on the table in front of them.  I also quickly noticed that both of them were all dressed up like they were going out on the town.  Doreen had on a short leather dress with a plunging neckline, black stockings, and her black stiletto heels.  Ashley was wearing a short black dress with a bustier type top and a small fashionable leather jacket.  She also had on black stockings and black pumps with very high heels.

I bent down and gave Doreen a kiss on her cheek, told her that she looked beautiful, and said “Ashley, what a pleasant surprise.  What are you doing here?”

“Doreen and I went out and had a long lunch together today, and we thought that we would just continue our conversation here over cocktails”

“Oh, that’s nice”, I said, not really meaning it.  “I was worried that you might have had some type of problem to deal with since you took today off”

Before Ashley could answer me, Doreen said “Thomas go make yourself a drink and then come join us.  I have something I want to show you”

I didn’t like the tone of Doreen’s voice.  It was more of a command than a suggestion, and I was very apprehensive about what Ashley was doing there.  I had the feeling that I was going to really need a drink, so I went over and made myself a Manhattan.

When I returned with my drink, Doreen pointed to the chair next to the couch and said “Thomas, sit down here”.  That was definitely not a request, but a very firm command.  I sat down and started to ask her what this was all about, but I never got the chance.

Doreen picked up the remote and first turned on the TV, and then turned on the DVD player, and said “I want to see if you find this recording as interesting as I did!”

As soon as the DVD started playing on the screen, I wanted to run out of the room very fast.  I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.  There I was on the screen, sitting on the couch next to Ashley in her apartment.  At first talking with her and enjoying a drink, and then moments later I was shown kissing Ashley, and then eventually kissing her breasts.

I glanced for a second in Doreen’s direction and saw a very defined scowl on her face as she watched the film.  I wanted to crawl into a hole, as I sat there almost numb watching the film, and knowing that the worst was yet to come.

And the worst did appear shortly on the screen, as I watched myself naked in Ashley’s bedroom licking her pussy as she rode my face on the bed.  Then I was forced to watch every agonizing minute of Ashley and I engaged in an act of hot sexual intercourse, followed by the two of us cuddling on her bed.

When the film finally ended, there was dead silence in the room.  I couldn’t believe what I just saw.  Why did Ashley record my visit to her apartment last Saturday?  Why did she give the recording to Doreen?  What was Ashley’s relationship with Doreen?  None of it was making any sense to me as my mind raced a hundred miles a minute.  I soon found out the answers to all these questions when Doreen got up from the couch, and came over and stood in front of me.  I wanted to sink even deeper into my chair as she glared down at me.

“Well Thomas, it’s obvious that you kept yourself busy while I was out of town!”

I started to talk and said the absolute dumbest thing.  “Doreen, it’s not what it looks like.  I can explain how this happened”

Doreen bent right down in my face and said “Don’t you even insult my intelligence you son of a bitch.  I know exactly what happened.  I not only have watched the film twice but Ashley has filled me in on all the other details including your little romantic lunch at II Pizzico ”

I looked over at Ashley and shook my head.  Why would she have sex with me and then turn around and tell my wife for absolutely no reason.  I found out the answer to that question pretty quickly when I said “Doreen, are you going to believe everything you hear from someone who you don’t even really know?”

“Thomas I know Ashley very well.  She and I have been best friends for the last four years.  Ashley and I have the same personal trainer, Jonathan at the gym, and Ashley is also a member of the DC Art League with me, and has been working with me on my fund raising project.  In fact, Thomas, I suggested to Ashley that she send you a Resume when you were looking for a secretary, and she had just gotten back from Europe.  I wondered what you would do when you received her resume.”

“…and you did just what I thought you would do.  You let your cock do your thinking for you.  At least I knew that with Ashley working there, she would tell me anything that happened!”

I was dumbfounded.  I turned to Ashley and said “So you invited me back to your apartment so that you could seduce me and record everything secretly for Doreen?”

“No Tom, I was strictly testing you to make sure that you would be faithful to my friend Doreen.  She told me that she was going out of town and wondered if you would be faithful while she was gone.  If you would have acted properly and had been true to her, I would have also reported that to Doreen”.

“Just so you know, no one planned on recording you.  I have a motion activated hidden security system which films everything in the apartment because of all the very expensive art work I have there.  I never shut that system off because of an agreement I made with the Insurance Company, in case anyone should break in”.

I must have given Ashley a dirty look, because she now was also on her feet and in my face.

“Don’t you dare look at me like that.  You’re not the victim here.  You’re the one who cheated on your beautiful wife.  I gave Doreen the film because she had a right to know just what a worm you are!”

Then Doreen started in on me saying “Oh yes Thomas, just three months ago when we had our big discussion, you told me how you were going to change, and how you were going to put me first, and do anything you could to please me.  Well, do you think this pleases me?”

I knew that there was nothing that I could say which would explain what I did, or could make the situation right.  I looked down towards the floor and said “Doreen, I am so sorry for what happened.  What can I do for you?”


The Decision

Doreen looked me in the eyes and said “Thomas, I don’t even want to hear how sorry you are.  Those are very hollow words right now.  I spent most of today thinking about what I needed to do.  I’ve discussed it with Ashley and she concurs with my decision.  I am going to give you two choices.  You will have no say in this matter.  You will agree to one of my two choices tonight.  Do you understand?”

I nodded my head and told her that I understood, but I really didn’t understand anything at that point.  I knew that I was in the wrong and I could only hope that Doreen would allow us to work out this situation.  Unfortunately, I soon found out that I was not ready for either of the choices which Doreen laid out for me.

“Before I tell you what your choices are, I want you to strip naked and get down on your knees in front of me now!”

I couldn’t believe that Doreen was asking me to do such a thing.  I obviously had been naked on my knees many times before worshipping her and pleasuring her, but that was in the privacy of our home with only the two of us present. 

She really couldn’t expect me to strip naked and get down on my knees now with Ashley present.  Could she?  I hesitated and looked towards Ashley so that Doreen could see why I wasn’t moving right away and following her order.

“Thomas, what are you waiting for?  You don’t have to worry about Ashley.  She’s had many naked men on their knees in front of her before, so don’t let that stop you.  Also, she already knows what you look like naked.  Don’t try my patience tonight because I am not in the mood for any type of disobedience.  I am very serious about this.  I want your clothes off and I want you down on the floor on your knees now!”

I slowly slid off of the chair, undressed myself until I was totally naked, and then took my place on my knees in front of Doreen.  As I knelt there I looked up at her beautiful nylon clad legs and down at her high stiletto heels, and wondered what options she was going to offer to me.  In spite of my apprehension about the situation, I also felt myself getting somewhat excited being naked kneeling there in front of her.  I hoped that my penis would not start getting hard and I hoped that Doreen and Ashley would not notice if it did.

“Thomas, the first choice I’ll offer to you is a very simple one.  Since you have been unfaithful to me, I will file for divorce from you next week.  With that DVD in hand, there is not a court in Maryland that won’t give me everything I ask for. And believe me, I will ask for this house, the cars, the furniture, all of our personal property, and savings accounts.  I will also ask to have Advanced Electronics sold or liquated, and receive half of the proceeds from the sale of the company.  That is your first choice”.

I shook my head in disbelief and started to sweat.  Doreen couldn’t be serious.  Everything I had worked for over the past twenty years would be gone in a heartbeat if she filed for divorce from me.  I also knew that she was totally correct about what a court would do once they saw that DVD which showed my little love making escapade.

“Thomas, would you like to hear your only other choice?” she asked as she picked up a sheet of paper off of the coffee table in front of the couch and looked at it.

“Yes please”, I said in a defeated tone, hoping that the second option would be a little more palatable.

“There are a few parts to your second option, and none of them are negotiable with me.  You will do everything I lay out here, or I will file for divorce.”

“The first thing you will do is call our lawyer tomorrow and have him draw up new Corporate Resolutions so that you and I can meet him on Monday to sign them, and have him take care of the filing with the state”

“Resolution number 1 will name me, Doreen McMillian as the new Chief Executive Officer of Advanced Electronics”.

“Resolution number 2 will put 51% of the Company Stock in my name and give me ultimate power in all decisions involving Company matters.  You may keep your title of President, but I will have the final say in any decisions which I care to get involved in”.

“Resolution number 3 will name Ashley Long as a Corporate Vice President and will also give her 10% of the Stock of Advanced Electronics”.

“It won’t be necessary for anyone at the company to know of these changes, so you’ll still look like you are in charge to everyone there, but you, Ashley, and I will know better!”

I was shaking my head in disbelief.  If I signed those resolutions, Doreen and Ashley would take control of my company and be able to tell me what to do.  I started to speak, but Doreen quickly placed her hand over my mouth.

“I am not done yet outlining the other parts of Option number two.  Those were just the Corporate Resolutions which you need to take care of next week.  There are some other major requirements and actions you must fulfill, if you want to avoid a divorce proceeding”.

“Number One – You will move out of our bedroom immediately and you will move all of your belongings into the guest room down the hall.  You will no longer sleep with me unless I should decide that I want to use you for my pleasure or entertainment on any given night.  You forfeited the right to our marriage bed when you cheated on me”

“Number Two – You will be totally subservient to me and obey any of my orders at any time no matter where we are at.  You may remain my husband in name, but as far as I am concerned, if you want to continue living with me, then you will consider yourself to be my slave, and you will address me as Mistress Doreen”

“Number Three – You will also be expected to totally obey any order from any female friend of mine if I give them permission to use you for their pleasure or entertainment, and they will have the right to discipline you just as I do”.

“Number Four - You will agree that I have the right to discipline you or punish you any time I feel that you have disobeyed me or done something which displeases me.  I will decide on the severity of the discipline or punishment and you will have no say in the matter”.

As I knelt there, I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  If I wanted to avoid a messy divorce, then basically I had to give up control of my company and become a slave to Doreen.  I tried to think of other options to get out of this mess but my thoughts were now a complete blur.

My thoughts were then interrupted when I heard Doreen say to Ashley “Please give me those handcuffs out of your bag”.

I turned to see Ashley reach into a bag which was on the other side of the couch.  She handed a pair of handcuffs to Doreen who ordered me to place my arms behind my back.

I figured that I would not make my situation worse by disobeying her at that moment.  When I put my arms behind my back, Doreen locked my wrists together in the handcuffs.  She then asked Ashley for a blindfold.  When Ashley handed it to her, Doreen slipped the blindfold over my head and tightened it around my eyes.

“Ok Thomas, Ashley and I are going to go out on the back deck, relax, and have a drink right now.  You can kneel there and think about the two options I gave to you.  When I come back in, I expect an answer from you, as to whether I will file for divorce or you will agree to all the other conditions I laid out to you!”

I knelt there in the living room blindfolded and handcuffed for what seemed like hours.  My knees and back were starting to hurt, but I was so deep in thought about what Doreen had just presented to me that I didn’t even focus on the discomfort caused by my kneeling on the floor.

Even though I weighed both options, I knew that I really didn’t have any choice.  I could not let Doreen divorce me and liquidate the company.  First of all, she would get the house and all of our possessions, just like she thought.

Secondly, I would have basically nothing to fall back on if the company was liquidated because I had things very highly leveraged because of all the recent expansion and development I had done.

If the company was sold or liquidated, I would have to pay off all the loans I took out over the last few years.  There would be very little left after a sale, and then again, Doreen would receive fifty percent of that in a divorce proceeding.  I would be left with no company, nowhere to live, and very little money to live on.

Divorce was not an option.  I knew that I would have to agree with all of Doreen’s other terms, and hope that I could deal with the consequences of basically giving up my freedom and agreeing to a life as a slave to Doreen.

Once I reached that decision, I didn’t have much time to dwell on it because I heard the rear patio door open, and I heard the clicking sound of Doreen and Ashley’s high heels on the kitchen floor.

A few seconds later, I was jolted as Doreen put her hand on my back and said “Well Thomas, did you make a decision?”

In a defeated voice I told her that yes, I did, and that I would agree to all of her terms since I did not want her to divorce me.

“Very well, I will go with you on Monday to our lawyer’s office so that you can get those resolutions signed and executed properly.  I will also have Ashley draw up a contract for you to sign which will detail all of the other terms of your servitude to me, including your agreement to not only obey me without question in all matters, but to also accept any and all discipline which I feel is necessary in our future relationship as Mistress and slave”.

I cringed at the language which Doreen was using in describing what was going to happen.  Our relationship no longer sounded like a happy marriage between two equals, but rather, it sounded like I was about to become her owned property.

“Thomas, I hope you know that you will also be very severely disciplined for cheating on me.  I am not going to do that tonight because I am so mad at you right now that I might seriously injure you when I whip you.  I will however this weekend administer your punishment and give you a whipping which hopefully you will never forget!”

Doreen then ordered me to stand up, and she took hold of my arm to help steady me as I stood since I was somewhat shaky after being on my knees for so long.

I then heard her say to Ashley “Ok, I think we are ready for the cage now”.  Ashley came over and handed something to her and Doreen thanked her.  Since I was blindfolded, I had no idea of what was coming next.

“Thomas, spread your legs”, Doreen ordered.

I immediately did what she ordered without hesitating.  When I did, I felt her putting something around my scrotum.  It felt like she was adjusting a heavy metal collar behind my balls.  She then pushed my penis into what felt like a heavy metal tube.  I started to ask her what she was doing, and she surprised me by slapping my face, and telling me to be quiet.

“One of the first rules you will learn Thomas, is that you don’t speak unless you are spoken to, or given permission to speak!”

She then turned her attention back to whatever device she was putting on my cock.  I felt her push the metal tube up against the ring around my balls, and then I heard what sounded like a click.  I couldn’t see but I knew that she had locked my cock into some type of metal contraption.

“Perfect!” she said.  “What do you think Ashley?”

Ashley came over to me, and put her hand on the device around my cock, and said “It looks great Doreen and it’s so heavy and secure.  There’s no way that he’ll be able to get out of that without the key”.

Doreen then removed the blindfold from my eyes and I quickly looked down to see that she had locked my cock into a heavy stainless steel cage.  It had many openings along the sides, so that I could see my cock, but the tube was securely locked with a padlock to a ring which was secured behind my balls.  I immediately panicked.

“Doreen, what are you doing?  What have you locked on me?”

Instead of immediately answering me, Doreen asked Ashley to hand her a riding crop.  She then brought the riding crop down across one cheek of my ass very hard, and then administered another severe blow to the other cheek of my ass.  My body jumped from the sudden pain she gave to me.

“First of all, you don’t dare question me about anything I do, and secondly, did you forget already that you will address me as Mistress Doreen when you talk to me?”

In a very contrite voice I said “I am sorry Mistress Doreen.  I just don’t understand what you’ve done to my cock”.

“Thomas, as you know, you have proven to me that I can no longer trust you not to be unfaithful.  Therefore, from now on, that little cock of yours will be kept locked in a Chastity Cage.  When Ashley and I went shopping today for a chastity device, I particularly liked this one because it is made of heavy stainless steel, and the way it is designed with the tight collar behind the balls, it is impossible for you to get out of it without the key!”

“You will notice Thomas that since it has many openings, you can wear it in the shower and keep it clean without any problem”.

Then smiling, Doreen said “There might be a few issues which you will have to get used to while wearing this Chastity Tube however.  First of all, from now on you will have to sit down on a toilet like a lady to pee.  There’s no way you can stand up and pee without making a mess.  Secondly, I would suggest that you try not to get yourself sexually excited because if your cock gets hard, you’ll find out quickly that the tube will become very tight and uncomfortable!”

I started to say something, quickly caught myself, and asked “Mistress Doreen, may I ask you a question?”

“Yes Thomas, go ahead”

“Are you planning on keeping me locked in this tube at all times?  Do I have to sleep in it?  Do I have to wear it when I go to work?”

Doreen almost lovingly placed her hands on my face, looked me in the eyes, and said “Thomas, my dear slave, you will be locked in this Chastity Tube twenty four hours a day from now on.  That way I will never have to worry about you cheating on me ever again.  I also will know that there is no way that you can play with yourself to get a sexual release.  After all, I can’t have my slave playing with himself behind my back and having a sexual release without my permission!”

“Maybe, sometime in the future, if you are really good, obey me without question at all times, and also pleasure me immensely, I might take it off temporarily and allow you to come and have a sexual release!”

I couldn’t believe what Doreen was telling me.  The idea of my cock being locked up in the chastity tube day and night, every day, scared the hell out of me.  I realized that in addition to her taking control of my business, she now also was taking control of my body.

Doreen then asked Ashley to unlock the handcuffs on my wrists.  Once the handcuffs were removed, I was then told to get back down on my knees, and Doreen said “You can show me now how much you appreciate the fact that I am letting you continue to live in this house with me by worshipping my shoes with your mouth!”

It was very obvious to me that I had no choice but to do as Doreen ordered, since she towered over me and was holding the riding crop in her hand.  I brought my mouth down to the tip of one of her pumps and began licking it.

“Come on Thomas, show some love to my shoes.  Let me see you also kiss them while you clean them with your tongue!”

I did exactly as she ordered and began planting kisses on her pumps while I licked every inch of both of her pumps.

When her shoes were glistening and she was pleased with the job I had done, Doreen then said “Ok, now do the same on Ashley’s shoes to show her how much you appreciate the help she gave to me today in picking out your Chastity Tube!”

I crawled over to Ashley and began licking and kissing her high heel pumps.  I was so humiliated doing it, and I wondered how I would be able to look her in the face when we were back in the office together next week.

Ashley, on the other hand decided to add to my humiliation when I had finished licking her shoes, by then sitting down on the couch and ordering me to lie on the floor on my back in front of her.  When I did she slid one of her long stiletto heels into my mouth.

“Show me how much you love my high heels by taking every inch of them in your mouth.  I want to see you suck on them gently, and you better not put any teeth marks on them or you will be punished!”

I allowed her to push the entire length of one of her stiletto heels into my mouth until it reached my throat.  I very carefully sucked on it making sure that I heeded her warning and kept my teeth away from her heel.  She then placed her other heel in my mouth and made me repeat the same sucking and worship process on it.

While I sucked on Ashley’s heels, I could tell that even though I was thoroughly humiliated, I was also getting sexually excited.  Just as Doreen had warned me, the Chastity Tube suddenly got much tighter, as my cock started getting erect and pushing against the metal of the tube.

To make matters worse, Doreen noticed it and said to Ashley “Look at that, my little slave here is getting very excited sucking on your stiletto heels.  He obviously likes being a shoe licker.  I can see that we are going to have plenty of fun with him in the future making him clean and worship our shoes and boots!”

When they both felt that I had worshipped Ashley’s heels enough, Doreen said “Ok Thomas, you can go to my bedroom now and move your things out of there.  Put all of your clothes and belongings in the guest room which from now on, will be your slave quarters!”

As I picked up my clothes and started to leave the living room, Doreen then said “Ashley and I will be going out for dinner now.  When you are finished moving your things out of my bedroom, you may make yourself something to eat.  You don’t need to wait up for me tonight.  I will expect you however, to prepare breakfast for me when I wake up tomorrow!”

I was in the process of moving my clothes to the guest room when I heard Doreen and Ashley leave.  As I made one trip after another carrying my things to the guest room down the hall, I wondered to myself if I had made the right decision by agreeing to be Doreen’s slave.  Here I was being evicted from my bedroom, while locked in this awful Chastity Tube, and not knowing when Doreen would take it off of me.  I honestly didn’t know if I was going to be up to the task of serving Doreen as her slave, and wondered if it might just be better to let her divorce me instead.

By the time that I had moved all of my clothes and belongings down to the guest room, I had no appetite for dinner and rather than make something to eat, I just made myself a double Manhattan and sat down pondering my situation.

After much thought and a second drink, I decided that no, divorce definitely would not be a very good alternative for me.  I would just have to abide by Doreen’s rules and hope for the best.  I headed to my new bedroom, and set the alarm so that I could be up early enough in the morning to have breakfast ready whenever Doreen got up. 

My first night trying to sleep while locked in the Chastity Tube turned out to be an agonizing one.  I normally like to sleep on my side, but I found out quickly that it was very uncomfortable for me because the metal Chastity Tube was squeezed tightly by my thighs and also pulled on the ring attached around my balls.  After trying many different positions, I found that sleeping on my back was the only alternative that caused the least discomfort.

I then found out that I was awakened many times during the night when the tube tightened around my cock due to those nocturnal erections which seem to occur.  Also when I had to go to the bathroom to pee during the night, I found that Doreen was correct.  The only way that I was able to urinate was to sit down and do it like a woman.

Just when I finally started to sleep soundly, I awoke at the sound of the garage door opening.  I looked at the clock and saw that it was almost 1 AM.  Doreen and Ashley had made their night on the town a long one.  I drifted back to sleep but it wasn’t long before the alarm went off, and I knew that I had to get up to start the coffee and prepare breakfast for Doreen.  I got up, showered, and got dressed.  As I headed to the kitchen, I tried to convince myself that it was going to be a good day and that maybe Doreen’s attitude would be a little kinder towards me than it was on Friday.


Doreen Makes Me Pay

I brewed a pot of coffee, poured myself a cup, and waited in the kitchen until I could hear some sound letting me know that Doreen was awake.  As I sat there, I pondered my situation.  The Chastity Tube locked around my cock was obviously going to be a constant reminder to me that Doreen was now totally in control of me, and that if I had any hope at all of having her remove it, then I would have to obey her without question.

My deep thoughts were finally interrupted when I heard the flushing of the toilet in our master bedroom suite (or I should say what used to be my master bedroom suite) letting me know that Doreen was awake.  I immediately made a cup of coffee for her and had it ready when she walked into the kitchen.

I handed the cup to her and said “Good Morning.  Hope you slept well”.  I attempted to give her a kiss but she quickly moved her head away and said “I don’t remember giving you permission to kiss me!”

I backed away and apologized to her, saying “I’m sorry Doreen.  I was just going to give you a good morning kiss”.

“I know you meant to say Mistress Doreen.  You just keep racking up the punishment you are going to get later today!”

“Thomas, I meant what I said last night.  Our relationship from now on will be a Mistress/slave relationship, and I expect you to address me in the proper manner.  The only time, I will excuse you from addressing me as Mistress Doreen is if we should be in your office together.  I have no desire to create any potential problems there in the work place.  Do you understand?”

I told her that yes, I understood what she was saying and I apologized once again for slipping up.  Dejected, I went over to the stove and worked on preparing her bacon and eggs.  When it was ready, I served her and asked “Mistress Doreen, would it be alright if I made myself some breakfast and joined you?”

“Yes Thomas, you have my permission to make yourself some breakfast and join me here at the table”

I cooked some eggs and bacon for myself and then sat down with Doreen to eat.  While we ate, Doreen outlined for me the chores which she expected me to get done during the day.  She told me that after cleaning the kitchen, she expected me to dust and vacuum every room, scrub the bathrooms, and take care of all the laundry which needed to be washed, dried, and folded.

She then reminded me “and Thomas, don’t forget to call the lawyer today and set up our meeting for Monday so that you can sign those new Corporate Resolutions!”

When Doreen was finished with her breakfast, she got up and went back into her bedroom.  She returned in just a few minutes and handed me a small package.

“Here Thomas, I want you to take all your clothes off and put this on.  This is what you should wear from now on while you are doing your chores around the house.  You don’t need to wear anything other than your Chastity Tube and this present which Ashley and I bought for you!”

When I opened the package, I let out a gasp.  It contained a leather jock strap which had a leather pouch with studs on the front but nothing on the rear except the straps.  My ass would be totally exposed while I was wearing it.

“Mistress Doreen, please allow me to wear something else besides this when I am working around the house.  What if someone comes to the house and sees me with only this jock strap on?”

“Thomas, I don’t want to hear any arguments out of you.  You will wear it whenever you are doing your chores around the house.  It’s not my problem if someone sees you.  Now get your clothes off and let me see how that jock strap looks on you!”

“Realizing that it was hopeless to argue with Doreen, I removed all my clothes right there in the kitchen and pulled the leather jock strap up around my groin area.  It fit very snugly and put pressure on the Chastity Tube locked around my cock”

“It looks very nice on you and leaves your ass accessible for me at all times.  Make sure that you thank Ashley when you see her since she helped me pick it out for you.  Now get busy on your chores.  I have to get ready to go out.  Ashley and I are going to a festival today.  Make sure that you get everything done before I get home this afternoon!”

“Oh, and Thomas, I didn’t forget, in case you are wondering, you will be getting your severe punishment session tonight for cheating on me.  Ashley has even agreed to come over and help me punish you.  You can worry about that today while I am gone and you are doing your chores!”

I honestly was quite confused about one thing.  I could definitely understand why Doreen was very upset with me for having sex with Ashley.  I could also understand why she wanted to punish me severely for what I did.  What I did not understand was the fact that she didn’t seem to harbor any ill feelings towards Ashley for having sex with me.

I thought that now would be a good time to ask the question which was on my mind.

“Mistress Doreen, may I ask you a question?”

“Yes Thomas, what is your question?”

“Well Mistress, I understand that I did something very wrong while you were out of town, and I understand that you are very upset with me because of what I did.  What I do not understand is why you do not have a problem that Ashley, who you say is your best friend, was a willing participant in what happened.  Can you see why I am somewhat bewildered?”

“Thomas, you obviously do not understand the bond which exists between two dominant women who both believe in Female Superiority.  Ashley is my best friend and I may as well tell you now, that she has also been my lover for the last few years while you were too busy to cater to my needs.  Ashley will always look out for my interest.  That’s why I encouraged her to get the job at your company.  I knew that she would let me know in a heartbeat if you did something wrong which she felt would hurt me”

“As far as her having sex with you, I don’t have a problem with it because I understand that you, not her, were the guilty party in the little sexual escapade.  I asked her to test you while I was out of town to see what you would do.  She did what I asked her to do, and you failed miserably!”

“I would normally let Ashley use you for any sexual pleasure she desired, and I am sure that she would let me also do the same with her slave.  However, I will not accept the fact that you cheated on me behind my back.  Now let’s put this issue to rest.  You have one very severe punishment session in store for you tonight!”

I was shaking my head when I heard the answer which Doreen gave to me.  Wow, not only did she ask Ashley to test me, but now she tells me that Ashley and she have been lovers for some time.  Totally upset with the answer I received from Doreen, I went back to cleaning the breakfast dishes and then sweeping and mopping the kitchen floor while Doreen went to her bedroom to get dressed.

Just as I was just finishing with the kitchen, she came out of the bedroom, ready to leave and go meet Ashley.

She looked absolutely gorgeous once again.  She was wearing a crisp white blouse which had a plunging neckline which revealed a good portion of her beautiful breasts, along with a short black leather mini-skirt and black stockings.  The stiletto pumps she wore had heels which had to be five inches high.  Just looking at her made my cock start to get hard and push against the metal of the Chastity Tube which was locked on it.

Doreen never even said good bye to me.  She went into the garage, got into her car, and was off to meet Ashley.  I placed a quick call to our lawyer and outlined to him the changes that I wanted made on our Corporate Resolutions.  He told me and Doreen to come into his office on Monday around 2 PM and he would have everything ready by then.

I then went and got the duster, vacuum and the cleaning supplies which I needed and went to work cleaning the house room by room.  I prayed that no one would ring the doorbell today while I was alone at home wearing only my tiny leather jock strap.

I actually thought about putting my clothes back on while I was working, but decided quickly against it.  If Doreen should return to check on me, I knew that I would be in serious trouble for disobeying her, and I didn’t need any more punishment than she already planned to give me when she returned later.   

By the time I had finished all my chores, it was almost three in the afternoon.  I was a sweating mess and headed into my bathroom to take a shower and get cleaned up.  While I was in the shower, Doreen evidently returned home, and came into the bathroom.

“Well Thomas, did you get everything done today?”

I stuck my head out through the shower curtain and said “Yes Mistress, everything is cleaned as you asked and all the laundry is done and put away”

“I’m glad to hear that.  I’ll check the house and see if you did a satisfactory job.  When you get out of the shower and finish cleaning up, there’s no need for you to put on any clothes.  Just come and see me the way you are”.

My heart sank hearing that.  I had hoped that she would let me get dressed now that I was done with all of my chores.  I finished up in the bathroom and then went out naked to the living room except for my Chastity Tube.  I found Doreen sitting on the couch with a drink in her hand.

“Thomas, come over here and kneel down in front of me!”

When I did, she said “You actually did a very nice job today of cleaning the house and doing the laundry today.  Everything looks fine.  You convinced me that I can get rid of the house keeper next week.  No reason for me to be paying her when you can do everything for me during the weekends while you are at home!”

Needless to say, that did not make me very happy at all.  Doreen was serious about getting rid of the house keeper.  I couldn’t believe that she was actually going to make me clean this large house every weekend.  I wanted to say something, but I thought about it, and decided to be quiet for the time being.  Especially since I knew that I was already scheduled to be punished for the little sexual escapade which I had with Ashley.

As I knelt there in front of Doreen, she reached into a bag which was on the side of the couch and took out some items.  I quickly saw that she had a black leather collar and a lock in her hand.  Before I could utter a word, Doreen placed the collar around my neck, tightened it up, and then locked it with a small brass padlock.

She then told me to hold my arms out in front of me.  When I did, she secured black leather cuffs onto each of my wrists, and then locked each of them with another small padlock.

“There we are Thomas.  Now you are officially my collared slave.  I must tell you that I really like going shopping with Ashley.  She knows the best shops in Maryland and DC for finding bondage and sex toys.  Of course, she should.  She’s had slaves serving her for quite a few years!”

I wondered to myself what that meant.  Evidently, there was a lot more to Ashley that Doreen knew than I did.  I also had a foreboding feeling however, that I was probably going to find out all the details in due time.

Just then, the doorbell rang, and Doreen told me to get up off of my knees and go answer it.

“Mistress Doreen, please don’t make me do that.  I can’t answer the door naked like this and only wearing a Chastity Tube”

“Yes you can Thomas because I told you to do it.  Now hurry up and go see who’s at the door!”

I was absolutely mortified as I got up and went to the front door.  I couldn’t even think what I would say to whoever was there when I opened the door.

When I finally turned the knob and opened the door, I was somewhat relieved.  Ashley was standing there, holding a large gym bag in her hand.  I was so thankful that it was not someone else.  Even though I was glad that it was her, I was also at the same time totally humiliated answering the door naked.  Ashley however, was pleased with the sight that greeted her.

“Thomas, I see that Doreen has put your new collar and cuffs on you.  You look very good wearing them!”

As Ashley walked past me to head into the living room, I couldn’t believe how absolutely sexy and dominant she looked.  She was wearing a red leather dress which clung tightly to all of her curves.  Her long gorgeous legs were encased in sheer black nylons, and she towered over me in a pair of red stiletto pumps with skyscraper heels.

She approached Doreen and the two of them embraced and kissed.  I was quick to notice that it was not a casual peck on the cheek, but rather a passionate lip to lip kiss.  It was the first time that I had ever seen Doreen kiss another woman and as much as I hate to admit it, watching them kiss made my cock get hard and erect once again and I could feel the pressure of the Chastity Tube as it tightened around my erection.

“Thomas, go make Ashley a drink and freshen up mine for me.  You may also make yourself a drink, if you would like one.  I know that you are probably going to need it tonight!” Doreen said smiling, as she and Ashley sat down on the couch next to each other.

I returned to them and gave them their drinks and took a big sip out of mine.  I had just started wondering what I was supposed to do next when Doreen spoke and made it very clear for me what I would be doing when she said “Ashley, before we punish my slave, would you like to have him give you some pleasure?”

“That would be wonderful Doreen.  I am already getting hot just thinking about helping you punish him tonight!”

Doreen looked at me and said “Thomas, put your drink down and get down on your knees in front of Ashley and show her how much you appreciate the fact that she helped me select your Chastity Tube and jock strap!”

I immediately set my drink down on the table and did as I was told positioning myself on my knees in front of Ashley.

When I did, she pulled her dress up around her waist and I saw that she was not wearing any panties.  The view of a red leather garter belt holding up her sheer stockings got me even more excited than I had been when she first walked in.

Ashley placed her hand on my head and pushed it down to the tips of her red stilettos, saying “Thomas, I want you to start by cleaning my shoes, then I’ll have you work your way up and down my legs worshipping them!”

I immediately did as she ordered.  I placed my mouth on the tip of her pump and began licking it while I gently kissed it.  I worked my way all around her shoe making sure that I licked and kissed every inch of her shoe and her stiletto heel.  When Ashley moved her other shoe in front of my face, I then focused my attention on also cleaning and worshipping that one until she said “My shoes are looking very nice now.  Show me how you worship my legs now!”

I started at her ankles and began planting tender kisses up and down each of Ashley’s legs.  I was getting extremely excited as my mouth made contact with her silky nylon covered legs.  My erect cock was now feeling the pressure of the steel Chastity Tube and I was becoming more and more uncomfortable.

After I had worked my way up and down each of Ashley’s legs many times, she grabbed my head and pulled it between her thighs, pressed it against her pussy, and said “Show me how much you enjoy serving me by pleasing me with your mouth and tongue!”

I quickly began licking her clit and pushing my tongue in and out of her pussy.  As her pleasure started to build, Doreen encouraged me to lick her even faster by grabbing a hold of my nipples and squeezing them.  As she pulled on my nipples, my tongue moved faster and faster in and out of her pussy and I licked her with more and more pressure.

Finally, Ashley’s body started shaking as she tightened her thighs around my head.  She then began crying out with moans of ecstasy as she enjoyed a long and pleasurable orgasm.

When Ashley released the pressure on my head and I was able to look up, I was surprised to find that Doreen had evidently pulled the top of Ashley’s dress down and I saw Doreen’s kissing one of Ashley’s breasts.  Obviously, she had been giving attention to Ashley’s breasts while I was worshipping Ashley’s pussy.

As I knelt there on the floor Ashley fixed her dress, while she and Doreen regained their composure.  Ashley patted me on the head and said to Doreen “You not only have a good little “heel licker” here, but you also have a great “pussy licker”.  Thanks for sharing him with me!”

With a big smile, Doreen said “I’m glad that he pleased you.  Anytime you want to use him for your pleasure, just let me know!”

Doreen then looked at me and said “Well Thomas, I guess it’s time for you to be punished for what you did while I was out of town.  Hopefully, by the time I am finished with you tonight, you will never even think about cheating on me again!”

She then ordered me to stand up.  When I did, she locked my wrists cuffs together in front of me and said to Ashley “Are you ready?  Shall we take him down to the basement now?”

I was immediately confused and scared.  There was nothing in our basement.  It was just an unfinished basement which housed the boiler, hot water heater, and we used it primarily for storage.  Why were they taking me down there?

Ashley picked up the gym bag she had brought in with her earlier and said to Doreen “Let’s do it!”

I was led through the kitchen and down the stairs to the basement.  Doreen placed me in the middle of the basement underneath one of the wooden support beams. 

Ashley then handed her a blindfold, a ball gag, and a leather hood.  Doreen placed the blindfold over my eyes, and shoved the ball gag into my mouth.  She then buckled the strap tightly around my head so that I could not push the gag out of my mouth.  She then took the leather hood and pulled it down over my head.  She laced it up tightly until it was snug against my face.  I couldn’t see a thing or talk.  There was only one opening in the hood for my nose so that I could breathe.

Doreen then took my hands and told me to step up about a foot.  She had placed a small step stool in front of me and helped me climb up onto it.  I couldn’t see what was happening next, but unfortunately I found out soon enough when I heard her ask Ashley for the clothesline.

Doreen took the end of a clothesline and ran it through the rings on the cuffs which were locked on my wrists.  She then tied the rope around my wrists many times and knotted it tightly until my wrists were bound together.

She then threw the rest of the clothesline up and over the wooden beam above my head.  Ashley caught it on the other side and then the two of them began pulling on the rope forcing my arms up over my head.  They kept pulling on the rope yanking my arms up higher and higher above my head until I was forced to stand on my toes to try to take some pressure off of my arms.

I heard Doreen say to Ashley “That looks good.  His arms are nice and taunt.  Let’s tie it off now to that beam on the wall”

Evidently they tied the rope to someplace behind me in the basement because both of them were soon standing next to me, running their hands along my arms making sure that I couldn’t pull my arms down at all.

Doreen said “It doesn’t look like he’ll be going anywhere soon!” and then she asked me “Are you nice and helpless Thomas?”

I nodded my head, and mumbled yes, since I really couldn’t talk with the ball gag in my mouth.

“Are you uncomfortable Thomas?”

Once again I nodded my head indicating that yes, I was uncomfortable as I stood on the tips of my toes trying to relieve the pressure on my arms.

Then Doreen said “Well, let’s see if I can make you even more uncomfortable Thomas!”

The next thing I knew, she pulled the stool away which I had been standing on, and I lost the little bit of support I had.  Now my body was hanging in the air at least a foot above the basement floor.  All the weight of my body was now put onto my bound wrists and arms.  I cried out but the gag in my mouth muffled my plea.

Then Doreen said to Ashley “Alright, let’s get started with punishing this cheating slave of mine.  Give me your paddle first”

Even though I couldn’t see, I knew what to expect when I heard Doreen ask for the paddle.  Moments later, I was shocked by the terrible pain I felt when Doreen brought the paddle down across one of the cheeks of my ass with incredible force.  Before I even had a chance to deal with the pain from the first strike, the paddle came down once again with the same intensity on the other cheek of my ass.

Doreen had hit me so hard with the paddle that I started swinging as I was hanging by my wrists from the rope attached to the overhead beam.  Doreen noticed it also and asked Ashley to stand in front of me to steady me.

“Hold him still for me so I can make sure that he really feels this paddle”, she said as she hit my ass two more times very hard in quick succession.

My ass was already on fire.  I had no idea that Doreen could hit me as hard as she was doing.  I also didn’t realize what kind of paddle she was using on me which was causing so much pain until she said to me “Thomas, how do you like this paddle Ashley gave me?  It’s made of solid hardwood.  I bet it hurts like hell!”

Hanging there gagged, I obviously could not answer her, but she was definitely right about how much the paddle hurt. 

Doreen started to really get into punishing my ass.  She picked up the pace and began cracking the paddle on my ass faster and faster, alternating her strikes between the two cheeks of my ass.

It didn’t take long before I was actually sobbing and begging her to stop but I knew that she didn’t hear a word I said because of the gag in my mouth.  Just when I felt like I couldn’t possibly endure another strike from her paddle, Doreen said to Ashley “Well, I think I warmed his ass up pretty well.  What do you think?”

Ashley ran her hand over my ass cheeks and said “You sure did.  His ass is bright red and hot as hell!”

Doreen then ran her hand over my ass and said “Yes, it is pretty hot.  I’ll let it cool down a little bit.  Give me your Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip and I’ll work on his back now”

For a while there was complete silence, but just as I let my guard down, I heard what sounded like the swish sound of a whip.  I knew immediately that is what it was as I felt the stinging impact of Doreen’s whip across my back.  It was followed by one strike after another.  Each lash from her whip fell harder than the one before, as Doreen started at my shoulder blades working her way down my back, and then worked her way back up again.

In a matter of minutes, it felt like my back was on fire, but Doreen never slowed down and gave me a chance to even comprehend what was happening.  One hard lash after another fell across my burning back and had be begging for mercy quickly.

“What do you think about cheating on me now, Thomas?  Was it worth it?”

Just from the sound of her voice, I could sense that Doreen was really agitated as she whipped me harder and harder with the Cat-Of-Nine Tails.  I never would have believed that she could hit me so hard and give me so much pain.  I begged her to stop but either she didn’t hear my pleas which were muffled by the gag, or she had no intention of showing me any mercy at all.

By the time that she finally stopped whipping me, I was sure that she had cut up my back pretty good.  The burning sensation across my back was so painful that I could not even imagine what my back must look like.

As things got quiet once again, I thought to myself that Doreen surely had to be finished punishing me.  Unfortunately, I found out quickly that I was wrong when I heard her say to Ashley “Ok, let me have your cane.  I want to make sure that my slave here won’t want to sit down for the next week!”

I cringed at what I heard her say to Ashley, but didn’t really have time to process it before I felt the most awful stinging strike across my ass.  I let out loud cry and even before I was finished, Doreen brought her cane down across my ass with another hard punishing strike.

The punishment she had given me with the paddle and the whip had been terrible, but it paled in comparison to the pain that Doreen was now inflicting on my tender ass using her cane.

I begged, I sobbed, I cried out for mercy, but it was all to no avail.  Doreen kept striking my ass harder and harder with the cane.  I don’t know for sure, but it felt like she hit me with it thirty or forty times.  The pain was unbearable.  I felt like I was seconds away from passing out.

The only thing that saved me was the fact that Ashley intervened and said to Doreen “I think he’s had enough.  His ass is covered with welts now and he will have a very hard time sitting down for quite a while”

I heard the cane fall on the floor and Doreen say to Ashley “Yes, I guess you’re right.  I did a pretty good job on him.  Well, he deserved every bit of it.  He’ll definitely think twice before he gets any idea in the future about cheating on me!”

Ashley laughed and said “That’s for sure.  After the terrible beating you just gave to him, he’d be a fool to even look at another woman!”

Doreen said “Let’s hope he learned his lesson.  Help me get him down from there”.

The two of them released the rope from wherever they had tied it and began to lower me down to the ground.  When my feet touched the basement floor, I just collapsed into a pile there.  I tried to lift myself up off the floor but found absolutely no support from my arms.  They were totally worthless.  They had pretty much turned to jelly after being hung up for so long.

As I lay on the floor, Doreen came over to me and removed the hood from my head and the blindfold from my eyes.  She then unbuckled the gag and removed it from my mouth.  She untied my wrists and then unlocked and removed the leather cuffs.

Ashley held a glass of water in front of me and said “Here Thomas, take a drink.  Don’t try to get up yet.  Give your body a chance to readjust”

I took the glass from her and said ‘Thank you Mistress”.  I didn’t even realize for a moment how I had addressed Ashley, but when I looked up, I saw a big smile on her face.

“See Doreen, the whipping you gave your slave has already improved his manners.  He addressed me properly without being told!”

“That’s great”, said Doreen.  “Let’s hope he remembers his manners and his place in the future.  Hopefully, his obedience and service will not be an issue!”

She then came over to me.  Placed her high heels in front of my face and said “Thomas, you can show me now how much you appreciate the whipping I just gave you by worshipping my shoes!”

I got up onto my hands and knees, brought my mouth down to the tips of her shoes and kissed and licked them.  I worked my tongue over the top and sides of both of her pumps until they glistened.

Then Doreen said “Thomas, are you sorry for what you did while I was out of town?”

“Yes Mistress Doreen.  I am truly sorry”

“Will you ever think about cheating on me again?”

“Oh no Mistress Doreen, that will never happen.  I promise you”

“I’m glad to hear that.  You may go up to your room and you might want to soak in the tub for a while”.  She then unlocked and removed the collar from my neck saying “I’ll take this off now so you can go soak in the tub”.

Doreen and Ashley then gathered the bag with all of their toys and went upstairs, leaving me kneeling there in the basement.

I finally got up enough strength to climb the stairs and went up to my room.  My back and ass felt like someone had used a branding iron on them.  When I entered the bathroom, I wanted to see what my back and ass looked like.  I took a mirror out of the drawer, and looked in it as I stood with my back to the big mirror on the bathroom wall.

I couldn’t believe the sight that greeted my eyes.  My back was covered with a series of bright red whip marks from my shoulder blades down to the small of my back.  My ass looked even worse.  It was covered totally with raised red welts all over from where Doreen had hit me with the cane.  My back hurt terribly but my ass felt like it was on fire.

I decided to take Doreen’s suggestion and started running water into the tub so that I could soak and try to relieve the pain I was feeling.  When I lowered my body into the water, however, I realized that I had made the water too warm. 

When it hit my back and ass, I let out a cry from the pain.  I quickly cooled the water down until it was more comfortable for me.  I lay in the tub for the longest time, allowing my body to recuperate from the terrible punishment I had received.

When I finally got out of the tube and tried to dry myself off, I quickly gave up on that idea.  Just trying to wipe my back or ass with a towel was too painful.  I decided that I would just have to air dry, rather than touch my injured back and ass.

I wiped myself off as best as I could and then went into my bedroom, thinking that I would lie down for a while.  As soon as my back and ass made contact with the bed, I felt tremendous pain and jumped up.  I could see that Ashley was right.  I wouldn’t be putting any pressure on either my back or my ass for quite a while.

I thought about putting on some clothes but then decided that Doreen probably would not be pleased if I did.  Completely naked, except for the Chastity Tube, I went into the living room where Doreen and Ashley were sitting and asked if it would be alright if I made myself a drink.

Doreen said “Yes you may Thomas, and thank you for asking permission.  You just relax tonight.  Ashley and I are going to go out for dinner.  I’m sure that you can find something in the refrigerator to heat up.  Come over her a minute!”

When I went over to her, Doreen made me turn around so she could see my back and ass.  I jumped when she placed her hand on my butt and said “Wow, I did a really nice job on your butt!  Go ahead and make yourself a drink”.

I went over to the bar and made myself a very stiff drink and took it into the kitchen, where I found a left over casserole in the refrigerator.  As I was heating it up in the microwave, Doreen and Ashley headed out to dinner. 

After I finished eating my dinner and cleaning up the kitchen, I went into the living room and made myself another drink and turned on the television to see if there was anything interesting on.

My body felt like I had gone through a war, after cleaning the house all day and then taking such a severe beating from Doreen.  I started to doze off just sitting there in the lounge chair so I decided to turn in for the night.

Unfortunately for me, it was a very restless night.  It hurt to lie on my back, and I couldn’t sleep on my stomach because of the Chastity Tube.  I finally had to sleep on my side even though that was uncomfortable due to the fact that my thighs squeezed the tube and put pressure on my balls.  I drifted in and out of sleep throughout the night.  Before I knew it, the sun was shining in through the window, so I got up, went into the kitchen and started the coffee.

I sat in the kitchen drinking my coffee and reading the Sunday paper until it sounded like Doreen had awoken.  I made a cup of coffee and went down to her room to bring it to her.  I knocked on the bedroom door and she told me to come in.

“Good morning Mistress”, I said.  “Would you like your coffee now?”

