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Becky Stewart

John and Becky Stewart had just celebrated their fifth wedding anniversary, and they recently had purchased their first home in Hasbrouck Heights, New Jersey.  To all of their friends and neighbors, the young couple appeared to be very happily married, and also seemed to be doing quite well financially.  Some of their friends were actually quite envious of the fact that the young couple was able to afford a beautiful Victorian home in such a desirable location.

John, at age 30 had already established himself as a successful stock broker with a New York City brokerage firm, while Becky who had just turned 28 years old earned a very nice salary as a Paralegal with a law firm in Secaucus, New Jersey.

While their marriage may have appeared to be very rosey to outside observers, Becky was not happy at all with the way that her sexual relationship with John had continued to slowly deteriorate over the last two years.  When they first got married, it was not unusual at all for the couple to enjoy sexual intercourse two or three times in a week.  Now to Becky’s dismay, she considered herself lucky if she and John had sex once every couple of weeks.

The fact that John was working in Manhattan didn’t help their situation any because he spent around three to four hours a day commuting to and from the office.  Then, after the normal work day, many times he would call Becky, and say that he had a dinner meeting with one of his clients in the city, and would not be home till late.  On most of those evenings, Becky would be heading to bed just about the time that John got home.

To make matters even worst, when they did get together and actually have sex, it was not all that great, as far as Becky was concerned. It always seemed like John was in a hurry to get himself off, and didn’t even bother to spend the time necessary, or seem to care whether or not Becky also achieved an orgasm.

On most of those occasions when John and Becky did get together for sex, she would inevitably head to the bathroom after they were finished, so that she could take a nice relaxing bath, and complete the job which John started, by using her favorite vibrator to pleasure herself.

Becky couldn’t understand why John had changed so much over the past few years.  While they were dating, and after they were first married, he was always so sweet, kind, and caring towards her.  They used to cuddle together on the couch, and talk for hours, and it seemed like John could never keep his hands off of her, and told her many times how sexy she was, and how much she turned him on.

Now, the occasions were very rare when John would show any real affection towards Becky, and usually whenever he did put his hands on her or start to get affectionate, it inevitably turned out that he was trying to initiate sex.

Becky was really puzzled as to why John seemed to have lost interest in her.  She actually wondered for a while if she turned him on any longer.  If the truth be told however, she actually looked a lot sexier now, than the day when they got married.

At five feet, seven inches tall, with long shoulder length blonde hair, sparkling blue eyes, a set of “just perfect’ breasts, and a pair of long legs, which were finely toned from working out at the gym on a regular basis, Becky was very pleased with her appearance whenever she looked in the mirror.  She also made sure that she kept up with the latest fashions.  People constantly stopped her on the street, and complemented her on her chic wardrobe.

In addition to her self-evaluation, there was also the fact that almost every day, one of the men at the office would flirt with her, and others would actually try to come on to her.  No, she was sure that John’s lack of interest in her had nothing to do with her physical appearance.

One day while having lunch with Shirley Mills, a very attractive tall brunette who was her closest girlfriend, who lived about a mile from her, Becky decided to divulge what was going on in her marriage to Shirley, in the hope that her friend could give her some advice about what she should do.

After listening for ten minutes to Becky’s tale of woe, Shirley said “Girl, you are a knock out.  I wished that I looked as good as you do every day.  Believe me, from what you’ve told me, it sounds like your husband is the one with the problem.  Have you thought that maybe John is having an affair behind your back, and that’s the reason that he is not paying a lot of attention to you?”

Becky nodded her head, sighed, and said “Yes, recently I started wondering whether or not he was getting his sexual satisfaction somewhere else.  However, I just can’t bring myself to believe that John would do such a thing to me”.