“Yes Thomas that will be nice”, she said as she took the coffee from me and took a big sip of it.

I turned to leave her room but she said “Not so fast Thomas.  I have something I need you to do before you leave”.

I turned, looked at her, and said “Yes Mistress, what is it that you need me to do for you?”

With a big smile, she patted the bed with her hand and said “Climb up here on the bed.  I need you to help wake me up this morning.  You haven’t done that in quite a while”

I immediately knew what she wanted when she pushed the covers down off of her body and pulled her negligee up to her waist.

I climbed up onto the bed and when I did, Doreen opened her legs and said “Show me how much you love your Mistress by giving me a lot of pleasure to start my day off!”

I immediately brought my mouth down to her pussy and began kissing her.  I ran my tongue up and down her clitoris, and sucked on it gently.  Then I slipped my tongue into her vagina and began moving my tongue in and out while I sucked on her clit.  It wasn’t long before Doreen started moaning and closing her legs around my head.

As I worked on pleasuring Doreen, I soon felt my cock getting very aroused and pushing against the hard steel of my Chastity Device.  I tried not to focus on it but keep my attention strictly on servicing Doreen.

“Go faster slave.  Lick me faster.  Move your tongue deeper into my pussy”, she ordered, as she grabbed a hold of my head and pulled it tighter against her pussy.

I picked up the pace, and started sucking and licking her clit more intensely while I pushed my tongue deeper into her pussy.  In a matter of moments, I felt her whole body tense up and her legs held my head as though I was in a vise, as Doreen experienced a long satisfying orgasm.

When she finally released the pressure on my head and allowed me to look up, she smiled and said “That’s the way I like to start my day.  Nothing beats having your slave pleasure you in the morning!”

As I knelt there between her legs with my cock hard and erect in the tube, Doreen said “You may leave now Thomas and go start making breakfast”.

When I didn’t readily move, she asked “Is there a problem?”

“No Mistress, It’s just that my cock is very excited from pleasing you and I was wondering if there was any way that you could let me out of this Chastity Tube so that I could also have an orgasm.”

Her smiling face immediately turned to a scowl and Doreen said “I’m going to make believe that you really didn’t ask me that.  I’ll forget it for this one time only.  However, if you ever ask me again to let you out of the Chastity Tube or to let you come, then you will be punished.  I’ll release you when I decide to release you and you’ll get an orgasm when and if I decide to let you have one.  Do you understand that slave?”

“Yes Mistress.  I’m sorry that I asked that.  Please forgive me”, I said as I climbed off of the bed and quickly went to the kitchen to start breakfast.

When breakfast was ready, I notified Doreen and she came into the kitchen and sat down while I served her food to her.  Once again, I asked her for permission to also make myself something, and she told me to go ahead fix myself a plate and sit down.

While we ate, Doreen perused the Sunday newspaper and said very little to me.  When we were finished with breakfast, I got up and began cleaning up the dishes and the kitchen.  As Doreen was leaving the kitchen she said “After you are finished in here, you can go ahead and get dressed.  I want to go up to the Baltimore Art Museum and see a new exhibition which opened there yesterday and you can take me there”

I knew better than to give her any argument and said ok, I would get dressed as soon as I was finished in the kitchen, which is exactly what I did.  When I was dressed, I waited about another hour for Doreen to finish getting ready, and then we drove up to Baltimore to the Museum.

As Doreen took in the exhibit and talked to other people, who were as obviously enamored as her with the various pieces of art, I quietly followed her and hoped that she would move a little faster so that we could get out of there.  Looking at art was definitely not my thing.

When she was finally finished examining every single piece of the exhibit, it was after 4 PM and she told me that she had a taste for some seafood and wanted to go have dinner at the Thames Street Oyster House down by the waterfront.

We headed over to the restaurant and actually had a very nice dinner.  Doreen was in a good mood, so the conversation was very pleasant, while the food and service was excellent.  After dinner, we headed home and once we got there, Doreen surprised me by saying “Thomas, thank you for a very nice day”

Then in a very sweet tone she added “Before you turn in for the night, I’d like you to take off all of your clothes and join me in my bedroom”

I hurried to my room and got undressed because I thought that maybe this meant that Doreen was going to remove the Chastity Tube and allow me to have a sexual release.  When I was naked except for the damm Chastity Tube, I went down to her bedroom and knocked on the door.

Doreen told me to come in, and when I did, I saw her lounging on the bed in a very short sexy black negligee.  I really started to get my hopes up at that point, and my cock reacted by getting hard in the tube.

“Thomas, come on up on the bed”, she said.  When I did, Doreen then told me that she really wanted to end a good day by having a happy ending, and her idea of a happy ending was having her slave give her pleasure with his mouth.  She opened her legs, pointed to her pussy, and told me to show her how much I worshipped her.

I tried not to show my disappointment, but I know that I did not do a good job of hiding it, as I knelt down on the bed and brought my mouth to her pussy.  I licked and sucked her clit and ran my tongue in and out of her pussy for almost fifteen minutes while Doreen massaged her breasts, exciting herself.  She was obviously enjoying every minute of the oral worship I was giving her, and I could tell that she was intentionally holding off from having an orgasm.

Finally, she said “Ok Thomas, bring me off.  Work your tongue and mouth faster on my clit and pussy!”

I picked up the pace just as she ordered and within two minutes, her whole body started shaking, her legs tightened around my head, and Doreen experienced a very explosive orgasm.

When she came back down to earth, she released the pressure on my head, and said “Thomas, that was very nice.  You may go to bed now!”

Just like that, she dismissed me.  I climbed off the bed with a very erect cock that was straining to get out of the Chastity Tube and was causing me significant discomfort.  I headed to my room, set the alarm to get up for work in the morning, and climbed into bed.

It was another very restless night for me due to the discomfort I felt from the Chastity Tube and also the sensitivity of my injured back and ass when they made contact with the bed.  I was so horny and needed a sexual release so bad and wondered how long it would be before Doreen would unlock that padlock and free my cock from the metal cage I wore.  I honestly don’t even know what time I finally drifted off to sleep, but it seemed like a very short night before the alarm went off at 5 AM.

I got up and got ready for work, wondering how things would go on my first day back to the office, now that I had to face Ashley with her knowing my new status - that of a slave to her and to Doreen.


My New Life Begins

When I arrived at the office on Monday morning, Ashley was already at her desk typing something up.  She looked absolutely sexy as usual, dressed in her trademark short mini-skirt, nylons and high heels.  In a very cheerful tone she said “Good Morning Mr. McMillian.  How was your weekend?”

I realized that Ashley was probably doing it for the benefit of anyone who was walking by, but she seemed so sincere that no one would ever have believed that just two days before she was helping Doreen string me up in the basement to give me the whipping of my life.

“Good morning Ashley.  My weekend was very eventful, and how was yours?”

“Exactly like yours Mr. McMillian.  Yes, I would say it was very eventful!”  Then she added “I have already taken off your emails, took action on some of them, and left you a list of the ones that you need to personally respond to”.

I thanked Ashley and went into my office.  As soon as I sat down, she came in and closed the door behind her.  Her cheerful face was gone and she looked very serious.  She was holding a sheet of paper in her hand.

“Thomas, after I took off your emails, I did a little checking on your computer just out of curiosity.  Do you know what I found when I checked your computer?”

I said “No Ashley.  What did you find?” Even though I appeared to be cool on the outside, my heart was pounding inside of my chest because I had a notion that she saw something which I wouldn’t want her to see.

“First of all, when we are alone, it is ‘Miss Ashley’ to you and don’t play dumb with me Thomas”, she said as she held up the paper in her hand.  “You left a nice trail of all the places you’ve been on the internet on your computer.  You were doing a lot of surfing when you were supposed to be working.  I found all of those porn sites that you have been visiting.  For example, you really like that Sexy Secretaries site, don’t you?”

My face must have dropped to the floor and I knew that there was no way that I could deny what she was saying.  She obviously had printed off the history of everyplace that I had been on the internet.

I started to say “Look Ashley” and then I caught myself and said “Miss Ashley, I’m sorry about that computer thing but…”

However, she cut me off and said “Thomas, you realize that if I tell Doreen what you’ve been doing at the office, she is not going to be happy.  I’m sure she will want to punish you pretty good for spending your time looking at those websites”

Then with a big smile, she said “I’ll bet you even masturbated after looking at those sites, didn’t you Thomas?”

I just sat there and didn’t say a word.  I figured it was the safest approach.

“I’ll bet money that you masturbated.  Well, it’s a good thing that Doreen locked up that little cock of yours.  At least now, we know that you can’t run and play with yourself when you get excited”

Ashley turned and started to leave my office and I said “Wait a minute Miss Ashley, please!”

When she turned back to look at me, I said “Miss Ashley, please don’t tell Doreen what you found.  I really can’t take another whipping.  Right now my back and butt are so sore and the pain still hasn’t calmed down from Saturday night”.

I told her “I promise you.  I won’t go near any of those websites anymore.  Just please don’t tell Doreen!”

Ashley was quiet for a moment, looked like she was thinking about something serious, and then said “I’ll tell you what Thomas.  I won’t tell Doreen about what I found, but you will owe me a big favor and I mean a big one.  Do you hear what I am saying?”

“Of course, I really appreciate it Miss Ashley and I’ll make it up to you”

“Oh yes you will.  When I am ready to cash in my favor, you will do exactly what I tell you without question, or I’ll show Doreen a list of every website that you’ve visited on the internet!”

Ashley then turned and left my office, and left me wondering if the favor I would have to make up to her would be worse than what would have happened if she told Doreen about my internet surfing.

I decided that I couldn’t worry about that right now.  I had to get my phone messages and emails answered as soon as possible because I was going to have to leave early today to pick up Doreen and go to our lawyer’s office to execute those resolutions which she had demanded that I take care of.  We had a 2 PM appointment with him to sign the papers, so I would have to leave by noon to go home and first to pick up Doreen.

I buzzed Ashley on the intercom and asked her to please notify all of the department heads that I would not be available for our normal Monday afternoon staff meeting.  I had her reschedule it for me to Tuesday afternoon.

Throughout the morning whenever I had to go to the bathroom, I was so very glad that I had that private restroom in my office.  Since I had to sit down to pee, I knew that it would have been very inconvenient if I had to use the main men’s room down the hall.  Obviously, I could only use a stall and not the urinal as long as I was locked in the Chastity Tube.

Around noon I got ready to leave the office and go pick up Doreen.  Ashley handed me a large brown envelope and asked me to give it to Doreen saying “This is the contract which Doreen asked me to type up.  I’m sure that she will want to review it with you later”.

I took the envelope from her and headed home to pick up Doreen.  When I gave the envelope to Doreen, she said “We’ll take care of this later when we get home from the lawyer’s office.

We got to our lawyer Josh Hartman’s office just a few minutes before 2 PM and he ushered us right in.  After exchanging a few pleasantries, Josh picked up two sets of documents and handed a set to Doreen and me to review.

The new Corporate Resolutions were exactly as I had dictated to him over the phone, and were exactly what Doreen had instructed me to do.

As we were reviewing them, Josh said to me “You realize Tom, that once these are executed, you will be moving from the major stock holder position down to a minority 39% stock holder position and that Doreen as the new CEO will have the majority stock decision making power?”

A quick glance at Doreen showed that she did not appreciate the fact that Josh had pointed out that fact.  I quickly told him that yes I was aware of that fact, and did not have a problem with the change.

I could see that he was clearly confused as to why I was making such a drastic change and that he had hoped that I would elaborate more on my motives.  Instead, I changed the topic by saying “Ok let’s get these signed so that I can get back to work”

Doreen and I signed the papers, Josh witnessed the signatures, and had copies made for us.  He told us that he would take care of the filing immediately, and send us an executed copy.  I thanked him for his help, and Doreen and I left his office.

Well, I had done it.  I had given control of my company over to Doreen and I was very quiet on the ride home as I pondered the consequences of what I had just done.

Doreen sensed my mood and said “Thomas, you should be very happy about the fact that now you don’t have to worry about making all the decisions for the company.  You can just concentrate more on being a good slave to me!”

Then she added “I also got some more good news for you.  I let the house keeper and the cook go this morning.  Look at all the money you’ll save now!”

I knew that meant that she would expect me to do all the cleaning of the house and cooking her a meal whenever she wanted, but I knew better than to say anything at that point other than “Thank you Mistress”.

When we got home, Doreen informed me that she had called Ashley and asked her to leave the office a little early and come on over to the house, and that she should be there soon.

“Why don’t you call and have some Chinese dinners delivered for us so that they’ll get here around the same time as Ashley”.

I did as Doreen asked and ordered the food.  I wondered why she had Ashley coming over to the house.  I didn’t have to wonder long when Doreen said “After we eat, we can all review the contract which Ashley typed up for me and have you sign it.  Then all of my stipulations outlining your new life will be formalized!”

So now I knew what Ashley had me bring home to Doreen.  The contract which would seal my fate as a slave to her and there was nothing I could do about it at this point. 

The doorbell rang at that moment, and Doreen told me to go answer it.  When I did, Ashley came in and said “Hello Thomas, how did things go at the lawyer’s office today?”

I told her that things went just as expected, and asked her if she would like me to make her a drink.  She said “That would be nice”

Ashley then went into the living room and gave Doreen a big kiss and a warm embrace.  Then she said to Doreen “Congratulations, I guess it is official now that you run Advanced Electronics”

Doreen replied “Yes, it is, and it is so very exciting.  Now the only thing left to do is to officially make Thomas my slave tonight”

I brought Ashley her drink while she and Doreen were talking and I cringed at what I was hearing.  Just then the doorbell rang and I went to answer it.  Our dinners had arrived.  I paid the delivery man and took the food into the kitchen where I set the table.  I then notified Doreen and Ashley that dinner was ready and on the table.

While we ate, Doreen and Ashley talked non-stop about the Art League and their fund raising project.  They also began sharing stories about Jonathan, their personal trainer at the gym.

At one point, Ashley said to Doreen “I know for a fact that Jonathan has the hots for you.  He would jump into your bed in a minute if given the opportunity!”

I was quite dismayed when Doreen said “Well, he is very cute and has a great body.  I might have to take advantage of that sometime!”

I stayed perfectly quiet during our meal and only talked when either Doreen or Ashley asked me a question.  As soon as everyone was finished eating, Doreen said “Thomas, go ahead and get the table cleared and the kitchen cleaned up, then join Ashley and I in the living room!”

When I finished cleaning up the kitchen, I went into the living room to find Doreen and Ashley sitting on the couch enjoying a drink.

Doreen said “Thomas, I want you to strip naked now and come over here!”

When I had removed all of my clothes and was wearing only my Chastity Tube, I went and stood in front of her.  Doreen then handed me a typed document and told me to go sit down on the lounge chair and read it.  As soon as I saw the heading which said “Contract of Voluntary Slavery”, I knew what was coming next.

I couldn’t believe how long and how comprehensive the document was.  Here is the entire document which Doreen handed to me for review:

Contract of Voluntary Slavery

1 AGREEMENT

1.1 Binding Agreement

This document, dated the Ninth day of September 2013 (herein known as the “start date“), is a contract of voluntary slavery between Mistress Doreen McMillian, herein referred to as “Mistress”, “Her”, “Herself” or “She” and Thomas McMillian, herein referred to as “slave”, “his”, “he”, “himself” or “itself”.

slave, through signing this contract, is binding himself totally and completely, without limit, irrevocably to servitude to Mistress.  slave relinquishes all legal and cultural (and both explicit and presumed) rights, privileges, prerogatives and status to Mistress to become Her property as a slave for Her to own and use as She sees fit.

1.2 Term

This contract is binding on slave from today’s date through the duration of his natural life.

2 AFFIRMATION

2.1 slave’s Affirmation

slave affirms that he is signing this contract of his own free will without pressure or coercion of any kind that he is of sound mind and body and is not under the influence of drugs or alcohol. slave further affirms that he fully understands the meaning and implications of this contract and explicitly requests it be enforced in full, and at all times, as defined below for the duration of the contract.

slave understands that he will be used for sex as a sex slave, as a servant with domestic chores and duties and also as a pain slave for bondage and punishment sessions that will be real, inescapable, unstoppable and also as painful as the Mistress should desire them to be.

2.2 Interference

slave requests that no third party group, individual, organization or body interfere in any way to prevent slave from fulfilling his obligations of servitude and obedience to Mistress as defined in this contract and for the full term of the contract.

3 CLAUSES

3.1 slave’s Responsibilities

3.1.1 slave will willingly, freely and to the best of his ability serve Mistress sexually in any way She requires, and will also serve any other Female sexually if instructed to do so by his Mistress.

3.1.2 slave will willingly, freely and to the best of his ability serve Mistress as a servant performing any and all household duties including, but not limited to, cooking, cleaning, washing, ironing and generally maintaining Mistress’s home when instructed to do so, and will also perform such servant duties at the home of any other Female when instructed to do so by his Mistress

3.1.3 slave will willingly accept any punishment from Mistress and for whatever reason, including purely for Mistress’s pleasure as a pain slave.  Punishment may take any form Mistress deems fit including, but not limited to, corporal punishment, bondage, chastity, removal of privileges including food or sleep, hard work or degrading, humiliating or pointless tasks.  Slave will also accept all punishment as outlined above by any other Female when instructed to do so by Mistress.

3.1.4  slave will willingly, freely and to the best of his ability immediately obey any order, or perform any action, demanded by Mistress or by any other Female if instructed to obey them by Mistress.

3.1.5 slave will willingly, freely and to the best of his ability obey all rules set out for him by Mistress and live by them whether or not he is in Mistress’s presence.

3.1.6  slave will willingly, freely and to the best of his ability submit to any training, and any training methods Mistress wishes to use or apply to him to better serve Her to meet Her needs.

3.1.7  slave will always be completely honest and truthful and never lie to Mistress or omit to mention all facts, actions or inactions, or any breaches of the rules and responsibilities inherent upon him through this contract.

3.1.8  slave will never make any excuses for any failures or any of his actions, inactions or any breaches of this contract.

3.1.9  slave will show Mistress the utmost respect at all times. This includes in any discussions, actions or activities with third parties and applies whether Mistress is present or not, and slave will show the same respect to all Female friends of Mistress.

3.1.10  slave will always endeavor to improve himself physically and mentally to better serve Mistress.

3.1.11  slave will always be available to serve Mistress when required except by prior agreement with Mistress for work or family responsibilities.

3.1.12  Mistress has the right to define rules, for any period of time up to the term of the contract, that require slave to seek permission from Mistress while in Her presence to perform any and all independent actions such as making sounds, moving, bodily functions like urinating and defecating, and eating, drinking and sleeping. Mistress may also choose to allow slave to perform any or all of these actions independently to avoid being bothered unnecessarily by slave’s base functions.

3.2 slave’s Veto

3.2.1  slave has no veto over any actions Mistress wishes him to perform or any rules which Mistress expects him to obey.

3.2.2  slave has no “safe word” to use to stop any action or punishment initiated by Mistress or any of Mistress’s Female friends if they have been given permission by Her to punish slave.

3.3 slave’s Possessions and Finances

3.3.1  Mistress has the right to make full and unlimited use of all slave’s material goods, possessions and any other assets as Her own and do so whether slave is present or not. This includes, but is not limited to slave’s home, cars, clothes, household or electrical goods and any other material items.

3.3.2  Mistress has the right to require Her slave to acquire any new material goods, possessions or assets as She sees fit.

3.3.3  slave will give Mistress full and unrestricted access to all checking and savings accounts, whether they are in her name or not.  Mistress will have complete access and use of all credit cards which are in the slave’s possession.

3.3.4  Mistress has the right to set financial rules for slave to live by – including limits on his spending.

3.3.5   Mistress has the right to make slave pay for any goods and services he uses while serving Her, or equivalent value goods and services to ensure he is never a financial burden on Her.

3.4 Mistress’s Responsibilities

3.4.1  Mistress accepts that slave is a valuable possession and as such Mistress will keep slave safe at all times.

3.4.2  Mistress will not do anything or instruct slave to do anything which would endanger his life.

3.5 Third Parties

3.5.1  slave may have no other ongoing partners sexual or otherwise without the express agreement of Mistress. 

3.5.2  Mistress is free to have other female partners on an ongoing basis, and other male partners as She should desire.

3.5.3  Mistress may expect slave to serve in public or private, alone or in front of others where such service is socially acceptable.

3.5.4  Mistress may instruct slave to serve another person or persons, transferring any or all Her rights to that person or persons, for any period of time as She should desire.

3.5.5  Mistress may instruct slave to serve Her and any of her Female Friends along with other slaves where slave may have to participate in sexual acts with other male or female slaves.

3.6 Disagreement

3.6.1  If there is ever any disagreement between Mistress and slave on any of the terms in this contract, then in all circumstances Mistress’s decision is final.

5.2 Termination

5.2.1  Mistress has the right to terminate the contract at any time during the life of the slave.

5.2.2  slave has no right to terminate the contract and understands that if he should, Mistress will hold him in Breach of Contract due to his termination..

5.3 Breach

5.3.1 Mistress has the right to severely punish slave for a breach of contract.

5.3.2  Mistress will also have the right to file for Divorce from slave if he should terminate this contract, and She will then utilize a DVD recording made on August 31, 2013 which shows slave’s infidelity to Mrs. Doreen McMillian as evidence in a court of law.

6 SIGNATURES:

I hereby agree to be bound by the clauses and limits of this contract of voluntary slavery for the agreed term of the contract (life) from the agreed start date) between the two parties identified as Mistress and slave below.

Mistress:_____________________ Date:_____

(Mistress Doreen McMillian

slave:_______________________ Date:_____

(slave Thomas McMillian)

Witnessed by: _________________________

(Ashley Long)

As I finished reading the contract, I started feeling sick in my stomach.  I couldn’t believe that this is what my marriage had come down to.  Once this document was signed, I knew that I would no longer be Doreen’s husband.  According to the law, I might be her husband, but in reality I would be nothing but a slave to her.  A slave who she could use for her pleasure, abuse if she felt so inclined, lend to her friends, and use as a domestic servant around the house.

I knew that it was now too late to do anything but sign the agreement so I stood up and said “Ok Mistress, do you want me to sign it now?”

Doreen said “Absolutely Thomas”, and handed me a pen.  I laid the document down on the coffee table in front of the couch and signed my name and dated it.  With a big smile, Doreen then did the same, and handed the contract to Ashley so that she could witness it.

Once all the signatures were on the contract, Ashley gave Doreen a big hug and said “Well Doreen, now you have your own personal slave just like I do!”

Doreen said “Yes I do.  You’ll have to bring your slave over here soon so that he and Thomas can meet”

Doreen then reached behind her back on the couch and picked up a box.  She told me come over and kneel in front of her.  When I did, she removed a shiny stainless steel collar from the box and held it up to me.

“Thomas, here is your first official gift from your Mistress.  I had this made especially for you.  As she held the stainless steel collar up for me to see, I read the inscription which she had put on it.  It said “slave to Mistress Doreen”

Doreen placed the collar around my neck and locked it in the back with a little silver lock.  Then she said “The collar is made of stainless steel so you will be able to wear it 24/7.  You won’t have to worry about wearing it in the shower.  You can wear it all the time, just like your Chastity Tube”.

Then as almost an after-thought she said, “You might have to order yourself some shirts with a larger size neck since you’ll be wearing the collar to work every day and you don’t want your shirt collars to be too tight!”

Ashley took out her phone and used the camera to snap many pictures of me kneeling there with my new slave collar and my Chastity Tube with Doreen standing next to me, and said “Doreen, I’ll send these to you so you have a memento of this wonderful evening!”

Doreen said “Yes, it is wonderful to know that my slave here is ready to serve all of my needs.  Speaking of needs Thomas, you’ve done so well today signing those Corporate Resolutions and your slave contract, that I think you deserve a reward!”

“Before you get it however, we need to make sure that your hands are out of the way!”

Almost on cue, Ashley handed Doreen a pair of handcuffs and told me to place my arms behind my back.  When I did, Doreen locked my wrists together behind my back with the handcuffs.

She then reached into her pocket and took out a small key.  She reached down and unlocked the padlock which was on my Chastity Tube, releasing my cock and balls.  It felt so good having the tube taken off after days of wearing it.

Doreen then told me to stand up in front of her and Ashley.  When I did, they both started running their hands over my body.  While Doreen played with my cock, Ashley teased my nipples.  In a matter of minutes, my cock was standing out hard and erect.

Doreen went and got something over at the bar and returned to me and began slowly pumping my cock in her hand.

“Ok Thomas, you wanted a chance to come, didn’t you?”

I told her “Oh yes Mistress.  Please let me come.  Oh yes Please!”

Doreen picked up the pace pumping my cock with her hand and Ashley now was running her tongue over my nipples and biting down on them.  I knew I couldn’t hold out long and told Doreen that I thought that I was going to explode.

“Go ahead slave, you have my permission to come.  Let us see you shoot everything that you have in that cock of yours!”

Almost seconds after she said that, I began shaking as an orgasm overcame me and the cum began shooting out of my cock.  I didn’t realize it at that moment, but Doreen had put a glass in front of my cock and caught all of my cum as it poured out when I came.

Before I had even regained my composure, Doreen said “Open your mouth slave!”

When I hesitated, Ashley squeezed my nipples very hard making me cry out, and Doreen poured the glass full of cum into my mouth.

I started to gag and Doreen said “Come on slave show us how you swallow down all of your cum!”

I had no choice but to swallow all the sticky cum that she had poured into my mouth.  When I had finished swallowing it, Doreen smiled and said “Well, what do you say slave?”

I quickly replied “Thank you Mistress Doreen and Thank you Miss Ashley for allowing me to come”.

Doreen grabbed a towel from the bar, wet it and wiped off my cock.  Then she picked up the ring of the Chastity Tube and placed it back around my balls.  As she slid the stainless steel tube down over my cock and connected it to the ring, I begged her not to lock me back up again.

Ignoring my plea, she slid the padlock through the ring and the cock tube, locking it.  Then she said “Sorry Thomas, you know my rule now.  This cock stays locked up 24/7 until I decide to unlock it.  Since you just had an opportunity to come, I would suspect that it will be quite a while before I unlock it again!”

Doreen then asked Ashley for the key to the handcuffs and unlocked them releasing my arms.

“Well it’s been quite a day today”, Doreen said.  “A lot has been accomplished”

Ashley agreed with her and said “Well, I better get going now”.  She gave Doreen a big hug and the two of them locked lips in a passionate kiss.  Then with a smile, she said “I’ll see you at work tomorrow Mr. McMillian”

Once Ashley left, Doreen said good night to me and headed to her bedroom.  I made myself a drink and sat down replaying in my mind all the things that had happened on this very eventful day.  I couldn’t believe that in one day, my life was changed so much forever.

I was no longer the CEO of Advanced Electronics.  I was no longer the majority stock holder in the Company. I no longer had the power to make all decisions at the company I had built.  I was now a collared slave to my wife, who was also locked in a Chastity Tube.  All I had to look forward to now was probably many years of being a servant and sexual slave to Doreen.

I finished off my drink, closed up the house and headed off to bed, hoping that I might finally get a night of some restful sleep.

Unfortunately, that didn’t happen.  I was constantly reminded of my bruised ass every time I rolled on my back.  I was constantly tormented by the tightness of the Chastity Tube around my cock when those damm nocturnal erections took place.  And now the stainless steel collar locked around my neck was another reminder during the night of my new lowly status as a slave to Doreen.


Business As Usual

The next few weeks at work were pretty uneventful.  I held my normal department head staff meetings, met with prospective clients, rode along with some of the sales staff as they called on our customers, and spent a lot of time going over new product developments with Bob in engineering.  Each day I also handled the few emails and phone messages which Ashley left for me.

No matter how I felt about Ashley’s involvement in my downfall and subsequent enslavement to Doreen, I still had to admit that she was the best Administrative Assistant I had ever seen.

Ashley was one of the most organized people I had ever met.  She not only kept me on course but also got all the department heads to become a lot more organized.  She kept them all focused on priorities and deadlines and was quick to shoot them a not so nice email if they did not respond to her inquiries or supply her with requested information in a timely manner.

In addition to her awesome body, she knew just how to turn on that sexy charm to get any guy in any department to do what she wanted when she wanted it.  As a result of her skillful and sexy manner, a lot of the procrastination that I had to put up with before her arrival was now a thing of the past.  Deadlines were being met, proposals were going out on a timely basis, and as a result sales were improving even more than they had before her arrival.  

Even though Ashley was at my home on a regular basis visiting and carrying on a relationship with Doreen, she always maintained a strictly professional demeanor with me at work.  At the office, she always addressed me as Mr. McMillian and I always called her Ashley.

However, when she was in my home, I knew better than to address her in any manner other than Miss Ashley or Mistress Ashley.  She on the other hand, always referred to me as Thomas or slave when she was in my home.

While things at the office were going pretty good, the situation on the home front was becoming very predictable for me.  I knew without a doubt that my weekends would be spent cleaning the house, doing laundry, cooking meals, and following along with Doreen to either an art exhibit or a music festival.  This of course, was in addition to the many nights during the week I spent on my knees serving her sexually with my mouth and tongue.

It seemed like the only nights that Doreen didn’t make me service her orally were the nights that Ashley came over and the two of them would retire to Doreen’s bedroom.  I can only assume that the hours they spent in the bedroom were filled with lovemaking and sexual frolicking, judging from the sounds I heard.

For the remainder of September and all during the month of October, Doreen refused to unlock the Chastity Tube which held my cock prisoner.  I was so horny that I was almost reaching the point of going mad.  Over the course of those seven weeks, I did screw up and on three occasions I begged her to please unlock me and allow me to have a release.

Just like she had warned, each time I begged her for a release, I received a good whipping instead.  I really didn’t know how much longer I could stand being caged in that tube or how I was going to continue to be able to cope with this forced Chastity.  I had assumed that as long as I was doing everything that Doreen had told me to do and servicing her sexually, that she would relent and allow me to also have an orgasm.  Unfortunately, that didn’t happen.  It almost appeared to me that she was trying to drive me crazy.

Doreen continued to wear incredibly sexy outfits, such as tight leather dresses, short leather mini-skirts.  She always wore sexy nylons and leather pumps with stiletto heels.  She had to know what she was doing to me.  She had to know that she was always getting me sexually excited, especially when I had to get down on my knees and worship those stilettos or use my mouth to bring her pleasure.  Each day I kept hoping that she would unlock the Chastity Tube and allow me to have a release, but each day ended with me going to bed totally sexually frustrated.


The Favor Is Returned

It had been about seven weeks since the time that I promised Ashley a future favor in return for her not telling Doreen about my internet surfing of porn websites.  With everything else that had taken place in my life during that time, I completely forgot about owing her a favor.

That was until the last week of October a few days before Halloween when Ashley informed me, before leaving the office that day, that she was ready to cash in the favor which I owed to her.  She caught me by surprise when she said “Thomas, I will need you to make good this coming weekend on the favor which you owe to me”

Thinking that it was no big deal, I said “Sure Ashley, what do you need me to do?”

“I will need you to help me since I am hosting a special type of Halloween Party on Saturday night at my apartment.  I’ll need you there by noon on Saturday and you probably will be there till Sunday some time.  I’ll let Doreen know that I’ll be using you for that period of time!”

I immediately became very apprehensive and said “Ashley, if you tell Doreen that I am paying a favor back to you, she’ll want to know what it is for and I’m going to have trouble on my hands”

“Thomas, do you think I’m stupid?  I’m not going to say anything about you owing me a favor.  I am just going to tell my best friend that I want to use her slave to help me with my party.  She will not have any problem with that at all”

“However, if you don’t do every single thing I need you to do for my party, then I will tell her about your little porn surfing escapades.  Do you understand?”

I nodded and told Ashley that yes I understood what she was saying.

Sure enough, that evening Ashley called Doreen and asked her if she could borrow me for her party on Saturday.  Doreen told her that she absolutely could have me and that it was no problem at all.  She told Ashley that I would be there to do whatever she needed done.  Doreen then told me that I was to be at Ashley’s apartment by noon on Saturday and I shouldn’t expect to get home before noon on Sunday.

I really didn’t like the sound of the whole arrangement.  I had a feeling that there was a lot more to it than me going over to Ashley’s to help her set up for a party, but I also realized that I had no choice.  I definitely did not need Ashley telling Doreen about the websites I had visited on the internet.  I knew that if she did, I would receive a very severe whipping from Doreen and my back and butt had just recently recovered from the terrible whipping I received in September.

So Saturday, shortly before noon I went over to Ashley’s apartment.  When she let me in, she invited me to sit down so that she could fill me in on the details of the party.  She told me that a caterer would be delivering and setting up the food around 5 PM in the kitchen and that there would be a bartender also setting up a fully stocked bar in the corner of the living room.

She told me that there were about twenty guests coming for her Halloween party and that all the guests would be dressed in Fetish outfits since that was the theme for the party.  She said that the guests would start arriving by 6 PM.

Ashley then told me that I would be expected to first give everything in the apartment a good dusting and then vacuum all the rooms and clean the two bathrooms.  She told me that she needed me to have all the cleaning done by 3 Pm so that she could then prepare me and help me get dressed before she had to get ready for the party.

I was obviously confused about her last statement so I said “Miss Ashley what do you mean by prepare me and help me get dressed?”

“Thomas, I have a special outfit and role for you for tonight’s party.  You’ll see.  Right now, you need to get started on cleaning up the apartment!”

She showed me where the cleaning supplies and vacuum cleaner were stored and I then got busy working on her very large apartment.  In addition to the living room, dining room, and kitchen, there were three bedrooms and two baths.  On my one prior visit to her apartment, I had only gone from the living room to her bedroom, so I had no idea that her apartment was so large in addition to being so luxurious.

I also got the shock of my life when I went in to clean one of the bedrooms.  This was no ordinary bedroom.  Instead it was completely outfitted in a Dungeon motif.  Against one wall of the room was a large four poster bed.  Attached to each of the four corner posts were large rings to which you could obviously secure someone in some type of a bondage arrangement.  On another wall of the bedroom was a large St. Andrew’s Cross with cuffs attached to the upper and lower beams of the X shaped cross.  In the corner of the room was a very large wooden cage with a door that had a padlock hanging on the hasp.

As if that wasn’t enough, there were whips, paddles, and canes along with blindfolds, gags, and hoods neatly arranged on hooks on the wall on both sides of the cross.  In the corner of the room there was also what appeared to be a spanking bench which had rings on both sides of it so that you could attach someone’s wrists to one side of the bench and their ankles to the other side.

As I stood there looking at everything in the room, Ashley walked in behind me and said “How do you like my little punishment room?”

I told her that it was definitely different from any bedroom that I had ever cleaned before.

She laughed and said “Make sure that everything in here is spotless Thomas.  You never know, one of my guests might want to take you in here tonight and try out my equipment on you!”

I hoped that she was strictly kidding about that, and went about my job of dusting everything in the room and then vacuuming the floor.  I then moved on to the other rooms.  By the time that I was done cleaning all the rooms and scrubbing the bathrooms, I saw that it was almost 3 PM and I was sweating profusely from my labors.

Ashley went around the apartment and checked all the rooms and told me that everything looked very nice.  Then she said “Ok, you need to hurry up and get a shower.  There’s also shaving cream and a razor in the bathroom cabinet.  Make sure that you shave your face very well.  When you’re done, you need to clean up the bathroom behind you, and then meet me in my bedroom so that I can work on getting you ready!”

I still had no idea what she meant by “getting me ready” but I jumped in the shower and got cleaned up.  I then shaved my face and tidied up the bathroom.  Since I didn’t know what I was supposed to wear for clothes after my shower, I just wrapped a towel around my mid-section and went into Ashley’s bedroom.

She was standing by her make up table and said “I’ve got all your clothes laid out for you on the bed.  You need to get dressed first and then I’ll do your make up and get you ready for the party”

I was speechless when I saw the clothes on the bed.  There in front of me was a very short black French Maid’s outfit, white apron, padded black bra, black garter belt, black fishnet nylons, and a pair of strappy black high heels.

“You don’t expect me to wear that stuff tonight for your party, do you?”

“First of all Thomas, it’s Miss Ashley, did you forget your manners?  And yes, I do expect you to wear that tonight since you will be the maid serving my guests at the party!”

“Miss Ashley, please I didn’t realize that this was the kind of thing that you wanted me to help you with tonight”

“I’m sorry Thomas, but you promised to do whatever it was I needed to have done, and I plan on holding you to your promise.  You can either get dressed in that outfit and be sitting at my make-up table waiting for me in five minutes, or I’ll call Doreen, and her and I will have a nice conversation.  Your choice!”

She walked out of the bedroom and left me staring at the female garments lying on the bed.  I realized right away that I had no choice but to get dressed in the outfit which Ashley had laid out for me.  I comforted myself with the fact that there was probably no one I knew who would be at Ashley’s party so I would be safe, at least from that standpoint.

I began getting dressed.  I had a hard time getting the bra secured and getting the stockings attached to the garters.  After I was finally able to get them on, I pulled the frilly dress down over my head.  It was very tight and very short.  It only came down about two inches below my crotch.  I realized that since Ashley didn’t give me any panties to wear, I would have to be very careful how I moved or people would see my Chastity Tube peeking out from below the front of the dress.

I then slipped my feet into the high heels and buckled them up.  When I stood up, I was immediately worried about falling over when I tried to walk.  I took very small steps and was thankful that I had a couple of hours to get used to them before the guests would arrive.

Just then Ashley came back into the bedroom and said “I am glad to see that you decided to be reasonable and do as I said.  The outfit fits you very nicely.  Ok, sit down here at my make-up table and I’ll get you fixed up”

She then went to work on me for the next half hour, applying make-up to my face, false eyelashes, eye shadow, and bright red lipstick.  She placed a long blond wig on my head and arranged it in a fashionable style.  Ashley then sprayed one of her perfumes on me and said “You look pretty good, if I do say so myself”

I have to admit that I couldn’t believe the image which greeted me in the mirror.  While I would never pass as any kind of a beauty queen, Ashley had done a tremendous job turning me into a female maid.

“Now that I’m finished, you no longer are Thomas.  You are now Thomasine, my maid for the evening.  I expect you to make sure that all of my guests are taken care of properly.  If I receive any complaints from any of them about the way you served them tonight, then you can rest assured that you will be punished.  Do you understand Thomasine?”

“Yes, Miss Ashley, I understand”

“Good, we should have a very nice fun party tonight.  You will even get to meet my personal slave.  Now go out to the living room and wait for the caterer’s people to arrive, and when they get here, help them get things set up.  I need to get dressed now!”

I went out to the living room and thought about what Ashley had just said.  So, her personal slave would be coming to the party tonight.  Doreen had previously made reference to the fact that Ashley had a personal slave.  I wondered what he would look like and what she would require of him at the party.

While I waited for the caterer to arrive, I practiced walking in the high heels.  I took small steps at first and walked back and forth across the living room.  I noticed right away that a lot of pressure was being put on the front of my feet because of the high heels.  I could see foresee that they were going to become very uncomfortable after a few hours of walking in them.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang.  I answered the door and two employees of the catering crew arrived right on time.  I stood aside while they brought in containers of food, the pan warmers, the dishes, silverware, and then all the bar supplies.

When their female supervisor walked in, I held my breath.  She was the same woman who had directed a catering event at my home about six months ago.  She looked at me very intently and said “Hi, I am Maryann.  Have we met before?”

I tried to disguise my voice by answering her very softly and said “No, I don’t believe that we’ve met”.

She then asked “What is your name?  Are you a new employee of Miss Long’s?”

I answered her by saying “My name is Thomasine and yes, I just started working for Miss Long”.

“For some reason you look a little familiar.  Oh well, since you are obviously going to be working the party for Miss Long, you can come in the kitchen and help me set up the food”.

I followed her into the kitchen and she handed me two linen tablecloths saying “You can go ahead and put tablecloths on the two long tables over there while I fill the warming pans with the food”

I did as she asked, noticing that she kept looking over at me, obviously trying to figure out why she thought that she knew me.  When she had filled the warming pans with food, she placed them on one of the table and lit the burners underneath them.  Then she had me help her set up the sandwich trays and lay out the linen and silverware on the tables.

Maryann then showed me the smaller Hors d'oeuvre trays which were filled with an assortment of wonderful looking treats and said “I am sure that Miss Long will want you to walk around and offer these to the guests prior to dinner”

I wondered to myself how difficult it was going to be for me to be carrying a tray of food while worrying about balancing myself in the high heels I was wearing.

Just then Ashley came into the kitchen.  She had finished getting dressed for the party and she looked incredibly sexy. 

She was wearing a skin tight red latex cat suit with a plunging neckline which exhibited most of her beautiful breasts.  She towered above me in a pair of red leather lace up boots which went up to her knees and had stiletto heels which were at least five inches high.  She presented a vision which took my breath away and made my cock get erect and immediately become uncomfortable in my Chastity Tube.

Ashley and Maryann exchanged pleasantries with each other and then Ashley said “So Maryann, I see you’ve met my new maid Thomasine”.

“Yes, she’s been helping me set things up” and then with a smile she said “I am sure that she’ll do a lot of walking tonight in those heels serving your guests”

Ashley laughed and said “Yes she will, and she better do a good job keeping everyone happy tonight!”

Maryann gathered up all of her food containers and empty boxes, told Ashley that she would be back Sunday afternoon to pick up the warmers, dishes, and silverware, and then she left with her two employees.

A few minutes later the doorbell rang again, and Ashley said “That should be my slave.  Please answer the door Thomasine”.

When I opened the door I was greeted by a good looking man about fifty years old, carrying a small suitcase who said “Hi, my name is Bob.  Mistress Ashley is expecting me”

When I let him in, he went right over to where Ashley was standing, got down on his knees and kissed the tips of both of her boots, and said “Mistress Ashley I’m here to be of service to you as you ordered”

Ashley told him that he could stand up and said “I am glad to see that you are here right at the time I told you to be here”.

Ashley then turned to me and said “Thomasine, I’d like to introduce you to my slave, Bob Spenser.  He will be acting as bartender for my guests tonight.  Bob this is my new maid Thomasine”.

I didn’t really know what to do in such an awkward situation so I stuck out my hand to shake hands with Bob.  Ashley immediately slapped my hand away and said “Thomasine, a maid does not shake hands.  You are supposed to curtsy when you are introduced to someone.  Now show me how you do it!”

I had never curtsied before in my life but I had seen it done many times in movies, so I held the sides of my dress in my hands and bent my knees while moving one foot in front of the other, while bowing my head.

“That’s very good Thomasine.  I’ll expect you to do that when you meet each of my guests tonight!”

Ashley then told Bob “slave, go into the bathroom and put on your outfit.  Then you can make sure that everything is set up properly at the bar.  My guests will start arriving soon!”

As Bob went down the hall to the bathroom, it finally registered in my mind.  I knew who Bob Spenser was.  He was the senior partner at the accounting firm where Ashley had worked who wrote the reference letter for her.  I shook my head.  He had been her boss for four years and now he was her slave.  I knew that there had to be an intriguing story there.

About ten minutes later, Bob came out of the bathroom carrying the clothes he had worn when he arrived.  He was now dressed in a see through mesh t-shirt, leather jock strap, and wore a leather slave collar around his neck.

‘Come over here slave”, Ashley said to Bob “I need to lock that collar!”

She then produced a small gold padlock which she slipped through the hasp on the back of Bob’s collar.  She clicked the lock shut and said “You look good, but I think I will order you an engraved stainless steel collar like Mistress Doreen put on Thomasine.  Get over there to the bar now and get ready to take good care of my guests!”

“Thomasine, you answer the door and welcome anyone who arrives and then make sure that you keep making the rounds with the Hors d'oeuvre trays so all the guests can nibble while they get acquainted with each other”.

Not even a minute later the doorbell rang and the first couple arrived.  It was obvious immediately that it was a Mistress with her male slave.  The Mistress was dressed in a revealing black leather dress and wore black leather boots with high stiletto heels.  Her slave wore a leather vest over his bare chest and a pair of tight leather jeans.  He had a leather slave collar secured around his neck and the Mistress lead him into the apartment with a leash attached to his collar.

I immediately curtsied to the Mistress and welcomed her to Mistress Ashley’s party.  She said “Please let your Mistress know that Mistress Janet and her slave Paul have arrived!”

“Yes Mistress”, I said.  I directed her to the bar and went into the kitchen to advise Ashley that her first couple had arrived.  Ashley went out and gave Mistress Janet a big hug, and then the two of them had slave Bob make them drinks while Mistress Janet’s slave was instructed to kneel at her side.

I went and got the Hors d'oeuvre tray and held it out for Mistress Janet and Ashley.  They each took something off of the tray.  I then lowered it down and offered it to slave Paul.

Mistress Janet gave me a look that could kill and then Ashley said “Thomasine, you should know better than to offer food to a slave without asking permission from his Mistress first.  You will be punished for that later!”

I apologized to Mistress Janet and fortunately just then the doorbell rang again, so I was able to set the tray down and go answer the door.

This time when I opened the door I saw two beautiful women standing there in front of me.  One was wearing a black leather bustier and leather mini-skirt, as well as black nylons and black pumps with high heels.  The other woman was attired in a tight waist cinching corset, black leather hot pants, sheer black pantyhose and a pair of high black boots.

She wore a beautiful slave collar with rhinestones around her neck.

I curtsied to them both and welcomed them to Mistress Ashley’s party.  The woman wearing the mini-skirt said “My name is Mistress Andrea and this is my slave Joy.  And who might you be?

“My name is Thomasine and I am Mistress Ashley’s maid this evening”

Just then Ashley saw them enter and came over and gave Mistress Andrea a big hug and said “Andrea, you always know how to find the best looking female slaves.  I am so jealous!” 

“Well Ashley, you always seem to have the ability to get any man you set your sights on down onto his knees as your slave!”

Ashley laughed and said “Yes, I suppose that is true.  However, I might have you lend me one of your female slaves sometime.  It would be fun to have a female and male slave both serve me at the same time!”

Ashley and Mistress Janet continued their conversation but I had to step away to answer the doorbell which had just rung again.

Over the next hour, one couple after another arrived.  I was amazed by all of the incredible sexy outfits worn not only by the dominant women and dominant men but also by the female slaves and male slaves who came to the party.

There was every combination of Dominant/Submissive pairing that you could imagine. Female Mistress with male sub.  Female Mistress with female sub. Male Master with male sub.  Male Master with female sub.

By 7 PM about eighteen people had arrived at Ashley’s apartment and the party was in full swing. People were wandering into the kitchen getting something to eat.  I was making non-stop rounds with the Hors d'oeuvre trays, and Bob was making every type of imaginable drink at the bar for the guests.

When I went down the hall to take a quick bathroom break, I noticed that the door to Ashley’s bedroom which was outfitted as a dungeon was closed.  As I walked by I could hear the sound of someone being whipped and a male voice begging for mercy.  Obviously, some of the guests were already making use of Ashley’s furnished punishment room during this party.

About a half hour later, the doorbell rang and when I went and opened the door, I got the shock of my life.  There standing in front of me was Doreen.  Not only did she show up at the party, but she was dressed in the exact same outfit that Ashley was wearing.  Every detail was the same – A skin tight red latex cat suit which showcased Doreen’s gorgeous breasts, as well as the red leather lace up boots which went up to her knees and had skyscraper stiletto heels.

When I recovered from my shock, I quickly curtsied to Doreen and welcomed her to Mistress Ashley’s party.

Doreen said “Thomas you look just adorable.  Oh, excuse me.  You’re not Thomas.  What is your name?”

I said “My name is Thomasine and I am Mistress Ashley’s maid this evening”

“Yes, I can see that.  Well I hope that you are doing a good job for her.  If she should have to report to me that you disappointed her with your performance, then you know what will happen when you get home!”

“Yes Mistress Doreen, I understand.  Mistress may I say something to you?”

“Yes, you may Thomasine.  What is it?”

“I just wanted to tell you that you look absolutely beautiful this evening and that your outfit is incredible”

“Thank you very much Thomasine.  Actually Mistress Ashley and I bought our outfits together last week.  We thought that it would be fun for both of us to dress the same this evening for the party.  After all, Mistress Ashley and I really do love each other”

Doreen walked away and left me to think about what she had just said.  She went and found Ashley and the two of them hugged each other and kissed.  All the other guests thought it was great that the two of them were wearing the exact same outfit, and many guests started snapping pictures of Ashley and Doreen together.

When Ashley saw her guests taking pictures, she put her arms around Doreen, pulled her close, and gave Doreen a long passionate kiss.  Everyone at the party loved it.  I should say everyone, but me.

Just looking at the two of them dressed the way they were in those awesome outfits made my cock get hard.  The Chastity Tube was now causing me real discomfort as it squeezed my erect member.  To make matters even worst the tube was starting to poke out the front of my short maid’s dress, and I hoped that no one would notice it.  I was humiliated enough being dressed in a maid’s outfit and made up as a female.  I didn’t need everyone to be aware that my cock was also locked up in a Chastity Tube.

Unfortunately, that is just what happened.  As it got later and the liquor flowed more, the guests started getting a little rowdy.  It wasn’t long before some of the female Mistresses and the male Masters started running their hands all over my ass when I came around with a food tray.

One of the Masters actually lifted up the front of my dress as I was holding out the food tray to him.  The next thing I knew, he yelled out “Look at this everyone.  Our little maid here is wearing a Chastity Tube!”

All the other conversations seem to stop immediately and people started gathering around me while he held up the front of my dress.  Then he asked “Ashley did you lock your little maid up like this?”

Ashley smiled and said, “No, I can’t say that I did.  Thomasine here belongs to Mistress Doreen.  She holds the key to that Chastity Tube he’s wearing”.

At that point, Doreen came over and put her arm around my waist and said “Yes, this pretty little maid is actually my slave”.

Everyone started telling Doreen to pull up my dress, so that’s exactly what she did, and they started taking pictures of me in my Chastity Tube with Doreen’s arm around my waist.

The next thing I knew, they were asking Doreen to have me get down on my knees and worship her red leather boots so that they could get some more pictures.

Doreen said to me “Ok slave, you heard their request, get down on your knees and show them how you clean my boots!”

I was totally humiliated but knew that I couldn’t do anything at that point but what Doreen told me to do.  I knelt down, brought my mouth to the tips of her leather boots and began to kiss, lick, and clean her boots.  The party goers obviously loved it and started clicking one picture after another of me worshipping Doreen’s boots.

When Doreen finally told me that I could get up because she was satisfied with the job I had done, I felt about two feet tall.  I tried to avoid the faces of everyone there at the party.  I also wondered to myself where all those pictures which they took on their phone cameras were going to wind up.  I knew that I would be living in fear for a long time, hoping that no one in my family or people I worked with would ever come across one of those pictures.

As if that whole experience hadn’t been bad enough, things for me actually got worst a little later in the evening when Mistress Andrea asked Ashley if her slave was coming to the party.

Ashley replied “My slave has been waiting on you all night Andrea.  That’s him behind the bar”.

Mistress Andrea then said “Well I must compliment you then.  He’s built very nicely and has had wonderful manners all night serving everyone.  You ought to give him a reward for the job he has done tonight!”

Ashley then said “Ok Andrea, I can go along with that.  What do you think would be a good reward for slave Bob?”

With a very devious smile, Mistress Andrea said “Well since you and Mistress Doreen are dressed exactly the same, I thought it would be pretty cool to see her female slut slave be used to service your male slave!”

My heart just about stopped when I heard what Mistress Andrea had suggested to Ashley.  Surely, she would not make me do that.

Ashley said “Give me a few minutes.  That is something which I would have to discuss with Mistress Doreen”.

Ashley then motioned to Doreen and the two of them went into the kitchen to talk.  I held my breath and prayed that Doreen would tell her that there was no way that she would allow me to be used that way.

Unfortunately, I knew right away that I was in trouble when Ashley came out of the kitchen because she had a very big smile on her face and then said to Mistress Andrea.  “Ok, Mistress Doreen actually likes your idea and has agreed to what you suggested.  Give us a few minutes.  We will take Thomasine into my punishment room and then you can bring my slave Bob in when we let you know that we are ready!”

Doreen and Ashley then came up to me.  Each of them took one of my arms and Doreen said “Ok slave, let’s go get ready.  This should be fun!”

I tried to resist as they pulled me towards the punishment room down the hall.  I begged them both “Please Mistress Doreen, Please Mistress Ashley, don’t make me do this.  I know that I can’t do this.  I beg you!”

They both laughed and Doreen said “Thomas my dear slave, didn’t you agree to do anything that I wanted you to do?  Well, I want you to do this, and you will!”

Before I knew it, Doreen and Ashley had pulled me into Ashley’s punishment room and led me over to the spanking bench.  They made me lie across the top of the bench and then put cuffs on my wrists and attached the cuffs to hooks on the bottom front of the bench.  Another set of cuffs were placed around my ankles and those were attached to hooks on the back of the bench.  I was now helplessly restrained over the spanking bench.

Ashley then went out in the hall and called Mistress Andrea and told her that I was ready for slave Bob.

Unfortunately, when Mistress Andrea brought Bob into the room, just about everyone else at the party followed her in, and they gathered all around the room to watch what was going to happen.

Mistress Andrea placed Bob right in front of me and then told him to take off his jock strap.  When he did, his cock sprang straight out erect at my face.

Mistress Andrea asked Doreen if I had ever sucked a cock.  Doreen told her that she didn’t think I ever had.  Doreen then asked me “Slave, the Mistress wants to know if you have ever sucked a cock before?”

I quickly responded “No Mistress, I have never done that.  Please, don’t make me do this!”

She laughed and said “Well, then this will be very special tonight.  Our little slave will get to suck his first cock!”

Mistress Andrea then asked Doreen if I had ever been screwed up the ass. 

Doreen replied “No, I haven’t gotten that far with him yet.  I’ve just started on his training”.

Mistress Andrea then said “Well, why don’t we make this a real memorable night for your slave.  It’s been a while since I’ve had the opportunity to screw a virgin ass.  Ashley, can I borrow a Strap-On from you?”

Ashley said “You sure can!” and she opened one of the drawers in the bureau, took out a Strap-On that was at least six inches long and had a wide girth, and handed it to Mistress Andrea, along with a tube of lube.

Mistress Andrea fastened the strap-on around her body, generously lubed up the long silicone cock and pressed it up against my ass.  At the same time, she said to me ‘Ok you little slut, I want to really see you suck Bob’s cock while I screw your ass!”

She motioned to Bob and he pushed his cock up against my mouth.  When I didn’t open my mouth right away, Doreen took a riding crop off of the wall and slammed it down across my ass saying “Open that mouth of yours slave and show us how you suck Bob’s cock.  Do it Now!”

When I reacted to being hit by the riding crop and let out a yell, Bob immediately pushed his cock into my mouth, and then starting sliding it in and out.  At the same time while I was concentrating on Bob, Mistress Andrea gave a shove and pushed the dildoe of her strap-on into my ass.   

I felt immediate pain in my rear as Mistress Andrea began working the long penis deeper and deeper into my rear end.  At the same time, Ashley told Bob “Hold that slut’s head and show us how you pump your cock into her mouth!”

Bob didn’t need any more encouragement after that.  He took ahold of my head, held it tightly and began pumping his cock faster and faster into my mouth.  At the same time, Mistress Andrea had worked the entire length of her dildoe into my ass and was now pumping it in and out at a faster pace.  I felt like I was being split apart.  The pain was horrible. 

At the same time, even though I didn’t understand why, my own cock became hard and erect.  It started pushing against the metal Chastity Tube causing me more discomfort.  I couldn’t believe that my cock was getting excited while I was being screwed in the ass and humiliated in front of everyone by being forced to suck Bob’s cock.

It only took a few more minutes before Bob said to Ashley “Mistress, request permission to come please!”

“Go ahead slave, you have my permission.  Fill that little slut’s mouth with your cum!”

That was all that Bob had to hear.  He immediately starting shooting his cum into my mouth.  He held my head as he kept coming with one spurt after another.  I started to gag from all of his seed which was being shot into my mouth.

Then I heard Doreen say “Swallow it all slave.  I want to see you swallow every drop of his cum!”

When Bob was finally finished ejaculating into my mouth and pulled out, Mistress Andrea then pulled her dildoe out of my ass.  I collapsed like a wet rag over the top of the spanking bench.

Mistress Andrea patted me on my butt and said “Well our little maid is no longer a virgin and has also sucked her first cock!”

All of the spectators who were standing in the room started clapping, and then they, as well as Mistress Andrea headed back into the living room.

Ashley looked at Bob and said “Now that you’ve had your pleasure, go get cleaned up and get back out there and make some drinks for my guests!”

Ashley then held her drink up to my lips and said “Here Thomasine, take a drink.  You did very well!”

I expected that either she or Doreen would then remove the cuffs and release me from the bench.  That didn’t happen.  Instead I heard Doreen ask Ashley if I was done with my duties of serving food to the guests.  Ashley told her that yes, I was finished serving food.  If anyone wanted anything now, they could just go in the kitchen and help themselves to anything that was on the table there.

“Great, then why don’t we just leave little Thomasine bound here to the bench so that any of your guests who would like to use her for their pleasure the rest of the evening can do so.  Give me a blindfold”.

My heart sank and I begged Doreen not to do that to me.  “Please Mistress don’t leave me bound here like this.  I beg you!”

Doreen slipped the blindfold over my eyes and tighten it around my head and said “Now Thomasine, you will be fine.  Don’t you want to make Mistress Ashley’s guests happy?”

As Doreen and Ashley were walking out of the room, I heard Doreen say “Why don’t you go and announce to all your guests now that anyone who would like to use Thomasine’s mouth for their pleasure can do so whenever they want tonight!”

I knelt there in darkness secured to the bench hoping that no one would come into the room and take advantage of my helpless situation.  Unfortunately, after about ten minutes, I heard someone come into the room and I heard the door close.

I felt someone lift up the back of my dress, run their fingers over my bare ass, and then a female said “This is a very nice arrangement.  You look like you’re all ready to service me, aren’t you slave?”

She then moved around in front of me and pressed her crotch up against my face and said “Show me how well you can pleasure me with that mouth of yours!”

I knew that I was in no position to disobey, so I stuck out my tongue and started licking and sucking her clit.  She pulled my head up against her pussy and said “Stick that tongue of yours in my pussy while you suck my clit!”

I did just as I was told.  I began sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy while I sucked on her clit.  She started moving her pussy up and down over my mouth, and said “Come on slave, go faster and make me come!”

My tongue darted in and out of her pussy at a faster pace while I continued sucking on her clit.  It wasn’t long before I heard her moaning with pleasure as she enjoyed a long orgasm.

When she was finally finished using me, she patted me on the head and said “That was very nice slave.  I’ll make sure that I thank your Mistress for letting me use you tonight!”  She left the room and I hoped that either Ashley or Doreen would come in and release me from the bench.   

That didn’t happen.  Instead I heard two men talking in the hallway near the door.  Then they came into the room and closed the door.  One of them said “Well, let’s have some fun with this little slut here since she’s just waiting for us to use her!”

My heart started pounding in my chest as I worried about what they were going to do to me.  In a matter of minutes, my worst fears were realized when one of them said “Ok, you can screw her up the ass while I make her suck me off”.

I immediately started pleading with these two men who I couldn’t see, “Please don’t do that to me”, I begged.  They just laughed and said “What’s the matter slut, don’t you want a real cock up your ass?  We saw you take that fake one before.  Now you can find out how a real one feels!”

Before I could even say anything else, one of the men pushed his cock into my mouth.  I tried to move my head away but he grabbed a hold of my head and held it tightly while he slid his cock in and out of my mouth.

While he was doing that, I felt the other man squirting a lube of some sort into my asshole.  Then he began pushing the tip of his cock into my rear end.  I immediately felt tremendous pain and realized that whoever was screwing me from behind had a very wide cock.  I felt like he was ripping me apart.  I tried to cry out but the man in front of me pushed his cock deeper into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat.

I don’t know how long the two of them were assaulting me in this manner, but it seemed like forever.  They obviously were having a great time at my expense because they also showered me with insults calling me “their little bitch” and “their little cocksucker”, while they enjoyed using my body for their pleasure.

Finally, the man using my mouth erupted in a long hot stream of cum which filled my mouth and made me gag.  He kept his cock in my mouth for quite some time after he came, so I had no choice but to swallow down the tremendous load he had shot into my mouth.

Moments later, the other man grabbed onto my waist and pulled my ass tightly up against him, and began shooting his load into my rectum.  When both men finally removed their cocks from my body, I started to sob and was sure that I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

One of them said to me “Come on now little maid, you did great.  You’re a natural cocksucker and you also took Joe’s cock up your ass like a pro.  We’ll let your Mistress know how pleased we are”.

I begged him for something to drink, and he held a bottle of beer up to my lips.  I don’t ever drink beer but I took a long sip trying to wash the taste of his cum out of my mouth.  While he was giving me a drink, his friend took a towel and wiped off my rear end and pulled my skirt back down.  Then they both left and went back to the party leaving me restrained to the bench, totally humiliated, and almost wishing that I could die before someone else came into the room to use me.

Fortunately for me, no one else came into the room and I could start to hear the sound of people leaving the apartment.  I had totally lost track of time.  I don’t know how long I was restrained to that bench, but it was obvious from the noise level which was becoming much quieter that the party was breaking up in the other room.

After about another half hour, it sounded like everyone was gone.  I couldn’t hear anyone talking any more.  I waited and I waited for someone to come to me.  My arms and legs were killing me from all the time that I had been stretched and bound over the bench.

Finally, Doreen and Ashley came into the room and Doreen said “Well my little slave, I’m actually quite proud of you.  Everyone had nothing but nice things to say about how you pleased them tonight!”

Then Ashley added “Yes, Thomasine you did a very nice job taking care of my guests at the party tonight in more ways than one!”

Doreen then removed the blindfold from my eyes and released me from the cuffs which had held me to the bench for so long.  She said “Thomas, go take a shower and then come into the living room and have a drink”.

I went into the bathroom and first looked in the cabinet for a bottle of mouthwash.  When I found it, I rinsed my mouth many times until I was sure that I had completely gotten rid of the taste of cum which I had been forced to swallow. 

Then I climbed in the shower and allowed the hot water to run over my aching body for a long time before I washed myself clean of the evidence of what I had been put through during the evening.

When I stepped out of the shower and dried myself off, I then realized that I didn’t have any clothes to put on except the maid outfit which I didn’t want to put back on.  I didn’t have any idea where Ashley had put the clothes I had worn when I first came to her apartment.

I wrapped the towel around myself and walked to the living room and asked Ashley where my clothes were at.

She laughed and said “Thomas, you don’t need them now.  Get rid of that towel and just come in here the way you are.  Bob will make a Manhattan for you!”

Now I was doubly embarrassed, having to come into the living room naked except for my Chastity Tube, and to have Bob also see me that way.

I sheepishly went over to the bar and took the Manhattan from Bob.  Then I felt a little better when Ashley said “Ok Bob, your bartending duties for the evening are done.  You can take off your clothes and get over here on your knees in front of me and Mistress Doreen!”

While I sat down and sipped my drink, Bob stripped down naked and got down on his knees in front of Ashley and Doreen.  Ashley picked up a pair of handcuffs and locked Bob’s wrists together behind his back and said “Ok slave, you can worship our boots now, and we both better agree that our boots shine, or you’ll be in trouble!”

Bob went to work with his tongue and mouth licking and kissing every inch of Ashley’s high red leather boots from the tip of her stiletto heels to the top of each boot.  When she was satisfied with the job he had done on both of her boots, she pushed his face down to the tip of Doreen’s boots.  Just as he had done on Ashley’s boots, Bob kissed and licked every inch of Doreen’s red leather boots till they also shined.

I must admit that it was nice being able to just sit there and drink my Manhattan while someone else had to worship Doreen and Ashley’s boots.  However, I was a little surprised when Doreen then said to me “Thomas, come over here!”

I immediately set my drink down and went over in front of Doreen.  When I did, she produced a pair of handcuffs and locked my wrists together behind my back.  I couldn’t believe that she would even put me through anything else after all that I had endured during the evening.

I was pleasantly surprised however, when Doreen produced a small key and unlocked the Chastity Tube from around my cock and said “Ok Bob, you’ve had a very easy night tonight and my slave has already given you pleasure in addition to everything else he’s done.  Now it’s your turn to return the favor!”

Ashley ordered Bob to crawl over and kneel in front of me and to take my cock into his mouth.  “I want to see you suck Mistress Doreen’s slave and make him come!”

Bob didn’t argue with her at all.  He immediately crawled over in front of me and took my cock and slipped it into his mouth.  He began working his mouth up and down over my cock and running his tongue over the tip of my cock.

After all that I had been subjected to during the evening, it didn’t take long at all for me to have a large and prolonged orgasm.  As I started to shoot my cum into Bob’s mouth, he tightened his lips around my cock and swallowed everything that came out of my cock.

When I was finished with my release, Doreen said to me “Well Thomas, do you have anything to say?”

I immediately said “Thank you Mistress Doreen and Mistress Ashley for allowing me to come”

Doreen then picked up the Chastity Tube, secured the ring behind my balls, slid the cage down over my cock, and locked me back up again.

Ashley told Bob to stand up.  Then she and Doreen led Bob and I down the hall to her specially equipped room, and Ashley said “It’s been a very busy day.  Now it’s time for Mistress Doreen and I to turn in, so we’ll just tuck both of you slaves in for the night!”

Ashley removed the handcuffs from Bob’s wrists and made him get down on his knees.  She opened the door to the cage which was in the corner of the room, pushed Bob into it, and then closed and locked the door with a padlock.

Doreen then removed the handcuffs from my wrists, and made me stand with my back to the St. Andrew’s cross on the wall.  She then raised my arms and bound my wrists to the cuffs which were attached to the top of the cross.  My ankles were then secured into the cuffs at the bottom of the cross.

Smiling, Ashley said “Well you two slaves have a nice night.  We’ll see you in the morning!”  She shut off the light in the room and she and Doreen went down the hall to Ashley’s bedroom.

I can assure you that I did not have a nice night bound like I was to the cross.  I would doze off for a while but then I would wake up with a pain in my arms since they were stretched out over my head.  I would stand on my toes for a while to take some pressure off of my arms, and then doze off again for a little while.  I had a very uncomfortable night hanging there on the cross.  I was also very jealous of Bob.  While he may have been cramped in the cage, at least he was able to move into a fetal position and fall asleep.

To make matters worse, I was also able to hear the sounds coming from Ashley’s bedroom and it was very obvious from what I heard that Ashley and Doreen were making love to each other in the other room.  I could hear Ashley moaning in pleasure, and then a little while later also heard Doreen crying out with pleasurable moans as she evidently was having an orgasm.

Finally, after about an hour everything quieted down and I assume that Ashley and Doreen fell asleep in bed with each other.  As I hung there on the cross, I couldn’t believe the course that my life had taken.  A few months ago, I would have been in bed with my beautiful wife.  Now I was bound to a cross, with another slave sleeping in a cage next to me, while my wife was making love and sleeping with my gorgeous secretary.

I was so glad when the morning sun finally started peeking through the curtains.  I saw that Bob was starting to stir in the cage, so I thought that I would take advantage of the situation and try to get some information from him about Ashley while we were alone.

I asked him if he would mind telling me what happened between him and Ashley.  Why did she stop working for him, and how did he become her slave?

He said that he would be glad to tell me the whole story and that is just what he did, as he knelt there in the cage and I hung on the cross.  There was a lot more to the story than even I suspected.

“Ashley came to work at our company in the accounting department after she graduated from college.  I didn’t have anything to do with the initial hiring of her but I became aware of her after she had worked for our company a short time.

“It was hard not to notice Ashley.  She was the most beautiful female working for our company and everyone, including me, always noticed the sexy outfits that she wore to work.  Some of the other women at the company actually complained to our managers about Ashley’s outfits, but there was no way that anyone was going to say anything to Ashley about her choices in outfits.  She was one of the hardest workers in the accounting department and one of the smartest employees in our company”.

“After about a year, Ashley expressed a desire to get out of the accounting department and work in another department where she could have more contact with people.  While she was great with numbers and was actually the best clerk in the accounting department, she indicated that she would like to work on more projects which involved contact with more people both inside the company and also with our clients”.

“When we became aware of Ashley’s desire, we allowed her to make the move out of the accounting department and become a secretary to one of the other partners.  She quickly proved that she was also outstanding as a secretary and within a short time she was promoted to Executive Secretary”.

“About six months later, my own Administrative Assistant resigned, and as the Senior Partner, I had the luxury of choosing whomever I wanted to take as a replacement from the Executive Secretary Pool within the company”.

“There was no doubt in my mind who I wanted to fill the slot.  I quickly promoted Ashley to the position as my new Administrative Assistant because of her performance at the other jobs she held, her smarts, and definitely because of her looks.  It never hurts to have a great looking female by your side in meetings with clients!”

“Ashley did a great job for me.  She was the most organized person I had ever met.  She made my life so much easier because she handled a lot of the things that I had previously taken care of”.

“I must admit that she drove me crazy every day with her short skirts, revealing blouses, sheer stockings, and more pairs of high heel stiletto shoes than I had ever seen before in my life!”

“In spite of that, our relationship was totally professional until I had to go out of town for a convention about six months after Ashley had become my assistant”.

“I asked Ashley if she would accompany me to the convention in New York to take notes and handle correspondence for me during the trip.  She agreed to do it and I made hotel reservations for her to have her own room during the convention”.

“Things went smoothly for the first two days, but I made a bad mistake on the third evening of the trip.  I asked Ashley to have dinner with just me that evening, and we had a wonderful dinner.  Unfortunately, we both had a little too much wine on top of cocktails”.

“When we went back upstairs, I invited Ashley to my room to have a nightcap since I had a stocked bar in the suite.  One drink led to another and before I knew what I was doing, I came on to her.  Now that I look back on what happened that night, I am surprised that Ashley didn’t rebuff my advances”.

“Instead, she wound up spending the night in my suite after her and I had a very passionate round of love making.  She was incredible in the bedroom compared to my wife and it was a wonderful night for me”.

“Anyway, I wish that I could tell you that I never did anything like that again with Ashley, but I can’t.  Over the next year, there were many nights that Ashley and I got together for a hot night of sex at her apartment, when my wife was out of town.  There were also a few afternoons, when we would leave the office early and I would follow her back to her apartment for a quick bout of love making”.

“It wasn’t long before I knew that I was falling in love with Ashley.  I started buying her expensive gifts to show her how much I cared for her.  Most of the time, I bought her an original work of art since she was so involved with the Art League and she loved all the pieces I gave to her as gifts.  I’m sure you’ve noticed them hanging throughout the apartment”.

I told him that yes I had definitely noticed all the artwork throughout the apartment.

“I knew that I could never leave my wife for Ashley because my wife would take me for everything that I had, so I just enjoyed my little sordid affair with Ashley till this past February”.

“That’s when Ashley gave me the shock of my life.  She told me that she was leaving the company and that she planned on spending two months traveling in Europe.  Then she informed me that I would be paying for her entire trip.  She told me that when she returned from Europe, she expected a very laudatory reference letter from me so that she could easily secure another position when she was ready to go back to work”

“I asked her how about our relationship.  Did this mean that we were through as lovers?  I still can’t believe her response.  She told me that if I wanted to continue to have a relationship with her when she returned from Europe, then the only type of relationship which we could have which would be acceptable to her would be a Mistress/slave relationship”.

“I tried to argue with her about everything she had hit me with, but she brought that to an end very quickly when she handed me a DVD.  She told me that it was a copy of a recording from the security system in her apartment and that she was sure that my wife would find it very interesting if I decided not to comply with any of her demands”.

“So, I wound up spending over $30,000 on Ashley’s European trip, I wrote the reference letter for her, and I became her slave when she returned from Europe.  The sad part of this whole ordeal is that I still love her dearly, and have convinced myself that it’s better to be a slave to Ashley than to not have her in my life at all!”

I shook my head in disbelief at the story which Bob had just told to me, and I started to tell Bob that Ashley was also responsible for my fall from power in my company, and my own new status as a slave to my wife.  I quickly stopped talking however, when Doreen and Ashley walked into the room.  They were both wearing very short sheer negligees and high heel pumps.

As Ashley went over to the cage and unlocked the padlock, she said “And how did my slave sleep last night?”

Bob told her that he slept ok and crawled out of the cage, and immediately kissed her shoes.

Doreen in the meantime, released me from the cuffs holding my wrists and ankles to the cross and allowed me to stretch and try to get the kinks out of my body after being bound on that cross for the whole night.  Once I got all the circulation going again in my arms and legs, I kissed her shoes and thanked her for releasing me.

Ashley then said “Both of you boys need to get into the kitchen and get some coffee and breakfast going for Mistress Doreen and me!”

Bob and I, both completely naked, went into the kitchen and he started the coffee while I gathered the things that we needed to make breakfast for Doreen and Ashley.

When the coffee was ready, I brought a cup to both Doreen and Ashley while they sat on the couch watching a Sunday morning news program.

When breakfast was ready, I set the table and Doreen and Ashley sat down to eat while Bob and I stood by ready to handle any request they should make.  Doreen looked over at us and said “You slaves can get something to eat if you like.  Just go eat in the living room so Mistress Doreen and I can continue our conversation.  You’ll probably need the energy later!”

Bob and I poured ourselves a cup of coffee and made a platter of food, and took it into the living room to eat while Doreen and Ashley enjoyed their breakfast and talked about things that had happened at the party last night.

When they were both finished with breakfast, Ashley came into the living room and said “Whenever you two boys are finished eating, you can start cleaning my apartment.  I expect it to look just like it did before the party.  Make sure that every room is vacuumed and dusted, and take out all of the trash.  Mistress Doreen and I are going to get showered and dressed now!”

While Doreen and Ashley went and began getting ready for the day, Bob and I started cleaning the apartment room by room.  When every room was vacuumed and everything was dusted, I gathered up all the trash from the party and realized that I could not take it out to the trash bin since I was completely naked except for my Chastity Tube and Bob also wasn’t wearing any clothes.

I knocked on the bedroom door and when Ashley answered it, I told her about my problem with taking out the trash.  She just laughed and said “Well, I guess you’ll just have to put your maid’s outfit on to take out the trash!”

I was devastated as I began putting on the dress and high heels.  I prayed that no one would see me when I went outside to put the trash in the dumpster.  Fortunately for me, no one was around and I quickly threw all the trash in the dumpster and returned to Ashley’s apartment.

When I came back up, Doreen and Ashley were completely dressed in new sexy leather outfits which I had not seen before, and they handed Bob’s clothes to him and my clothes to me telling us to go ahead and get dressed.

Once we were both dressed, Ashley told us that we had done a very nice job serving her at her party and that we were free to leave.  Doreen told me that I could go home saying “Thomas, you can take the rest of the day off and rest.  I think you earned it.  Ashley and I are going to go out and do some shopping at the mall.  I’ll see you at home later!”

Bob and I left at the same time while Doreen and Ashley went down and got in Doreen’s car to head to the mall.  I went right home and collapsed on my bed and wound up sleeping for the whole day.  I didn’t wake up until around 5 PM when I heard Doreen arrive home.

Doreen came in with both arms full of packages so I knew that she had done quite a bit of shopping on our credit cards again, and she confirmed it when she said “Thomas, I can’t wait for you to see all the new wonderful outfits and toys which I bought today”.  Then she added “I even bought a few items for you that I think you will like!”

She handed me a bag and said “These things are for you!”  When I looked in the bag, I was sure that she had made a mistake and had handed me the wrong bag.  The bag contained three pairs of crotch less pantyhose and three pairs of silky panties in red, white and black.  I said “Mistress Doreen, I don’t think that this bag is mine.  Is there another bag which you meant to give to me?”

Doreen just laughed and said “Of course that bag is yours Thomas.  I bought the pantyhose and panties specifically for you so that you can start wearing them to work tomorrow under your regular clothes!”

I knew better than to argue with Doreen and thanked her for buying the items for me.  I just hoped that she wouldn’t really make me wear them to work.


Slave To Doreen & Ashley

Unfortunately for me, I found out in the morning that Doreen was serious about me wearing the panties and pantyhose to work when I found a sticky note on my bathroom mirror which said “Thomas, I think you should wear red panties today with your pantyhose!”

I knew I didn’t dare disobey Doreen so when I got out of the shower I first put on a pair of crotch less panty hose and then pulled up the pair of silky red panties till they were tight around my crotch.  I knew immediately that I was going to have an uncomfortable day at the office because the panties pressed tightly against my Chastity Tube.

When I got to work, Ashley was already there at her normal early hour, and she had already taken off my emails, and made a list for me of the ones that I needed to respond to.  She had also left me a list of things which I needed to accomplish before my afternoon staff meeting.

No matter how I felt about Ashley outside of the office, there was no doubt that she was absolutely the most efficient organized person I had ever run across in a business situation.

I thought about the story that Bob Spenser had related to me while we were both restrained in Ashley’s punishment room, and I realized that she had also made a slave out of me just like she did to him, only in my case, she had Doreen help her do it.  The proof being that I sat here in my office locked in a Chastity Tube and wearing a pair of panties and pantyhose under my clothes.

I tried not to think about my current situation and got busy returning phone messages and answering the emails which needed a response.  When those two matters were caught up, I then prepared my notes for my staff meeting.

When I had to use the bathroom, the enormity of my situation hit me again.  I had started to acclimate over the last few weeks to the fact that I had to sit down on the toilet to pee because of my Chastity Tube.  Now I also had to pull down the panties I was forced to wear before I could even sit on the toilet.  If Doreen’s goal was to humiliate me, then she was definitely succeeding.  I was just thankful that I had a private bathroom in my office.

As if that was not enough humiliation, I soon found out that things could get worse.  About five minutes before I had to go down to the conference room for the staff meeting, Ashley came into my office and closed the door behind her.  I looked up at her and said “Is there something wrong, Ashley?”

She was quick to correct me.  “When we are alone, you address me as ‘Miss or Mistress Ashley’.  Did you forget already, Thomas?”

I quickly apologized and said “Sorry Miss Ashley.  Is there something you need from me?”

“Yes Thomas.  Before you go down to your staff meeting, Doreen wants me to check and make sure that you are wearing your panties and pantyhose.  Let me see!”

I started to protest and tell her that it was not necessary to have me drop my pants in my office, but she quickly cut me off by saying “Thomas, would you like me to call Doreen and tell her that you are disobeying me?  I am sure that she will not be happy at all if I have to make that phone call!”

I didn’t even say another word.  I just unbuckled my belt and let my slacks drop to the ground.  Ashley came over and pulled down my panties and placed her hand on my Chastity Tube and said “The panties and pantyhose look very nice on you Thomas”.  She then took her phone camera and snapped a picture of me standing there like that and said “I’ll send this to Doreen so that she knows you’re being a good boy!”

She turned and smiled as she opened the door to my office and said “I’ll see you in the conference room for the staff meeting, Mr. McMillian!”

I hurried and pulled the panties and my pants up and then quickly realized that the little encounter with Ashley had an effect on me as my cock had started to get erect and press against the metal sides of the Chastity Tube.  I knew that I would be very uncomfortable for the rest of the afternoon while I was in the meeting.   

Little did I know just how uncomfortable I would be because half way through my meeting Ashley decided to add to my discomfort.  I was sitting at the head of the table in my normal seat.  She was sitting to my left at the conference table taking notes as she usually does during a meeting.  Suddenly I felt her foot in the middle of my crotch.  She had evidently taken off one of her high heel pumps and was now massaging my crotch with her nylon clad foot.

I tried to act as though nothing had happened and continued talking nonchalantly with the department heads, but when I looked at Ashley she gave me a very big smile and pressed her foot tighter against my crotch.  She kept teasing me throughout the rest of the meeting and by the time the meeting was finished, my cock was actually hurting me because it was straining to get out of the Chastity Tube.

After the meeting had adjourned and we were walking back down the hall to my office, Ashley smiled, patted me on the butt, and said “You did very well in there Thomas.  Your breathing got a little shallow and you did stutter a few times while you were talking, but I don’t think that anyone caught on to what was happening!”

I walked into my office, put my files into my briefcase, and left the office for the day.  I was very horny and very uncomfortable, and hoped that Doreen didn’t have anything major planned for me that evening.

When I got home, Doreen was waiting for me wearing a revealing black leather outfit, black nylons, and a pair of her black pumps with stiletto heels.  She gave me a welcoming kiss, and then held up her phone showing me the picture which Ashley had sent to her.

“You looked adorable today Thomas.  How did it feel wearing panties and pantyhose all day?”

I told her that it was rather uncomfortable because of the pressure that the panties put on my Chastity Tube and that the pantyhose caused constant friction with the legs of my pants.

“Oh that’s too bad.  I am sure that you’ll get used to wearing them as the days go on.  I think I would like you to wear the black panties to work tomorrow!”

I didn’t argue with Doreen.  I just told her that I would do as she wished, and asked her if she would like a cocktail.  She said that she would, so I went into the living room and made drinks for the two of us.

When Doreen came into the living room, I handed her drink to her, took a few sips of my drink and I was about to sit down in my easy chair when she said “Thomas, I told you before that I want you to take your clothes off when you get home from work.  I would like you naked except for your lingerie, and I want you kneeling at my feet now!”

I set my drink down and removed all of my clothes except the panties and pantyhose, and knelt down in front of Doreen.  When I did, she said “You may go ahead and worship my shoes!”

While I knelt there worshipping and cleaning her shoes with my mouth for the next half hour, Doreen dropped another bomb on me.  She informed me that she had decided to turn our unfinished basement into a full punishment room.

“I’ve been ordering Dungeon furniture on line, and I’ve also contracted a builder to put in a bathroom downstairs.  By the time that I am finished with the basement, I’ll have a fully equipped Dungeon, even better than what Ashley has.  It will be a great place to punish you and any other slave that Ashley or I decide to bring home!”

I continued licking Doreen’s pumps and heels, and could not believe what I was hearing.  It wasn’t enough for her just to dominate me and punish me like she had been doing.  Now she felt that she needed a full blown Dungeon to make me and other slaves suffer.  And what did she mean about bringing home other slaves?

When I had totally cleaned every inch of Doreen’s heels, she said “Thomas, you are getting very good at shining my heels.  I am proud of how well you are adapting to your new role in our marriage!”

She then pulled her leather dress up and said “Now, I need that tongue and mouth of yours to give me some pleasure!”

I moved my mouth up to her pussy and began sucking on her clit and working my tongue into her vagina.

“Thomas, I want you to go very slow until I tell you to speed up.  I’d like a long passionate worship session from you tonight!”

I did just as Doreen ordered, and she definitely used me for her pleasure for a very long time.  As my mouth worshipped her, she tightened her legs around my head and kept me pleasuring her for at least a half hour.

Then she finally said, “Ok Thomas, get that tongue of yours working faster.  I want to feel a major orgasm tonight!”

I quickly picked up the pace by moving my tongue in and out of her vagina while I sucked and licked her clit.  It didn’t take long at that point before Doreen grabbed my head, pulled it tighter against her pussy and shook as a long pleasurable orgasm overtook her.

When she finally released the pressure on my head, she said “That was very good Thomas.  You’re getting better at giving me pleasure.  You’re still not as good as Ashley, but you’re learning!”

I thought to myself “Why don’t you just stick a dagger in my heart now!  You’ve emasculated me to the point where I am nothing more than your pleasure slave, and then you tell me that I still am not as good as your female lover”

Obviously, I didn’t voice any of my thoughts to Doreen.  Instead I waited there quietly on my knees until she told me that I could get up.

As I stood up, I really hoped that Doreen would unlock the Chastity Tube and allow me to come.  I was so horny when I left the office because of what Ashley had done to me in the meeting, and now this prolonged session of worshipping Doreen had me to the point where my cock was as hard and erect as it could get while locked in the Tube.

That however, is not what happened.  Instead, Doreen told me that I could go do whatever I wanted for the rest of the evening since she no longer had any use for my mouth.

Frustrated, I headed to my bedroom, climbed into my bed and wondered if this is what the rest of my life was going to be like.  As I lay there, trying to fall asleep, the cold hard truth hit me.  I realized that only Doreen and Ashley knew what lay in store for me, and that there was absolutely nothing that I could do to alter the course of my life at this point.


Prologue To Part II

I know that many people have been wondering what has happened in my life since the last time that you heard from me.  As you may remember, about a year ago this time, my wife, Doreen McMillan promoted Ashley Long to the position of Vice President of Sales at Advanced Electronics Corp.  Even though I still held the title of President at the company, I really no longer had much say in the day to day corporate matters of importance, since my wife had taken over the majority stockholder position in the company, due to the agreement which I was forced to sign after my infidelity to Doreen was documented on video.

In addition to promoting Ashley Long to Vice President of Sales at double the salary which she previously was making, my wife also gave Ashley the authority to hire a new Executive Administrative Assistant to fill Ashley’s prior position at Advanced Electronics.

It should have been no surprise to me, after everything that had happened, that Ashley would hire a close friend of hers, Jessica O’Neil to be our Administrative Assistant.  Jessica (Mistress Jessica to me, as I quickly found out), was a very capable person, and had the same business savvy and organizational skills which Ashley possessed.  She also was a very dominant female, just like Ashley who commanded the complete submission and worship of every male whom she came in contact with, as a result of her attire and demeanor.

Over the last year, I have retained the title of President of Advanced Electronics, and have been allowed to present a false façade of authority in the company to employees, suppliers, and customers.  In reality, however, the real day to day decisions which have mattered the most, have been made by my wife, Doreen (the major Stockholder), our Vice President of Sales Ashley Long, and yes, now even my Executive Assistant, Jessica O’Neil.

I also am not very proud to report, that on the home front during the past year, I have been relegated to a position of complete servitude to my wife Doreen, and I have also become nothing more than her chaste slave/husband, locked up in my chastity tube at all times, and cuckolded, while my beautiful wife has indulged in all the sexual pleasures, which she has desired, with her personal trainer Jonathan Green, who has been spending an inordinate amount of time at what I used to consider my home.

I am sure that you remember that Doreen spared no expense in outfitting our basement at home as a first class Dungeon, and believe me, I have spent many a night down there over the past year, suffering not only for Doreen’s entertainment, but also for Ashley, Jessica, and many of my wife’s female friends.

Before I get too far ahead of myself, I suppose that I should go back and pick up where I left off the last time that I presented my situation to you.  You can be sure that I’ll give you the complete details of everything that I have gone through, and the pain and suffering which I have experienced over the last year.  I don’t expect you to feel sorry for me, because I know that I have only myself to blame for the mess that my life has become, and for the position that I have put myself into. 

If anything positive can come out of this chronicle about my personal fall from power, I would hope that my story would act as a deterrent to other males out there who may be thinking about having an affair outside of their marriage.  Once they see what could possibly happen to them, I am sure that they would have second thoughts about betraying their wife.

Thomas McMillan


Major Changes At Advanced Electronics

A few months after my wife Doreen promoted Ashley Long to Vice President of Sales, things in my sales department began to change.  The immediate change which we saw was that our “closing ratio” on sales calls skyrocketed up to ninety percent, as opposed to the thirty percent where it had been at for the prior two years.

Whenever Ashley went out on a sales call with one of the salespeople, she wound up closing the deal.  It soon became very obvious to everyone that when Ashley presented our products to a new company, very few purchasing agents were able to say no to someone as beautiful as her, especially when she always showed up wearing those short leather mini-skirts and killer high heels.

As a result of the success which the sales team under Ashley’s direction achieved, the past year turned out to be the best sales year which Advanced Electronics ever experienced, finishing the year with a 40% increase in comparative sales performance.

Obviously everyone in the sales department, including George, who had previously headed up the department, were elated with the results because of the year-end bonuses which everyone earned.  Even though the lion’s share of the credit went to Ashley, she did not take a penny of the bonus pool, which resulted in George and all of his salespeople receiving extra-large bonus checks for the year.  All the sales people might have loved working for her before, but they really loved working for her, once those checks were distributed in December.

Doreen took special pleasure in making sure that, at every chance she got, she reminded me that it had been her decision to promote Ashley to run the Sales Department.  I couldn’t argue at all with her because of the great results which Ashley had achieved, even if Ashley did have an obvious advantage, compared to the average sales person, because of her looks and her dominant demeanor.

Things at Advanced Electronics were looking better every day as we started the New Year.  Bob and the engineering team were ready to release two new products, which would further expand our line of available chargers for the burgeoning Smartphone market.

I was actually in a meeting in early January, planning the marketing strategy for introducing the new products, when my cell phone rang.  I saw that it was Doreen calling, so I excused myself from the meeting to take her call.

As soon as I answered the phone, Doreen said “Thomas, I want to make sure that you will be home by no later than five today”.

I was caught by surprise, but I said “I can do that if I end this afternoon’s meeting a little early.  Is there a problem?”

In a very manner of fact tone, Doreen said “No Thomas.  There is no problem.  I made a dinner reservation for us at Marcel’s for six thirty, and I want to make sure that we are not late, because of rush hour traffic in DC”.

I was immediately caught off guard by Doreen telling me that we were going out to dinner together because it had been many months since the last time that she and I had gone out to dinner as a couple.  Over the last six months, Doreen had basically relegated me to nothing more than her “stay at home” cuckold husband while she was entertaining Jonathan Green, or going out with Ashley, or one of her other girlfriends.

In hopes that something good was going to happen, I asked “Is tonight some kind of special occasion?”

“Well Thomas, it might be.  I have something which I need to discuss with you.  We’ll have to wait and see if it develops into a special occasion!”

I knew better than to press Doreen for any more information, so I told her that I would make sure that I left the office in time so that I would be home by five.

When I hung up the phone, I wondered to myself what possibly would have prompted Doreen to invite me out to dinner with her at Marcel’s, which was her favorite restaurant, and what she wanted to discuss with me.  Her tone of voice on the phone was not very loving.  In fact, it had more of a very business-like manner to it.

As I thought more about the phone call, I remembered that the last time that Doreen and I had dinner at Marcel’s, Doreen had laid the foundation for the chain of events which eventually led to my loss of authority at the company and my new role of servitude to her at home.

I put those thoughts aside, and went back into my marketing meeting until around three in the afternoon.  I told the team that there was a matter which I needed to attend to, and that they should keep brain storming on ideas for introducing the new products.  Then I quickly packed up my briefcase and began fighting the Beltway traffic as I headed for home.

Even leaving the office early, it still took me till after four before I made it home.  I went into the guest bathroom to shave and freshen up before it was time to leave for dinner.  When Doreen came out of her bedroom (formerly our bedroom), she looked absolutely enthralling, wearing a very short black dress, black stockings, and a pair of black patent leather pumps with very high heels.  I couldn’t help but also notice that the key to the padlock of my chastity tube was hanging from the white gold necklace which Doreen wore around her neck.  The little silver key was nestled between her very ample breasts which were partly exposed by the plunging neckline of her black dress.

I realized that it had been over two months since the last time that I saw that little key.  On that particular night, after I had pleasured her with my mouth and tongue for over an hour, and given her many Orgasms, Doreen decided to reward me, by allowing me a release.  She handcuffed my wrists in front of me, removed the chastity tube, and allowed me to masturbate as I knelt in front of her.  When I was finished relieving myself, she then made me lick up every drop of my cum, before she once again locked me back into my chastity tube.

Now with Doreen standing there, looking so sexy and alluring in that short revealing dress and high heels, my cock immediately became aroused.  As my cock began to get hard, my chastity tube became very tight and very uncomfortable.

As we headed out to the car, I wondered if Doreen was wearing the key around her neck because she was thinking about granting me a much needed release before the night was over, or whether she was displaying the key strictly to torment me.

When we arrived at Marcel’s restaurant, the valet quickly went to the passenger side of my car and opened the door for Doreen.  It was quite obvious to me, that she made a very definite attempt at giving the young man a show, as she slowly lifted one nylon clad leg out of the car, and then turned her body and brought her other leg out, before exiting the Mercedes.