Shirley laughed, and said “Honey, every woman who has ever been cheated on by her husband, has probably said the same thing.  I just don’t think that you can ever rule that out when it comes to men.  God knows, that’s why I am still single at almost thirty years old.  Out of all the guys that I have dated, I haven’t come across one yet who I felt that I could trust unequivocally”.  Then with a laugh, she said “In my case though, I guess that I also scare them off with my dominant nature.  They know that I would probably beat the hell out of them if they ever cheated on me!”

Shirley took a sip of her wine, and then with a deliberate pause, said “On the other hand, maybe John isn’t having an affair.  Maybe, he’s just playing with himself a lot.  You know they say that some men like to masturbate frequently.  If in fact, that is what John is doing, then that would explain why he’s been ignoring your sexual needs lately”.

Becky shook her head, and said “Well, I hope that isn’t the reason why he has been neglecting me.  I would be very upset if I found out that he’s been masturbating and taking care of himself, while he is cheating me out of my pleasure”.

As the two women leisurely ate their lunch, they continued to kick around different ideas about the possible courses of action which Becky could take to try and find out what was going on with John’s apparent apathy towards Becky when it came to sexual matters.

All of a sudden, Shirley clapped her hands, and enthusiastically said “I’ve got an idea.  I think that there is an easy way for you to find out if your husband is up to any monkey business!”

Shirley explained to Becky that one of the guys she was currently dating was a fellow named Jake Prater, who used to be a detective with the NYPD, but who retired early to open up his own private detective agency in Manhattan.

“Since John works in Manhattan, and spends so much of his time there, it should be relatively easy for Jake to check things out, and see if your husband is really spending all of those nights having dinner with business clients in the city”.

Becky was somewhat shocked by Shirley’s suggestion, and said “A private detective?  Are you serious?  You want me to have a private detective follow John and see what he is up to?  Isn’t that pretty expensive?”

Shirley shook her head, and said “No, it’s not really that expensive.  Jake told me that he only charges around $60 per hour when he is doing surveillance work for wives who want to know what their husbands are up to.  And here’s the kicker, Jake worked with the Vice Squad when he was a detective, so he definitely knows what to look for”.

Then with a laugh, Shirley said “I bet Jake might even give you a better rate, if I tell him that there is a chance that he might get lucky with me if he helps you out!”

Becky tried to dismiss her friend’s idea, but Shirley would not take no for an answer.

“Let me call Jake when I get home later, and set it up.  You and I can go into the city someday next week.  We can meet with Jake, and then treat ourselves to a nice lunch.  I’ll give you a call tonight after I talk with him”.

Becky knew better than to argue with her best friend, because Shirley was very head strong and would not give up once she came up with an idea.  After they left the restaurant, and once Becky had more time to think about Shirley’s suggestion, she realized that it might not be a bad idea at all to talk with the private detective.  Becky didn’t like the way things were going in her marriage, and she really did want to know why John had changed so much.


John Stewart

It was almost 10 pm that evening by the time that John pulled his car into the garage, and entered the house through the kitchen.  Most of the lights were off in the house, and John was somewhat relieved that Becky had already gone to bed.  At least he wouldn’t have to answer questions about where he went to dinner, or how the meeting with the supposed client went.  John went to the liquor cabinet and poured himself some Scotch, added a few ice cubes, and then sat down in the living room to unwind for a while.

He had called Becky earlier that afternoon, and told her that he had to take a client out to dinner, and that he wouldn’t be home till late.  Yes, once again John had lied to his wife, and he didn’t feel very good about it.  He really did love Becky, and he felt very guilty about what he continued to do behind her back.  He wished that there was some way that he could just come clean with Becky, and tell her some of the things which he desperately needed and wanted as part of their marriage.  John feared however, that if he did divulge his secret needs to his wife, that she would be totally repulsed by his confession, and that she might decide to leave him, something which he definitely did not want to happen.

Rather than having an open discussion with his wife about his sexual fetishes and taking a chance on how she would react, John had continued to hide them from Becky, and instead he began spending a lot of time on-line visiting websites which catered to his particular fetishes.  It wasn’t long thereafter before he actually acted on his urges, and he began to indulge his sexual proclivities at a house of Female Domination in Manhattan, where during the past year he had been regularly having sessions with Mistress Contessa.