I handed the valet the keys to the car and followed Doreen up the steps into the restaurant where the Maître d' gave Doreen a hug and a warm welcome, since she regularly patronized the restaurant and he knew Doreen and her girlfriends very well.  He then led us to our private table in the rear of the restaurant.

The quality of the meal and the service at Marcel’s, as one would expect, was outstanding.  The conversation between Doreen and me throughout dinner was centered either on her latest project at the Art League, or how things were going with the rollout of the new products at Advanced Electronics.

I couldn’t help but notice throughout our dinner, that male patrons at the other tables would constantly look our way, obviously enjoying the sexy portrait which Doreen’s low cut dress presented to them.

On one hand, I was very proud to be the man having dinner with Doreen because of her beauty and how sexy she looked.  I knew that most of the men in the restaurant were probably very jealous of me, and they probably wished that they could have been her dinner companion.

On the other hand, however, I felt very sad knowing that in reality, Doreen no longer looked at me as her loving husband, but rather, she most likely considered me to be nothing more than her obedient cuckolded slave.

As the dinner dishes were cleared from the table, and we waited for the waiter to bring our dessert and coffee, Doreen said “Thomas, as I mentioned earlier on the phone, there are some things which I need to discuss with you tonight”.

I took a deep breath and apprehensively said “Yes, what do you have on your mind?”

“Well Thomas, I have a proposal for you.  You may like one part of what I am going to say, and you may not like the rest of what I have to say to you.  I’ve given a lot of thought to this matter however, and I want you to know up front that in my mind it’s going to be all or nothing as far as I am concerned”.

I looked at Doreen, totally perplexed, and said “What are you referring to?”

As the waiter was placing our dessert and coffee in front of us, Doreen said “Thomas, hear me out totally before you say anything, Ok?”

I quickly nodded and said “Yes Doreen, what is it you are trying to tell me?”

Doreen took a sip of her coffee and then dropped the bomb on me, when she said “I have decided to replace you as President of Advanced Electronics.  I am going to promote Ashley to President, and I want you to announce to everyone next week that you have decided to retire.”

I couldn’t contain myself, and quickly blurted out “Are you crazy?  What are you talking about?  You want me to retire from the company that I have worked so hard to build?”

Doreen quickly admonished me saying, “Thomas, lower your voice.  I asked you to hear me out completely before saying anything!”

I just shook my head and said “I don’t believe this.  What else do you what me to hear?”

“Thomas, whether you want to admit it or not, sales and profits at the company have never been as good, as they have been since Ashley took over as Vice President of Sales”.

I just sat there quietly, knowing that I could not argue with Doreen’s statement.

Doreen forged ahead by saying “I think that the time has come to let Ashley run the company, and that it only makes sense to let Jessica take over as the Vice President of Sales, since she is almost a carbon copy of Ashley, and will most likely get the same type of results”.

“And what do you think that I will do, if I retire as President of the company?” I asked.

“Thomas, I am getting to that.  Just give me a minute” Doreen said.

Agitated now by the way that the conversation was going, I pushed aside the coffee, and hailed the waiter, and asked him to bring me another Manhattan on the rocks.

Doreen, not happy by the fact that I had ordered another drink said “Thomas, I am trying to tell you that I want you at home one hundred percent of the time, and that I want to give you an opportunity to redeem yourself, and put yourself back into my good graces as my husband!”

As the waiter handed me the drink, I took a long sip, and asked “You want me back as your husband?  And where does your lover Jonathan fit into all of this?”

With a frown, Doreen said “Thomas, Jonathan has been a plaything for me.  Yes, I have enjoyed using his cock for my pleasure, but he is a very immature person.  As a personal trainer, he might have a lot of brawn, but he doesn’t have much when it comes to brains.  Quite honestly, I am ready to either discard him, or turn him into strictly a pleasure slave”.

Almost overwhelmed by everything that Doreen was laying on me, I said “So where do I fit into all of this after all our years of being married?”

“Thomas, I want you to announce that you are resigning from the company.  Ashley will take over running the company, and you will stay at home 24/7.  Your new job will be to serve me in every way I dictate, and to take care of the house as my maid, my cook, and my personal slave.  And…if, you do a good job, hopefully, you will work your way back into my good graces, and earn your way back into my bedroom, and maybe even, earn the right to make love to me once again!”

I was dumbfounded as I sat there and listen to Doreen.  I finally said “And what if, I don’t want to give up control of the company to Ashley?”

With a perturbed looked, Doreen said “Thomas, you don’t have control of the company right now.  Did you forget that I have the majority control of the stock?”

She glared at me, and said “I can fire you right now, if I want.  I am being very considerate in allowing you to announce your retirement, saving face with the employees at the company, and giving you a chance to work your way back into the good graces of our marriage.”

“You have basically two options right now.  One, you accept the proposal which I have laid out for you, or number two, you get fired from the company, I divorce you, and you lose the house, the cars, and everything when I show the court that video tape of you cheating on me.  Which do you prefer?”

As I sat there listening to Doreen, I felt like I had been punched in the stomach.  I could analyze the situation all I wanted, and rationalize to myself that I deserved to be left in control of the company which I had worked so hard to build, but, when all was said and done, I knew that Doreen was right.  I had no option other than to accept her proposal.

I had hoped many times over the past year that my beautiful wife would forgive me for the mistake I had made, and that she would give me a chance to earn my way back into her life as her husband and her lover.  I just never expected that when she would give me that opportunity that it would also mean that I would have to give up my post as president of my company, and become her personal maid, cook, and servant.

While my mind was going a hundred miles an hour, Doreen stared at me, and said “Thomas, do you understand what your options are at this point?”

I nodded my head and said “Yes, I understand what you are telling me.  I just can’t believe that you are going to make me give up my position at the company and become your household servant, in addition to being your personal slave”.

Doreen smiled and said “Thomas, look at the bright side of what I am telling you.  Your thirty nine percent share in the company will continue to grow and be worth much more if Ashley and Jessica continue to build the sales and profits of the company.  And, if you do a good job as my 24/7 servant and slave, you might earn the right to make love to me once again!”

I finished off my drink in one long swallow, and said “I really don’t have any choice in this matter, since you’ve made up your mind.  Do I?”

Doreen placed her hand over mine, and said “I am glad that you realize that you don’t have any choice, unless you want to walk away from our marriage with nothing!”

I shook my head, and said “No, I would prefer to try things the way that you want, and hope that you will accept me back as your husband once again”.

“Thomas, I am not going to deceive you at all.  You need to understand one thing very clearly.  Even if I forgive you for what you did, and allow you back into my bedroom, you will never be just my husband any more.  You will always be my slave/husband.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

I nodded my head, and said “Yes, I know what you are saying”.

Doreen pushed her chair back, stood up, and said “Good, I am glad that you fully understand.  I am going to the restroom, while you pay the check, and then I’ll meet you at the front door”.

I paid the check, gave my ticket to the valet, and Doreen came out front just as my car was brought around.  On the way home, we discussed the memo which I needed to put out to everyone in the company about my retirement, and the promotions of Ashley and Jessica.

When we got home, Doreen told me to go ahead and remove all of my clothes and wait for her by the bed in her bedroom.  As I knelt there naked by the bed, except for my chastity tube, Doreen removed her dress, and stripped down to her bra, thigh high stockings and high heel pumps.

As she towered above me, she ordered me to place my hands behind my back.  When I did, she locked my wrists together with a pair of handcuffs which she took out of the nightstand next to the bed.

She sat down on the end of the bed in front of me and said “Ok Thomas, I want you to show me how appreciative you are about the fact that I am giving you a chance to earn your way back into my good graces.  I’ll expect nothing less than a wonderful Orgasm tonight from that mouth and tongue of yours!”

As Doreen spread her legs, I knew that I should not hesitate a minute.  I quickly placed my mouth on her pussy, and began licking her clit up and down, and sucking on it lovingly while I pressed my tongue in and out of her pussy.

“Get the tongue of yours nice and hard, and push it all the way into my pussy”, she said.

Not to disappoint Doreen at all, I began sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy while I sucked on her clit.  Her body started reacting to my attentions, and I felt her tightened up her thighs against my head, until there was no way that I could remove my mouth from her pussy.

I continued pushing my tongue into her pussy and sucking on her clit for probably ten minutes, then her whole body started shaking.  Doreen started moaning, and then let out a cry as the waves of a massive Orgasm overtook her body.

When she finally regained her composure, Doreen released the pressure on my head, and allowed me to breathe normally.  “You did a very nice job, Thomas”, she said.

She then unlocked the handcuffs, made me place my hands in front of me, and then she locked my wrists together, and told me to stand up.  When I did, she ordered me to climb up onto the bed and made me lie on my back.  She tied a piece of rope around the chain of the handcuffs, pulled my arms up over my head, and using the rope, tied the handcuffs to the headboard of the bed.

As I laid there with my wrists handcuffed and secured over my head, Doreen leaned over, and unlocked the padlock on my chastity device using the key which hung from her necklace.  She removed the cage from my cock, and the ring which had encircled my balls.  My cock immediately sprung up hard and erect in the air.  I was immediately excited by the fact that Doreen had removed my chastity tube, and I hoped that she was now going to allow me to have a release.

Instead, Doreen gave the tip of my cock a little kiss, and then she climbed into bed and pulled the covers up over both of us, and said “Thomas, that was a very nice Orgasm which you gave to me, and as a reward, I am letting you sleep in my bed tonight.  Tomorrow, I will give you a list of your new responsibilities here around the house so that you will understand what you must do, if you want to earn the right to sleep in my room every night!”

Doreen then shut off the light on the nightstand, turned over, and went to sleep.  As I laid there next to her, restrained and totally excited, my cock remained hard and erect.  It was hell knowing that there was nothing that I could do about my aroused cock, even though it was now free from the chastity tube. As I felt the warmth of Doreen’s beautiful body lying next to me, I wanted to beg her for a sexual release, but I knew better than to do that.  I was thrilled that Doreen was allowing me to sleep in the bed with her, since it had been over a year since the last time that she had let me share the king sized bed with her.  Obviously, I would have been even happier if she would have given me a release or had removed the handcuffs so that I could hold her beautiful body.

It turned out to be a very long night for me, lying there restrained next to Doreen.  I woke up many times during the night, and I suffered because my cock seemed to stay aroused just by the fact that I was sleeping inches away from my beautiful wife who was wearing nothing but her bra and a pair of thigh high black stockings.  Restrained as I was, there was nothing that I could do to relieve my frustration.

Morning could not come early enough for me.  My arms were aching from being restrained over my head throughout the night, and I hoped that maybe in the morning Doreen would end my sexual frustration and allow me to have a release after a night of torment.

As it turned out however, when Doreen woke up, she gave me a small kiss on my cheek, and she went into the bathroom.  She then left me bound there to the bed while she went into the kitchen to get a cup of coffee.  When she finally came back into the bedroom holding her cup of coffee, she said “Good morning Thomas, did you enjoy sleeping in your old bed last night instead of the one in the guest room?”

I told there that I really appreciated the fact that she allowed me to sleep in bed with her, but that it would have been even nicer if I had not been restrained to the bed, or if I had been able to make love to her.

Doreen laughed, and said “Well Thomas, maybe if you prove yourself worthy over the coming months as my personal slave, then you will get the chance to make love to me.  I am going to have to be really impressed with your service and dedication, before that happens!”

She then went into one of the drawers of her bureau and took out a small box.  She opened the box and held up a clear chastity tube, and said “I have a gift for you.  I am not going to put you back into that heavy metal chastity tube.  Instead, I bought this new Holy Trainer Chastity Tube for you.  It is lightweight and has a built in locking system, so you won’t even have a padlock bouncing around as you do your work around the house.  Plus, this one will hide better under the outfits which you will be wearing in the days to come”.

As I laid there on the bed, Doreen proceeded to work my balls and cock into the ring of the new Holy Trainer chastity device.  Once she had the ring secured tightly around my balls and cock, she slid the clear cage down over my cock, and locked the whole device together with the special key which held the locking mechanism.

“There you are.  All locked up nice and secure once again!”  Doreen then untied the rope which held the handcuffs to the headboard of the bed, and unlocked the handcuffs, and she let me get up from the bed, and go freshen up in the bathroom.

I examined the chastity tube which she had locked on my cock, and knew that she was right when she said that it was much lighter than the metal one which I had been wearing.  It did however feel much tighter than the old metal chastity tube, but it was less intrusive since there was no padlock banging against the tube, and this device pointed downwards between my legs.

When I came out of the bathroom, Doreen told me that I could go into the kitchen and get myself a cup of coffee.  I asked her if I could get dressed for work first, and she said “Absolutely not Thomas.  You will be going into the office late today.  We have some things to discuss first.  I already called Jessica, and told her that you probably won’t be in until noon today.  As far as clothes, you’re wearing everything you need for right now.  Go get yourself a cup of coffee and meet me in the living room, so I can go over the list of your new responsibilities!”

I made myself a cup of coffee and went into the living room where I found Doreen sitting on the couch wearing a black silk robe, her black stockings, and her black high heel pumps.  She told me that I could drink my coffee while kneeling on the floor in front of her.  As I knelt there sipping my coffee, Doreen picked up the sheets of paper which were lying there on the couch next to her.

“Thomas, I will give these sheets to you so that you can review and study them.  You will see that I have been very explicit in detailing for you what I expect you to do on a daily and weekly basis, once you no longer are working at the office, and are serving me as my 24/7 servant and slave.  I just want to go over a few key points with you this morning”.

As I knelt there, Doreen then proceeded to tell me what she expected me to do every day around the house, as far as the cooking and cleaning was concerned.  She expected the house to be kept vacuumed and dusted at all times, and she wanted a dinner menu presented to her for her approval each week.  She touched on my responsibilities as her chauffer and gardener, and she informed me that every night, I should be prepared to service her with my mouth and tongue, if she should desire such service.  I was also told that she would decide what articles of clothing, if any, I would wear each day, depending on what tasks I would be performing.

Doreen then informed me that, as her maid, I would be expected to serve her and her friends whenever she had a party at the house, or in the event that she decided to loan me to one of her friends who was entertaining.  I would be responsible for all food and drink service, and in addition to the normal maid service at her parties, I would be expected to also provide any of her friends with any sexual service which they would require of me.

When Doreen finished giving me an overview of the responsibilities which she had written up, she asked me if I fully understood what would be expected of me.  I told her that yes, I understood what she wanted.

“Good, make sure that you study this list so that there is absolutely no misunderstanding about what I expect of you”, she said.  “Right now, you can worship my shoes to show me that you understand your proper role in this marriage!”

I brought my mouth down to the tip of one of her pumps and began to lick and kiss it.  I worked my way all around her shoe, and then when Doreen lifted up her shoe, I took the heel into my mouth and sucked it clean.

When she was pleased with the job I had done on her shoe, she pushed my head down to her other pump.  I worshiped that one also, and I licked and cleaned every inch of that shoe, and then lovingly sucked on the heel till Doreen was satisfied.

I was then given permission to go ahead and get up and go get dressed for work.  As I stood up, Doreen said “I put a pair of nice red silk panties on the bed in the guest room for you.  Make sure that you put them on over your chastity tube when you get dressed for work.  Also make sure that you call me and read your retirement memo to me today after you prepare it, and before you put it out to everyone in the company”.


My New Life Begins

When I eventually got to the office, it was almost 1 PM.  As I pulled into my reserved parking space in the lot, I sat there for a quite a while looking at the office building, which I had designed and built, and I reflected on everything that had happened over the last year and a half.  I couldn’t believe that before the day was over, I would have to write a resignation memo and turn over the reins of the company to Ashley Long after all the hard work I had put into building up the company since the day that my father died.

I knew that I really didn’t have any choice other than to do what Doreen had told me that she wanted done.  If I went against her orders and didn’t resign my position as president of Advanced Electronics, and Doreen did file for divorce, I would be left with nothing but my thirty nine percent share of the company, but a large portion of that would be quickly wiped out when thirty nine percent of the company’s debt was deducted from my proceeds.  I would then be homeless, and I would even lose the car that I was sitting in, since the company actually owned the Mercedes.

I couldn’t even comprehend that the one night of elicit pleasure which I indulged in last September with Ashley was now costing me everything that I had worked so hard to achieve.  I got out of the car, and headed into the office, knowing that I really had no choice other than to do what Doreen had ordered me to do.

When I reached my office, Jessica O’Neil greeted me, and handed me the message slips for the phone calls which I needed to return before the end of the day. Then much to my surprise, she said “Whenever you have that memo ready for distribution, give it to me, and I’ll make sure that everyone gets it before the end of the day”.

I couldn’t believe my ears.  Obviously, if Jessica had been informed by Doreen as to what was happening today, then Ashley and Doreen had discussed the content of the memo which I was supposed to put out before the day was over.

When I went into my office, I looked at the message slips which Jessica had handed to me, and decided to return the phone calls before I did anything else. Since I had no desire to write my resignation letter, I figured that returning the phone calls would at least delay the unpleasant task that lay before me.

By 3 PM, all of the messages had been returned, and my desk was clear of any important matters, so I knew that I couldn’t delay any longer in writing my resignation letter.

I started my memo by telling all the employees of Advanced Electronics that I appreciated all of the hard work that they had put into the company, and all of the dedication that they had invested in helping the company grow.  I was very ambiguous about the exact reason why I was resigning at this point in time, and basically told everyone that I thought that it was time for a change of leadership in the company, and time for me to spend more quality time at home with my wife.  I explained that, after working hard for so many years, I had decided to reward myself by spending more time with my wife, Doreen, and allowing myself to enjoy some of my other interests outside of the business.

I then went on to congratulate Ashley Long on the great job that she had done as Vice President of Sales, and told all of my employees that I had nothing but the highest confidence that Ashley would do a wonderful job in her new position as President of Advanced Electronics, and I implored everyone to support Ashley, as they had supported me over the years.

Next, I thanked Jessica O’Neil on the wonderful job that she had done in her position as Administrative Assistant for the company during the past year, and congratulated her on her promotion to Vice President of Sales, and told everyone that I was sure that Jessica would keep the momentum going which was started by Ashley.

When the memo was finished, I called Doreen, and read it to her over the phone.  She was very pleased with it, and said “Thomas, that is very nice, and it is basically just what I was hoping that you would write.  I think that Ashley and Jessica will appreciate your endorsement, and I am sure that there will be no one in the company who will not support them in their new roles.  Now go ahead and get that distributed, and don’t get home too late.  I am ready to have you start fulfilling your new role as my twenty four/seven servant and slave!”

I got off of the phone with Doreen, and walked out to Jessica’s desk and with a heavy heart, handed her the memo, and said congratulations to her about her promotion to Vice President of Sales.  With a big smile, she said “Thank you so much Thomas.  I’ll get this memo out to everyone right away”.

As I turned and started to walk back into my office, Jessica said “Oh Thomas, don’t look so sad.  Just because you won’t be coming into the office anymore, doesn’t mean that we won’t be seeing each other.  I’m sure that we’ll still see each other quite a bit at either your house or at Ashley’s condo”.

I didn’t say anything, but I knew that she was probably correct, and also knew that she probably meant that I would be serving her sometime in the future.  Doreen had taken a real liking to Jessica, and had become good friends with her outside of work, and at the Art League in DC.  I may have been leaving Advanced Electronics, but I knew that Ashley Long and Jessica O’Neil would probably still play a very significant role in my new life as a full time slave to Doreen.

I went back into my office and started clearing off some of the memos and files on my computer which I knew that I would not need any more.  A few minutes later, Ashley knocked on the door of my office, and opened it and came in, before I could even say a word.

Without even being invited, she sat down in the chair in front of my desk, crossed her long beautiful legs, and gave me a perfect view of the top of her sheer black stockings which were now visible as her short leather skirt slid up on her thighs.

I noticed that Ashley was holding a sheet of paper in her hand, and realized what it was as soon as she said “Thomas, I just read this resignation memo which you put out to everyone in the company.  I wanted to thank you for the nice things that you said about me and Jessica in your memo, and I wanted to let you know that I really do appreciate the fact that you hired me and gave me this opportunity”.

Then with a big smile, she said “I just wanted to let you know that just because we will not be working together any longer, doesn’t mean that I will not be using you for my pleasure or service when the need arises.  Doreen has already assured me that I can have you, with no questions asked, if I should need your services!”

I really didn’t even know what to say to her in response to her comment, but before I could say anything, Ashley said “Thomas, don’t worry about clearing out your personal things here in the office.  Jessica will box everything up for you when she moves into your office tomorrow, and we’ll drop your things off at your house”.

Ashley then got up and started to leave.  Before she went out the door, she said “Thomas, I think that it is only proper that the company have a nice going away dinner party to recognize your retirement.  I have already made the arrangements with the restaurant, and I will be sending out a memo later this afternoon notifying everyone that a dinner party will take place tomorrow night in your honor at 6 PM in the Attic Room at La Ferme in Chevy Chase.

I didn’t even get a chance to thank Ashley for setting up the party, before she turned on her stiletto heels and left my office.  On one hand, I thought to myself that it was very nice that she would set up a going away party for me, and especially at such an expensive French restaurant.  On the other hand, I knew that it would be very awkward for me, answering questions from everyone at the party, and saying good bye face to face with the people that I had worked so closely with over the years.

Since I now knew that everyone had already received my resignation letter, I hurried to pack my briefcase and leave before people started coming down to my office to try and get more details as to why I was resigning as President of the company.

I got home about an hour later, due to the beltway traffic which was terrible, but which was considered very normal by anyone living in the Washington/Maryland area.  I parked the car in the garage, and when I went into the house, I found Doreen sitting on the couch in the living room reading a book.  I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw that she was only wearing a waist cinching red corset which showcased her wonderful curves, a miniscule red thong, red fishnet stockings, and a pair of red pumps with high stiletto heels.  She looked so sexy and I immediately felt my cock start to strain against the confines of my chastity tube.

Doreen smiled, and greeted me cordially saying “Well Thomas, how does it feel to be officially retired?  You won’t be fifty years old for a few more months, and you already are able to give up the terrible commute which everyone around here has to put up with every day!”

I tried to honestly answer her question by telling her that right now I was very sad, and that I actually felt very bad about having to leave the company which I had worked so hard to build up over the years.

I found out very quickly that I did not give Doreen the answer she was expecting, when she said “Thomas, instead of feeling bad about leaving your position at the company, you should be very glad and thankful that I am giving you a chance to work your way back into my life.  You should also be very grateful that I would even allow you to be my personal 24/7 servant and slave, and possibly earn the right to once again share my bed.  I would have thought that you would be excited about being able to stay home every day and devote your time and attention to serving me!”

Then in a very stern voice, Doreen said “Thomas, get over here in front of me on your knees right now!”

I quickly realized that the answer I had given to her was not the one that she was expecting.  I knew that I had better comply with her order right away, so I went over to where Doreen was sitting on the couch, and knelt down in front of her.

When I did, she said “Now Thomas, do you, or do you not appreciate the opportunity that I am giving to you?”

I started to explain how I felt by saying “Doreen, yes, I appreciate the …”

Before I could even finish the sentence, Doreen slapped me across the side of my face, and said “No slave, you do not address me as Doreen.  Did you forget already?  It is Mistress Doreen when we are not out in public!”

I quickly started to apologize and said “I am so sorry Mistress Doreen for my bad manners and my lapse of proper decorum.  Please forgive me.  I was just going to say that yes Mistress, I absolutely do appreciate the opportunity that you are giving to me.  I didn’t mean to minimize the fact that you are willing to give me an opportunity to earn my way back into your life at all.  I was only expressing the feeling that I felt sad about having to leave the company like I did today.  Please forgive me”.

Doreen ran her hand over my head and said “Ok slave, I’ll forgive you for the mistake you made.  Just do not let it happen again, or else you will be severely punished if you should forget to address me in the proper manner!”

Doreen then ordered me to remove all of my clothes, and had me strip down to only the red panties which I was wearing and my chastity tube.  She then asked me “So Thomas, how did you like the new HT2 chastity tube which you wore to work today as compared to your old metal one?”

“Mistress Doreen, this chastity tube is much lighter than the metal one which I had been wearing, but I must tell you that this chastity tube is a lot tighter on my cock and balls than the metal one was”.

“Good”, Doreen said.  “I like the fact that this one is tighter, and restricts your cock more.  You’ll never forget for a moment that you are locked up, and who controls you!”

Doreen then pushed my head down to the tip of her red patent leather pumps, and said “Slave, show me how sorry you are for upsetting me, by licking my shoes till they shine!”

I immediately brought my mouth down to the tips of her red pumps and began licking and kissing them lovingly.  I worked my tongue all over the tops and sides of both shoes, and then licked each of the high stiletto heels.  When Doreen was satisfied with the job that I had done, she then said “Ok slave, you may get up, and go refill my glass of wine”.

I quickly went over to the bar and saw an open bottle of Doreen’s favorite wine, a Woodbridge White Zinfandel by Robert Mondavi sitting there.  I refilled Doreen’s glass and brought it to her, and was quite surprised by her next statement.

“Thomas my dear slave, you may now go out to the kitchen and prepare dinner for us.  I put a recipe card on the kitchen counter for you.  Please make sure that you follow the directions properly when you prepare our dinner”.

Obviously, I was not expecting such an order, and I timidly asked “Mistress Doreen, may I put my clothes back on while I am preparing dinner?”

Doreen laughed, and said “Absolutely not Thomas.  I like the way you look right now, wearing just your red panties and chastity tube.  Now, no more silly questions.  Get out to the kitchen and prepare dinner for us while I finish reading my book.  And…Thomas, make sure that you give me a fifteen minute warning before you are ready to put dinner on the table!”

I went out to the kitchen, and sure enough, there on the counter was a recipe card for making homemade Chicken Enchiladas.  I couldn’t believe that Doreen was serious about me preparing that dish for her for dinner.  Up until now, the only thing that I had really cooked for her was breakfast.  After all, how can anyone screw up frying bacon and eggs?

I studied the recipe card and then began hunting for all the ingredients in our kitchen cabinets and in the refrigerator.  Sure enough, we had everything that was required to prepare the dish, and I realized that Doreen had probably made sure of that before putting the recipe card on the kitchen counter.

I turned on the oven to let it preheat to 350 degrees as required, while I went about the task of frying the chicken breasts, cheeses, peppers, and all of the various spices called for in the recipe.  When I finally had the mixture prepared as outline on the recipe card, I began filling the tortillas with the chicken mixture, covered the filled tortillas with tomato sauce, and put them in the oven to bake.

When I realized that they would only have to bake for about fifteen minutes, I went into the living room, and said “Excuse me Mistress, but I wanted to let you know that dinner will be ready in fifteen minutes”.

Doreen looked up from her book, and said “Thank you Thomas.  Go ahead and set the dinner table, and I’ll be there, and I hope that you were successful at following the directions!”

As I returned to the kitchen to get the plates to set the dinner table, I actually began to sweat, as I worried about how the Chicken Enchiladas were going to turn out, and what would happen to me if Doreen was not pleased with the meal.

Fortunately for me, my fears were unfounded.  The Enchiladas turned out perfectly, and Doreen was really pleased with her dinner after she sampled my cooking.

With a big smile, she said “Thomas, I am very impressed.  You did a great job on your first meal.  Obviously, you proved yourself capable at following meal directions”.

I felt very proud of myself.  The Chicken Enchiladas really did taste great, and I was thrilled that Doreen was pleased with the meal which I had prepared.  My temporary euphoria over how the meal turned out, however, was immediately replaced once again with apprehension when Doreen said "Thomas, now that you are going to be responsible for all of our meals during the week, I think that it is important that you get some professional training on cooking”.

With a puzzled look, I asked Doreen exactly what did she mean, and I did not like her answer at all.

“Thomas, I have a good friend at the Art League named Marian Connor.  She runs a cooking class in Gaithersburg three times a week, and she not only teaches cooking skills, but she also teaches her students how to plan out weekly menus which are not only healthy, but also exciting”.

As I ate and listened to Doreen, I immediately got a sinking feeling in my stomach, telling me that I did not like where this conversation was going.

I found out very quickly that my feeling was correct, when Doreen said “Anyway, it is very difficult to get into her classes because she is so popular, and the classes always fill up quickly.  But when I called Marian today, she said that she would make an exception for me, and allow you to attend the next set of her next cooking classes.  You should be so thrilled that she allowed me to register you for her training.  You'll be attending Monday, Wednesday, and Fridays from nine till eleven in the morning, starting next Monday for the next two months”.

I actually could not believe what I was hearing.  A few hours ago I had to tell everyone in my company that I was resigning as President, and now my wife, correct that, my Mistress tells me that she registered me for cooking classes.  I was afraid to say anything in response to what Doreen had just told me, because I knew that I would probably not say something that would make her happy.

However, when I did not say anything, Doreen looked at me with a scowl, and said “Thomas, don’t you appreciate the fact that I took the time to talk with Marian, and to get you registered for her cooking classes?”

I knew better than to say anything other than “Yes Mistress, I really do.  Thank you so much for thinking about me, and getting me into her classes.  I am sorry, I was just thinking about what the classes might be like”.

With a smile, Doreen said “Oh, I am sure that you will find her program interesting, and that you will learn a lot.  You can go ahead now and clear the table and clean up the kitchen.  I am going to read some more of my book while you are doing that.  Let me know when you are finished”.

Doreen went back into the living room to read, while I cleared off the table, and cleaned up the dinner dishes and utensils.  I felt so vulnerable standing there in the kitchen wearing only a pair of red panties and my chastity tube, while I cleaned off the dishes and pans.  I worried that someone would show up at the house to visit Doreen and see me like that in the kitchen.

Fortunately, we had a night without visitors, and when everything in the kitchen was spotless, I went into the living room, and notified Doreen that I was finished with my tasks.

She pointed to the floor in front of her, and said “Very good Thomas.  Now why don’t you just kneel down here and give me a nice leg massage while I finish reading this chapter”.

I immediately knelt down in front of Doreen and began massaging her legs, working my way up and down from her ankles to her thighs.  As I worked on one leg, and then the other, I found myself getting more and more excited.

Doreen has long beautiful legs to begin with, but they looked even more alluring this evening, since they were clad in the red fishnet stockings.  Whenever I would reach the top of her thighs, I would raise my head and steal a peek at her gorgeous breasts which were partly exposed at the top of the tight red corset.  Doreen must have read my mind, because after I had massaged her legs for about twenty minutes, without taking her eyes off of the book she was reading, she said “Thomas, show me how much you like my outfit, by kissing your way from my ankles to my thighs!”

I didn’t hesitate a second.  I immediately began planting kisses all over her ankles, up each of her legs, and across each of her thighs.  I then worked my way back down each of her legs, adorning them with kisses till I once again reached her ankles.

After I had been worshipping Doreen’s legs for about fifteen minutes, she set her book down on the couch, slipped the small thong down over her legs, and kicked it away.  She then spread her thighs, and said “Ok slave, you can give me some pleasure before I call it a day and head to bed!”

I immediately crawled between her legs, and brought my mouth to her wonderfully fragrant pussy.  I delicately ran my tongue all around her clitoris, and then gently began sucking on it.  As soon as Doreen’s body started reacting to my worship, I slipped my tongue in and out of her vagina while continuing to suck on her clit.

I continued my slow but effective oral worship until Doreen told me to suck and lick her harder.  I then increased the pressure on her clit, and began pushing my tongue in and out of her pussy faster and faster.  Her body reacted immediately to the increased sucking, and she started moaning and squeezing my head with her thighs.  Moments later, she grabbed my head and held it tight up against her pussy, as an orgasm swept over her entire body.

When Doreen finally opened her legs and allowed me to breathe normally, she said “You’re getting much better each time you worship me Thomas, and you are improving at giving me pleasure with that mouth and tongue of yours”.

Just as I started to feel good about the compliment which Doreen had given to me, my pride was immediately destroyed when she added “Who knows, if you keep getting lots of practice, you might be as good as Ashley at giving me orgasms with your mouth and tongue!”

Doreen then told me to crawl into her bedroom and wait by her bed while she closed up the house for the night.  Dejected by her last comment, I said nothing, and I did exactly what she said.  I crawled from the living room into her bedroom and knelt by the bed and waited for her.

When Doreen finally came into the bedroom, I hoped that she would once again allow me to sleep in the bed with her for the night, but that was not to be.  I saw that she was carrying a blanket and pillow in her hands.  She laid them down on the floor at the foot of the bed, and then went and retrieved the stainless steel slave collar.

She locked the collar around my neck.  Then she locked a short chain to the ring on the collar, and she then wrapped the chain around the foot of the bed.  When she locked the chain to the foot of the bed, she said “Thomas you can sleep in my room tonight right here on the floor, in case I should need your services anytime during the night.  Hope you have a good night!”

Doreen then removed her corset, replaced it with a short sheer red negligee, and climbed into bed while I laid there on the floor chained to the bedpost.  I had a very restless night, as I tried to get comfortable lying on the floor, knowing that my beautiful sexy wife was sleeping on the bed right above me.

When morning finally arrived, I laid there chained to the bed, while Doreen woke up and went into the bathroom.  She then went into the kitchen to get her morning coffee, and left me there wondering when she would decide to come back into the bedroom and release me.

About an hour later, Doreen appeared, unlocked and removed the chain from the collar on my neck, and told me that I could go use the guest bathroom, and then go make myself a cup of coffee.  When I got up, I found that I was very stiff from having slept on the floor all night, and I tried to work the kinks out of my body as I headed to the guest bathroom and then to the kitchen.  While I stood there in the kitchen drinking my coffee, I could tell from the sound of water running that Doreen was using the shower in the master bath.

About a half hour later, Doreen came into the kitchen wearing a silk robe, and said “Thomas, I am getting ready to go out this morning, and I will be gone all day since there are some things that I need to discuss with Ashley and Jessica at the office.  As Ashley told you, your retirement dinner party is scheduled for 6 PM this evening at La Ferme.  We will need to leave here by 5 PM at the latest, so I will be home by 3 PM to get ready”.

That all sounded fine to be, but then Doreen surprised me when she said “I will be having a few people over to the house this evening after your dinner party, so I want you to make sure that you dust and vacuum every room, clean all the bathrooms, and make sure that everything looks perfect for my guests.  Also make sure that the bar is fully stocked for this evening”.

I asked Doreen if it would be alright if I went into my room and got dressed before I started cleaning the house, and she said “Thomas, there is no need for that.  You are going to be cleaning the house and scrubbing toilets today, and you are dressed just fine for that.  When I get home, you can take a shower and get dressed for your party!”

Doreen turned and went back into her bedroom to finish getting dressed, and left me standing there in the kitchen in my panties and chastity tube, with her stainless steel collar locked around my neck.  I finished drinking my coffee, and then began collecting the equipment and supplies that I needed to clean the house.  As I began cleaning the guest bathroom, I prayed that no one would show up at the house while Doreen was gone, since there was no way that I was going to answer the door clad only in a slave collar, panties, and chastity tube.


Doreen’s Party After The Retirement Party

Unfortunately for me, my fears about someone showing up at the house, materialized in the worst possible way during the early afternoon.  I was vacuuming the guest bedroom, and I thought that I heard the front door open and close.  I quickly shut off the vacuum cleaner, and listened intently.

Sure enough, I then heard the clicking sound which a woman’s high heels make on the tile floor of our entry foyer.  My first thought was that Doreen came home earlier than she had planned on, but then I quickly realized that probably wasn’t the case.  Doreen would have driven right into the garage, and then came into the house through the kitchen door, not through the entry foyer.

I carefully stuck only my head out of the bedroom, and looked down the hallway.  I didn’t see anyone, so I called out “Doreen, is that you in the foyer?”

I recognized the voice as soon as she answered, and I immediately became a nervous wreck, when she said “No Thomas, it’s Maryann, the caterer.  Come down here.  I need your help bringing in the trays of hors d’oeuvres which Doreen ordered for her party tonight”.

Oh no, I thought to myself.  Not Maryann, our caterer, who I learned was also a Dominatrix, when she catered Doreen’s last party at our house.

I stood there frozen with fear in the hallway and yelled “Maryann, I am not really dressed right now.  Can you just get the trays into the house without me?”

It was very obvious that she didn’t like my answer at all, when she yelled back up to me, and said “Thomas, I know how you are dressed right now.  Your wife already told me.  Now get your butt down here right now, and carry these trays into the house for me, or I will call Doreen, and I am sure that she will not be very happy with you, if I have to call her!”

At first, I couldn’t even believe that Doreen had told Maryann how she would find me dressed when she showed up at our house, but then again, after I thought about it, I knew that Doreen probably would have enjoyed sharing those details with Maryann, and adding to my humiliation.

I sheepishly went down to the foyer, and found Maryann standing there with her hands on her hips, looking very displeased.  I quickly said “I’m sorry Maryann for making you wait.  I was hoping that you had one of your helpers with you”.

“Thomas, first of all, it is not Maryann to you.  Did you forget how to address me?”

“I am sorry Mistress; I just wasn’t expecting someone to show up today”.

“That’s no excuse Thomas for your improper manners, and no, I don’t have a helper with me this afternoon, so get out to my van, and start bringing in those trays!”

I knew I had no choice other than to do what Maryann had ordered me to do.  I just hoped that none of the neighbors were outside, and would see me unloading the van, dressed in nothing but the red panties, collar, and chastity tube. I ran out to the van, grabbed a tray, and ran back into the house, putting the tray on the kitchen counter.  I repeated the process two more times, and with a deep sigh of relief, I was glad that no one had seen me unload the trays from the van.

Once the trays had been brought in, I hoped that Maryann would immediately leave, but instead she stood there in the kitchen looking at me and said “You look very nice in those red panties with your chastity tube bulging out the front, and I am glad that Doreen decided to lock a slave collar on you”.

Totally humiliated already, I said “Thank you Mistress Maryann”.

“Oh you are welcome slave, now before I leave, I want to see you down on your knees, kissing my shoes, and begging me not to tell your wife about how disrespectful you were when I arrived!”

I knew that I had no choice.  I definitely did not need Maryann to report anything to Doreen, so I immediately went down onto my knees, and started kissing Maryann’s black high heel pumps. In between kisses, I said “Mistress, please forgive me if I disappointed you in any way when you arrived today.  I am truly sorry, and ask your forgiveness”.

After I had kissed every inch of Maryann’s pumps and heels, she said “Ok slave, you can get back to your cleaning chores.  Just leave these trays here, and I will set them up when I come back tonight for the party”.

Maryann turned and left the house, leaving me kneeling there on the kitchen floor.  Once she was gone, I breathed a sigh of relief, stood up, and went back to cleaning the house, so that I could have everything done before Doreen arrived home.

I finished cleaning every room right before Doreen returned home around 3:30 PM.  She took a quick tour around the house, and then said “Thomas, it looks like you did a very nice job getting the house ready for my guests tonight.  Oh, by the way, did everything go ok when Maryann delivered the food trays today?”

I didn’t even hesitate in answering her, and said “Yes Mistress, everything went fine.  The trays are in the kitchen, and Mistress Maryann said that she will be back later to set them up for your guests.

Doreen smiled and said “Great, I am really looking forward to my party after your dinner party.  I think that my party will be a lot more interesting than your retirement party”.

I wanted to ask Doreen what she meant about her party being a lot more interesting than my retirement party, but I was actually afraid to hear what she might have planned.  Instead, I just nodded, and said “I am sure that your party will be fun”

Doreen laughed, and said “Oh yes Thomas, it will be fun for some of us!”

She then turned, and headed to her bedroom, saying “I am going to go and get ready for your dinner party.  You may also go get ready, so that we can leave on time.  And Thomas, you can just leave those panties on under the suit that you are wearing tonight.  I don’t think that your collar will show once you put on a shirt and tie!”

Doreen was correct about the collar not showing, once I picked out a shirt which was loose enough in the neck, so that her stainless steel collar was hidden completely, and I still had room to breathe.

Once I was dressed, I waited for Doreen in the living room.  When she finally appeared, she looked absolutely incredible.  She was wearing a short black leather dress which I had never seen before, sheer black stockings, and a pair of black leather boots which went up to her knees, and had skyscraper heels.  I told her that she looked beautiful in her new outfit, and she thanked me by saying “I am glad that you like my outfit Thomas.  I am sure that before the night is over, you will get a chance to worship these new boots with your mouth!”

I knew better than to say anything in response to Doreen’s comment, other than “Yes Mistress”.

We went out to the car, and headed to the restaurant in Chevy Chase.  We arrived shortly before 6 PM, and when we went up to the Attic Room, I saw that many of the company employees were already there.  Evidently Ashley had arranged for a private bar and bartender in the room, and most of the people who had arrived early were lingering around with a drink in their hands.

The quality of the meal was outstanding, and the wait staff provided impeccable service.  Doreen had the Herb Roasted Tournedos of Norwegian Salmon, and I enjoyed the Dijon – Herb Crusted Rack of Lamb.  Both of our meals were prepared perfectly.

I would have been happy if we could just have had dinner, and then left, but unfortunately, that was not the agenda which Ashley had given to me when I first arrived at the restaurant.  As coffee and dessert was being served, a number of my employees, such as Bob in Engineering, George in Sales, and Maria in Accounting, stood up, and gave a short speech about how much they had enjoyed working for me, and how much they were going to miss me, now that I had decided to retire.

When they were finished, I had to get up and thank everyone for all of their hard work over the years, and for their contributions to Advanced Electronics.  That part was no problem for me because I truly did appreciate all the contributions which the employees had made over the years to the growth of the company.

The next part of my speech however, was much more difficult for me because I had to give a glowing account of Ashley Long and Jessica O’Neil’s tremendous accomplishments at Advanced Electronics.  While I would never dispute the significant contribution they made in the short time that they were with the company, it was still difficult for me to praise them, knowing that they, in conjunction with my wife, were totally taking the company away from me.

I then introduced Ashley, and made it official to everyone that she was now the new President of the company.  Ashley was very generous in her praise of me, and what I had done to build Advanced Electronics into a major competitor in the electronics market.

Ashley went on to thank me for hiring her, and for giving her the opportunity to run a major company.  She made it sound like she was my personal protégé, and I, as her mentor had personally chosen her to run the company, and take over for me, now that I had decided to retire.  Obviously, no one present at the dinner, except Ashley, Doreen, and I knew who really made the decision to have me retire, and to have Ashley take over the company.

I was quite relieved when the speeches were over, and Doreen and I got in the car and headed for home.  On the way back to the house, I asked Doreen about the party which was about to take place at our house.  I wondered if any of the employees of Advanced Electronics were coming.

Doreen gave me a big smile, and said “Thomas, the only people from the company who are coming to my party are Ashley and Jessica.  However, you know quite a few of the other guests who I have invited for tonight’s festivities”.

As I pulled up at my house, I was surprised to see that there already were a number of cars in our driveway.  When I mentioned this to Doreen, she said “Yes, I expected that some of the guests would be here already waiting for us.  I gave Maryann a key to the house so that she could set up the food trays and let guests in while we were gone”.

After I parked the car in the garage, and went into the kitchen, I was somewhat surprised to see quite a few people who I had met before at one of Doreen’s parties.  I immediately recognized Mistress Andrea and her female slave Joy.  Joy, along with me, had suffered at one of Doreen’s previous parties in our basement Dungeon, and Mistress Andrea had also taken pleasure in making me suffer at another party which took place at Ashley’s condominium.

I also noticed that Mistress Janet and her slave Paul were also in the kitchen munching on some of the food from the trays which Mistress Maryann had already set up on a long table in the kitchen.

Doreen looked at me, and said “Thomas, you better get into the living room and make sure that the bar is properly set up for any of our guests who would like a drink, until the bartender gets here.  Also, make sure that you answer the front door as our guests arrive”.

I looked at Doreen with a puzzled look, and said “You even hired a bartender for tonight?”

With a miffed expression on her face, Doreen said “Thomas, don’t be an idiot.  No, I didn’t hire a bartender.  Ashley is bringing her slave Bob who did a wonderful job of bartending at the party she held last year at her condominium.  He should be here shortly.  Until then, make sure that the guests are taken care of with their drinks”.

Other than Martinis, Manhattans, and a few simple drinks, I know nothing about bartending.  Luckily for me, the first few guests who were there, only wanted a glass of wine or a bottle of beer.

I didn’t have to stay behind the bar very long, because about ten minutes later, the front door bell rang, and when I opened it, Ashley and Bob Spenser were standing there.  Right behind them on the porch was Jessica O’Neil, who also had arrived for the party.  I immediately saw that Jessica had changed out of the conservative business suit which she had worn to my retirement dinner.

She now looked absolutely stunning.  During the dinner, her long blonde hair had been pulled up in a bun.  It now shone radiantly, as it flowed down over her shoulders.  She was wearing a very sheer black blouse which did little to hide her ample breasts.  A red leather mini-skirt, sheer black stockings, and a pair of red patent leather pumps with stiletto heels, presented a picture of true female domination.  I quickly invited Ashley, Bob, and Jessica into the foyer, and asked them if they would like a drink.

Ashley said “Thank you for the offer Thomas.  Bob does not need a drink right now, but I think that I will have him make me a Cosmopolitan, since he will be functioning as the bartender tonight.  I am going to go in and see Doreen.  You can bring me my drink, as soon as Bob makes it”.

With a big smile, Jessica said “That sounds great to me.  I will also have a Cosmopolitan!”  She then turned and went into the kitchen with Ashley.

Bob immediately went behind the bar, and once I showed him where everything was located, he made the Cosmopolitans for Ashley and Jessica.  I took the two drinks from him, brought them into the kitchen, and gave them to Ashley and Jessica, who were talking with Doreen.  They both took the drinks from me, and then in a dismissive manner, Ashley said “Thomas, that will be all we need for right now!”

I cursed her under my breath for her arrogant and ungrateful manner, and went back into the living room to talk with Bob Spenser.  The last time that Bob and I talked, was at Doreen’s party when she unveiled her new Dungeon in the basement, and I wondered how things were going with him.

As I stood next to the bar, I said “Well Bob, how have you been?  Obviously, you are still serving Ashley.  How is that going?”

With a sad expression on his face, he said “Not real well Tom.  Since the last time that I saw you, things have been rather crazy for me.  My wife found out about my relationship with Ashley, and she threw me out of the house.  Ashley had gotten a little carried away with her cane on my butt one night, and she left some pretty good welts which took a long time to heal.  I had always been successful at hiding any marks from my wife, but my luck ran out.  She saw the marks, and wanted an explanation.  I had to come clean, and tell her where the marks came from.  I begged for her forgiveness, but she would have nothing to do with me after that”.

Bob shook his head and continued “We just completed the divorce proceedings, and as you can imagine, my wife pretty much got everything.  In addition to the house, the cars, and half of our savings, they awarded her Alimony of $5,000 per month.  I had to get a small apartment off of Georgia Avenue in Silver Spring.  At least the apartment is very close to Ashley’s condominium, since I am usually over there anyway now serving her as her full time slave whenever I am not working”.

I told Bob that I was very sorry to hear what had happened, and wished him the best.  He then said “Tom, I was kind of surprised to hear that you were retiring from your company.  You’re not even fifty years old yet, are you?”

I then explained to Bob that I didn’t have any say in the matter, and that the whole retirement thing was Doreen’s idea.  Shaking my head, I said “Yes, Doreen decided to promote Ashley to president, and basically told me that the only choice I had was to become her full time “at home” slave, or she would start divorce proceedings”.

Our conversation was interrupted at that point, when Doreen came into the living room, walked up to the bar, and said “I am glad that you boys are having a nice time visiting with each other, but Thomas, you don’t need to be hanging out here at the bar now that Bob has taken over the bartender responsibilities.  You can go into the kitchen and see what chores Maryann needs for you to do!”

Just then the doorbell rang, and Doreen said “Go get the door first before you go help Maryann!”

I went out to the foyer, opened the door, and I was not happy as soon as I saw who was standing there on my front porch.  Dressed like he just stepped out of the pages of GQ, Jonathan Green, Doreen’s personal trainer smugly said “Good evening Thomas.  I am here for Doreen’s party.  Will you let her know that I am here?”

I moved aside and allowed him to come into the house.  Then I curtly said “Doreen is in the kitchen”.  There was no way that I was going to be friendly to the SOB who, for many months, had taken over my bed, and screwed my wife, while I was relegated to the guest bedroom.

Jonathan didn’t say another word to me.  He went into the kitchen to find Doreen, and I also went there to see if Maryann wanted me to do anything as far as the food service was concerned.

When I saw Maryann, I stopped for a moment in my tracks, and I had to admire the outfit which she had changed into for the party.  Keeping with the theme of Doreen’s Dungeon Party, Maryann was wearing a pair of very tight black leather pants, a sheer white blouse with long sleeves, and a pair of black pumps with high stiletto heels.  Buckled around her waist was a wide black leather belt, from which a pair of handcuffs hung.  She definitely looked very dominant in her Mistress outfit, as opposed to her normal catering outfit.

I went over to Maryann, and said “Doreen wanted me to check with you to see if there is anything that you needed me to do”.

She pointed to a silver tray of hors d’oeuvres, and said “Yes Thomas, you need to take that tray of hot appetizers first, and start circulating around the house, offering them to your guests.  Then, come back and get the cold appetizers, and make another round with those”.

I picked up the tray, and as I started to walk away, Maryann said “Thomas, I am a little disappointed.  I had hoped that Doreen would have had you dressed in your maid’s outfit like she did at the last party.  We don’t get to see Thomasine tonight?  Oh well, I guess she’s taking it easy on you tonight since it is supposed to be your retirement party!”

I thought about what Maryann had said, and I was actually very glad that Doreen did not make me dress up in the maid’s outfit for the party.  I began working my way around the living room and then through the kitchen offering the hors d’oeuvres to all of the Mistresses present.  I remembered the mistake which I had made at the last party, so this time, I did not hold out the tray to any of the male slaves who accompanied the Mistresses.  Instead, as I held the tray out to each Mistress, I said “Mistress, would you like your slave to also be offered some food?”

Mistress Janet, who had admonished me at the last party for offering food to her slave Paul, without her permission, gave me a big smile, and said “Very good slave, you do learn from your mistakes.  I like that!”

After I had made the two complete rounds with the hot and cold hors d’oeuvres, I saw Doreen coming down the hall, and she was by herself, so I asked her if I could talk with her in private for a minute.

We stepped into the den, and Doreen said “Yes Thomas, why do you need to talk with me in private?”

Hoping that I could express myself, without making her upset, I said “Mistress, please excuse my forwardness, but I was wondering why Jonathan is here at the party tonight.  I was under the impression, from what you said the other day, that you no longer were interested in him”.

I could see immediately that Doreen was not happy at all with my question.  With a scowl, she said “First of all Thomas, I will invite whomever I want to my parties.  You, as my slave, have absolutely no say whatsoever as to who I invite.  Do you understand that?”

I quickly nodded my head and started to say “Yes Mistress, I am sorry that…..”

Doreen immediately cut me off before I could even finish the sentence, and said “Yes Thomas, you should be sorry for even questioning my actions.  You can definitely plan on being punished later for your affront to my authority!”

Then pointing her finger at me, she said “Just so you know slave, Jonathan was invited tonight because Jessica is here at the party by herself, and she told me the other day that she had an interest in possibly grooming him as her slave.  I planned on giving her a chance to do just that tonight”.

Doreen then turned, and stormed out of the den, leaving me standing there feeling like I really messed up, and had upset Doreen, by the fact that I had brought up the subject at all to her.

I went back out to the kitchen, picked up the next tray of hors d’oeuvres which Maryann had prepared, and started working my way around the house, offering the food to Doreen’s guests.  I also noticed that Bob Spenser was being kept very busy at the bar catering to everyone’s drink requests.

About an hour later, Doreen summoned everyone into the living room and announced “Well folks, it’s time for us to go downstairs to my Dungeon, and for us to have some fun and be entertained”.

She waited till everyone worked their way into the living room, and then she put a fish bowl on the coffee table in front of the couch.  As she showed everyone the bowl, she said “To make things interesting tonight, I have put the names of all of the males present here, except Thomas into this bowl.  When we go downstairs to the Dungeon in a few minutes, Thomas, my husband will be disciplined and tormented by me, since it is his retirement party”.

Then with a big smile, Doreen said “Everyone should enjoy what I do to Thomas tonight.  We are also going to let Jessica pick a name out of the bowl, since this is the first party which she has attended as part of our group.  When we go downstairs, Jessica will have the right to do whatever she wants with the lucky, or unlucky person, depending on how you look at it, whose name she pulls out of the bowl.  Men, if Jessica pulls your name, you will be her slave for the evening – no questions asked!”

All of the Mistresses began clapping and cheered Jessica, when she stood up, and came over to the bowl to pull out a name.  She reached into the bowl, pulled out one of the folded slips of paper, opened it, and announced that her slave for the evening would be no other than one Jonathan Green.

The look on Jonathan’s face was priceless.  He was totally shocked to hear Jessica call out his name, he started shaking, and he looked like he wanted to run for the door.  He started mumbling to no one in particular about “there must be some type of mistake…my name shouldn’t be in the bowl…I’ve never done that type of thing.  I’m not a slave type of guy….”

His mumbling was quickly drowned out by the cheering of all of the women at the party, as they all started encouraging Jessica to really put it to Jonathan when they went down to the Dungeon.

I was standing next to Doreen when Jonathan came over to her, and said “Doreen, my name shouldn’t have been in the bowl.  I’m not into that type of thing.  You can’t let that gal make me her slave”.

Doreen, with a very straight face said “Jonathan, you liked it at my last party when all of the males were used as slaves.  If I remember correctly, you even said to me that you thought it was pretty neat the way that I used Thomas as my slave, and the way that he did whatever I told him to do.  Did you not say that?”

Jonathan started stuttering, and basically said “Yes, I might have said that, but I didn’t mean that I wanted a woman to do any of those things to me”.

Holding her ground, Doreen said “First of all Jonathan, you don’t know at this point whether you would like it or not, since you’ve never tried it.  You may find out tonight that you really like serving Jessica as her slave.  Secondly, you don’t have a choice in the matter.  Either you go downstairs with Jessica, or you can leave now, and rest assured, you will never be invited back into my home again!”

Jonathan hung his head in a defeated manner.  He knew that it was useless to argue with Doreen.  Finally, he said “Alright, I’ll go along with it this one time, since she pulled my name out of the bowl.  I just hope that she’ll take it easy on me”.

With a big grin, Doreen said “Well Jonathan, we’ll just have to leave that up to Mistress Jessica!”

Doreen then directed everyone to go downstairs to her fully furnished Dungeon in our basement.  When everyone had taken their places around the perimeter of the Dungeon, Doreen then told me and Jonathan to strip naked.  I immediately did as she ordered, and stripped down to only my chastity tube.

Jonathan, however, was very slow in getting undressed.  It was almost as if he thought that by taking his clothes off very slowly, he might get a reprieve from participating.  He found out very quickly that Doreen wasn’t going to tolerate his tardiness in following her orders when she said “Jonathan, if you are not out of all of your clothes within sixty seconds, I am going to have all the male slaves here undress you!”

That’s all he had to hear.  Jonathan quickly stripped down to only his boxer shorts.

Doreen picked up a riding crop, went over to Jonathan, and pointing the crop at him said “When I tell you to strip, I mean everything.  Get those shorts off now before I whip the hell out of you!”

Without the slightest hesitation, Jonathan pulled his boxer shorts down, and stepped out of them.  Just for good measure, Doreen slapped his large cock with her riding crop, and everyone started clapping and applauding her, while Jonathan cried out in pain.

Doreen then had Jonathan and me stand in the middle of the Dungeon, and she said “As you all can see I have locked my personalized stainless steel collar around the neck of my slave Thomas, now that he will be staying at home and serving me 24/7”.

She then went over to the rack on the wall and picked out a leather collar and lock, and then stood in front of Jonathan, and said “Mistress Jessica, would you like to lock this temporary collar on Jonathan, and make him your slave for the night?”

Jessica took the collar from Doreen, and as she locked it around Jonathan’s neck, she said “If I find that this slave serves me properly, and I should decide to keep him, hopefully I’ll be locking a permanent collar on him someday, just like you have done to Thomas!”

Jessica then took the riding crop from Doreen, and brought it down hard on Jonathan’s ass.  When he cried out, she said “That was for not thanking me for locking my collar around your neck.  I expect you to thank me for anything that I do for you, whether it brings pleasure or pain!”

Jonathan immediately said “I am sorry.  Thank you for putting your collar on me”.

Jessica quickly struck his ass again with the riding crop and said “That slave, was for not addressing me properly!”

Jonathan cried out once again, but quickly said “Thank you Mistress Jessica for putting your collar on me, and for punishing me”.

With a big smile, Jessica said “Very good slave.  You will learn your manners, or you will suffer quite a bit in the process of me training you!”

Doreen then went over to the switch box on the wall, pressed a button, and the overhead suspension device began lowering in the middle of the Dungeon.  She handed a blindfold, a gag, a set of leather wrist cuffs, and a spreader bar with ankle cuffs to Jessica.

Jessica locked the leather cuffs around Jonathan’s wrists, placed him under the suspension bar, and secured his wrist cuffs to the overhead bar.  She put the blindfold over his eyes, so that Jonathan would not have any idea as to what was about to happen.  She then shoved the penis gag into Jonathan’s mouth, and secured the strap tight around his head.

She then nodded to Doreen, who held the button on the wall, and the suspension bar began going up in the air.  She continued raising the bar until only the tips of Jonathan’s toes were touching the floor.  Jessica then spread Jonathan’s legs, and locked his ankles into the cuffs attached to the spreader bar.  She patted him on his ass, and said “Very nice. We’ll be ready to start your training, as soon as Mistress Doreen gets her slave ready”.

Doreen then led me over to the St. Andrew’s Cross which was mounted on the wall.  She placed my back up against the cross, and had me facing towards the middle of the Dungeon.  My arms were raised up over my head, and each wrist was locked into one of the cuffs at the top of the cross.  Doreen made me spread my legs, and she then locked each of my ankles into the cuffs at the bottom of the cross.  To make sure that I couldn’t move an inch, she then buckled leather straps around my thighs, my waist, and my chest, pulling them tight against the beams of the cross.

A blindfold was placed over my eyes, and then Doreen pulled a leather hood down over my head.  She pushed a penis gag into my mouth, and snapped the leather cover of the gag to the front of the hood, so that there was no way that I could push the gag out of my mouth.

As all the guests watched the proceedings, Doreen said “Ok Mistress Jessica, why don’t you start first with your new slave”.

Jessica went over to the rack on the wall and picked out a long leather paddle, and said “I will start by warming up this slave’s ass till we get a nice red color”.  She brought the paddle down hard across Jonathan’s right ass cheek, and he immediately let out a cry which was muffled by his gag.

Jessica quickly brought the paddle down once again, only this time across Jonathan’s left ass cheek.  While he hung there from the suspension device, Jessica went to work administering one strike after the other, alternating them across the two cheeks of his ass.  After she had paddled Jonathan’s ass about twenty times, she stopped, felt the heat emanating off of his ass cheeks, and said “Does everyone like the nice red color of his ass now?”

All of the party guests started clapping and most of them started chanting “give him the whip now!”

Jessica went over to the rack again, and returned with a Cat-Of-Nine whip, and said to Jonathan “You heard them. They want you to suffer more, and what they want, is what they get!”

Jessica reared back, and brought the whip down hard against Jonathan’s back.  She hit him so hard with the whip that he started swinging from the suspension device, and was crying out from behind his gag.

It didn’t take long at all for Jessica to get Jonathan crying, and begging for mercy, as she administered a neat row of marks all the way down his back and across his ass with the whip.  Even though he was gagged, I could still hear him begging Jessica to stop whipping him.

Evidently his pleas prompted Doreen to intervene, and say “Why don’t you let that slave rest for a while.  We’ll come back to him after I torment Thomas for everyone’s enjoyment!”

I didn’t know what Doreen had in mind, but I found out soon enough when the jolts of electricity from her Violet Wand hit my balls.  I let out a cry, and tried to move my body, but I found out that it was impossible because of the way that Doreen had secured me to the cross.

The next jolt of electricity came across first one nipple, and then the other, and I could hear everyone in the room cheering Doreen on, as she tormented me with her Violet Wand.  Doreen ran the tip of the wand up and down my legs, across my chest, and up and down my bound arms.  It wasn’t long before I was fighting against my restraints, and begging her to stop, but the penis gag in my mouth muffled my pleas for mercy.

As if that was not bad enough, Doreen then snapped a pair of clamps onto my nipples.  As soon as I acclimated to the new pain caused by the clamps, she then hit both clamped nipples with jolts of electricity.  The metal of the clamps amplified the waves of electricity going into my nipples, and I wiggled and struggled to get out of the way of Doreen’s Violet Wand, but my efforts were to no avail.

Then even though I didn’t realize what was happening, I found out soon enough, when Doreen took the key to the Holy Trainer chastity tube, and unlocked the Magic Locker, releasing my cock from the cage.  The minute she took the cage off, my cock sprung out hard and erect.  For a few moments, it felt great to be released from the chastity tube, but the feelings of relief were soon replaced with torment, when Doreen started running the Violet Wand up and down the shaft, and over the tip of my cock, driving me crazy.

It took no time at all before my cock started spewing copious amounts of pre-cum from the jolts of electricity which were hitting it.  Doreen noticed what was happening, and pulled the penis gag out of my mouth.  She then ran the penis gag all over the tip of my cock, picking up the pre-cum which by now was hanging down in a long stream from my cock.

She pushed the cum-covered gag into my mouth and said “Here you are slave, you can suck on this.  If you are going to drip, then you are going to clean it all up.  I will not have you dripping cum onto the floor of my Dungeon!”

I had no choice but to suck the cum-covered gag clean, when Doreen secured it back into my mouth.  It was obvious from the cheering that I heard taking in place in the Dungeon that the guests liked the way that Doreen made me suck up my pre-cum.

Then I heard Doreen say to the crowd “It’s obvious that you all liked the way Thomas cleaned up his pre-cum.  Since it’s his retirement part, shall I let him come and give him a full serving of his cum to eat?”

Everyone immediately started clapping and saying “Yes, let’s see him eat his cum!”

The next thing I knew, Doreen got her Wahl vibrator, put a suction cup on the end of it, placed the cup over my cock, and turned the vibrator on.  Even though she had it set on a low speed, my cock immediately began pulsating, and I knew that it was not going to take very long at all before I had a release, since I was so aroused already by the torment I had endured from Doreen’s violet wand.

Doreen then pulled the clamps off of my nipples, and squeezed both of them very hard, while at the same time, she turned the vibrator up to full speed.  It took less than a minute for her to send me over the edge, as I experienced a tremendous orgasm.  I started shooting an enormous load of cum into the cup of her vibrator, and she held the cup tight against the tip of my cock until I was finished.

Doreen shut off the vibrator and held up the cup which was filled with my cum for everyone to see, saying “Wow, Thomas sure has a lot to eat, doesn’t he?”

Everyone liked the idea and started chanting “Make the slave lick it clean!”

Doreen then removed the penis gag from my mouth, and pushed the cum-filled cup into my mouth saying “Ok slave, you heard them.  I want to see you lick this cup totally clean!”

I swallowed all of the cum which fell into my mouth, and then I licked the cup until it was totally clean.  Doreen then showed everyone the clean empty cup.  I could hear everyone clapping and congratulating Doreen on the way she made me eat everything that came out of my cock.

At that point, Doreen left me bound to the cross, but removed the hood and blindfold so that I could see what was going to happen next, as she and Jessica then turned their attention back to Jonathan who was still hanging from the suspension bar in the middle of the Dungeon.

Jessica asked Doreen to lower the suspension bar all the way down, so that Jonathan could kneel on the floor.  When Doreen lowered the suspension bar, Jessica unhooked Jonathan’s wrist cuffs from the bar, and locked his wrists together in front of him, but left his ankles cuffed to the spreader bar.  She then ordered him down onto his knees on the floor.

Jessica placed a chair in front of Jonathan, and then sat down, and removed his blindfold and gag.  She then picked up the riding crop, laid it against his cock, and asked “Slave, have you ever worshipped a Mistress’s shoes?”

Jonathan in a very quiet tone said “No Mistress Jessica.  I have never done that”.

With a big smile, Jessica said “Well, my dear slave Jonathan, tonight will be a special night for you then.  You are going to clean every inch of my shoes with your tongue, and if I am not satisfied with the job that you do, I will just hook you back up to that suspension device and give you a sound whipping.  What do you think about that?"

Clearly with a lot of apprehension in his voice, Jonathan said “Please Mistress Jessica, I don’t want to be whipped anymore.  That was the first time in my life that I had ever been whipped, and I don’t know if I can take anymore”.

Jessica grabbed a hold of Jonathan’s nipples, and said “Well slave, then you better do an awesome job of cleaning my shoes, or you’ll be getting your second whipping tonight!”

Before Jonathan could even think about what she had said, Jessica pushed his head down to the tips of her shoes, and said “Get your tongue working on my shoes now!”

Jonathan obviously knew that he had no choice other than to do what Jessica had ordered him to do, so he began running his tongue over the tip of one of her red patent leather pumps.

Giving his ass a quick smack with her riding crop, Jessica said “Come on.  You can do better.  Show me how much you love my shoes.  Kiss and lick every inch of them!”

As everyone in the Dungeon watched, Jonathan began licking and kissing the tops and sides of each of Jessica’s pumps.  When he had licked every inch of both shoes, Jessica crossed her legs, and placed the stiletto heel of her right shoe next to Jonathan’s mouth, saying “Take my heel into your mouth.  Suck on it, and show me how much you love my heels!”

Jonathan took the stiletto heel into his mouth and sucked on it while Jessica pushed the full five inches of heel further into his mouth, and said “Don’t you dare put any teeth marks on my heels, or you will be very sorry!”

When she was satisfied with the job that Jonathan had done on her right shoe, she then re-crossed her legs, and slid the heel of her left shoe into Jonathan’s mouth, forcing him to worship it, just as he had done on the other pump.

Once Jonathan had totally sucked and worshipped her stiletto heels, Jessica told him that he could worship her nylon clad legs by planting affectionate kisses on them.  She pushed his head back down to her shoes, and said “Start at my ankles, and work your way slowly up my legs!”

Jonathan didn’t hesitate for a minute.  He immediately began planting kisses all over her ankles, and then, as instructed, he slowly worked his way up one of Jessica’s long beautiful legs.

When he reached the middle of her thigh and the bottom of her red leather mini-skirt, Jessica pushed his head back down to her shoes.  Jonathan then worked his way slowly up her other leg, worshipping it with his kisses.  By then it was obvious to everyone in the Dungeon that Jonathan was totally aroused, as evidenced by the erection of his sizable cock.

Jessica told him to hold his arms out.  When he did, she released one of his wrist cuffs, pulled his arms behind his back, and locked the wrist cuffs together behind his back.  Then she ran the tip of her riding crop up and down the shaft of his erect cock, and said “Jonathan my slave, it looks to me like you have gotten yourself very worked up worshipping my heels and legs.  That tells me that you have probably been a submissive all along, but you were afraid to admit it!”

Then Jessica spread her legs wide and showed Jonathan that she was not wearing any panties under her leather mini-skirt, and said “Would you also like to worship my pussy, and taste it while you’re on your knees?”

Jonathan didn’t have to think about his answer at all.  He quickly said “Oh yes Mistress Jessica.  I would love to worship your pussy”.

Jessica started to pull Jonathan’s head between her legs, and just before his face reached her pussy, she pushed his head away and said “No, not right now slave.  I don’t think that you’ve earned the right to do that yet.  Maybe if I decide to take you home with me tonight and use you some more, I might give you the chance to lick my pussy!”

Jessica then slapped Jonathan’s very erect cock with her riding crop and said to Doreen “We do have a problem here.  I can’t very well take this slave home with me in the condition he is in right now.  We have to do something about this hard cock to get it soft, and make sure that it doesn’t get hard again.  Do you have any ideas Mistress?”

With a big smile, Doreen said “Absolutely Mistress Jessica.  Give me a minute.  I know just what you need to solve that problem”.

Doreen went over to the refrigerator in the corner of the Dungeon, and took out an ice pack out of the freezer.  Then she went into the cabinet on the wall and got a black velvet bag which had a bow tied around it.  When Doreen returned to Jessica, everyone saw that in addition to the ice pack, she also handed Jessica the bag containing a new Bon4 Stainless Steel Chastity Tube.

As Jessica held up the Bon4 for everyone to see, Doreen said “It’s a present from me to our new Vice President of Sales, and newest Mistress at our Dungeon parties.  I am sure that you will get a lot of use out of it.  Right now seemed like the perfect time to give it to you!”

Smiling, Jessica said “Oh Doreen, thank you so much.  Yes, there’s no time better than right now for me to try it out!”

Jessica held the ice pack against Jonathan’s cock and balls.  He howled and squirmed, but she held the ice pack in place until his erection subsided.  She then started trying the different size stainless steel rings which were in the bag to see which one was the best fit to go around Jonathan’s balls.

When she decided on the next to smallest size ring, she closed it around his balls, and slipped the rivet pin through the holes in the ring.  She then tested it by trying to pull it off of Jonathan’s balls.  Pleased that it would not budge, she said “Now this is a nice tight fit.  There is no way slave that these balls of yours will work their way free”.

Jessica then slipped the stainless cage down over Jonathan’s flaccid cock, lined up the pins into the ring, and locked the chastity cage to the ring with a brass padlock.

Jonathan quickly became agitated as soon as he looked down and saw his cock locked up in the Bon4 chastity tube.  He fully realized that Jessica was very serious about taking him home with his cock locked up in the chastity tube.  He started protesting, and said “You can’t leave this thing locked on me.  I have to go to work tomorrow at the gym.  You need to take it off!”

A serious scowl came over Jessica’s face, and she picked up the riding crop, and smacked Jonathan’s ass very hard three times in succession, and said “Slave, don’t you dare tell me what I can and can’t do?  You are hardly in any position to get arrogant with me!”

Jessica then smacked Jonathan’s ass again with the riding crop and said “And this is for forgetting your manners again, and not addressing me properly!”

Jonathan immediately tried to placate Jessica by apologizing to her and saying that he was sorry for forgetting his manners, and for the tone of voice he used when he addressed her.

With a big smile, Jessica said “That’s nice slave, and I am glad that you are sorry.  However, you still are going to stay locked up in this chastity tube, and yes, you will have to go to work tomorrow wearing it, so I would start getting used to it right now!”

Jessica then released Jonathan’s ankle cuffs from the spreader bar, and told him to stand up.  Doreen then handed Jessica a leather leash, which Jessica snapped onto the collar around Jonathan’s neck.  Jessica then made Jonathan follow her as she led him around the Dungeon so that all of the guests could inspect his newly locked up cock and balls.

All of the guests congratulated Jessica on her new locked up possession, as she led Jonathan around the Dungeon on his leash.  Mistress Andrea went even further when they stopped in front of her.  She grabbed a hold of Jonathan’s balls, squeezed them tight, and said “Jessica, you got yourself a real prize here.  Look at that big cock of his straining against the chastity tube.  It won’t take long before he is suffering so much, that he will do anything you ask.  I might just have to borrow this slave from you some night after you get him trained properly!”

When Jessica had finished leading Jonathan all around the Dungeon, and all of the guests had inspected the new Bon4 Chastity Tube which was locked on his cock, Jessica led Jonathan over to the jail cell on the other side of the Dungeon, and pushed him into the cell, with his wrists still cuffed behind his back.  She had Doreen come over and lock the door of the jail cell, and then Jessica said “Jonathan my dear slave, you can just stay in there until I am ready to leave, and then I will come and get you, and take you home with me.  You might want to rest up while you have the chance, because I’m sure that you are going to get more of a work out later tonight!”

Doreen then came over to me, and said “Well Thomas, I guess I better get you locked back up again before I let you down off of that cross”.  She then worked on pushing my balls and cock through the ring of the Holy Trainer.  When she was content that my balls were properly contained by the ring, she slipped the cage of the HT2 over my cock, and locked everything back together again with the Magic Locker key which hung on her necklace.

Doreen then removed the leather straps which were secured around my body, and released me from the wrist and ankle cuffs.  Once I was freed from the cross, Doreen told me to kneel down in front of her.  She pushed my head down to her boots, and said “Now Thomas, why don’t you show all of our guests how grateful you are for the little party that I have given you tonight, and for the fact that I let you have a release.  You can show them how you worship my new boots, and make them shine!”

I quickly put my mouth and tongue to work licking and kissing Doreen’s new knee high leather boots.  I ran my tongue all over the top and sides of each boot.  I then lowered my body prone to the Dungeon floor so that I could lick every inch of her skyscraper heels.  I noticed out of the corner of my eye that I had an audience of guests who had circled around Doreen and me, and were watching intently as my mouth feverishly worked to make Doreen’s boots shine.

When Doreen was totally satisfied with the job that I had done cleaning her boots, she picked up a pair of handcuffs, and locked my wrists together behind my back.  She then led me over to the jail cell, opened the door, and pushed me inside of the cell where Jonathan was sitting on the concrete bed, helpless, also with his wrists cuffed behind his back, and she said “Thomas, you can just stay in here with Jonathan now.  I have guests to entertain, and I’ll be back for you later when my guests all leave”.

I couldn’t believe that Doreen would actually put me in the jail cell with Jonathan, knowing how much I despised him, for the part he had played in helping ruin my life over the last year.  After all, this was the man who had taken great pleasure in watching me suffer many indignities, while he indulged in every sexual pleasure imaginable with my wife.  I guess she figured that there was no way that we could get into a scuffle since both of us had our wrists handcuffed behind our backs.

The consolation I had at this point, was that it was now obvious that Doreen had tired of using Jonathan as her sex toy, and had given him to Jessica.  It was also very obvious that Jonathan was in for a lot of pain, suffering, and servitude, if in fact Jessica kept him as her slave.  Jonathan was in for a very rude awaking, because everyone could readily see that Jessica was not the type of woman who would tolerate anything from a male slave except one hundred percent submission and respect.  I smiled to myself knowing that it wouldn’t be long before Jonathan’s days as a hot-shot personal trainer jock would be over, and Jessica had reduced him to a sniveling submissive male crawling around licking her heels.

Since Doreen and Jessica were finished with their part of the party program, Doreen then announced that everyone else could start playing on the Dungeon furniture and toys.  While Jonathan and I sat there helpless in the jail cell watching, the rest of the Mistresses present began using their slaves for their fun and entertainment.

Mistress Janet bent her slave Paul over the spanking bench, and then cuffed his wrists to the front legs of the bench, and his ankles to the rear legs of the bench, causing his ass to stick up prominently in the air.  She took one of Doreen’s rattan canes off of the rack, and went to work punishing Paul’s ass until he had rows of welts on both of his cheeks.

She finally stopped punishing Paul’s ass, when Mistress Ashley came over to her, and said “I have a little proposal for you which should entertain the rest of the guests here”.

The two of them walked over to the corner of the Dungeon, where no one could hear their conversation.  I could see however, that Mistress Janet had a big smile on her face after she heard whatever it was, that Mistress Ashley proposed to her.  The two of them then returned back to the spanking bench where slave Paul was restrained.

As soon as I saw Doreen take a strap-on harness with an eight inch dildoe off of the wall rack, and hand it to Ashley, I knew that slave Paul was in trouble.  Sure enough, Doreen helped buckle the strap-on around Ashley’s waist, while Mistress Janet went over to Bob Spenser, and told him to strip naked.

Bob looked towards Ashley to see if she was going to say anything, and she did.  She frowned and said “You heard what Mistress Janet told you to do.  Why are you hesitating?  When a Mistress tells you to do something, you do it!”

Bob quickly removed all of his clothes, and when he stood there naked, Mistress Janet locked his wrists behind his back with a pair of handcuffs.  She then led him over to the spanking bench, and placed him in front of Paul.

At that point, Mistress Ashley poured some lube in between slave Paul’s ass cheeks, and also coated the dildoe generously with lube.  As soon as she pressed the strap-on dildoe up against Paul’s ass, Mistress Janet announced “Mistress Ashley is going to give my slave Paul a good screwing while he sucks her slave Bob’s cock!”

Everyone cheered and then gathered around to watch, as Mistress Ashley began pushing the eight inch dildoe into Paul’s ass, and at the same time, Mistress Janet pushed Bob’s cock into Paul’s mouth.

“Start sucking slave”, said Mistress Janet.  “I want to see you make this slave come in your mouth!”

Ashley continued working the dildoe into Paul’s ass, until he had finally taken all eight inches.  She then began sliding it in and out, and pounding his butt harder and harder, while she encouraged Paul to suck her slave’s cock faster and faster.

Paul was moaning from the pounding that Ashley was giving to him, but he did exactly what she had told him to do.  He sucked faster on the cock which Bob was sliding in and out of his mouth.  Bob couldn’t hold back any longer, and even though Mistress Ashley had not given him permission to come, he began shooting a constant stream of cum into slave Paul’s mouth.

At that point, Mistress Ashley stepped back and removed the dildoe from Paul’s ass, and he immediately hung his head down over the spanking bench, and Mistress Janet said “Make sure that you swallow every drop of that come slave!”

Mistress Ashley then looked at Bob, and said “I hope you know that you will be severely punished later by me for having a release without my permission.  But right now, you are going to reciprocate and repay Mistress Janet, for allowing you to have the privilege of coming in her slave’s mouth.

Mistress Ashley then released Paul from the wrist and ankle cuffs which had held him helpless to the spanking bench, and led him over to the St. Andrew’s Cross on the wall of the Dungeon.  Mistress Janet helped Ashley secure Paul into the wrist and ankle cuffs on the top and bottom of the cross, and then they summoned Bob over to the cross.

“Get on your knees slave”, Mistress Janet said to Bob.  “You can suck my slave’s cock now, and you better make him come fast, because I am going to whip you until he shoots his load into your mouth!”

It was now obvious what the deal was, that Mistress Ashley and Mistress Janet had agreed on earlier when they were talking in private, as Mistress Janet went over to the wall rack and picked out a Cat-Of-Nine-Tails whip.  Everyone in the Dungeon quickly gathered around the cross to watch what was going to happen.

Mistress Ashley ordered Bob to take Paul’s cock into his mouth, and at the same time, Mistress Janet brought her whip down hard upon Bob’s back, and said “The longer it takes you to make my slave come, the more lashes from the whip you will receive!”

Bob quickly began sucking on Paul’s cock, as the lashes from Mistress Janet’s whip began to hit his back.  Each stroke she delivered was harder than the previous one.  As everyone watched, Mistress Janet had soon made a neat row of red marks across Bob’s back, as he sucked Paul’s cock faster and faster.  Bob obviously hoped that he could make Paul come before Mistress Janet covered his body with whip marks, because by now, his back was covered with welts and he was really suffering.  Then Mistress Janet began attacking Bob’s ass with her whip.

Finally, Paul uttered the words which Bob was waiting to hear, when Paul said “Mistress, request permission to come”.

Mistress Janet said “Very good slave.  Yes, you may come, and I want you to fill this little slut’s mouth with lots of your cum!”

Paul didn’t hesitate.  He did just that.  He started shooting his cum into Bob’s mouth, and Mistress Ashley grabbed a hold of Bob’s head and held it up against Paul’s cock until Bob had swallowed every drop of cum which came out of Paul’s cock.

As Paul hung limp and spent on the cross, and Bob collapsed on the floor in front of him, everyone congratulated Mistress Ashley and Mistress Janet for the great entertainment which they had provided at their slave’s expense.

Ashley and Janet released Paul from the cuffs holding him to the cross, and locked his wrists behind him with a pair of handcuffs.  They then led both Paul and Bob over to the jail cell where Jonathan and I had been incarcerated all during the latest proceeding.

Doreen unlocked the door of the jail cell, so that Paul and Bob could be ushered inside of the four foot wide by six foot deep jail cell to join Jonathan and me.  As Ashley started taking pictures of the four of us in the jail cell, Doreen, with a big smile on her face said, “What a picture.  Four lowly slaves, all handcuffed and all locked up in my jail cell.  How priceless!”

As the four of us stood there, handcuffed helplessly in the jail cell, Doreen said “Now don’t you all get into any trouble.  We’ll be back later to get you.  Right now, all us Mistresses are going to go upstairs to have a drink, and see how good Mistress Andrea’s female slave Joy is at pleasuring women with her mouth!”

Over the next two hours as I sat there in the jail cell incarcerated with the other three slaves, I could hear moaning and sounds, which got very loud at times, coming from upstairs which indicated that Doreen and the other Mistresses obviously were taking their pleasure using Mistress Andrea’s beautiful slave Joy.

Listening to the sounds of pleasure which were being emitted by the Mistresses upstairs, and picturing in my mind how Mistress Andrea’s slave Joy was up there giving oral pleasure to all of the Mistresses, caused my cock to start to get hard.  The tight HT2 chastity tube which I was wearing immediately got very uncomfortable.

I looked over at Jonathan, and I could see that he, also was in the same predicament as me.  His cock, locked in the Bon4 was straining against the stainless steel bars of the device.  Needless to say, Bob and Paul’s cocks, which were not locked up in chastity devices were very hard and erect, even though they both had just recently been given releases by their Mistress.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, I heard the sound of high heels coming down the steps, and then I saw Mistress Ashley, Mistress Jessica, and Mistress Janet all accompanied by Doreen come over to the jail cell.  Doreen unlocked the door of the jail cell, and Jonathan, Paul, and Bob were ordered to come out.

Doreen told me to stay in the cell, and said “I’ll deal with you later after everyone leaves”, and she relocked the door of the jail cell.  As I watched, the handcuffs were removed from Paul, Jonathan, and Bob, and they were all told to go get dressed so that they could leave.

As Jonathan was getting his clothes back on, Jessica said to him “So, did you like how Mistress Ashley and Mistress Janet made their slaves suck each other off?”

When Jonathan didn’t say anything, Jessica said “Maybe next time we come to a party, I’ll have you give a blow job to one of the male slaves!”

It was very obvious from the look on Jonathan’s face that he definitely did not like that idea at all, and I am sure he started worrying about whether or not Jessica was serious.

When all of the slaves were dressed, they accompanied their Mistresses back upstairs, followed by Doreen, and I was left by myself handcuffed in the jail cell.  I could tell by the sounds upstairs that everyone was leaving, and soon it became very quiet.

After about a half hour, I heard the sound of Doreen’s high heels coming down the steps.  I noticed that she was carrying a blanket and a pillow, as she came over and unlocked the jail cell.  She laid the blanket and pillow down on the concrete bed, and said “Thomas, I am going to take the handcuffs off of you so that we can give your arms a rest tonight, however, you can sleep here in the jail cell tonight, instead of my bedroom, since you had the audacity earlier to question me about the fact that I invited Jonathan to the party!”

I quickly tried once again to apologize to Doreen.  I told her that I was sorry that I even mentioned it, but my attempts were immediately rebuffed, when she said “Thomas, don’t even try to apologize.  It’s too late.  You obviously did not give me the benefit of the doubt about what I was doing and what my intentions were when I invited Jonathan to the party”.

Since it was obvious to me that my attempts at apologizing to Doreen were fruitless, I said “Well Mistress, I guess it was kind of ironic and lucky how things turned out.  You wanted to give Jessica a chance to train Jonathan as her slave, and as things turned out, she pulled Jonathan’s name out of the bowl just as you had hoped”.

With a big smile, Doreen said “No Thomas, it was not ironic or lucky that Jessica pulled Jonathan’s name out of the bowl.  I don’t leave things up to chance, when I want something to happen.  All of the slips in the bowl had Jonathan’s name on them.  I was the only one who knew that however.  Jonathan was the only one who she could have gotten tonight for our little slave training exhibition thanks to me.  Jessica got her wish about having an opportunity to turn Jonathan into a slave, and I got rid of him, just as I planned!”

Doreen then turned and headed back up the stairs, shut off the lights in the basement, and left me locked in the jail cell in total darkness to spend the night sleeping on a concrete bed.


A Busy Sunday

I had a terrible time trying to sleep on the hard concrete bed in Doreen’s jail cell, even with the pillow and blanket which she had given to me.  I would doze off for a while, and then wake back up when my back would start hurting from sleeping on the hard surface, or I would get cold since the basement was kept cooler than the upstairs, and I was wearing nothing but my slave collar and chastity tube.  In the dark windowless basement, I had no idea as to what time it was, and whether it was still Saturday night or whether Sunday had arrived.  As I laid there awake, I finally heard Doreen’s footsteps as she came down the stairs to the basement.

Doreen unlocked the jail cell, and said “Time to get up Thomas, my slave.  You have quite a mess from last night’s party to clean upstairs, so you need to go get yourself cleaned up, and then start cleaning the house.

I followed Doreen back up the steps to the kitchen where I saw that she had a cup of coffee on the counter.  I said “Mistress Doreen, would it be alright with you if I made myself a cup of coffee before I got in the shower?”

Doreen said “Yes Thomas, you may make yourself a cup of coffee.  Just don’t linger around too long before you get into the shower.  I have a lot of things which I need you to do today for me”.

I thanked her, and began brewing myself a cup of coffee, then with some hesitation, I asked “Mistress, would it be alright with you if I put on some clothes after I take my shower before I start cleaning the house?”

With a big smile, Doreen said “Thomas, I’ve already taken care of that for you.  I laid out the items on your bed in the guest bedroom which I want you to wear today while you are cleaning the house and doing the other chores which you will be doing!”

Doreen’s comment caused me to immediately become apprehensive, and I wondered what items of clothing she planned on having me wear while I cleaned the house.  When I got out of the shower, and went into the guest bedroom, my worst fears were confirmed.  There lying on the bed, I found a frilly black and white apron, a pair of black panties, a black lacy garter belt, a pair of black fishnet stockings, and a pair of black high heel strappy sandals.

It was very obvious to me that Doreen wanted me to be dressed somewhat like a maid while I worked around the house.  As I looked at the outfit lying on the bed, it reminded me of the time last year that Ashley had dressed me up as her maid, and had me serving her guests at a Halloween party held at her condo.  The memories of that party unfortunately were not good for me, because of the indignities I suffered at the hands of Ashley’s guests.

I debated whether or not I should implore Doreen to allow me to work around the house without having to wear the outfit she had laid out for me.  I quickly decided against saying anything to her because I felt like Doreen was probably testing me to see if I truly was going to be subservient and obedient to her.  I really did want to earn my way back into Doreen’s good graces, so to say anything else, after my miscue about Jonathan the night before, would upset her and be counterproductive.

I put on the garter belt, and carefully worked the stockings up each of my legs.  Attaching the stockings to the garters was somewhat difficult, but I eventually had them all attached properly.  I then stepped into the silk panties, and pulled them up my legs, and up over my chastity tube.  They fit very tightly, and there was an obvious bulge in the front caused by my chastity tube.

I tied the strings of the apron around my waist, and I was glad that the apron, which came down to the middle of my thighs, provided some modicum of modesty.  I then slipped each of my feet into the high heel sandals, buckled the straps on both of them, and stood up.  I took very small steps, balancing myself while I walked around the room, getting myself once again used to walking in a pair of high heels.

I slowly walked into the kitchen, and found Doreen waiting there for me.  She smiled, and said “Well Thomas, how do you like the items that I purchased for you?”

I told her that I thought everything was very nice quality, and I thanked her for buying them for me.

“Oh, you are very welcomed”, she said “I also bought you a beautiful French Maid’s dress, but I am saving that for when I have guests over to the house, and then you can dress up and wait on my friends!”

Doreen then handed me a sheet of paper and said, “In addition to cleaning up everything from last night’s party, I need you to also take care of the things which I have listed here.  Ashley and I are meeting for breakfast, and then we are going over to the Kensington Antique Row.  Please make sure that you have everything on my list taken care of before I get home this afternoon!”

As Doreen headed out to the garage, she said “Oh, and Thomas don’t even think about removing your high heels while you work.  I would not be happy if I came home and found that you were not wearing them!”

I looked at the list I held in my hand, and realized that I would really have to get moving, if I wanted to have everything done before Doreen returned, especially since I didn’t know what time in the afternoon she would be home.

I went to work, first cleaning up the party mess in the living room, bringing all the dirty dishes and glasses out to the kitchen, and then dusting and vacuuming the room.  I then turned my attention to cleaning up the kitchen, loading the dishwasher, wiping down all of the counters, and sweeping and mopping the floor.

It took me a lot longer to clean the two rooms than it should have, because I moved very slowly, walking in the high heels, and trying to keep my balance while I was carrying things back and forth.

I then realized that I had to take out all the bags of trash to the back yard where our trash cans were situated, and I was immediately filled with fear that one of our neighbors might see me, but I knew that I didn’t have a choice in the matter.  Luckily for me, no one was out in the adjacent yards to see me as I teetered in my high heels carrying the trash out to the cans.

I was satisfied that the house was restored to its pre-party condition, so I then began working my way down the list which Doreen had left with me.  There was a basket of clothes and bedding in the laundry room which she wanted washed, dried, and folded, so I got them into the washing machine, while I attacked the next item on her list.

Doreen had left her stockings, panties, and lingerie in a separate basket, with specific instructions as to how she wanted them soaked in warm water and Woolite, hand washed, and then hung to dry on the drying rack in the laundry room.  After the items had soaked for about ten minutes, I gently began washing each of her items by hand.  I found out quickly that being able to hold and touch those sexy items which had covered the intimate parts of Doreen’s body, made my cock get aroused, and my chastity tube soon became very tight.  By the time that I finished washing everything, and had hung all the items on the drying rack, I was very horny, and my cock was very uncomfortable locked in the chastity tube.

The next item on Doreen’s list indicated that she wanted me to water all of the plants in every room of the house.  As I went back and forth between filling the pitcher with water, and going up and down the stairs watering the plants, the erection in my chastity tube eventually subsided, but my feet and legs were absolutely killing me from the pain caused by the high heels.  I contemplated taking the high heel sandals off, so that I could get some relief, but I quickly decided against it, because I knew that I would be in serious trouble if Doreen came home and found me not working in the high heels.

Luckily for me, I didn’t take the shoes off.  While I was folding the clothes which I had taken out of the dryer, the doorbell rang.  I immediately panicked.  I tried to figure out what I was going to do.  I obviously did not want to go answer the front door dressed the way I was, and there was not enough time to go put some clothes on over what I was wearing.

I decided to just wait, and see if whoever was at the door would leave.  I knew it probably was not a delivery of any type since it was Sunday, and it was highly unlikely that anyone would be delivering something on Sunday.  While I stood there waiting to see if the person or persons would leave, the doorbell rang again, only this time, it rang three times in succession.

I worked my way down to the foyer, and looked out through one of the small side windows in the front door, and realized that I was in trouble.  Standing there on the front porch was Jessica O’Neil, and she was holding a plant in her hands.

Just then, she started banging on the front door and said “Thomas, I know that you are home.  Open up the Damm door!”

Sheepishly, I opened the front door, and Jessica marched into the foyer.  She appeared to be very agitated, and said “Damm you Thomas.  I knew that you were home because I called Doreen on her cell phone to let her know that I wanted to drop off something to thank her for what she did for me last night”.  She shoved a large plant into my hands, and then said “Doreen told me that she wouldn’t be home, but that I could stop by, and leave it with you.”

I quickly apologized to Jessica for making her ring the bell so many times and bang on the front door.  Then, all of a sudden, her composure changed, and she began laughing.

“Well, I can see why you didn’t want to answer the door Thomas”, she said “Don’t you look sweet in those stockings and high heels, with your little maid’s apron!”

Before I could say a word, Jessica pulled out her smartphone, and began snapping pictures of me standing there holding the plant, while I was dressed in only an apron, stockings, and high heel sandals.

I immediately begged her “Jessica, please don’t show those pictures to anyone!”

Not very happy with my request, she said “Thomas, did you forget?  It’s Mistress Jessica to you.  Now you will just have to worry about who sees the pictures.  I will send one to Doreen right away to show her that I did deliver the plant, and I just might have to let her know how difficult you made it for me!”

Before I could say a word, Jessica turned around, and left the house.  I stood there holding the plant she had delivered, and wondered what Doreen’s reaction was going to be, once Jessica told her what happened.

I placed the plant on the cocktail table in front of the living room couch, and then when I looked at the clock, I realized that it was almost 2 PM, so I hurried back to my task of folding the clothes, and hoped that I got everything done before Doreen returned home.

Fortunately for me, I successfully completed all of the tasks on the list which Doreen had left for me, and I had just finished cleaning the bathroom in her master bedroom, when she came through the door.

She was very pleased with the appearance of the house, and she actually complemented me on the job I had done cleaning up the house.  She then went into the laundry room, and saw her personal items hanging on the drying rack, and saw that all of the other laundry had been washed, dried, and folded, and said “Well Thomas it looks like you did a very nice job of taking care of the items on my list.  From now on, you should just plan on taking care of the laundry for us”.

With a somewhat devilish grin, she said “So Thomas, I understand that Jessica dropped by while I was out today, and I see the beautiful plant which she delivered.  How did her little visit go?”

I told Doreen exactly what happened.  How at first, I was afraid to answer the door, but that when I realized it was Jessica, I then let her in.

Doreen actually started laughing and said “I know.  Jessica called me to let me know that she delivered the plant, and she also sent me a picture of you holding the plant.  I think the picture is precious!”

Then, with a big smile, Doreen said “Thomas, you will just have to get used to answering the door, regardless of what you are wearing, when one of my friends comes to call on me.  You should be proud to let my friends know that you are now dedicated to serving me in any way which I should require.  You need to put your male ego aside, not worry about what people think about you, and only worry about what I want!”

I told Doreen that I understood what she was saying, and that I would work harder on only concentrating on pleasing her, because I sincerely wanted her to fully forgive me for my past mistakes.

“Good Thomas, I am glad to hear that”, she said.  Then she surprised me by saying “Now, I think we should go out and have a nice Sunday dinner, since the house is all cleaned, and the chores are completed”.

I was elated to hear Doreen say that, and I was just about to ask her if I could remove the clothes which I was wearing, so that I could get dressed to go out to dinner, when she must have read my mind, and said “Thomas, you can put the apron and the high heels away till the next time you are required to wear them.  When you get dressed, just put your shirt, slacks, and sports coat over your lingerie”.

I wasn’t very thrilled to hear that, but I knew better than to say anything, so I went to my room and got dressed.  I must say that wearing my pants over the garter belt, panties, and stockings felt very weird at first, but then I actually found myself getting aroused by the sensation of wearing the lingerie under my normal street clothes.  As the nylons rubbed against my pants, and the silk panties pressed against my chastity tube, I could feel my chastity tube getting very tight around my cock.

When I looked in the mirror after I was dressed, I realized that the stainless steel slave collar locked around my neck was very visible.  I mentioned it to Doreen, and I was pleasantly surprised by her response, when she said “Come over here Thomas, and I will remove the collar since we are going out in public”.

I appreciated the fact that she did not want me humiliated in public, and thank her profusely as she produced a small key and then unlocked and removed the collar.

Doreen then handed the slave collar to me, and said “Go put it on the kitchen counter.  As soon as you come back home, I will lock it back around your neck.  I never want you to forget who is in charge when you are in this house!”

Doreen said that she had a yearning for an Italian meal, so we went to II Porto in Gaithersburg for dinner.  She was in a great mood and we had a wonderful dinner.  I had the Shrimp Marinara which was outstanding, and Doreen had the Chicken Marsala, which she said was wonderful.

As we shared a bottle of Voga Pinot Grigio, Doreen told me about the treasures which she found earlier in the day at the Kensington Antique Row.  It was so nice just to be able to enjoy a wonderful meal with my beautiful wife.  Things felt so normal once again, even though I knew that I still had a long road ahead of me before Doreen would allow me to once again share her bed, and make love to her.

When we returned home from dinner, being true to her word, Doreen locked her slave collar back around my neck as soon as we entered the house.  She then told me to go into her bedroom, remove my street clothes, and wait by the side of the bed for her.

When she finally came into the bedroom, Doreen removed her dress and stripped down to only her thigh high stockings and high heels.  She sat on the end of the bed and said “Thomas, I’ve had a wonderful day so far.  Now I need my slave to give me a wonderful orgasm before I turn in for the night!”

As she spread her legs, I gladly pressed my mouth against her pussy, and began licking her clit up and down lovingly.  I worked my tongue in and out of her vagina slowly, while I sucked and nibbled on her clitoris.  After a few minutes of my oral worship, Doreen started moaning, grabbed my head and pulled it up against her pussy even tighter.  As her body rocked back and forth in sync with my tongue sliding in and out of her pussy, she said “Faster Thomas, Faster.  You have me so close!”

I increased the pressure of my sucking on her clit, and slid my tongue in and out of her pussy at an accelerated rate, as she requested.  A few minutes later, Doreen let out a loud cry as her whole body shook from the orgasm which she was enjoying.

As she regained her composure, she opened her legs, released my head from between her thighs, and said “Thank you slave.  That was just what I needed to sleep well tonight!”

Doreen then instructed me to get the blanket and pillow out from the bottom of her closet, and she had me place it on the floor at the end of her bed.  With a padlock, she secured the collar around my neck to the length of chain which was still attached to the end of the bed.  As she crawled into bed, she said “Sleep well Thomas.  You have a big day tomorrow!”


Marian’s Cooking Class

I awoke early Monday morning to find that Doreen was still sleeping soundly.  I had to lay there and wait for her to wake up since I could only move a few feet due to the chain connected to my slave collar which kept me teetered to the footboard of the bed.  While I was ready to get up and use the bathroom, I also was apprehensive about the day which lay ahead of me.  This was the day that I was supposed to start attending the cooking classes for which Doreen had registered me.

About fifteen minutes after I woke up, I heard Doreen stirring.  She got out of bed, looked down at me lying on the floor, chained to the bed, and said “Good morning Thomas.  I’ll be right with you”.

After Doreen had used the bathroom, she returned to me, holding a key in her hand.  She unlocked the chain which was attached to my slave collar, and allowed me to get up.  Then she climbed back into bed, clicked the remote to turn on the television, and said “Thomas, as soon as you finish in the bathroom, go make me a cup of coffee, and bring it back here to me.  I am just going to take it easy and watch the morning news shows for a while”.

I finished in the bathroom, went out to the kitchen and brewed a cup of coffee for Doreen, just the way she liked it.  When I brought it back into the bedroom to her, she said “Don’t forget Thomas.  You have your first cooking class this morning.  I left the information for you on the kitchen counter.  I would not be late for class, because I know Marian very well, and I know that she doesn’t like it when any of her students are late for class!”

I made myself a cup of coffee and looked at the sheet of paper that Doreen had left for me on the counter.  It showed the address for the cooking class and the agenda of what would be covered over the next two months of classes, which were held Monday, Wednesday, and Friday of each week.

As I drank my coffee, I couldn’t believe that I actually was being forced to attend cooking classes.  Then the more I thought about it, I tried to look at it in a different light, and to put a positive spin on the whole situation.  I thought that it might be interesting, and maybe even fun to take the classes.  After all, if I became a good cook, it would only work in my favor at making Doreen even happier about having me as her husband, catering to her needs.

When I finished my coffee, I went back into Doreen’s bedroom, and told her that I was ready to get into the shower, and asked her if it was alright for me to just put on normal clothes to go to the cooking classes.

Doreen laughed, and said “Thomas, over the coming months, I am sure that your definition of ‘normal clothes’ will change.  I left a new pair of pantyhose in the bathroom for you.  You may wear them under your street clothes when you go to cooking school today!”

I took my shower, and I put on the pantyhose which Doreen had laid out for me.  I then put on my shirt, pants, and a sports jacket, and told Doreen that I was ready to head to class, and asked her if she could remove the slave collar which was locked around my neck.

She got the key to the lock and unlocked the slave collar around my neck.  I placed the collar on the kitchen counter, and then I went out to the car, and made the short drive to Gaithersburg where the cooking classes were being held.

When I found the address which was listed on the piece of paper which Doreen had given to me, I was surprised to see that it was a very large Victorian home near Montgomery Village.  I parked in the lot behind the house, where there already were four cars parked, and then I walked around to the front of the house, and rang the doorbell.

A very statuesque blonde about forty years old, clad in a tight and revealing dress with a plunging neckline answered the door, and said “Hi, I am Marian Connor.  Welcome to my Cookology class.  You must be Doreen’s husband Thomas”.

I confirmed with her that yes, I was Thomas McMillan, and that I was there for the cooking class, and she said “Well, come on in.  I’ve never had a man in any of my classes before, so this should be interesting and fun for all of us!”

I wasn’t sure that I shared her sentiment, but I followed her into the house, and was led into the living room where three women were already sitting.  I noticed that Marian had set up the living room in a classroom style with binders, notepads and pens on chairs for all of the participants.

Over the next fifteen minutes, two more women arrived for the class, and then Marian announced “Ok everyone is here for the class today.  We have six student enrolled in this class, so I will get started”.

Before Marian reviewed the agenda for the class, she told everyone a little about her background, and her cooking credentials as a graduate of Johnson & Wales University.  She then asked all of the students to stand up and introduce themselves, and tell the class why they were taking the course in Cookology.

The five women, ranging in age from about thirty to fifty years old all stood up, one at a time, and gave a little history about themselves, and explained why they were taking the class.  The basic reason that each of them had enrolled in the class was so that they could become better cooks, and impress their husbands with the meals they prepared.

My turn came last, and as I stood and introduced myself, I could tell that the five women had their eyes focused on me intently trying to figure out why a male would enroll in a class which was primarily attended by married women.

I gave them my name, and told them that the reason that I was attending the class was so that I could take the meal preparation burden off of my wife, and prepare dishes for her which would not only appeal to her palate, but would also be memorable meals for her.  I explained that by taking the meal preparation burden off of my wife, I was giving her more time to explore other avenues of interest which appealed to her.

Everyone, including Marian thought that was an admirable reason, and they applauded me when I finished explaining why I was in class.  Then, with a smile, Marian added “I know your wife Doreen is very busy with the activities of our Art League, so I am sure that she will appreciate not having to worry about cooking meals”.

Marian then began reviewing the agenda for the class, and explained how we would learn the essentials of planning, budgeting, and cooking quick and healthy meals during this class.  She explained that we would also learn skills such as knife-handling, salad preparation, and oven braising methods.

Marian then went to a box on the floor, and said “Ok class, let’s get everyone an apron, and then we will move into the kitchen for our first training session.  The aprons are yours to keep, as a gift from me for attending the class.  Just make sure that you bring it to each class, and that your apron is always cleaned before each class”.

Marian started handing out the packages of new aprons, which had the logo of her cooking school embroidered on them.  I noticed that the aprons came in assorted colors.  One woman received a red apron, the next one got black, the next woman got blue, one woman got green, and one received a yellow apron.  I was very dismayed when I opened my package and found a pink apron.

I started to ask Marian if she had another color of apron which I could have, but before I even got the chance, she said “Ok gals, let’s get those aprons on, and get into the kitchen for our first lesson!”

I put the apron on, and followed Marian into the kitchen.  I may just have been very self-conscious, but I could swear that I heard a few of the women behind me snickering about my appearance wearing that pink apron, and I wondered if Marian specifically had given it to me because of something that Doreen had said to her.

The first session moved along rather quickly, as Marian educated us on all of the various measuring utensils, different types of knives and the intended purpose of each.  She explained the different uses for blenders, mixers, and food processors.  She showed us a variety of pots and pans, and then laid out an assortment of dishes, silverware, and glassware, while she explained the proper use for each in a meal setting.  Finally, she went over the basics of microwave cooking, cooking in a radar range, and baking in a conventional oven.

Before we left, Marian gave us material to study in preparation for the next class, and she also pointed out to us that in our binders we would find recipes for a number of soups, salads, entrees, and desserts.  We were told that we should start studying them.  At a later date, we would each be asked to design a complete four course meal which we would cook for our spouse as a graduation assignment.

As I headed home from my first cooking class, I felt that I had learned quite a few things which I previously did not know, about the proper cooking and presentation of a meal.

When I arrived home Doreen greeted me warmly and asked me how my first class had gone.  I gave her an overview of what Marian had covered in class, and showed her the binder containing the various recipes.  As she perused the different meal offerings, she said “Well, I’ll just have to pick out the four course meal which I want you to cook for me when the time comes!”

Doreen then noticed the pink apron, which I had failed to show her.  She held it up, and said “Oh, isn’t this adorable.  I think that you should definitely wear this apron whenever you are cooking for me!”

Her comment reinforced in my mind that my earlier thoughts that Doreen had something to do with Marian giving me the pink apron were properly correct.  As I picked up my materials and started walking away, Doreen picked up the slave collar which was sitting on the counter, held it up, and said “Thomas, did I not tell you that I want you to put your slave collar on as soon as you come into the house?”

I apologized to her for not putting on the collar as soon as I had entered the house, and promised her that next time I would not forget.  I placed the collar around my neck, and then stood there as Doreen locked it.  Then she said “You can also go take those street clothes off now, and just wear your pantyhose today.  As soon as you get out of those clothes, I have a job for you to do which will take a few hours!”

I was not very thrilled about having to shed my clothes, and once again having to work around the house wearing just female undergarments, but I knew that I would just have to get used to it.  It was obvious that Doreen did not want me wearing male attire in the house, and there was no way that I wanted to do anything which would upset her in any way.

When I had stripped down to just my pantyhose and chastity tube, I returned to Doreen to get my job assignment, and she said “Thomas, I have to run up to the office for a few hours.  Ashley has asked me to sit in on her afternoon staff meeting today”.

Then she added “While I am gone, I want you to go downstairs and totally clean the Dungeon.  I want every piece of equipment cleaned and sanitized.  I expect you to clean and sanitize every whip, every restraint, and every toy hanging on the racks down there.  Make sure that you scrub and sanitize the bed and the toilet in the jail cell.  I want all of the furniture in the Dungeon dusted and polished.  Then I want the floor of the Dungeon scrubbed and waxed”.

As Doreen headed out to the garage, she said “I’ll expect everything down in the Dungeon to be perfectly clean and look like new by the time I come home!”

I gathered up all of the cleaning supplies in a bucket, and headed downstairs, not realizing how time consuming and laborious the job was going to be.  I had to take every whip, every paddle, and hundreds of restraints off of the wall racks to clean and sanitize them.  Then I had to hang everything back up in the exact spot where Doreen expected to find them.  I had to get down on my hands and knees to clean inside of the large cage and to polish all the bars.  Next, I had to scrub and sanitize everything in the jail cell, and then dust all the eight foot high bars.

As it turned out, it took me almost three hours to clean and sanitize every implement and piece of furniture in the Dungeon.  I had scrubbed the floor on my hands and knees, and I was almost finished with waxing the Dungeon floor, when I heard the garage door open and Doreen arrive home.

When Doreen came down the stairs and saw me sweating profusely and covered with grime, she started laughing, and said “My dear slave, you look like a mess.  I don’t want to walk on the floor you just waxed.  It still looks wet, so I’ll check everything later to see how well you cleaned everything in my Dungeon, and to make sure that it’s ready for my next party”.

As she started back up the stairs to the kitchen, she said “When you’re finished there, put all your cleaning supplies away, and then go jump in the shower.  I’ll put some clean clothes on your bed for you!”

I finished up in the Dungeon, and went up to the bathroom and took a shower.  When I went into the guest bedroom, there lying on the bed were the items which Doreen laid out for me to wear.  Even though I had hoped that she would put some of my normal clothing out for me to wear, I wasn’t surprised when, instead, I found a pair of white silk panties, a pair of white thigh high stockings, and a pair of white patent leather pumps with four inch heels.

After I put on the items which Doreen had given to me, I carefully walked into the living room, making sure that I maintained my balance walking in the high heels.  I found Doreen sitting on the couch, reading a book. When she saw me, she said “Thomas, I think that you look wonderful in that outfit.  I did very well picking it out for you, don’t you think?  Now please go pour me a glass of White Zin, and bring it to me!”

I thanked Doreen for the compliment, and immediately went into the kitchen, where I opened up a new bottle of White Zinfandel, and poured a glass for Doreen.  As I carried it back into the living room, I walked extra slow in the heels, to make sure that I didn’t spill any wine on the carpet.  As I handed it to Doreen, she said “Thank you slave.  I would like a lite dinner tonight, so I think that I will have you just make a Chef’s Salad for us.  Why don’t you go do that now, and let me know when dinner is ready!”

I went into the kitchen to prepare dinner for Doreen, but I realized that I wasn’t sure of what went into a Chef’s Salad, and I didn’t want to disappoint Doreen by making it incorrectly.  Fortunately for me, there was a recipe for Chef’s Salad in the binder which Marian had given us in class.

I put a couple of eggs in water to make the hard boiled eggs which I needed for the recipe, and while they were cooking, I cut up the Swiss cheese, ham, chicken, and lettuce.  When the eggs were ready, I cooled them down by running them under cold water, cut them into wedges, and then began assembling two salads with a vinaigrette dressing.

When I told Doreen that the salads were ready, she came into the kitchen, looked at them, and said “They look very nice Thomas, I think that you are probably going to be a better cook than Isabel was.  I think that I made the right decision of letting her go, and having you take over responsibility for our meals”.

I pulled out the chair for Doreen, placed her salad in front of her, and refilled her wine glass.  She then gave me permission to sit down, and while we enjoyed our salads, she filled me in on what had taken place at the staff meeting at what used to be my company.

She told me that the prototype of the new battery charger which Bob, the Engineering Director had been testing with a few clients, appeared to be very successful, and the clients were very pleased with the results.  At the staff meeting, Ashley gave the go ahead to begin full scale production on the battery charger, and instructed the Marketing Department to develop the roll out campaign.

As I listened to Doreen recap what took place at the staff meeting, I realized that this new product could be another big boost for the already growing sales at Advanced Electronics.  While I was glad that the company was doing so well under Ashley’s direction, I was also sad that I would no longer be there to share in the excitement of the company’s success.

The expression on my face must have conveyed my feelings to Doreen and she said “Thomas, you don’t seem very excited to hear that the project you started is now going to be a reality, and will only add to the company’s sales”.

I quickly told Doreen that I was excited to hear the good news, but that I was sad that I would not be there to share in the benefits of the product roll out.

My comment seemed to agitate Doreen a little bit, and she said “Thomas, you should be thankful that Ashley is doing so well running the company, and that sales keep growing year by year.  You are also getting the benefit because of Ashley’s work, the value of your thirty nine percent share in the company is increasing every day”.

Then with a smile, she said “Now that you are retired from the company, the only thing that you need to worry about is serving me, and taking care of my needs day and night!”

When we finished our meal, I started clearing off the table, and Doreen said “And speaking of my needs, I have a desire to feel a cock inside of me tonight instead of your tongue.  So after you get the kitchen cleaned up, come on in to my bedroom!”

I was ecstatic to hear those words from Doreen.  I couldn’t believe my own ears.  It had been almost a year and a half since the last time that Doreen had allowed me to make love to her.  As I thought about being allowed to put my cock into her warm and beautiful pussy once again, I became hard immediately, and my chastity tube became very tight and uncomfortable.

I cleaned up the dishes and kitchen in record time, and then went down the hall to Doreen’s bedroom.  The door was closed, so I knocked on the door, and Doreen said “You may come in slave!”

When I entered the bedroom, there standing before me was a vision of pure dominance and beauty.  Doreen was wearing a black leather bustier, which pushed up and accentuated her beautiful breasts.  A black leather garter belt, which framed her perfectly shaved pussy, held up a pair of black fishnet stockings on her long gorgeous legs.  As I stared at the wonderful sight in front of my eyes, Doreen looked much taller than normal because she was wearing a pair of black patent leather pumps with heels that had to be at least five inches high.

As soon as Doreen saw me, she said “Come on in here slave.  Take those panties off, and get down on your knees, and show me how much you like my outfit!”

I didn’t have to be told twice.  I quickly slid the panties down over my legs, got down on my knees, and crawled over to where Doreen was standing.  I brought my mouth down to the tips of her pumps, and began kissing and licking them.

I licked every inch of both of her shoes, and planted kisses all over them.  Doreen then sat down on the end of the bed, lifted one of her pumps and said “Suck my heel slave.  Show me how much you want to please me!”

I took the stiletto heel into my mouth and lovingly sucked on it.  As I sucked, Doreen pushed the heel all the way into my mouth until it hit my throat.  I sucked and licked her heel until she was satisfied with the job I had done.  Then she removed the heel from my mouth, lowered her foot, and then slide her other heel into my mouth, so that I could also worship that one.  As I sucked on Doreen’s heels, and thought about making love to her once again, I got totally aroused, and my cock tried to grow, but was met by the confines of the chastity tube.

Satisfied with the way that her pumps shined, Doreen then said “Place your hands out in front of you slave!”

When I did, Doreen slapped a pair of handcuffs onto me, and locked my wrists together.  She then led me around to the other side of the bed.  She pushed me down onto the bed on my back, and said “Are you ready to give me that cock that I need?”

Barely able to contain my excitement, I said “Oh yes Mistress Doreen.  I’ll give you all the pleasure that you want”.

Doreen then pulled my arms up over my head, and she tied the handcuffs to the headboard of the bed, restraining me helplessly on my back.  She then went and got the key to the Magic Locker on my chastity tube.  She unlocked the HT2, pulled off the cage, and my cock sprang straight up, totally excited, and ready to make love to my wife.

Doreen ran her hand over my erect cock teasingly, and said “I think that I’ll just leave the ring around your cock and balls, so that it will be a lot easier for me to lock you back up again later”.

At that point, I didn’t care at all that she was leaving the ring around my cock and balls.  I was so excited, and I just couldn’t wait to slip my cock into her beautiful pussy.

Doreen then went over to her nightstand to get something out of the drawer.  When she returned to me, I immediately felt like all of my anticipation and excitement had suddenly ran into a brick wall.  Doreen held up a device which had a thick penis gag on one side of it, and a large, thick rubber cock on the other side of it.

Before I could even say a word, Doreen pushed the penis gag into my mouth, pulled the straps around my head, and tightly buckled it.  As I laid there looking up, I saw an eight inch, thick rubber cock protruding from my mouth.

Doreen climbed up onto the bed, and straddled my face.  Her beautiful pussy hung over my face, and her wonderful scent invaded my nostrils.  Then she began sliding her pussy down over the rubber cock which was attached to my penis gag.

“Ok slave”, she said “Start working your head, and give me the screwing I need.  I want to feel the cock all the way up into my pussy!”

There was nothing that I could do at that point, other than raise and lower my head.  With each movement of my head, the rubber cock pushed deeper into Doreen’s pussy, and she started moaning, and telling me to speed up the thrusts.

I worked my head up and down faster and faster, and Doreen’s cries got louder and louder.  Finally, she screamed “Oh yes, that’s it.  Make me come with your big cock!”  She then pressed her pussy down over my face, and just sat there for a long time as an explosive orgasm overtook her entire body.

When Doreen finally recovered from her orgasm, she climbed off of me, and unbuckled the penis gag/dildoe, and removed it from my mouth.  She immediately slipped her tongue into my mouth, and gave me a long hot passionate kiss, and then said “Thank you slave.  That was just what I needed tonight!
 

I then hoped that Doreen would turn her attention to my very excited, very erect cock.  When she did, however, she noticed the pre-cum which was leaking from my cock, and she ran her fingers over it, and then pushed her fingers into my mouth, and said “Thomas, it looks like you got very excited pleasing me.  Here lick your cum off of my fingers, and make sure that you get it all!”

I sucked on her fingers, licking my pre-cum off of them, and then said “Mistress Doreen, am I going to get a chance to make love to you tonight?”

Doreen laughed and said “Thomas, you just did.  I told you that I needed a cock tonight, and you gave one to me.  I am perfectly satisfied right now”.

Then, picking up the cage of the HT2, Doreen said “We just need to get this other cock of yours locked back up in its chastity tube”.

I was almost in tears, as I started begging and imploring Doreen not to lock me back up yet.  “Please Mistress, let me put my cock in your pussy.  Please Mistress, it has been so long.  Let me please you!”

Doreen ignored my pleas, forced the cage back over my semi hard cock, and connected it to the ring using the Magic Locker.  Then she said “Thomas, don’t be silly.  You already pleased me tonight.  There’s nothing that this little locked up cock of yours can do for me now that I’ve been satisfied by that big cock!”

Doreen then untied the rope which held my handcuffs to the headboard of the bed.  She then locked my handcuffed wrists to the ring on the front of my slave collar, and said “You did such a good job of pleasing me tonight, that I am going to allow you to sleep in bed with me, instead of having to sleep on the floor”.

As I laid there with my wrists helplessly cuffed to my slave collar, Doreen then removed all of her clothes, and totally naked, climbed into bed next to me.  I knew that I was in for a very long frustrating night, trying to sleep next to my hot beautiful naked wife while my cock strained against the confines of the chastity tube.

My Life As A Slave

The next month was a very busy one in my life, and also in Doreen’s.  I attended Marian’s cooking classes three times a week, and quite honestly, I was very proud of myself because of how well I did in learning the material, and progressing in my cooking skills.  I was actually cooking meals for Doreen everyday which she really liked.  She congratulated me each time I laid out another culinary delight in front of her.  She kept telling me that after I graduated, she was going to invite all of her girlfriends over to the house, and I would not only cook them a meal, but I would also wait on them, dressed in a full maid’s outfit.

While I attended cooking classes, Doreen became more and more involved with the fund raising projects for the Art League.  It seemed like she was always going to an event in Maryland or DC, which was intended to raise money for a fledging artist, or to finance a tour for an art exhibition.

From my perspective, things at home were going very well, and my relationship with Doreen seemed to be improving more and more each day.

I knew my place in her life, and I had begun to accept the responsibilities which Doreen had put on me.  Not a week went by without me doing the laundry, and paying special attention to the hand washing of her intimate clothing items.  I also settled into a schedule whereby I got the entire house dusted, vacuumed, and cleaned twice a week, so that things would always measure up to her standards.

In addition to those weekly obligations, I made sure that I prepared a weekly meal menu, and presented it to Doreen for her approval.  She complimented me constantly over the progress I was making as a cook, and challenged me to include even more difficult meals into our menu rotation.

One of the major changes which Doreen initiated and implemented into our lifestyle during this time was the “weekly punishment night”, which took place down in her Dungeon one night a week.  Throughout the week, Doreen would make note of anything I said or did, which she did not like.  She normally would not say anything to me at the time of the offense, but she would record my transgression in her own mental or written log.

Then, one night each week, I would be led down into her Dungeon.  I would be bound to either the cross, the spanking bench, or the overhead suspension system, and Doreen would punish me with her whips, paddles, and canes for the things that I had done during the preceding week which caused her to be either upset or disappointed with my performance as her slave/husband.

While, at first, I did not enjoy being subjected to her harsh physical punishment (I especially feared her when she used her rattan cane on my butt), I must admit that her regime of corrective discipline did help me to avoid making the same mistakes in the weeks following the punishment which I had received.  I must also admit that I soon discovered that being disciplined by Doreen became more and more of a sexual turn on for me.  While I may have told her that I didn’t like being whipped or caned, my cock always gave me away, because it would fight against the confines of the chastity tube as it got hard, and a steady stream of pre-cum would appear as soon as Doreen starting administering corporal punishment.

As I made fewer mistakes during the week, and continued to work on serving Doreen as best as I could, she reciprocated by becoming more compassionate and more concerned about my physical needs.

If I went a whole week without disobeying or disappointing her in any manner whatsoever, she would remove my chastity tube one night that week, and either masturbate me to an orgasm, or handcuff my hands in front of me and allow me to masturbate myself onto the tops of her gorgeous black high heel boots.  I was very appreciative that she allowed me the release, even though, I was always required to lick up every drop of cum which came out of my cock.

Also on many of those nights when she allowed me to have a release, she would give me an additional treat by allowing me to sleep in bed with her, instead of sleeping on the floor chained to the footboard of the bed.  She always insisted, however, that if I slept in bed with her, my wrists were either locked to the front of my slave collar, or restrained over my head to the headboard of the bed.

When I reached the last week of my cooking class, I was required to submit to Marian the details of the meal which I would cook to graduate.  Doreen reviewed all the food selections in my binder, and told me that she wanted me to prepare a meal which consisted of Lobster Bisque, a Spinach and Arugula Salad, Braised Chicken with caramelized onions and peppers, and Macerated Berries with chocolate crème for dessert.

At first, I was very apprehensive about the menu selection which Doreen had made, but then when I calmed down, I decided that I could prepare it if I followed my recipe instructions, and took my time.  I submitted the menu to Marian, but I was not prepared at all for the reaction I got from her, when she said “Thomas, I think that your choice of menu selection for your graduation assignment is absolutely excellent.  In fact, your wife Doreen called me, and told me what you were going to prepare for your graduation dinner, and asked me if I and my husband could join you at your home for the meal.  I think that is a wonderful idea, and we will be there to partake of the meal you prepare, and decide if it fulfills your graduation requirements”.

After checking Doreen and Marian’s schedules, we decided that I would prepare the graduation meal the following Friday night at our house.  I was a nervous wreck as I checked and double checked to make sure that I had all of the ingredients for the meal, and that I understood all of the cooking instructions.

Doreen and Marian had told me that I should plan on serving dinner at 5 PM, so I began putting the meal together in the kitchen at 3 PM.  Doreen had advised me that Marian liked to drink White Merlot, so I had a bottle chilling prior to her arrival at our home.

Doreen allowed me to dress casually for the dinner, so I was allowed to wear a shirt and a pair of slacks for our dinner, however, she told me that I must wear the pink apron which Marian had given me in class.  When I mentioned to her that my slave collar was visible with my open shirt collar, she said “Don’t worry about it tonight Thomas.  Marian will probably make her husband also wear his slave collar!”

Her comment caught me off guard, but then it sort of confirmed the feeling which I had about Marian all along.  Throughout the weeks of class, her manner of dress and her demeanor had me thinking that she was probably very dominant at home, and was also probably in control of her husband.

Doreen then went into her bedroom and got dressed so that she could be ready before our guests arrived.  When she came back out to the living room, she looked absolutely awesome.  Doreen was wearing a sheer white blouse with three quarter length sleeves.  The blouse had a plunging neckline which exposed a good portion of her beautiful breasts.  She was also wearing a pair of very tight black leather pants, and her black knee high leather boots with skyscraper stiletto heels.

Sure enough, when the doorbell rang at 4 PM, I made my way to the front door to answer it, and it was Marian and her husband arriving early, so that Marian and Doreen could socialize for a while before our dinner.  My eyes just about popped out of my head when I saw my teacher.  Marian was wearing a very short, very tight red leather dress, which, quite honestly, displayed most of her abundant breasts.

Her long legs were clad in black stockings, and she towered above me in the red leather pumps with stiletto heels which she wore.

Her husband John stood behind her, and appeared to be quite a few inches shorter than her, but that may have been because of the high stiletto heels which she was wearing.  John appeared to be in his late forties or early fifties.  The one thing I noticed right away because the collar of his shirt was open, was that he was also wearing some type of metal collar around his neck.

I welcomed Marian and her husband to our home, and led her into the living room where Doreen was sitting on the couch.  I quickly asked both of them if they would like a drink, and Doreen told me to go pour a glass of White Merlot for her and Marian, and she asked Marian if it was alright with her if she sent John into the kitchen to help me set the table, and present the meal.

Marian laughed, and said “Absolutely!  John is at your service tonight for anything you need done.  That will also give us a chance to talk while he helps Thomas get dinner ready!"

I went into the kitchen, opened up the bottle of White Merlot, and poured a glass for Doreen and Marian.  I brought the wine back to them in the living room, and then retired to the kitchen to finish working on our dinner.  While I worked on the meal, I laid out all of the dinnerware and silverware so that John could set the dining room table.

Right before 5 PM, I went into the living room and notified Doreen and Marian that I was ready to serve dinner in the dining room.  Doreen smiled, and said “Thank you very much Thomas.  Marian and I will be right there.  We’ve had a chance to have a very interesting chat about you and John, and discuss our ‘after dinner’ activities”.

I was a little unnerved by Doreen’s comment since I thought that Marian was only coming over to sample the dinner, and decide if my cooking measured up to her graduation requirements.  I didn’t realize that she and Doreen would also be planning some extracurricular activities after dinner.

Anyway, when everyone was seated, I brought out the home made Lobster Bisque and garlic bread, and served it.  I then picked up the bottle of White Merlot, and refilled Doreen and Marian’s wine glass.  Doreen said that I also could have a glass of wine, and she asked Marian if it would be alright for me to pour a glass for John also.  Marian said that it would be perfectly fine with her for John to have a glass of wine with his dinner, so I filled John’s wine glass also.

As everyone began eating the Lobster Bisque, I held my breath, waiting to hear what my teacher’s verdict would be on my creation.  Doreen said that the Bisque was wonderful, and John quickly agreed with her. Then Marian said “Thomas, I think you did a great job with the Lobster Bisque.  My only criticism would be that I think you put too my tabasco sauce in it.  Overall though, I will give you a passing grade on the Bisque!”

I breathed a sigh of relief, and then went out to the kitchen to get the Spinach and Arugula Salads.  I laid them down in front of everyone, and then sat down to eat mine, and await the comments which I knew where sure to come.

Everyone began eating their salads, and I was encouraged by the fact that no one said anything, but instead seemed to devour the salad on their plate.  Finally, Marian spoke up and said “Thomas, your salad was almost perfect.  If you would have garnished it with hazelnuts, I would have said that it was a perfect salad.  However, I have to give you a passing grade on the salad for taste and overall presentation”.

I obviously was very pleased to hear Marian say that she had given me a passing grade on the salad as well as the Lobster Bisque, but I knew that the two toughest dishes were yet to be presented.  I went out to the kitchen and laid out the Braised Chicken with caramelized onions and peppers on the plates, presented them to Marian, Doreen, and John, and then went back into the kitchen and made myself a plate.

Everyone dug into the meal which I had placed in front of them, and I was happy to see smiles on everyone’s face as they partook of the chicken entree.  As I sampled the food on my own plate, I had to congratulate myself on having successfully prepared a rather complicated meal.

Just as I had finished patting myself on the back for the way that the entrée had turned out, Marian said “Thomas, I think that the polenta is a little too thick.  Next time you prepare this dish, I would use a little more water”.

I thanked her for her constructive criticism, and waited to see what her overall evaluation of the meal would be.  I didn’t have to wait long, before Marian said “I have to give you credit Thomas.  Most new cooking students would never have prepared this difficult meal so well.  Right now, you are three for three on the food which you have presented”.

I went into the kitchen to prepare and assemble the Macerated Berries with Chocolate Crème for dessert, knowing that this was the last and the most critical offering which I would present to Marian and Doreen.

I then brought out the desserts and placed them in front of everyone to start enjoying, while I went back into the kitchen and made one for myself.

When I sat down, and was ready to taste my dessert, Marian said “Thomas, did you forget to put something on this dessert?”

I knew what she was referring to, and I quickly said “I am so sorry.  When I went shopping for this meal, I forgot to buy fresh mint leaves”.

With a frown, Marian said “And did you think that I wouldn’t notice your omission?”

I became very apologetic, and said “No, I didn’t think that at all.  It’s just that by the time that I realized that I forgot the fresh mint leaves, it was too late for me to go back out to a store and get them.  Please forgive me”.

Marian didn’t say another word, but the look that Doreen gave to me, told me that I was in trouble for embarrassing her in front of her friend.

Overall, things actually turned out better than I thought they would after the dessert mishap.  As I served coffee, Marian said “Thomas, I would like to tell you that you officially graduated my cooking program.  I gave you a 90% score on your final exam tonight!”

I thanked Marian, and felt like a tremendous load had been lifted from my shoulders.  I just hoped that Doreen would be happy with my performance in preparing and serving the meal.

After I refilled Marian and Doreen’s coffee cups, I began clearing the table.  Marian immediately stopped me, and said “Thomas, my slave John will do that.  You cooked the meal, so John will clear the table and clean up the dishes and kitchen.

I was caught off guard when Marian referred to her husband as her slave, and it definitely confirmed the feelings that I had had about Marian, but I knew better than to say anything except “Thank You!”

Doreen quickly interjected herself into the conversation, and said “Thomas, that is Mistress Marian to you when you are not out in public!”

I immediately apologized and said “I am so sorry Mistress Marian.  Thank you for the consideration you gave to me”.

Marian smiled, and said “That’s quite alright Thomas.  Now if I was you, I’d go into the kitchen and make sure that my slave cleans up everything properly so that you do not get into trouble with your Mistress!”

I immediately followed John into the kitchen and watched him as he washed off the dishes, scrubbed the pans, and cleaned up the kitchen.  While we were in the kitchen, Marian and Doreen retired to the living room with a glass of wine and talked.

Once everything was cleaned up in the kitchen, I went into the living room, and notified Doreen that the dinner cleanup was finished.  She then totally surprised me by saying “Very good Thomas, Mistress Marian and I would now like you and slave John to go down to the Dungeon, take off all of your clothes, and wait for us on your knees there!”

Even though I was no longer surprised to hear Doreen refer to my cooking teacher as Mistress Marian, it then occurred to me that Doreen obviously had other motives when she invited Marian and her husband over for dinner, and I was probably going to find out what she had in mind very soon, down in the Dungeon.

John and I went down to the basement Dungeon, and removed our clothes, as Doreen had instructed.  When John removed all of his clothes, he stood there, looking just like me, wearing only a chastity tube and a stainless steel slave collar.  While I was wearing a Holy Trainer chastity tube, I noticed that John had a PA piercing, and was locked in a Lori’s chastity tube, similar to the ones that I had seen on the internet.

I started to ask John how long he had been locked up by Marian, and whether or not his chastity tube was uncomfortable, but my question was interrupted when I heard the sound of high heels coming down the steps to the basement.  John and I quickly got down onto our knees, just in time, as Doreen and Marian came into the Dungeon.

Doreen went over to the rack on the wall, and removed two pairs of locking leather cuffs, and two riding crops.  She cuffed and locked my wrists together in front of me, and then handed the other pair of leather cuffs, and one of the riding crops to Marian, who likewise, locked John’s wrists together in front of him.

Doreen went and got two chairs and placed them in front of John and me.  She sat down in front of John, and Marian sat down in front of me.  Doreen then said “Thomas, you may show Mistress Marian how grateful you are for the wonderful cooking training which she gave to you, by worshipping her heels with your mouth and tongue!”

As I crawled towards Mistress Marian, she said “John, while this slave is cleaning my shoes, you need to worship Mistress Doreen’s boots to thank her for the hospitality she has shown to you tonight by inviting you to dinner at her home!”

For at least the next half hour, John and I were kept on our knees, with me kissing and licking Marian’s red leather pumps, and John working his tongue and mouth all over Doreen’s black leather boots.  My mouth and tongue started to get tired after about fifteen minutes, and the intensity of my worship slowed down.  It must have become obvious to Mistress Marian, and she cracked her riding crop hard against my ass, and said “Thomas, I don’t remember giving you permission to slow down.  Get that tongue moving faster all over my shoes!”

A few minutes later, the same thing happened to John.  He must not have been licking Doreen’s boots as fast as she would have liked.  All it took was one crack of her riding crop across his ass, and he immediately started licking her boots feverishly.

In addition to my mouth and tongue getting very tired, my knees were really starting to kill me.  Kneeling on the hard Dungeon floor for so long started taking its toll, and I didn’t know how much longer I could kneel there worshipping Mistress Marian’s shoes.

Luckily for me and John, Doreen said “Mistress Marian, I think my boots and your shoes are shining very nicely.  Maybe we should put these slaves into a different position now.  What do you think?”

Smiling, Marian said “I agree with you totally Mistress Doreen.  I am sure that we can put them in a much more uncomfortable position!”

Doreen ordered John and me to stand up, and when we did, she took a hold of John’s chastity tube, and said “Mistress Marian, I just love your slave’s chastity tube and piercing.  I believe that I will just have to get one for Thomas”.

John and I were then led over to the middle of the Dungeon, and placed under the overhead suspension system, while Doreen lowered the suspension bar.  John and I were forced to face each other, and then Doreen hooked both John’s cuffs and my cuffs over our heads to the suspension bar.  She then went and retrieved two long leather straps with buckles.  She wrapped the first strap around both of our waists, and the second strap around both of our chests.  She buckled the straps so tightly that my body and John’s body were pressed totally up against each other, and our faces almost touched each other.

Doreen said something to Marian and they both started laughing, and Marian nodded her head, obviously telling Doreen that she thought Doreen’s idea was a good one.  John and I did not have to wait long to find out what Doreen had suggested to Marian.

Doreen went over to one of the cabinets on the wall in the Dungeon, and when she returned to us, I then saw what she had in her hand.  She had a two sided rubber dildoe, which was very fat on both ends, and which had two sets of straps in the center.  She shoved the full length of the first rubber cock into John’s mouth, and tightened the first strap around his head.

She then pushed the rubber cock on the other side all the way into my mouth, secured the second strap around my head, and tightened it as much as she could.  By the time that she finished buckling the straps around both of our heads, John’s mouth and my mouth were up against each other.

Doreen then began raising the suspension bar until first, our arms were pulled taunt above our heads.  Then she raised it even higher till we both were standing on the tips of our toes.  Both of our bodies moved together because of the way that we were bound together at the waist, chest, and at the mouth.

As we hung there attached to each other, and to the overhead suspension bar, I wondered what Doreen and Marian had planned.  Unfortunately, when I saw both of them go over to the corner of the Dungeon, and each of them retrieve a rattan cane out of the large floor vase, I knew that it was going to be much worse than I had imagined.

Doreen then confirmed my fears when she said “Thomas, as you know, because I have told you many times, I expect perfection in everything that you do for me.  For someone else, a 90% score on their final cooking exam would be considered excellent.  Unfortunately for you, I do not consider 90% to be acceptable, since it is less than perfection”.

Doreen started running the tip of the cane in a teasing manner all over my butt, as she continued by saying “Therefore, my dear slave, since you missed perfection tonight by ten points, you are going to be caned ten times”.

Of all the punishment implements in Doreen’s Dungeon, the cane is the most severe and the one that I dread the most.  I tried to implore her not to use the cane, but the rubber cock in my mouth prevented me from getting any words out at all.

Doreen then said “Before I administer the ten strokes of the cane, I believe that Mistress Marian has something she wants to say to her slave”.

Marian then ran her cane up and down over John’s body, and said “John, my dear slave.  I want you to know that you did not do anything wrong tonight, and if you succeed in doing what I tell you, you will not get caned”.

With a big smile, Marian said “As we all can see, you are helplessly bound up against slave Thomas.  When Mistress Doreen starts punishing her slave with the cane, I do not want you to move a muscle.  You must remain totally still.  Each time that Mistress Doreen strikes her slave with the cane, and I see you move at all, then I will also strike you across your ass with my cane.  Do you understand?”

John tried to nod his head to say yes, he understood, but he was not able to do that because his head was secured so tightly up against mine.

Doreen then said “Great, we all understand the rules now, so let’s get started”.  Without waiting a second longer, she brought her cane down hard across the left cheek of my ass.

As the sting and the terrible pain from the cane verberated through my body, I let out a scream which was totally muffled by the fat rubber cock in my mouth.  Also the jolt from the cane sent my body and John’s body into a swinging motion, as we hung from the suspension bar.

I then heard Mistress Marian say to John “You didn’t stay very still that time slave”, and she brought her cane down hard across John’s ass.  He also cried out, but his scream was also defeated by the rubber cock secured in his mouth.

I wish that I could tell you that the two Mistresses took pity on us, but I can’t.  Doreen proceeded to administer the full ten strokes of her cane across my ass.  My ass was on fire from the welts caused by the cane, and I was sobbing like a baby and trying not to choke on the rubber cock, as I cried.

John obviously was not able to stay still while Doreen punished me.  His body moved with mine every time that Doreen struck me with her cane, and as a result, Mistress Marian struck John with her cane each time also.  Just like me, he was sobbing and begging for mercy, only to have his pleas muffled by the rubber cock in his mouth.

While John and I suffered, the two Mistresses got the fun and entertainment that they obviously planned, when they restrained John and me together like they did.  Before Doreen lowered the suspension device, both she and Marian took out their phone cameras, and took lots of pictures of their helpless and bruised slaves, bound together, mouth to mouth.  Then Doreen said “I’ll definitely have to show these pictures to Ashley.  It will give her some new ideas to try out on her slaves”.

Doreen then noticed that both John and I had streams of pre-cum dripping down from our chastity tubes onto the Dungeon floor.  She showed the mess to Marian, and said “Look at that Mistress Marian.  These two slaves must have enjoyed being caned.  They both let their dirty cum drip all over my polished Dungeon floor.  What are we going to do about that?”

With a big smile, Marian said “As soon as you lower them back down, they both need to lick up every drop of cum from your floor!”

John and I were finally lowered back to the floor of the Dungeon, and released from the suspension bar, the body straps, and the dildoe gags.  We were ordered to get our tongues onto the floor and lick up all of the pre-cum which was deposited there.  While John and I were licking the floor clean, both of the Mistress were taking more pictures of our pathetic behavior.  When the Dungeon floor was finally cleaned to Doreen’s total satisfaction, she and Marian then unlocked the cuffs on our wrists. 

The final indignity of the evening came when Doreen handed me a tube of Eucerin, and said “Both of you slaves have some nasty welts on your butts now.  Thomas, spread this cream all over John’s bruised ass cheeks, and then have John spread it all over the welts on your ass!”

Once John and I finished applying the cream to each other’s butt, John was then allowed to get dressed, so that he could leave with his Mistress.  As I stood there naked, Marian gave Doreen a big hug and kiss, and said “That was fun, we’ll have to do it again sometime”.

Marian then looked at me, and said “Thomas, thank you for the meal you cooked for me this evening”.  Then, with a big smile, she said “and thank you also for the wonderful entertainment you provided tonight.  I am sure that we will be seeing each other again!”

When Mistress Marian and her slave had left, Doreen said “Thomas, you may go into my bedroom now, and wait for me on your knees by my bed.  All that punishment which I doled out tonight got me very excited, and now I am very wet between my legs.  I am sure that I will be putting your mouth and tongue to good use tonight!”


Happiness For The Slave

Over the next month, my relationship with Doreen continued to improve even faster than I could ever have thought that it would.  While she never let me forget my status as her slave/husband, Doreen starting treating me so much nicer, and even allowed me to sleep in her bedroom every night.

When I slept in her bedroom, I was either chained to the footboard of the bed, or on the nights where she allowed me to sleep in the bed with her, my wrists were either restrained to the slave collar on my neck or to the headboard of the bed.  While I was thrilled to be sleeping in the same bed as Doreen, as opposed to sleeping alone in the guest bedroom, I still longed for the night to come when I could sleep without restraints, and hold my beautiful wife in my arms.  I also continued to hold out hope that someday, Doreen would totally forgive me for what I had done, and allow me to once again make love to her.  I had come to accept the fact that she would never free me from the chastity tube locked on my cock, but I could at least live for the day when she might want decide to use my cock, in addition to my mouth and tongue for her pleasure.

Doreen and I started to settle into a regular routine.  My days were usually spent cleaning our large home, taking care of the garden, doing laundry, and cooking meals, while Doreen spent most of her weekdays either at Advanced Electronics conferring with Ashley, or working on projects for the Art League.

The other nice change which took place in our relationship was that Doreen and I started having at least one “Date Night” a week, where we went out to dinner, a movie, or a theatre production.  I really began to relish those nights, because while we were out on the town, I was able to get dressed up, and our relationship as husband and wife seemed so much more normal.  Even though I was always locked in my chastity tube, and I always knew that Doreen was in control, it was still a pleasant change from having to clean the house wearing only women’s lingerie or being attired in a maid’s outfit.  I must admit however, that I had reached the point where I started feeling very comfortable wearing panties, stockings, or pantyhose around the house, and also underneath my street clothes whenever Doreen allowed me to get dressed to go out.  Wearing the feminine articles of clothes also kept me aroused, and more attentive to Doreen’s needs.

Another benefit of being able to go out with Doreen, which I enjoyed, was that when we went out of the house, she removed my stainless steel slave collar.  Instead of humiliating me in public, she allowed the collar to sit on the kitchen counter until we returned home, and then it was immediately secured once again around my neck.

I had finally reached the point where I fully accepted my new status in our marriage, and I truly went out of my way every day to please Doreen, and to do things which made her happy.  In the back of my mind, I kept thinking and holding out the hope, that maybe if Doreen was totally happy and contented with my service to her, then someday she would once again, allow me to not only sleep in bed with her unrestrained, but to also grant me the right to make love to her.

Even I, who visualized many times about having sexual intercourse with Doreen once again, was totally caught by surprise the night that she finally allowed me to make love to her.  I never could have imagined that something wonderful was going to happen at the end of a day where I had been used and humiliated by Doreen and her girlfriends at a party held at our house.

Here’s exactly what happened.  Doreen had told me on a Friday night that the next evening, she was having some of her girlfriends over to our house for a girl’s night, and that I would be serving food and drinks for the ladies during the evening, and catering to their needs.  She said that everything should be ready by 6 PM, the time that her guests would probably start arriving.  She gave me a list of the appetizers which she wanted me to prepare for her girlfriends, and when I looked at her list, I knew that I would have to go food shopping first thing on Saturday morning.  Her choice of food items would also require that I hit the recipe books right away, since I had never prepared any of the items which Doreen was requesting.

She also told me that I would need to stock up the bar, and make sure that her favorite wines were available for her guests. Then, in a more serious tone of voice, Doreen reminded me that I would also be expected to obey any of her Mistress friends while they were in our house, and to make sure that I accommodated them on any request for special services they might have.

On Saturday morning, I jumped on the internet, and printed off recipes for all of the dishes which Doreen had instructed me to make, and then I went down to the supermarket and purchased the items I needed to prepare the dishes, before stopping at the liquor store to pick up the items necessary to restock the bar.  That afternoon, I went to work preparing the dishes that I would put out on a buffet presentation for Doreen’s guests.  Her requested menu included Cheese Quesadillas, Chickpea and Mint Crostini, Shrimp with Tarragon Aioli, and Bacon Wrapped Apricots.  I was really proud of myself as all of the dishes started coming together, and I laid out the dishes, silverware, and napkins on the buffet table in the kitchen.

Around 4 PM Doreen came out to the kitchen and told me that I needed to take a break from my culinary duties, and she told me to follow her into the bathroom.  She had me strip down to just the slave collar and my chastity tube.  Then she told me to stand in the bathtub.  When I did, she took a pair of handcuffs, and locked my wrists behind my back.

Doreen then unlocked my chastity tube, and released my cock and balls.  I wondered what she planned to do, and wondered if she was going to allow me to have a release, but I quickly found out that was not the case, when Doreen took a can of shaving cream and a razor out of the medicine cabinet.

“Spread your legs Thomas.  I need to get you cleaned up before I get you dressed for the party”.  Then, with a smile, she applied shaving cream all over my cock, balls, and groin area, and said “I would stand very still, if I was you, while I shave all of this hair off of you!”

When Doreen placed the razor on my balls, and started shaving, I took her advice, and I didn’t move a muscle.  She shaved the hair off from under my balls, rinsed the razor off in the sink, and then continued working the razor all around my balls, until they were hair free.  Then, after rinsing the razor off again, she took hold of my cock, and went to work, removing all of the hair from it also.  As she held my cock in her hand, I started to get aroused, and my cock started getting erect.  That caused Doreen to say “Thomas, it appears that you like having me shave you.  We’ll just have to make this a regular routine, and keep your cock and balls totally hairless from now on!”

While I was thinking about what she said, Doreen shaved off all the hair above my cock, and all around my groin area.  She then ran her hand over the area, and said “Nice and smooth.  Just like a new baby!”

When she was finished cleaning up my groin area, I thought that she would put the razor away.  Unfortunately, I quickly found out that I was wrong.  Instead, Doreen then applied shaving cream all over my legs, and began shaving all of the hair off of my legs.  When I asked her why she had to remove all the hair from my legs, she laughed, and said “Thomas, my maid can’t have any hair showing through her stockings tonight.  What would my girlfriends think?”

I realized then that Doreen had a lot more in store for me then just cooking and serving a meal to her friends.

When Doreen was finished, and my legs were totally hair free, she then picked up the ring of the chastity tube, pushed my balls and semi-hard cock through the ring, and then locked my cock back into the cage.  She then removed the handcuffs, and said “Thomas, you need to take a quick shower now, and meet me in my bedroom in five minutes, so that I can get your dressed, so that you look good when you are serving my guests tonight”.

After I took my shower and dried off, I went into Doreen’s bedroom and asked her what she wanted me to wear.  With a big smile, she pointed to the clothes which she had laid out on her bed.  They definitely confirmed that I would be dressing as her maid for the party.

There on the bed was a short black French maid’s dress, a frilly black and white apron, a black padded bra, a black garter belt, a pair of black fishnet stockings, and the pair of black patent leather pumps with stiletto heels, which Doreen had made me wear on an earlier occasion.

Doreen went into her closet and returned with a long blonde wig, and said “Thomas, you need to get into those clothes right away, so that I can work on your make up, and get you looking presentable for this evening.  I still have to get dressed for my party after I am done with you”.

I didn’t argue or offer any resistance because I did not want to disappoint Doreen in any way, instead I put the padded bra and garter belt on.  Then I sat down and slid the fishnet stockings up over my legs, and attached them to the garters.  I then slipped the dress over my head, and tried to pull it down over my chest and waist.  I was having a terrible time trying to get it on.  Doreen obviously had bought a size which was a little too tight for me.

When Doreen noticed the trouble I was having trying to pull the dress down over my mid-section, she said “Thomas, put the dress down for a minute.  I know just how to fix the problem which you are having”.

She went into one of the drawers in her bureau, and when she returned, she had a black wire bone corset in her hands.  She told me to remove the bra, and when I did, she had me hold the corset up against my mid-section while she began lacing it up in the back.  I couldn’t believe how tight Doreen was making the corset as she worked her way down my back, pulling the laces tighter and tighter.

By the time that she was done, I felt like I couldn’t even breathe normally, and I knew that I would have a very hard time trying to bend over since the wire bone of the corset was digging into my body.

Doreen stood back and admired the job she had done with the corset, and said “Very nice slave.  You almost have a perfect hourglass figure now.  Ok, finish getting dressed now, and then get over to my make-up table, and sit down in front of the mirror!”

Sure enough, the dress went down over my body with no problem because of the way that the corset pulled in my chest and stomach.  I did notice, however, that the dress was very short, and just about covered my chastity tube.  Since Doreen had not given me any panties to wear, I would have to be careful when raising my arms, or the chastity tube would be visible.  I then slipped on the black patent leather pumps, and taking small steps in the stiletto heels, I gingerly walked over to Doreen’s make-up table, and sat down in front of the mirror as she instructed me to do.

As I sat there, Doreen applied concealer to my face, and blended it under my eyelids.  She then applied a foundation, and followed it with a highlighter, and then a little blush.  As I watched in the mirror, Doreen then applied eye shadow, eyeliner, and Mascara.  Satisfied with the look of my eyes, she then applied a lip balm, lip liner, and then finally a bright red lipstick on me.

Doreen then picked up the long blonde wig, placed it on my head, and began combing the wig until she achieved just the hair style she wanted.  As I stared in the mirror, I couldn’t believe the way that Doreen had completely transformed me to look like a reasonably attractive female maid.

Doreen, very proud of the job she had done, said “Good bye Thomas.  Hello Thomasine.  You can get back to the kitchen now, while I get dressed. And Thomasine, you best make sure that everything is perfect for my guests tonight!”

I walked back to the kitchen very carefully, taking small steps as I once again got used to walking in high heels.  I checked the time to make sure that I did not put the finishing touches on any of the appetizer dishes until the last minute, so that everything would be hot and perfect when Doreen told me that she wanted the food served.

I had just finished putting a bouquet of flowers on the buffet table, when Doreen walked into the kitchen.  I was always amazed how each new outfit she put on always made her look ever sexier and more alluring than the previous outfit.  For her party, she had donned a skin tight black PVC Leather Cat Suit, which laced up the front to just below her breasts, then encircled her breasts, and buckled around her neck.  The effect was stunning, as most of her beautiful cleavage showed through the oval opening in the outfit, and her beautiful curves were accentuated by the tight material.  As she stood next to me in the kitchen, she towered over me in a pair of black pointy pumps with stiletto heels.

“How do I look Thomasine?” she asked, as she spun around on her high heels, and modeled the outfit.

“Mistress, you look absolutely stunning in that outfit.  It was made just for your beautiful figure!”

Doreen then looked at the buffet table which I had set up, and said “Thomasine, it looks like you did a very nice job preparing the table.  My guests should start arriving any minute.  Make sure that you curtsy and properly greet everyone, and offer them a glass of wine.  After everyone has had a drink, and has had a chance to mingle, I will let you know when I want you to put the food out”.

Just then the doorbell rang, and when I went to answer it, I found that Ashley was the first to arrive for the party.  As she entered the foyer, I stepped forward, and then curtsied to her saying “Good evening Mistress Ashley, and welcome to Mistress Doreen’s party”.

With a big smile, Ashley said “Good evening to you also Thomasine.  It’s nice to see that Mistress Doreen has a maid on duty for us tonight”.

I offered Ashley a glass of wine, which she accepted, and then she joined Doreen in the living room, while I returned to the kitchen and attended to a few last minute details.  Over the next hour, I was constantly greeting the arriving Mistresses with a curtsey, pouring wine for them, or refilling the wine glasses for the Mistresses who had arrived earlier.

I knew many of the Mistresses who arrived for the party. In addition to Ashley, Mistress Jessica, Mistress Janet, Mistress Andrea, and Mistress Maryann were all familiar faces in our home.  There were also two women, one named Susan, and another named Jennifer who I had never met before.  According to Doreen, they were both members of her Art League, and judging from their leather outfits, I safely assumed that they were also Mistresses.

After the seven women had arrived, Doreen told me that everyone was present, who she was expecting, and that I should go ahead and arrange the food on the buffet table.  It took me about fifteen minutes to finish off the food dishes, and then I notified Doreen that everything was ready.

As all of Doreen’s guests filled their plates, and sat down around our large dining room table to eat, I went around with a bottle of White Zinfandel in one hand, and a bottle of White Merlot in the other hand, refilling the wine glasses as needed.  It was obvious from the comments which I was hearing, that everyone loved the four dishes which I had prepared.  They were complimenting Doreen on her choice of unique food dishes, and asking her if they could borrow her cook for the next party they held at their own homes.  Mistress Maryann also asked Doreen if she could borrow me to help with the food preparation on her next catering job.  Fortunately, Doreen said “We’ll have to see.  I plan on keeping my little slave very busy right here at home from now on!”

As the women finished eating, I removed their plates, one by one, and took them into the kitchen. Every time I made a pass around the table to collect a plate, one of Doreen’s friends would congratulate her on having such an efficient maid.  Mistress Andrea and Mistress Janet also took special pleasure in lifting up my short dress, which made my naked butt and chastity tube visible to all of the women, and elicited lots of laughs and comments from the group.

When everyone was finally finished eating, Doreen and the seven other Mistresses retired to the living room to talk, while I went into the kitchen to dismantle the buffet table, and start washing the dishes.  I was just about finished with cleaning up the kitchen, when Doreen notified me that she needed my presence in the living room because they were getting ready to play a game which involved me.

I was very apprehensive as I made my way into the living room, and worried about what Doreen meant when she said that they were getting ready to play a game which involved me.  I became even more concerned when I saw Doreen’s notorious fishbowl filled with slips of paper, sitting on the table in front of the couch, and noticed that a box of her “toys” was sitting next to the table.

Evidently, Doreen had already explained the rules of the game to the Mistresses while I was cleaning up the kitchen.  They were all very excited to see me come into the room, and they started cheering.  It appeared that their enthusiasm was fueled by the fact that they knew what was about to happen, and also by the many glasses of wine which they had consumed.

Doreen took a pair of handcuffs out of the box which was next to the cocktail table, and locked my wrists together in front of me.  Then she explained to me how the game would be played.

There were seven Mistresses present, not counting Doreen, and there were seven folded slips of paper in the fishbowl.  Doreen explained that she would not be pulling a slip of paper out of the fishbowl, because she had her own special plans for me after the party.

Two slips of paper in the fishbowl gave the Mistress the right to use my mouth and tongue to clean her shoes or boots.

Two slips of paper gave the Mistress the right to choose a punishment implement out of the box, and to administer ten lashes or strokes to me.

Two slips of paper gave the Mistress the right to use my mouth and tongue to achieve an Orgasm.

And, one slip of paper gave the Mistress the right to don a Strap-On and rape me.

Doreen let Jennifer pick a slip out of the bowl first, since this was the first time that she had attended one of Doreen’s parties.

Jennifer reached into the bowl, pulled out a slip of paper, and announced that she had the right to punish me.  While Doreen pulled my dress up to my waist, and bent me over the cocktail table, Jennifer went to the box and selected a riding crop, as her implement of choice.  Doreen then asked Jennifer if she wanted me gagged.  When Jennifer noticed the welts which still remained on my ass cheeks from the last caning I had received, Jennifer said “Yes, you better gag him!”

Doreen pushed a penis gag into my mouth, and tightened it around my head.  Then while everyone watched, Jennifer brought the riding crop down on my ass cheeks very hard ten times.

Doreen then allowed Susan to pull a slip of paper out of the fishbowl next.  Susan held up the slip of paper, and announced to everyone that I would be cleaning her thigh high boots with my mouth and tongue.  Doreen immediately removed the gag from my mouth, and made me crawl over to where Susan was sitting.  “Ok, slave”, she said “Let’s show everyone how well you can clean Mistress Susan’s boots!”

I couldn’t believe my luck.  Susan was the only one wearing boots which went all the way up to the middle of her thighs.  As I knelt there handcuffed in front of her, I worked my tongue all over the top and sides of her boots.  I then began working my tongue up one side of her long boots, and then back down again.  It took me a good ten minutes, just to lick and kiss every inch of Susan’s boots.  After I had cleaned everything I could reach, Susan sat back on the couch, raised a boot up in the air, and made me suck on the four inch heel.  When that heel was shining to her satisfaction, Susan crossed her legs, and then made me suck the other heel till it also shined.

Mistress Andrea was next to pull a slip of paper out of the fishbowl.  When she did, she laughed, and said “Well slave, this says that you are supposed to give me an Orgasm using your mouth and tongue.  We’ll have to see if you can do as good a job with your tongue as my female slave Joy does!”

As I crawled over and knelt in front of Mistress Andrea, she pulled her leather skirt up, and I quickly saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties.  She spread her legs wide, and I pressed my mouth up against her pussy.  I worked my tongue up and down over her clit, kissing it tenderly, and sucking on it gently.  Then I began pushing my tongue in and out of her vagina.  I worked on giving her oral pleasure for about five minutes before she started moaning, and pulled my head up tighter against her pussy.

I then increased the pressure of her clit while pushing my tongue in and out of her pussy faster.  Mistress Andrea’s body started moving in sync with the action of my tongue, and minutes later, her thighs closed tightly around my head, and she enjoyed a long orgasm.

When she finally released the pressure on my head, and allowed me to come up for air, all of the other Mistresses started clapping.  Mistress Andrea, however, patted me on the head and said “That wasn’t bad for a male slave.  However, I don’t think I am ready to trade in my female slave just yet!”

Mistress Ashley was next to pull a slip of paper out of the fishbowl, and as a result, I was forced to clean her red patent leather heels with my mouth and tongue.  She was followed by Mistress Jessica who pulled a slip which gave her the right to punish me with the implement of her choice.  Jessica chose a cane out of the box, and without even asking her, Doreen secured the gag back in my mouth, because she knew how painful Jessica’s discipline was going to be for me.

Sure enough, by the time that Jessica finished administering ten hard strokes of the cane to my butt cheeks, I was in terrible pain.  Tears were running down my face, and only the gag in my mouth muffled my crying.

Doreen complimented Jessica on how well she handled the cane, and the new welts which she put on my butt.  Then with a big smile, Doreen said “So Jessica, have you been getting a lot of practice punishing Jonathan?  How are things coming along with your new slave?”

Jessica laughed, and said “Yes.  Actually, I’ve had to punish that boy quite a bit.  At first, he just kept resisting the idea that he was going to be my slave, but I think he’s finally coming around and realizes that his resistance if futile.  I haven’t unlocked his chastity tube since we put it on him at your party last month.  I can’t thank you enough for turning him over to me”.

Mistress Janet, who was next, pulled a slip of paper out of the fishbowl which gave her the right to use my mouth and tongue for oral pleasure.  Doreen removed the gag from my mouth, and led me over to kneel in front of Janet.  I went to work, feverishly working my tongue and mouth on her clit and pussy, and it only took about five minutes before Janet enjoyed an explosive orgasm.

Since there was only one slip of paper left in the fishbowl, Mistress Maryann didn’t even have to open it, or show it to anyone.  Everyone in the room knew what was going to happen to me next.  Doreen took the strap-on harness out of the box, attached an eight inch thick dildoe through the ring of the harness, and helped Maryann to secure it around her body.

Doreen then placed me back over the cocktail table.  Only this time, she secured my handcuffs to the front legs of the table, and made me spread my legs.  She then tied each of my ankles to one of the back legs of the table, so that I was completely immobilized, and my ass stood up prominently in the air.

Maryann then squirted a generous amount of lube in the crack of my ass, and also coated the thick dildoe with lube.  As she pressed the head of the dildoe against the crack of my ass, all of the other women started chanting and encouraging her by saying “Screw that slave.  Show us how you ram your cock up that slave’s ass!”

Maryann didn’t need any more encouragement.  She began working the dildoe into my ass, inch by inch, until she finally had pushed the full eight inches of the rubber cock into my asshole.  She then began pumping the dildoe in and out of my ass, with each thrust harder than the one before.

Then Doreen noticed that the stream of pre-cum coming out of my cock was getting longer by the minute.  She went over, picked up the penis gag, and rubbed it all over my chastity tube, making sure that she coated the gag with my pre-cum.  She pushed the gag into my mouth and made me suck it clean until Maryann finally pulled the dildoe out of my ass.

Everyone gave Maryann a nice round of applause, and complimented her on the screwing she had given to me.  Doreen then released me from the cocktail table, and I just about collapsed on the floor in front of all of the Mistresses from everything that I had been subjected to over a two hour period.

Doreen left my wrists handcuffed in front of me, and told me to crawl into her bedroom, and wait there for her till the party was over.  I crawled into her bedroom, as instructed, and laid on the floor by the side of her bed.  I must have been so exhausted by everything that I had been subjected to, that I actually dozed off for a while.

I finally awoke when I heard the sound of the front door opening and closing as Doreen’s guests started leaving.  When I looked at the clock on the nightstand, I realized that I had been lying on the floor by the bed for almost an hour.

Eventually, the house went quiet, so I assumed that all of Doreen’s guest had finally left.  About fifteen minutes later, Doreen came into the bedroom, and said “Ok slave, up onto your knees.  I know that you have been resting since you’ve been in here.  Now it’s time for you to pleasure your Mistress!”

I quickly pushed myself up onto my knees, as Doreen came over and sat on the edge of the bed in front of me.  Then, she totally surprised me when she pulled down on a flap attached to the front of her Cat Suit, and her beautiful pussy was exposed in front of my face.  I hadn’t even realized that the panel of leather over her pubic area was removable, until she pulled it off.

“Get your tongue and mouth working on giving me the pleasure which I deserve right now slave.  I am very horny after watching all of my friends use you tonight for their pleasure and entertainment!”

Doreen didn’t need to say another word, since I was already so worked up from how the other Mistresses had used me at the party.  Now, having Doreen’s gorgeous pussy in my face, only motivated me even more to quickly get my mouth and tongue working to give her pleasure.

Doreen wasn’t kidding at all when she said that she was horny from what she had observed at the party.  When I brought my mouth up to her pussy, I found that she was dripping wet.  I quickly began sucking on her clit, and sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy, while licking up her juices.

She reacted immediately by moaning, and gyrating her body back and forth against my mouth.  Over the next half hour, I counted at least three significant Orgasms which Doreen enjoyed as I continued to lick, suck, and worship her pussy.

When Doreen was finally satisfied with the pleasure that I had given her with my mouth and tongue, she ordered me up onto my feet, and had me lie on the bed, on my back.  She then secured my handcuffs to the headboard of the bed, putting me helplessly at her disposal.

A few minutes later, as I laid on the bed in my complete maid’s outfit, Doreen unlocked the Holy Trainer chastity tube, pulled off the cage, and then released the ring which had held my balls captive.  She began massaging my balls, and stroking my cock, and in just a few minutes, I was hard and erect, and begging her for a release.

Doreen pulled the top of my maid’s outfit down until she had exposed both of my nipples, then she began sucking and biting on each of them, which only made my cock grown even harder and more erect.  She then reached into the drawer of the bureau next to the bed, and retrieved a length of cord, and began typing up my cock and balls tightly.

Pleased with the result, she said “Now that’s what I like to see.  A nice hard cock, with the veins bulging out!”

Because of what had happened over the past year and a half, I honestly expected that Doreen was only going to tease me, deny me, and then lock me back up again.  I was not prepared, when instead of teasing me, she climbed up on the bed, placed her body over my groin, and mounted me.  When she placed her wonderful pussy over my hard erect cock, and then lowered herself down onto it, I wanted to scream with joy.  As she began moving her pussy up and down, and back and forth against my cock, I thought for a minute that I was dreaming.

I finally realized that the night I was always waiting for, had finally arrived, when Doreen said “Thomasine, thank you very much for the wonderful meal you prepared for my friends, and thank you for making sure that they all were totally pleased tonight.  Now it’s time for you to please your Mistress with your hard cock!”

Doreen grabbed a hold of both of my nipples, squeezed them tight, and held onto them while she raised and lowered her body on my cock.  She emitted constant moans of pleasure, as she rode my cock faster and faster. 

I was so excited, that I knew that I could not hold out much longer, and said “Mistress, your slave requests permission to come”.

With a big smile, Doreen squeezed my nipples very hard, and said “Permission is granted my dear slave!”

It only took a few seconds before I started shooting stream after stream of cum into Doreen’s pussy, while she pressed her body down hard so that she could feel every inch of my cock, and take my release deep into her pussy.

When I was finally finished shooting my seed, I said “Thank you Mistress so much for allowing this slave the privilege of making love to you”.

Doreen smiled and said “You are very welcomed slave!”  Then she slid her body up to my face, placed her pussy over my mouth, and said “Now show your Mistress how thankful you are, by licking me totally clean with that tongue of yours, and getting all of that cum out of my pussy!”

I immediately began running my tongue in and out of Doreen’s pussy, lapping up an enormous mixture of her juices and my cum.  As my tongue moved feverishly in and out of her pussy, I sucked and swallowed everything, while Doreen pushed her pussy down tight against my face and moaned loudly as she enjoyed my tongue, and another orgasm engulfed her.

Finally satisfied from both the oral worship and the sexual intercourse, Doreen slid down off of my face, and climbed off of the bed.  She went into the bathroom, and returned with a warm washcloth which she used to wipe my cock and balls clean.

Doreen retrieved the chastity tube, and sat down on the edge of the bed next to me.  As she began pushing my balls and cock back into the chastity tube, she said “That was very nice and very special tonight, my dear slave.  However, since I allowed you to make love to me, I think that we will wait at least a month before you are allowed another orgasm of any type.  That doesn’t mean, of course, that I have to go without any pleasure.  You can be sure that I will keep that talented mouth and tongue of yours very busy over the next month”.

As she locked the Magic Locker, and ran her hand over the chastity tube, Doreen, then with a big smile said, I’ve also been thinking about that PA piercing and Lori’s chastity tube which we saw on Marian’s husband.  I think I will definitely have you pierced, and lock a Lori’s tube on your cock!”

I didn’t argue at all.  If Doreen wanted to have me pierced, and locked in a Lori’s tube, then that was fine with me.  As I laid there helpless, while Doreen locked me back into the chastity tube, I was still in a state of euphoria over the fact that Doreen had finally allowed me back into her life, and had allowed me to have sex with her.  I felt like I had reached the end of a long hard journey, and that, from here on out, things would only get better day by day.

Doreen then unlocked the handcuffs, setting my wrists free, and said “Thomasine, you can strip down to your corset, garter belt and stockings.  Then you can sleep in bed with me tonight”.

I was totally elated over being able to climb into bed with Doreen, without my wrists restrained, as they normally were.  Doreen removed her leather Cat Suit and heels, and slid naked into bed next to me.  As I held her, and we cuddled, we kissed each other passionately.

I said “Good night Mistress.  I Love you so much!” and Doreen replied “Good night my dear slave.  I Love you also!”


A Tragedy

The next month, as a slave to Doreen was probably the best month that I had since my fall from her good graces almost two years prior.  I settled into my routine, as not only her slave, but also her maid.  Doreen purchased a number of outfits, which she required me to wear when I cooked, cleaned, and waited on her.  She really enjoyed having me dressed in female lingerie and undergarments at all times, and she also had me wearing dresses and maid’s outfits whenever I worked around the house.  I had now become totally accustomed to wearing female attire, and actually found that it kept me in a constant state of arousal.

The only time that my stainless steel slave collar was removed, and I was allowed to put on normal male clothing, was when I had to go food shopping or run an errand in town.  Even then, I was locked in my chastity tube, and wore female lingerie underneath my outer clothing.  Doreen preferred that I wear a garter belt and stockings, but she did allow me to wear pantyhose some of the time.  She had also expanded the collection of high heel pumps and sandals in my size, and required me to wear high heels whenever I was doing my chores around the house, or waiting on her and her friends.  I eventually got much better at walking in them, and maintaining my balance while carrying food and drinks.

The cooking, the cleaning of the house, the laundry, and the gardening chores were all my sole responsibility.  Doreen, at the same time, continued her active involvement with the Art League, and started sitting in on more staff meetings at Advanced Electronics, once the company rolled out the new battery charger.

My evenings after dinner, most of the time, were spent kneeling at Doreen’s feet, while she relaxed on the couch, and watched television, or read a book.  She enjoyed having me kneel there and massage her feet and legs, sometimes for hours before she decided to retire for the night.

At least three or four times a week, she would make use of my mouth and tongue, and enjoy one orgasm after another before she went to bed.  Since she now allowed me to sleep in bed with her, she sometimes would make me pleasure her in the morning before I got out of bed.  After I did that, I would then get up and do my chores, while Doreen, totally satisfied, would roll over, and sleep in for a while longer.

I was constantly subjected to “Tease and Denial” sessions from Doreen throughout the week, and as one would expect, it seemed like I was always in an aroused state.  The constant tightness in my chastity tube kept me subservient to any of her wishes, and always ready to please her, in the hope that Doreen might grant me a release. Even when Doreen didn’t consciously tease me, I was still always aroused by her beautiful body and the provocative leather outfits which she always wore.

There was one little ritual which we began practicing, which I really came to enjoy.  Every morning, even if she didn’t want me to prepare breakfast for her, Doreen would take the time to sit down with me at the kitchen table, and have a cup of coffee.  She usually had a pad and pen with her, and wrote down for me, any chores or special requests she wanted taken care of by me during the day while she was out.  She would detail how she wanted something accomplished, and would give me a chance to ask questions so that there would be no misunderstanding about not only what she wanted done, but also how she wanted it done.  I was always reminded, of course, that if my performance did not measure up to her expectations, then she would deal with it during our weekly punishment night downstairs in her Dungeon.

It was during one of our morning coffee sessions, on the Thursday before the Memorial Day weekend, that Doreen told me that she would be leaving on Friday to go up to Boston to see her family for the Holiday Weekend.  She said that she did not want to put up with the misery of flying, and that she had decided to just drive up to Boston.

I asked her how long she would be gone, and she said that she would stay up there until the Wednesday after Memorial Day, and then return home.  Since she would be gone for seven days, the list of things which she wanted me to do while she was gone, was rather long.  We reviewed her list, and I told her that I fully understood everything she wanted done.

Doreen then handed me an envelope, and said “Thomas, the keys to your chastity tube are in the envelope.  I am giving this to you, so that you have the keys if a true emergency should arise while I am gone, and you have to remove your chastity tube”.

In a very stern voice, Doreen then said “Thomas, you will notice that I not only sealed the envelope, but I also wrote my name and today’s date over the flap of the envelope.  Then I put scotch tape over everything I wrote.  There is no way that you can open that envelope without me knowing, and you should only open it, if you call me first, let me know what the emergency is, and I give you permission to remove your chastity tube.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

As I held the envelope in my hand, I said “Yes Mistress.  I understand what you are telling me, and you can be sure that I would never open this envelope without your permission”.

In a much more pleasant voice, Doreen then said “Very good Thomas.  I am glad that you understand, and will expect to get that envelope back from you when I return in the exact condition as it is now!”

Doreen also put the key to the lock on my slave collar on the kitchen counter, and said “You can remove the slave collar yourself when you go out to do food shopping or run your errands.  Just make sure that you lock it back around your neck when you are in the house, as I always require you to do!”

I put the envelope with the keys to my chastity tube, and the key to the lock on my slave collar in a basket on the kitchen counter, and got started on my chores for the day.  It had been almost a month since that wonderful night when Doreen allowed me to make love to her, and I was definitely very horny, and dying for a release from my chastity tube.  I knew however, that I would never, ever again, betray Doreen’s trust, like I had done before.  No matter how much I wanted a release, I would wait for her to return in a week, to hopefully unlock me, and allow me a release.  I had no plans to even look at that envelope which contained the keys which would release me from my chastity tube.

On Friday morning, I carried Doreen’s bags out to her car for her, and then kissed her good bye, as she headed out to see her family in Boston for the Memorial Day weekend.  It felt very strange being in such a big house by myself, but I knew that I had plenty of chores to do to keep me busy while Doreen was away.

As I cleaned the house in my lingerie and high heels, I realized that if I wanted to remove the female garments, and put on normal male clothes, that no one would know.  Then I thought to myself, that maybe that would be a serious mistake.  Maybe, Doreen had told Ashley or Jessica that she was going out of town, and had asked one of them to drop by and check on me to see if I was wearing the proper attire.  After I entertained that thought in my mind, I decided that there was no way that I would remove my female garments, and even take a chance at disappointing Doreen.  It had taken me so long to work my way back into her good graces, that I could never do something which might put my relationship with her at risk once again.  So I worked around the house wearing my slave collar, garter belt, stockings, and high heel pumps, while I completed all the chores which were on the list for me to complete.

Friday night, the phone rang, and it was Doreen calling to let me know that she made it safely to her father’s house in Boston.  We chatted for a while, and she told me what her family had planned for the Memorial Day weekend.  Right before we were ready to end the call, Doreen said “Thomas, I was talking with Ashley a little while ago, and she suggested that rather than sit at home alone on Memorial Day, you should go over to her place.  She is having a few folks over for a Bar-B-Que, and would love to have you.  I told Ashley that I was sure that you could come over on Monday around 2 PM”.

Even though I didn’t have a burning desire to go over to Ashley’s place, I told Doreen that yes, that would be fine, and that I would go over there for Memorial Day.

On Monday afternoon, I put on a shirt, a pair of pants, and a sports coat over my lingerie, and headed over to Silver Spring to Ashley’s place for the Bar-B-Que.  When I arrived, I saw that Bob Spenser was there, just as I would have expected.  I was surprised somewhat, however, to see that Jessica O’Neil was also there with Jonathan Green.

As we had drinks and talked before dinner, it soon became apparent that Doreen’s match-making at her party had worked wonders, and that Jonathan was now a loyal slave to Jessica, and did anything she told him to do.  It made me happy to see Jonathan reduced to nothing more than a subservient slave who followed closely behind Jessica’s high heels, following her every command.

It was a nice change from sitting at home, and there really was no pressure on me at all while I ate dinner at Ashley’s.  I actually got to be an observer watching Ashley dominate Bob, and Jessica doing the same thing to Jonathan during the entire time I was there.

When I was ready to leave for home, I was caught by surprise, however, when Ashley said “Thomas, I need you to step into my bedroom for a minute, before you leave”.

I couldn’t imagine why she wanted me to go into her bedroom, but I accommodated her request, and I went in there with her.  When I did, Ashley closed the door, and said “Thomas, I need you to drop your pants!”

I was definitely surprised by her order, and said “Ashley, why do you want me to do that?”

In a very annoyed tone, Ashley said “Did you forget?  It’s Mistress Ashley to you, and you don’t need to know why I am telling you to do something.  Now, drop your pants right now!”

Rather than argue with Ashley, I figured that I better comply with her order, or else, she might get on the phone to Doreen, so I unbuckled my belt, and let my pants drop down to the floor, exposing the garter belt and stockings which I was wearing under my outer garments.

With a big smile, Ashley pulled out her phone camera and snapped a picture, and said “Very good slave.  I just needed to check for your Mistress that you were wearing the proper clothing while she was out of town.  You can pull up your pants now, and go home.  I’ll send the picture to Doreen, and let her know that her slave is behaving while she is gone!”

As I pulled up my pants, I was so thankful that I did not give in to my impulses and change out my attire while Doreen was out of town.  In fact, the next night when Doreen called me, she actually mentioned that Ashley had told her that I was being a perfect slave while she was gone.  She said “Thomas, it makes me very happy to know that even though I am out of town, you are abiding by my wishes.  Thank you!”

For the next two days, I worked around the house, doing all of the chores on my list, and taking it somewhat easy.  With Doreen out of town, I had some personal time on my hands, since I didn’t have to prepare elaborate meals for her, or spend time worshipping her heels or body.  I have to admit though that I actually missed those little evening sessions where I would kneel at her feet and massage her legs, or use my mouth and tongue to give her pleasure.  Sleeping in the big king sized bed was also lonely, and I couldn’t wait for Doreen to return home.

On Wednesday morning, Doreen called me to tell me that she was going to get on the road and head for home.  She told me that since it would take about seven and a half hours to get home, I did not need to prepare anything fancy for dinner.  She would be tired, and probably would just like a light bite to eat, a glass of wine, and then head to bed.

Throughout the day, I went from room to room, making sure that everything looked good for Doreen’s return home.  I must have dusted and wiped the same pieces of furniture three times to make sure that she would be pleased with everything when she returned.  All the laundry was done, folded, and put away.  All the plants had been watered, and I made a nice salad for Doreen and put it in the refrigerator so that she could have that light meal which she requested.

I figured that she should be home around 5 PM, if she didn’t run into any bad traffic, since she left Boston around 9 AM.  When I looked at the clock, and saw that it was almost 6 PM, I anticipated that she should be pulling into the driveway at any minute.  I made myself a drink, sat down in the living room to admire the clean house which was waiting for Doreen, and waited for her to arrive home.

After two drinks, and another two hours, I figured that she must have run into some bad traffic jams either in Boston or Philadelphia on the way home.  I decided to give her a call on her cell phone, to see how far away from home she was.  Unfortunately, when I called her cell phone, it went right to her Voicemail.

By 9 PM, I was starting to get very worried.  I had tried her cell phone five times, and it went to Voicemail each time that I tried.  Then I thought that maybe Doreen didn’t come straight home.  Maybe she went over to Ashley’s place when she got back into town.  That wouldn’t surprise me, since she would stop over at Ashley’s many times without telling me.

I called Ashley, and she said that no, she hadn’t talked with Doreen since Memorial Day, when she had sent the picture to Doreen, and Doreen had called her.

I didn’t know what to do.  Should I go to bed, and assume that Doreen decided to stop somewhere on the home?  I racked my brains trying to remember if she knew anyone in Philadelphia, or in some other town between Boston and DC, where she might have stopped to say hello to someone.  But then, I thought to myself that if she would have done that, surely she would have called me, and let me know.  After all, she told me that she wanted a light dinner, and therefore, she would know that I would have something like that prepared and waiting for her.

Just as I stood at the bar in the living room, and was about to make myself the third Manhattan of the evening, the front door bell rang.  I realized that I couldn’t very well answer the door only wearing a garter belt, stockings, and high heels.  I would have answered the door clad in my lingerie, if I was sure that it was Doreen, Ashley, or one of Doreen’s friends.  Doreen, obviously, would have pulled the car into the garage and came into the house through the kitchen, so I was sure that it was not her.  I just didn’t think that one of Doreen’s friends would be ringing the doorbell at 9:30 PM at night, so I ran into the bedroom, kicked off the stiletto heels which I had been wearing, and pulled a pair of slacks up over my legs, covering up the garter belt and stockings.  I then put on a shirt and a pair of shoes, and I hurried to the foyer to see who was ringing the doorbell.

When I opened the front door, my heart went into my mouth.  Standing on the front porch were two very tall Maryland State Police Troopers.

One of them said “Mr. McMillan?  My name is Sergeant Williams”, and then pointing to the other State Trooper, he said “and this here is Corporal Fine.  We are with the Maryland State Police.  Would it be possible for us to come in and talk with you?”

I was a little bewildered as to why the State Police would be showing up on my doorstep, and I said “Is there something wrong?”

Sergeant Williams then said “Mr. McMillan, if we could come in, we’d really appreciate it.  There’s something that we need to talk with you about”.

I backed up, opened the front door fully, and said “Ok, come on in”.  I led the two troopers into the living room.  As I stood there, I realized that I was being somewhat rude.  I pointed to the couch, and said “I’m sorry.  Please have a seat.  I’m just a little confused as to why the Maryland State Police wants to talk with me so late at night”.

Sergeant Williams said “I can understand that Mr. McMillan.  Maybe, it would be best if you also sat down while we talked”.

I nodded, and sat down in the recliner facing the couch, and said “So what do you need to talk to me about?”

I could see the hesitation, as the Sergeant figured out the best way to phrase what he was going to say.  Finally, he said “Mr. McMillan, I am sorry to have to tell you that it appears that your wife was involved in an accident tonight on I-95, around Columbia, Maryland”.

It took a few moments for what he said to register in my brain, and then I said “What do you mean?  Is she ok?”

Sergeant Williams responded by saying “Well sir, evidently it was raining pretty hard, and it appears that she lost control of her car, and hit a tractor trailer which was in the lane next to her.  The emergency personnel were dispatched right away to the scene, but unfortunately, she sustained traumatic head injuries in the crash.  By the time that they got there, it was too late to save your wife”.

I heard the words which he said, but I couldn’t even begin to process them, as I said “Oh no, I’m sure that there is some kind of mistake.  It couldn’t have been my wife Doreen that you are talking about”.

With quite a bit of discomfort, the Sergeant then said “Mr. McMillan, I can understand why you would say that, but unfortunately, we have already confirmed that the driver of the Mercedes was in fact, your wife, Doreen McMillan.  Her purse found at the scene had her Driver’s License and credit cards in it, and the registration on the automobile also came back to her name, and to Advanced Electronics here in Maryland.

I shook my head, and felt that I was going to have a heart attack.  I found it very hard to even breathe, and said “No, No, it can’t be.  Doreen can’t be dead.  There has to be some kind of mistake”.

The other State Police Officer who had not said anything up until this point said “Mr. McMillan, we hoped that there was some mistake, and that we didn’t have to give you this news tonight.  Unfortunately, everything has been checked out, and there is no mistake.  Your wife was killed in the accident.  You, of course, will have the right tomorrow to go down to the Howard County Coroner’s Office and do a personal identification on her body there”.

At that point, when I realized that what they were saying was true, I broke down, and started bawling like a baby.  In between my sobs, both officers kept trying to console me, and were asking me if there was anyone that they could call, on my behalf for notification about what had happened.

I managed to tell them that Doreen’s parents were in Boston, and that they needed to be notified, since she had just left them earlier on Wednesday morning to return home.  I figured that it was best that I allowed the State Police to notify them first, and then tomorrow, I could talk with them personally.

I gave the officers the contact information for Doreen’s parents, and when they asked if there was anyone who was local who they could call for me, the only one I could think of immediately was Ashley Long.  I gave them Ashley’s phone number and address, and then broke down crying again.

The Sergeant then handed me a card with his information on it, and also wrote on the back of the card, the number to the Howard County Coroner’s office.  He told me to call either him or the Coroner’s office in the morning, if I wanted to do a personal ID of the body.  I thanked them, and they left me standing there in the foyer, feeling totally empty.  I felt like the world as I knew it, had come to an end, and I had absolutely no idea of what I was supposed to do next.

I could not even begin to comprehend that Doreen was gone.  My mind could not process the thought at all.  I fell on the floor of the foyer, and began to cry like a baby.  I was completely drained.  I did not even have the energy to get up and go into the bedroom.  I eventually cried myself to sleep right there on the floor of the foyer.  I woke up when the sun started peeping through the windows of the front door, and I realized that it was not a bad dream.  It had not been a nightmare.  Yes, my beautiful wife and Mistress, Doreen had not come back home to me.  She was gone forever!


A New Beginning

I got up and went into the living room.  I picked up the phone and called the only person in the world who I could think of calling.  I called Ashley Long, and when she answered the phone she said “Oh Thomas, I can’t believe this.  The State Police contacted me last night after they came to see you.  I’ve been in shock since they gave me the news.  Doreen was my best friend, and I loved her dearly.  She and I were like one.  This really can’t be happening!”

I started crying on the phone, and in between my sobs, I told Ashley that I needed to go to Baltimore to the Howard County Coroner’s Office to do a personal identification of the body, and I asked Ashley if she would go with me.  I told her that I just didn’t think that I could handle it on my own.

Ashley hesitated for a minute, and then said “Thomas, I don’t think that you are in any condition to drive right now.  Why don’t I pick you up around 10 AM, and I’ll drive you to Baltimore to the coroner’s office?”

I thanked Ashley, hung up the phone, and then went to get into the shower, and get dressed.  As I put on regular underwear and clothes, I debated with myself whether I should go get the key in the kitchen to my chastity tube, and release myself, since Doreen would never be back to release me.  I couldn’t bring myself to go get the key, and unlock the chastity device.  It was if, in my own jaded thinking, I thought that if I kept myself locked up, then maybe a miracle would happen, and Doreen would return home to take control of the keys to my chastity tube.

Around 10 AM, the red BMW pulled up in front of my house, and I went out, and got in the car with Ashley for the ride to Baltimore.  I told her that I really appreciated the fact that she was taking me to the Coroner’s office, and that I didn’t have to go alone on such a morbid task.  For the first time since I had hired Ashley, I saw a more compassionate and sweeter side, when she patted me on my knee, and said “Thomas, I know how hard this is for you, and I want you to know that I am here if you should need anything.  My heart is breaking right now over losing my best friend, but I am sure that it is nothing compared to what you are feeling right now about losing Doreen”.

When we got to the Coroner’s office in Baltimore, they led me to a room filled with floor to ceiling refrigerated drawers.  When they pulled out the drawer which contained Doreen’s body, I immediately fell to my knees, broke down crying, and said “Yes, that’s my wife Doreen”.

That is all that they needed to hear for their personal identification verification, and they led me back to the outer room where Ashley was waiting.  I put my arms around her, and began to sob uncontrollably, and Ashley held me tight till I was able to regain my composure.  We then left the building, and headed back to my house to drop me off, before Ashley had to go into the office, where she would have to break the tragic news to everyone about Doreen.

Later that day, I spoke with Joseph Boyer, Doreen’s father, who was a retired Wall Street Investment Banker.  It was a very emotional phone call, with both him and me crying.  Losing Doreen at the young age of only forty six was just too much for him and his wife to even comprehend.  Your children are never supposed to die before you do, and there is absolutely nothing worse for a parent than to lose a child.  He obviously was as distraught as I was, but he made it clear that he and his wife wanted to have Doreen’s funeral in Boston where all of the family lived, and most of her college friends still resided.  I told him that would be fine with me.  That I would honor his wishes, and that I would let him make the necessary arrangements.  Then I would notify all of Doreen’s friends here in the Maryland/DC area, so that they could decide how they wanted to participate in her funeral.

Doreen’s father made the arrangements to have Doreen’s body returned to Boston, and the funeral was set for the following Tuesday in Boston with the Madison Funeral Parlor handling all of the funeral details, with internment to follow at the Barnard Street Cemetery.  Ashley and I called every one of Doreen’s friends that we knew, and they all said that they would also notify everyone who they knew was associated with Doreen.

Bob Spenser agreed to drive Ashley and me up to Boston on Monday, and Ashley took care of booking hotel rooms for her, Bob, and I close to the Boyer family residence.  As soon as we arrived in Boston on Monday afternoon, we went directly to the home of Doreen’s parents.  Even though her parents had never met Ashley, they felt like they knew her, because Doreen had mentioned Ashley many times when either talking about the Art League or the job that Ashley was doing at Advanced Electronics.

That evening was extremely difficult for all of us because the Funeral Parlor had set up a private viewing for only the family, and the closest friends of the family.  As soon as I walked into the room where Doreen was laid out, I broke down sobbing uncontrollably.  She looked so beautiful and so peaceful lying there, and the brutal reality that my wonderful wife would never be coming home again hit me very hard.

I held Doreen’s hand, told her how much I loved her, and apologized to her for all of the times that I had neglected her needs.  I apologized for the things that I had did which had hurt her.  I cried, and I thanked her for the wonderful twelve years she had given to me as my wife.

The next day at the cemetery was even worse, as I had to say my final farewell to Doreen.  Looking back now, most of the day was a blur for me.  I don’t even remember getting from the hotel to the cemetery, and back to the hotel again.  I don’t know what I would have done, or how I would have even functioned, if it wasn’t for Ashley and Bob taking care of me.  The one thing that will always stand out in my mind about the funeral was the tremendous number of people who showed up to exhibit their love for Doreen.  I didn’t know many of them, especially her friends from college.  I was also amazed at the number of women from the Art League in DC who made the trip up to Boston to pay their respects.

Thursday morning, after spending some time with Doreen’s parents, Ashley, Bob, and I got on the road and returned to Maryland.  When we pulled up in front of my home, Ashley asked me if I was going to be alright by myself.  I just shook my head, and told her that I had no idea what I was going to do.  She promised to check on me the next day.

When I went into the house, I wandered from room to room, with no specific purpose.  I guess I kept thinking that maybe, I’d find Doreen in one of the rooms, even though I knew that was impossible.  The house never seemed so big and so empty before.  I finally went into Doreen’s bedroom, fell down on the bed, and cried myself to sleep, while holding onto her pillow.

Over the next week, I began to function somewhat better.  While I never stopped hurting, I tried to keep busy, so that I would not be thinking of Doreen every waking moment, because whenever I did, I would break down crying.

The following Monday morning, I knew that I had to take care of a chore, which while distasteful, had to be done.  I had called our lawyer, Josh Hartman on the previous Friday, and he told me to come in on Monday, so that he could review with me all the details of Doreen’s will, and we could go over the financial matters which needed to be taken care of.  When I arrived at his office, Josh extended his condolences, and like everyone else said that he could not believe that Doreen was gone at such a young age.

The last time that Doreen and I had visited Josh was about a year and a half earlier, and that was not a pleasant visit for me.  It was right after Doreen had found out about my affair with Ashley, and she had made me sign corporate resolutions making her the CEO of Advanced Electronics.  At that meeting with Josh, I was also forced to put 51% of the corporate stock in Doreen’s name, making her the majority stockholder, and 10% of the stock in Ashley’s name, which resulted in me being left with only 39% of the company’s stock.

That visit had been embarrassing for me, as I had signed over control of the company which I had worked so hard to build.  At the time, Josh tried to counsel me about the ramifications of those corporate resolutions, but he had no idea as to why I did what I did, and why I had to give Doreen complete control at the time.

Anyway, as I sat there now, Josh reviewed the will which was on his desk in front of him, and he said “Well Thomas, this is the will which Doreen made four years ago, when you and she came in, and had me prepare wills for both of you.  There is nothing really complicated about her will.  Basically, you will inherit Doreen’s interest in your home, all furniture and furnishings, and all monies in her checking and savings accounts”.

As I nodded in agreement, Josh continued “Doreen also had two life insurance policies.  One for two million dollars, to which you are the beneficiary, and another policy for one million dollars, for which her parents are the beneficiaries”.

Then with somewhat of a smile, Josh said “As far as Doreen’s stock in Advanced Electronics Corp, according to the will, you will inherit any and all shares.  That means that her 51% ownership in the company will now revert back to you.  So aside from the 10% you gave to Ashley Long, you now will control the other 90% of the company stock.  I would assume that since you will now be the majority stockholder, you will want to name yourself the CEO of the company once again.  I can prepare the corporate resolution for you tomorrow, right after I go down to file the will for probate at the court house in Rockville”.

As I sat there listening to Josh review the details of the will, the realization of what he said hit me, that I, once again would have full control of Advanced Electronics, and all I said was “Yes Josh, go ahead and prepare the resolution, after you file the will”

When I left Josh Hartman’s office, I realized that I had a lot of thinking to do, now that it appeared that I would be coming out of my short lived retirement, and once again taking the reins of Advanced Electronics.  Ashley had done a wonderful job as Vice President of Sales, and as President of the company during my absence, and I didn’t see any reason to make a change there.  I would let her continue to function as President, but she would have to understand that she would now be answering to me, the CEO, since Doreen was no longer running the company.

I took a ride through the country to clear my head and think about all of the things I needed to do around the house.  I had not even begun to go through Doreen’s things at home.  I knew that I would have to do that, once I felt up to the task.  As I drove, with no particular destination in mind, I soon found myself in Fredrick, where I stopped and had a nice lunch at a little Asian restaurant called Lucky Corner.  When I finally headed back home, I was immediately filled with a very hollow feeling, knowing that there would be no one at the house to greet me.

When I got home, I made myself a drink, and then I wandered downstairs to Doreen’s Dungeon.  The basement play land had been Doreen’s pride and joy, and had seen some very serious Female Domination action over the past two years.  As I walked around touching all the pieces of equipment, I reminisced about the pain and pleasure that I personally had experienced at the hands of Doreen and her friends in the Dungeon.

I soon felt the chastity tube locked on my cock get very tight, and I realized that it had been almost two months since that wonderful night when Doreen and I had sex.  I had been locked without a release since that night, and I was now in desperate need of a release.

I went back upstairs to the kitchen, and there still sitting in the basket on the counter was the envelope sealed, signed, and dated by Doreen, which held the keys which would unlock my chastity tube, and allow me to have a release.  I debated for a long time whether or not, I should rip the envelope open, take the key, unlock the chastity tube, and allow myself to have an orgasm.

However, I just could not bring myself to open that envelope, knowing that if I did, I would soon be masturbating, and I was sure that was not what Doreen had planned for me, when she left the keys with me before leaving for Boston.  No, I was sure that she planned on coming home, and allowing me to have sex with her, before once again locking me back into my chastity tube.

I put the envelope back into the basket on the kitchen counter, shut off the lights in the kitchen, and went to bed, once again holding onto Doreen’s pillow till I fell asleep.

The next morning, after leisurely drinking a few cups of coffee, I showered and got dressed in my business attire.  I had not put on a suit and tie in quite a while, but on this morning, I decided that I would pay a visit to Advanced Electronics so that I could personally let Ashley know that I would soon be returning as CEO, and to reassure her that her position as President of the company was safe, and that I wanted her to continue doing what she had been doing so well.

As I was getting dressed, the phone rang, and when I answered it, my lawyer Josh Hartman, in a rather urgent voice said “Thomas, we have a problem!”

Josh is normally a very calm laid back type of lawyer, so I was somewhat concerned by his very agitated voice, and I said “What is the problem, Josh?”

“Thomas, I am here at the court house in Rockville.  I attempted to file Doreen’s will for probate with the Register of Wills, and I was shocked to find out that the Cooperson Law Firm in Silver Spring filed a different, and more current version of Doreen’s will for probate yesterday morning”.

Stunned, I asked “How can that be?”

“Thomas, the will which I have, as you know, was made by Doreen in my office four years ago.  The will which has already been filed for probate, was prepared by the Cooperson Law Firm for Doreen about two years ago.  We have a big problem!”

I didn’t know what to say, as Josh continued “I am looking at a copy of the will which Cooperson filed, and it appears that Doreen made this new will at their offices the day after you and she came to see me, and had me prepare the corporate resolutions giving her control of the company.  The will which has already been filed clearly revokes the prior will which I had prepared for her”.

I repeated what he said “Josh, you are saying that Doreen made the new will the day after she and I visited you?”

“Yes Thomas.  Did she ever mention it to you?”

“No Josh.  She never said a word about changing her will or going to see a different law firm”.

“Thomas, do you have any idea why she would have changed her will at that time, without saying anything to you or me?”

I hesitated answering his question, because yes, I could understand why she would have done that, at that time when she was very upset with me for betraying our marriage by having an affair.

Josh asked again “Thomas, do you know why she would have done this?”

Finally, I said “Yes Josh.  I’d rather not go into the specific details, but she probably did it for the same reason that she made me put the majority control of the company in her name.  Let’s just say that I did something which upset her badly at the time”.

“Well Thomas, this is not good.  In fact, it is very bad for you, as I read the conditions of this new will of Doreen’s which has been filed”.

I was afraid to ask, but I finally forced myself, and asked “How bad is it Josh?  What does the new will say?”

“Well Thomas, for starters, Doreen left her half ownership of your house, the furniture, and the furnishings to Ashley Long.  So right off the bat, that means that you and Ashley Long will probably have to put the house up for sale, and then split the proceeds after the mortgage is paid off when the house sells”.

“Secondly, Doreen removed you as beneficiary of her two million dollar life insurance policy.  She named the Art League in DC as beneficiary of that policy.  Her parents are still the beneficiaries of her one million dollar life insurance policy”.

“Thirdly, Doreen left her 51% stock ownership in Advanced Electronics to Ashley Long, which will bring Ashley Long’s stock ownership up to 61%, and will give her complete control of the company”.

I didn’t know what to say to Josh.  On one hand, I could not believe that Doreen would have done such a thing to me.  But then, on the other hand, I could fully understand how upset she was with me, at that time.  I could understand how betrayed she felt, and how she wanted to do nothing but punish and hurt me for what I did.

Maybe, if Doreen hadn’t been killed in that car accident, she would have eventually changed her will back, especially since it had appeared that I had worked my way back into her good graces.  The last two months with Doreen had been wonderful, and I was sure that if things continued that way between us, then someday, she probably would have totally forgiven me, and put me back into her will.  But now, that would never happen.

While those thoughts were running through my head, Josh was asking me questions which I wasn’t answering, until finally, in a loud voice, he asked “Thomas, are you there?  Are you listening to me?”

I snapped back to reality, and said “Yes Josh, I’m sorry.  I was thinking about everything that you just told me.  What were you saying?”

“Thomas, I was asking you if you wanted me to begin the proceedings to mount a legal protest to the will which Cooperson has filed.”

I quickly said “No Josh.  Don’t do anything like that.  Doreen knew what she was doing, and I know why she did it.  No, it would not be right for me to try and fight the will”.

“Thomas, you need to think about this some more.  I’ll have my courier drop off a copy of this new will to you later today”.

I said “Ok Josh, thank you for everything”.  I hung up the phone, and realized that there was no reason now for me to get dressed and go to the office.  No, I wouldn’t be going there to tell Ashley that I was once again her boss.  Now instead of Doreen being the majority stockholder in Advanced Electronics Corp, Ashley would soon be the majority partner, and have final say on all decisions made in the company.  My thoughts about regaining my position as CEO of the company disappeared very quickly.

I made myself a drink, even though it was not even noon, and sat down to try and sort out what all of this meant.  The fact that the Cooperson Law Firm had already filed the will for probate meant that Ashley had been already informed as to what was in the will.  Obviously, if Ashley wanted me to put the house up for sale, so that she could get her portion of the proceeds, there would be nothing that I could do to prevent that.  I had no money of any significance to live off of, and the only way that I could survive would be if Ashley would allow me to sell my 39% share of Advanced Electronics either back to the company, or to someone who had enough money to buy it.

It was amazing to me how in a matter of a few hours, the prospects for my future went from very rosey to very bleak.  I decided that I had to know what Ashley planned to do, so that I could begin to at least try and figure out what I was going to do.  As much as I hated the call I was about to make, I picked up the phone and dialed Advanced Electronics.

When the receptionist answered my call, I tried to sound calm and non-chalant, and said “Hi, this is Thomas McMillan, and I need to talk with Ashley Long”.

I expected that the receptionist would probably come back and tell me that Ashley was in a meeting, or that Ashley was out of the office.  Instead, she came back on the line, and said “Mr. McMillan, can you please hold.  Ashley will pick up your call shortly”.

That response immediately told me that Ashley was probably expecting me to call.  A few minutes later, Ashley came onto the line, and said “Hi Thomas, how are you doing today?”

“Honestly Ashley, I am not doing real well right now.  Has anyone contacted you about the will which Doreen left?”

There was a slight hesitation, and then Ashley said “Actually Thomas, a law firm in Silver Spring called me on Friday, and told me that I was a major recipient of an inheritance in Doreen’s will.  They said that they were giving me advance notice of the fact that they would be filing Doreen’s will for probate on Monday.

“Ashley, did Doreen ever tell you that she had changed her will, and had made you the beneficiary of her portion of the house, and her stock in Advanced Electronics?”

I could tell immediately that Ashley was a little miffed at my insinuation, and she said “Absolutely not Thomas.  I had no idea that Doreen had included me in her will until the law firm called me to tell me what Doreen’s will said”.

I backed down, and in a much more tempered tone said “Ashley, do you think that you could come over to the house, so that you and I could discuss what all of this means going forward?”

“Yes Thomas, I can do that.  I’ve been giving the matter a lot of thought since the lawyer called me last Friday.  I’ll just warn you ahead of time however, I am not in any mood to lock horns with you.  If you show any signs of being combative towards me over this will, then you will see a side of me that you will not like.  Understood?”

I thought about what she said, and I quietly said “I understand Ashley.  I just need to talk to you about what your plans are now that you know what the will says”.

Ashley agreed to stop by the house around 6 PM after she left the office, and I thanked her, and told her I would see her soon.

Sure enough, at 6 PM sharp, Ashley pulled her BMW into the driveway, and rang the doorbell.  I went to the door, thanked her for coming, and led her into the living room.  Some things never change, and Ashley’s manner of dress was one of those things.  She was wearing a sheer white blouse which barely concealed her very ample breasts, and a short black leather skirt which rode up her thighs, and exposed the tops of her black stockings when she sat down on the couch.  As usual, she was also wearing a pair of black patent leather pumps with very high stiletto heels.  I asked her if I could get her something to drink, and she told me that she could definitely use a Martini.  It had been a long day at the office, and she said that, from past experience, she knew that I was very capable of making a Martini just the way she liked it.

I made the Martini for her, and when I handed it to her, Ashley thanked me, and then, in the next breath, she completely caught me off guard when she asked “Thomas, are you still locked up in your chastity tube?”

I expressed a little shock, and said “Ashley why would you ask me something like that?  That’s not what you came over here to discuss”

With a frown, she said “Thomas, first of all, the one thing that has not changed is that I am Mistress Ashley to you when we are not out in public.  Did you forget already?  However, since you asked, the reason I wondered whether or not you were still locked up in your chastity tube, was because before Doreen left for Boston on Memorial Day weekend, she told me that she had left the keys to your chastity device with you, in case there was an emergency while she was gone”.

When I didn’t answer right away, Ashley said “So Thomas, are you still locked up in your chastity tube?”

Sheepishly, I said “Yes Mistress Ashley.  I am still locked up in my chastity tube.  I have not been able to bring myself yet to unlocking it.  I suppose in time, I will do it, but right now, I still haven’t unlocked it out of respect for Doreen”.

With a big smile, Ashley said “Thomas, I am very glad to hear that.  You are a true slave, and I am glad to hear that you are loyal to your Mistress.  I am sure that Doreen would be happy to know that you have not released yourself out of respect for her!”

When I invited Ashley to come over to the house, I had planned on asking her what she intended to do about the 50% ownership she now had in my house.  I was going to try and see if there was any way that I could delay selling the house, and if she would be content to wait till a later date to get her half of the proceeds of a sale.

I never got a chance to ask Ashley any of the questions which I had planned on asking her.  She obviously knew what I wanted to talk to her about, and she was more than prepared when she said “Thomas, I’ve given a lot of thought to your situation since I found out about the will, and the way I see things, you only have three options at this point, now that Doreen is gone”.

Option #1 is that we put this house up for sale immediately, and hope that we can get a good sales price.  You’ll pay off the mortgage, and then you and I will split the proceeds.  I made a few calls to realtors in Montgomery County today, and their best guess is that if we are lucky, we can get two million for the house on a sale, however, it might take three to six months to sell.  So first question, how much do you owe on the mortgage?”

I cleared my throat, and said “Right now, I owe just about a million dollars on the mortgage”.

“Ok Thomas”, Doreen said.  “So, the best case scenario is that we sell it for two million, you pay off the one million mortgage, and you and I split the other million.  That will then make you homeless, but at least you will have five hundred thousand dollars in your pocket.  However, if you want to stay in the house, you could just give me five hundred thousand dollars, and I will sign over my half of the house to you.  Do you have five hundred thousand dollars to buy me out of the house?”

I shook my head, and just said “No Mistress Ashley, I don’t have anywhere near that kind of money”.

Ashley smiled, and said “I didn’t think so.  Therefore, if you want to go with option #1, we need to get the house listed for sale, as soon as possible.

As I listened to Ashley, the expression on my face must have conveyed that I wasn’t all that keen on the first option.  She knew that I did not want to be forced to leave my house at all, and she forged ahead, and said “Ok, here’s Option #2.  I had our corporate CPA firm work up some numbers for me today showing what the net worth of Advanced Electronics would be, after debt, if we sold the company.  They tell me that the Net Worth would be around six million dollars.  You have a 39% share in the company, so if you were able to find someone who was willing to buy out your share in the company, and they could get the financing that they needed, you would then get around $2.3 million dollars before capital gain taxes.  Based on today’s tax rates, you will probably net about $1.4 million dollars after taxes.  Are you following me so far Thomas?”

I nodded my head, and wondered where Ashley was going with all of this.  I decided to let her finish before I said anything.

Ashley then said “Ok Thomas.  Assuming that you were successful at finding such a buyer, and you could net the $1.4 million, you can then just give me the five hundred thousand dollars which my half of this house is worth.  Then you will have around $900,000 in your pocket, and you can start over”.

As I digested all of the numbers which Ashley had laid out before me, my head was spinning.  It was obvious that she had done a lot of homework before coming to see me.  Timidly, I asked her “You said that there were three options.  What is Option #3?”

Ashley finished her drink, handed me her glass, and said “Thomas, make me another Martini, and I will tell you your third option”.

I got up, went to the bar in the living room, and made Ashley another Martini.  When I handed it to her, she said “Thomas, I have always loved this house.  I love the setting, and I love how Doreen furnished and decorated it.  I especially love the way that Doreen turned the basement into a Dungeon.  It would be a shame to have to rip the Dungeon out, in order to show the house to prospective buyers”.

I agreed with her, and wondered what she had in mind.  I didn’t have to wait long to find out, when she said “Thomas, option #3 allows you to stay right here in the house forever, not have to make any mortgage payments, and not have to worry about any of the household bills.  You can stay right here in the house you love, and not have to start over somewhere else.  However, I would require you to sign over your half interest in the house to me, so that I would be the sole owner of this beautiful home.  I would then move in, take over the master bedroom, and you would agree to be my slave, locked in chastity for as long, and in whatever manner I desire.  You would always have a home, as long as you continued to serve me properly as my slave and my maid!”

She must have seen the astonished look on my face, and quickly added “Thomas, Doreen has brought you along so well.  From what she told me, you are doing a wonderful job of preparing meals, cleaning the house, handling all of the laundry, taking care of the garden, and doing anything that the Mistress of the home wants done.  I would just be stepping in, and taking Doreen’s place as your 24/7/365 Mistress, and I would expect your complete servitude.  I saw how happy you were when you were functioning as Doreen’s maid at our last party, even when the gals were punishing you.  Rest assured that if you were my slave, I’d keep you properly attired as my sissy maid at all times, and keep you very busy!”

Now I was totally baffled by Ashley’s proposal, and said “What about your condo in Silver Spring, and what about your slave Bob Spenser?”

Ashley started to laugh, and said “Right now, I have about had it with Bob.  He has been very despondent since his wife threw him out of the house, and I am getting tired of making allowances for him.  I would much rather live in this beautiful home instead of my condo.  In fact, I am sure that once I have moved in, I can put the Dungeon to even better use than Doreen ever did.  It goes without saying that you would be seeing more Dungeon parties and more Punishment Nights”

“As far as my condo, I’ll put it up for sale.  There is a long list of prospective buyers who want to get into my building because it is such an elegant and exclusive property.  I can probably sell it within a month for a million dollars, and then Bob can go crawling back to his wife and try to reconcile with her, if he wants to!”

As I sat there listening to Ashley, I honestly didn’t know what to say.  She had hit me with so much information with her proposals that my head was spinning, and I was still in shock after hearing her last proposal.

Ashley obviously sensed that my mind was in overload at the minute.  She finished the rest of her drink, stood up, handed me the empty glass and said “Thomas, you need to make a decision, and make it rather quickly.  If you decide on option #1, I will instruct my real estate broker to go ahead and list the house for sale.  If you decide on option #2, then I will expect you to find a buyer for your stock in the company within the next thirty days.  And if you decide on option #3, then I will make arrangements to move out of my condo, and move here into the house, and expect you to be my loyal slave, who is locked in a chastity tube at all times except when I decide to release you!”

“You know that Doreen was my closest friend, and that she and I were also lovers.  I am sure that if you would have asked her what she would prefer for you to do when she was gone, that she would have said that she would like you to serve me for the rest of your life, as my slave.  Thomas, you have to make the decision, but whatever your decision is, I would like to hear from you within the next forty eight hours”

Ashley then said good night, went out to her car, and left.  I stood there in the foyer trying to digest everything that had been said, and wondering how my life had become so complicated so fast.

When Ashley was gone, I made myself a Manhattan, sat down on the chair in the living room, and mulled over in my mind the various options which Ashley had presented to me.  I couldn’t believe that two years ago, Ashley Long was applying to me for a job as my Executive Secretary, and now Ashley held all the cards which would determine my future.

I had a lot of thinking to do, before I gave Ashley an answer.  If I selected option #1, I would have to leave the comfortable home I was living in, find a new place to live, and hope that the small sum which I would receive for my portion of the home’s value would last me for many years.

If I selected option #2, I would definitely be better off financially, and I would not have to move out of my home, as long as I bought out Ashley’s share of the house, and continued to make the mortgage payments.  Of course, I would forever be losing my share of Advanced Electronics, a company that I had worked so hard to build.  From a pure practical standpoint, it also would not be very easy for me to find a buyer who was willing to invest so heavily in Advanced Electronics, especially knowing that he/she would only be a minority shareholder, and would not really have any say in the day to day decision making.

If I elected option #3, I would be indenturing myself forever as a slave to Ashley, and she alone would own the home in which I would serve her as her slave and maid.  I had already seen how rigid and unforgiving she could be, not only in the business environment, but also when Doreen allowed her to use me as her slave.  Since Ashley stated that I would have to sign over my half of the home to her, I would always be faced with the prospect of being homeless, if I did not measure up to her standards, and she decided to cast me out at some later date because she was displeased with the way that I served her.

I stayed up half the night, weighing the pros and cons of each of Ashley’s proposals, till I couldn’t think straight any longer.  I went into the bedroom, hugged Doreen’s pillow and cried because I missed her so badly, and because I was so confused about what I should do.  I cried out to Doreen, asking her why did she have to change her will?  I asked her what she wanted me to do.  I eventually fell asleep, worn out from the sheer exhaustion of debating with myself over Ashley’s proposals.


Epilogue

I squinted as the sun came pouring through the drapes in the bedroom, and when I looked at the alarm clock on the nightstand, I jolted upright in bed.  I couldn’t even believe that it was after ten in the morning.  I, the proverbial early riser, had never slept that late in my life.  It was very evident to me that I must have been totally exhausted the night before after dealing with the news about Doreen’s new will, and then having Ashley basically tell me what my only options were for the future.

I made my way to the kitchen, brewed myself a cup of coffee, and sat down at the kitchen table to recount in my mind everything that had happened over the last twenty four hours.  I wish that I could tell you that the situation was clearer to me in the morning, but unfortunately, it was not.  I constantly reviewed each of the options in my mind, and argued with myself over the pros and cons of each option.

Finally, frustrated with my own inability to make a decision, I went in and took a shower, and then when I had dried off, I was faced with the decision as to what my attire should be for the day.

I went back into the bedroom and started opening up the drawers in Doreen’s bureau.  Before I even realized what I had done, I had taken out one of her black leather garter belts, a pair of her sheer black stockings, and a pair of black silk panties, and laid them on the bed.  I attached the garter belt around my waist, even though it was very tight, and I sat down on the bed.  I slipped the black stockings up my legs, and attached them to the garters.  Then I had to really work to get her silk panties up over my thighs, but I finally got them high enough that they just covered my chastity tube.

I then put on a pair of my pants and a shirt over Doreen’s intimate apparel.  I needed to feel that Doreen was close to me, as I weighed all the options as to what I was going to do.  Once I had her intimate lingerie against my skin, I knew that, even though she was gone, she was still there with me, and I knew that I would make the right decision.  I would make the decision which Doreen would want me to make.

I slipped into a pair of shoes, and put on a sports coat.  As I went into the kitchen, to head out to the garage, I saw the stainless steel slave collar lying there on the kitchen counter.  I picked it up, and put the collar and the key in my briefcase.  I then took the envelope out of the basket, and also placed that in my briefcase.  Then I headed out to the car, to go into town to do the errands which I knew I had to take care of.

My first stop was the hardware store in town.  I handed the clerk the keys to my house, and told him that I needed a duplicate set of the keys made.

I then headed over to Josh Hartman’s Law Office.  I knew that the visit there would not be a pleasant one, and that the encounter with Josh would be somewhat contemptuous, once he found out what I wanted him to do.  I was determined however, to prevail in the decision which I had made.

When I left Josh’s office, I picked up my cell phone, and dialed Advanced Electronics, and told the receptionist that I needed to speak to Ashley Long, and it was an urgent matter.

When Ashley came on the line, I said “Would it be possible for me to come over, and see you now?  I have made a decision, and I want to discuss it with you”.

After a few seconds of silence, Ashley said “Ok Thomas, I’ll be available at 3 PM.  Make sure that you are here at 3 PM sharp!”

I headed over to Advanced Electronics, and pulled into the lot at 2:45 PM.  I had become very accustomed over the years to parking in the space which had a sign that said “Reserved for CEO”.  Today, however, Ashley’s red BMW was parked in that spot, so I pulled into one of the spaces designated for visitors.

I entered the building, and went upstairs to the wing where the office which used to be mine, but now belonged to Ashley was located.  I was greeted by a pleasant woman, who I had never met.  When I asked her if she was Ashley Long’s new Administrative Assistant, she told me that she was actually from a temporary agency.  Evidently, a decision had not been made yet for a permanent replacement for the Administrative Assistant position which was previously held by Jessica O’Neil, who had been promoted to Vice President of Sales.

I introduced myself, and told her that Ms. Long was expecting me.  She called Ashley on the intercom, and was told to send me in immediately.  As soon as I entered Ashley’s office, she said “Thomas, close and lock the door, so that we are not disturbed at all”.

Once I had closed and locked the door, Ashley got up from behind her desk, went over to the leather couch against the wall, and sat down.  She told me to have a seat, as she pointed to the straight back chair which faced the couch.

As usual, Ashley looked as stunning, and as dominant as ever, wearing a simple black dress which hugged her curves, and highlighted her perfect cleavage.  As she sat down on the couch, she crossed her long legs, revealing part of a garter which held up her sheer black nylons.

Ashley allowed one of her black stiletto pumps to dangle from her foot, and said “So Thomas, I understand from your call that you have made a decision.  What did you decide to do?”

Even though I had clearly made my decision, I still had a hard time saying the words which I knew would change the course of my life forever.  Finally, I said “Mistress Ashley, I have decided to do what I feel Doreen would have wanted me to do”.

Ashley looked me straight in the eyes, and said “Yes Thomas, and exactly what is that?”

I placed my briefcase on the table between us, opened it, and took out the document which I had Josh Hartman prepare for me earlier in the day.  I handed it to Ashley, took a deep breath, and said “As you can see, today I had my attorney prepare this Quitclaim Deed, transferring my ownership in my home over to you.  The deed is signed by me, and witnessed and notarized by my attorney’s Paralegal.  Josh Hartman will go down to the court house in the morning to record the deed.  Once he does, his office will provide you with a copy of the recorded deed”.

When Ashley had finished perusing the document, she looked up at me, and in a very serious tone of voice, she said “So Thomas, does this mean that you are officially accepting Option #3, and that you are ready to be my 24/7/365 slave and maid?”

Instead of immediately answering her, I took the stainless steel slave collar out of my briefcase and laid it on the table in front of her, and laid the key next to it.

I then placed the set of keys to what had been my home, but now was Ashley’s home, also on the table.

Finally, I reached into my briefcase, and took out the envelope which was signed by Doreen, and contained the keys to my chastity tube, and laid the envelope on the table in front of Ashley.

Ashley picked up the envelope which was signed and dated by Doreen, and tore it open, and took out the keys to my chastity tube.  She laid them on the table, and said “Thomas, take off your clothes now!”

I stood up, slipped out of my shoes, removed my jacket, shirt, and pants, and stood there in front of Ashley wearing only the panties, garter belt, and stockings.

With an approving nod of her head, Ashley said “Thomas, take your panties off, and kneel down here in front of me!”

I did as I was told, and as I knelt there in front of Ashley, she picked up the slave collar and locked it around my neck.

She then placed her hand on the chastity tube which was locked on my cock, and said “You know that I alone will decide when and if you are ever allowed to have a release.  Doreen had mentioned to me that she was thinking about having your pierced, and that she wanted to lock you in a more secure Lori’s Chastity Tube.  We will absolutely have that done this coming week!”

Ashley then held her hand under my chin, and pushed my face up, making me look her straight in the eyes, and said “Thomas, you have given me the keys to your house, the keys to your slave collar, and the keys which unlock your cock.  I hope you fully realize that from this point forward, I own everything.  It is now my house, my collar, my cock, and my slave!”

I quickly said “Yes Mistress Ashley.  I fully realize that I am now completely owned by you”.

Ashley pushed my head down to her high heel pumps, and said “Very well Thomas.  Show me your acceptance of your new status as my permanent slave and maid by kissing my shoes!”

I immediately brought my mouth down to the tips of Ashley’s pumps, and began placing gentle kisses all over the top, sides, and heels of both of her shoes until she stood up, and said “I am sure that Doreen is looking down on you right now, and is pleased with the decision that you made”.

Ashley picked up the keys to my collar, my chastity tube, and to the house.  She walked over to her desk, put them in her purse, and said “I have a meeting that I need to go to now.  You, my dear slave need to get your clothes on, and hurry home.  Make sure that you have a very nice dinner waiting for me when I get there!”

The End


A Look At Another Novel of Mine

Please check Amazon for new additions to my Female Domination Series as they are added.  I promise to continue bringing you exciting and arousing full length fiction FemDom Novels, and to also keep you aroused with my real life stories where I give you all the spicy details about what goes on in my BDSM 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 with your partner, and building a rewarding Female Led Relationship.

Here are Some Excerpts from:

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

Unfortunately, when a male becomes comfortable in his relationship with his partner, and this is especially true in most marriages after some time, he then becomes lazy and complacent and stops thinking about the emotional, romantic, and sexual needs of his partner.  Every woman who I have talked with, has found this to be true, without exception.  They all say that their partner gives his own needs and wants a much higher degree of importance, than he gives to their emotional and sexual needs.

The other fact which seems to receive a consensus among my female friends is that the only time that their partner really goes out of his way to be romantic or do something special for them is when he wants sex.  As if that was not bad enough, they also have found that as soon as their husband/partner gets that sex, in most cases, he immediately reverts back to his inconsiderate or uncaring attitude towards his wife/partner’s needs.

Everything I just stated is pretty much based on the reality which exists in most male/female relationships, and should be noted as reason number one why a woman should implement Male Chastity into her marriage or relationship as soon as possible.

The next fact is one that I state often, and that is, that the male is more controlled by the head which is between his legs, than the head which is on his shoulders.  Most men do not think with their brain when it comes to sexual matters.  If they feel that they have a need for a sexual release, then they will act on it.  Men cheat on their women in two ways.  The first way is what we all recognize as traditional cheating, that is, having an affair with another woman outside of his marriage or his relationship with his partner.

The second way men cheat, and the most prominent reason why they need to be locked up in a Chastity Device is because most men will masturbate whenever they feel the desire or need for a sexual release.  Think about that.  If a man is masturbating and taking pleasure on his own whenever he wants it, then it is obvious that he does not give much thought to the needs or wants of his female partner.

Men are selfish.  There is no way to sugarcoat that fact.  If they are horny, they will take the situation into their own hands with no regard to whether or not their partner also has sexual needs which needs to be addressed.

The next fact which you need to consider is to honestly evaluate your mate’s demeanor and attitude prior to you having sex with him, and then evaluate his attitude and behavior once again after you let him put that cock of his into your treasured vagina.  If you are honest, here’s what you will find.  Before you have sex with him, he is doting, he is sweet, and he appears to be totally centered on your needs.  After you allow him to have sex, he becomes distant, he becomes aloof, and he doesn’t really seem to be concerned about your needs.  He’s ready to pick up the remote and watch his favorite show or go play on the computer, even if you would prefer that he cuddle with you for an hour after sex.

Another thing I need to point out to you which I have heard over and over again from my female friends is this: If you ask him to do something around the house with the implied promise of having sex with him when he is done doing your requested chore, he will hurry to do whatever was requested of him.  Try asking him to do the same thing an hour after you gave him sex, and he will drag his feet or tell you that he will take care of it later.

Ladies, this unfortunately is reality.  Now let’s look at the alternative where you, not him are in control of what happens, and how to turn the situation around so that your needs and your pleasure are the main focus of his every thought and action.

When you lock his cock up in a Chastity Tube and hold the Key to that lock on the tube, and enforce true Male Chastity, here is what happens.  First, he finds out very fast, that he can no longer masturbate and get a quick sexual release when he feels that he needs it.  At first, he may think that this is a sensuous sexual game, and might even be turned on by the fact that you locked up his cock.  He may believe that all he has to do is ask you to unlock him and that you will do it, and then the two of you will have sex.  If you are serious however, about truly utilizing Male Chastity to make a Female Led Relationship a reality where you are in control, then he will find out very fast that this is not a sex game where you are going to unlock his Chastity Tube and let him come whenever he desires.

**********

Since Michael had said that he liked CBT, I knew exactly what I was going to do to him.  I led him over to my bondage table and bound him down helplessly to the table so that he could not move any part of his body and blindfolded him.  Then I put a pair of clamps onto his nipples and adjusted them as tight as they would go.  I could tell that, even though he had put nipple torture on his questionnaire, he really was not used to severe nipple pain because he immediately started moaning and begging me to take them off.  Luckily, the penis gag muffled his cries, and I just ignored his request.

I then took a pair of scissors and cut the plastic lock and removed his Chastity Tube.  I started to torment Michael’s cock and balls with my favorite little instrument of torture called the Wartenburg Wheel.  As I ran it up and down his cock and balls, and allowed the pin wheel to dig into his skin, he fought against the restraints which were holding him down to the table, to absolutely no avail.  I continued the torment with the pin wheel until he was moaning from behind his gag, and I decided to really turn up the torture.

First, I removed the nipple clamps with one quick pull.  If Michael hadn’t been so securely bound down to the table, he would have jumped off, as the blood rushed back into his nipples and the pain made him yell out from behind his gag.  I turned on my Violet Wand and began sending jolts of electricity to each of his now erect nipples.  I always love watching the sparks fly as you move to about an inch of the target.  His body kept jumping up and down every time that I brought the wand close to one of his nipples.

I then turned my attention to his cock and balls, and began first running the waves of electricity from the wand up and down the shaft of his cock, and then all around his balls.  After about ten minutes of torment from the wand, even though he was gagged, I could tell that he was actually sobbing as he begged for mercy.  He may have been in torment, but his cock was sending other messages as more and more pre-cum kept escaping from the tip of his cock.

I decided that I would really see if Michael had been locked up for thirteen days as he had told me.  First, I went and got a condom and slid it down over his cock.  Then I plugged in my favorite Wahl electric vibrator and put a suction cup on the end of it.  I started up the vibrator slowly at first and put the cup down over the tip of Michael’s rubber covered cock.  As the vibrator went to work on his cock, Michael started moaning and trying to push his cock up harder against the cup of the vibrator.  When I saw that Michael’s cock was hard and erect, I pushed the switch to give the vibrator full power, and he started pulling against all of his restraints as the vibrator took a serious hold on his cock.  It was only a few minutes, before Michael started filling the rubber with his cum.

When he was finished coming, I removed the rubber and held it up and said “Wow Michael, maybe you were telling the truth about being locked up for thirteen days.  You really filled this rubber with quite a load of cum!”

I unbuckled the penis gag and removed it from his mouth, and then, before he even had a clue what was coming next, I held the rubber upside down over his face, and allowed all of Michael’s cum to drip down into his open mouth.  He tried to resist, but it was too late, all of the cum fell into his mouth.  I held his mouth closed, and ordered him to swallow everything.  When I released my hold, I made him open his mouth to make sure that he had swallowed all of his seed.  Even after seeing so many slaves in my Dungeon over the years, I still really enjoy forcing them to eat their own cum.  Most of them hate it, but to me, it’s a real symbolic act which lets the slave know just who is truly in charge!

**********

When they returned home, Kathy had Roger made a drink for each of them while she went into the bedroom to get ready.  She placed all of the items she would need in the drawer of the nightstand next to her bed so that they would be readily accessible.  When Roger brought her drink to her, she gave him a big kiss and told him to get undressed.  As he stood there naked, she was once again amazed at just how excited he was, judging by his hard and erect cock.

She ordered him to kneel down in front of her, and he quickly complied.  As she towered over him in her high stiletto boots, Kathy told him to hold out his arms in front of himself.  When he did, she took the handcuffs and locked his wrists together.  Then she sat on the bed in front of him and pushed his head down to the tips of her leather boots.  She asked him if he liked her boots, and he told her that he loved how she looked in them.

“Great”, she said.  “I want you to show me how much you love my boots and how much you desire me by worshipping my boots with your mouth and tongue!”

Roger immediately objected and asked her if she was crazy.  He said that he didn’t do that kind of thing.  That’s all Kathy had to hear.  She immediately stood up and took the riding crop out of the drawer, and brought it down hard across Roger’s ass.  He let out a yell, but before he even realized what was happening, Kathy hit his ass again and again with the riding crop and said “No, I am not crazy.  If you want to get any pleasure tonight, you’ll do exactly as I say!”  She then gave him two more very hard smacks with her riding crop and asked him “Are you ready to do what I want and worship my boots?”

He quickly begged her not to hit him again, and told her that he would do whatever she wanted.  She told him that she was glad to hear that, but warned him that if he didn’t clean her boots with his tongue and mouth properly, she would really show him how hard she could hit him with the riding crop.  That’s all Roger had to hear.  He immediately brought his mouth down to the tip of one of her boots and began licking it and kissing it.  As she directed him, he worked his tongue all over the top, sides, bottom, and heel of the boot.

Kathy spurred him on by telling him that she wanted to see her boots shine when he was done cleaning them with his tongue.  When she was satisfied with the job he had done on the first boot, she then placed the other boot in front of his face.  She made sure that he cleaned and worshipped the second one as well as he had done with the first boot.

When she was pleased with the job that Roger had done on her boots, Kathy removed her leather dress and bra.  She stood over him in her garter belt, stockings, and boots.  She rubbed her body up against him teasingly, pressed her breasts against his mouth, so that he could lick them, and told him that now it was time for him to give her some pleasure.  As he knelt there looking at Kathy in her dominant attire, his cock jutted out even more erect than it had done before.

Kathy took the blindfold out of the nightstand and placed it over Roger’s eyes.  Then, totally unexpected by him since he could not see, she took the nipple clamps out of the drawer and snapped one of the clamps onto his right nipple.  He let out a yell, but before he could even recover from the shock of the first clamp, Kathy snapped the other clamp onto his left nipple.  He let out another yell and started begging her to take them off.  She told him that she would be more than willing to remove them after he had used his mouth to give her an awesome orgasm.

Roger may have been caught totally off guard by the nipple clamps, but as Kathy pulled on the chain connected to the clamps, she noticed that his cock was bouncing up and down very excitedly.  She placed her hand on his cock and said “Honey, your cock must like these nipple clamps.  Look how excited it has gotten!”

She pulled the chain connected to his nipple clamps towards her as she sat down on the edge of the bed and told him to follow his nipples.  As he crawled towards her, she pulled his head in between her legs and pressed it against her pussy.  “You know what to do”, she said.  “And you better give me a lot of pleasure if you want me to take these clamps off of your nipples!”

Roger wasted no time following her order.  He started licking and sucking on her clit while running his tongue in and out of her pussy at a frenzied pace.  Kathy reached down and yanked on the chain connected to the nipple clamps and told Roger to slow down.  “I want you to worship my pussy nice and slow for a long time, and show me how much you love giving me pleasure with your tongue!”

He immediately slowed down his pace and began to lovingly lick and suck her clit when he slid his tongue in and out of her pussy.  Kathy laid back and enjoyed the oral adoration for the longest time until she felt the waves of pleasure building up between her legs.  When it almost reached the point where she knew that she was going to go over the edge, she grabbed Roger’s head and pressed her pussy up tight against his mouth.  He instinctively began to suck her at a faster pace and pushed his tongue deeper into her pussy.  It only took a few minutes then, before she was pushed over the edge, and she enjoyed a tremendous orgasm.

She held Roger’s head tight between her legs until she finally regained her composure, then when she sat up, Kathy released the clamps from both of his nipples very quickly.  He cried out in pain as the blood rushed back into his nipples which had been clamped for almost a half hour.  Kathy added to his torment by first running her tongue over each nipple, and then sucking on his nipples while he knelt there whimpering.

She reached down and took a hold of his very erect cock, and while playing with it said “Obviously, your cock must have liked the pain.  You look like you’re ready to explode.  Would you like to come now?”

Roger quickly told her that she was driving him up the wall and yes, he would love to come.  Kathy helped him up onto his feet and said “Ok, let’s see what we can do with this cock of yours!”

Kathy guided him up onto the bed on his back and made him place his cuffed wrists over his head.  When he did, she took a length of cord and tied the chain of the handcuffs to the headboard of the bed so that Roger’s arms were secured helplessly above his head.  She left him bound like that to the bed while she went into the bathroom to get a pan of warm water, a wash cloth, a can of shaving cream, and a razor.

When she returned to the bedroom, she began playing with Roger’s cock, pumping it up and down slowly and running her tongue over the tip.  It wasn’t long before she could tell that he was getting very close to coming, so she removed her hand and stopped stimulating him.  He let out a moan and asked her to please bring him off.  Kathy told him that she would be glad to do that, but first she had something else she needed to do.

She ran the cloth with warm water all over his groin area and then rubbed shaving cream all over his cock and balls.  With the razor, she began shaving all the hair off of his genitals.  Roger asked her what she was doing, but all she said to him was that he would find out soon enough.  Kathy worked the razor up and down his cock, around his balls, and all around his groin area.  When she was satisfied that Roger was totally hair free, she took some pictures of his hairless cock and balls with her phone camera.

She then wiped him down with the warm cloth.  As she rubbed his cock and balls with the wash cloth, he started getting hard and erect once again, so Kathy put down the cloth and began pumping his cock up and down, slowly at first, and then at a faster pace.  Roger was obviously so excited by everything which had happened to him so far that it only took about a couple of minutes before he was moaning, and then he started shooting a large load of cum into Kathy’s hand.  She squeezed his cock, making sure that she got every drop of his cum, and before he even knew what was happening, she slid her cum covered fingers into Roger’s mouth.

When he realized what was happening, he tried to pull his mouth away from her hand, but Kathy held his head down with her other hand while she pushed her fingers deep into his mouth.  She told him “Honey, you shot your cum all over my hand, so now you can just clean it all off!”

Kathy slid her fingers in and out of his mouth, making him lick every drop of cum off of them, then she made him lick the palm of her hand until it also was totally clean.  “Very good Roger.  I am glad that you cleaned up your mess so nicely.  If you hadn’t, I would have had to put those nipple clamps back on you!”

Having received the sexual release that he was looking for, Roger then asked her if she would please release him from the cuffs, and Kathy told him that she would shortly, but that she had one more very important thing to do first.  She went over to the night stand and took out the Stainless Steel Chastity Cage, the three rings, and the gold padlock.

While Roger laid there bound and blindfolded, Kathy began trying the rings around his balls to see which one would work the best.  I had cautioned her to make sure that she used a ring that was a little tight to ensure that there was no way that he could slip his balls out of it.  Kathy decided that the 1.75 inch ring fit nice and snug, so she placed it around Roger’s balls, slipped the stainless cage over his cock, and locked the cock cage to the ring with her padlock.  Roger kept asking her what she was doing as she was locking him into the Chastity Cage, but Kathy just ignored his questions.  Once she secured the lock, she pulled on the cage and tested it.  She was pleased with the result.  There was no way that her husband would be able to get it off without having the key.

**********


Final Note

As always, I thank you for your loyal following and readership.  I would really appreciate it if you would please take a minute to leave a Review of my book on Amazon.  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, my Female Domination Sessions, or the new Deluxe Dungeon Suite at my Bed & Dungeon Inn which is located in Pueblo, Colorado.

You can reach me by email at:

MistressBenay@outlook.com

For in-depth information on Sessions with Mistress Benay, Gallery of Pictures, and more details on all of my activities, visit my Website at:

www.MistressBenay.com

You can also follow me on Twitter @MistressBenay and also on FetLife (MistressBenay)
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