No, John had not spent the evening entertaining a business client like his wife thought.  Instead, with his wrists cuffed behind his back, he had been forced down onto his knees, and spent an hour worshipping the thigh high leather boots which Mistress Contessa wore, while she towered over him, and disciplined him with her riding crop.

As John sat there in the living room sipping his drink, he reflected back on everything that had taken place since the days when he first dated and subsequently married Becky.  He realized that he was initially attracted to his wife’s long gorgeous legs, which were accentuated even more by the high heels which she normally wore.  John was extremely turned on by the sight of his wife in a short skirt or dress, wearing nylons and shoes or boots that had very high heels.

During those first few years of their marriage, whenever he and Becky would go out to dinner or to a show, he couldn’t keep his eyes or his hands off of her long nylon clad legs, while her feet which were always strapped into a pair of very sexy high heels kept him aroused throughout the evening.  He would always get very turned on just by the way that Becky dressed, and he couldn’t wait to get back home so that he could make love to his sexy wife.

John especially loved it on nights when Becky would let him get down on his knees, and remove her high heel shoes or boots, and then caress her feet and nylon clad legs before making love.  On many of those nights, John wanted desperately to bring his mouth down to the top of Becky’s shoes so that he could kiss and worship them, but he never had the courage to do it, for fear of what his wife would think or say.

John also realized during those first few years of marriage to Becky that he was becoming obsessed with thinking about tall women wearing short skirts, sexy black stockings, and shoes or boots with very high heels.  Working in Manhattan every day only added fuel to the raging fire of John’s fetish, because he was constantly being sexually aroused by the countless number of women in the city who he encountered daily who were dressed like the women in his fantasies.

Initially, John satisfied his high heel shoe and boot fetish by masturbating on a regular basis to the images which he found on the internet.  It wasn’t long however, before he discovered that in addition to the websites featuring women in high heel shoes and boots, he was turned on even more by the websites which presented pictures of women dressed in dominant leather and latex outfits.  Within a short time after that, John then started spending quite a bit of his time on the computer surfing the Female Domination websites which showcased submissive males being used and punished by leather clad Mistresses.

John’s frequent masturbation ritual soon centered around fantasies of him, being bound and helpless on his knees, serving those dominant Mistresses who he had seen featured on those Female Domination websites, as he fantasized about them whipping or punishing him if he did not properly serve them.

As John spent more time masturbating while fantasizing about serving a Dominatrix, he began to spend less time paying attention to his beautiful wife.  As a result, he became less inclined to initiate sex with Becky, and he began to seriously ignore her sexual needs.

John soon realized that he was totally obsessed with dominant women dressed in leather or latex, wearing shoes and boots with high stiletto heels, and he knew that he had to do something to address his obsession.

Once again, he thought about discussing his fetish desires with his wife Becky, and once again he decided against it.  So instead of trying to share his sexual fetishes with his wife, John did the only other thing which he thought was reasonable at that time.  He decided to contact a Mistress and make an appointment for a session.

Finding a Mistress was very easy in Manhattan.  There were hundreds of them listed in the Domina Guides for New York City which were on the internet, and John spent a lot of time going through the listings before he decided on a House of Female Domination, located on East Third Avenue in Manhattan, which had been in business for over thirty years.

When John finally made the appointment for his initial session, he had rationalized to himself that it would just be a one-time occurrence, which would give him the opportunity to actually experience some of the things which he had been fantasizing about.  He was sure that once he had a chance to turn his fantasies into reality, that his problem would be solved, without doing any harm to his marriage, and Becky would be no wiser.

“Boy, how wrong I was!” thought John, as he got up off of the couch, and went to make himself another drink.  Yes, that first session with Mistress Contessa had given him a chance to turn some of his fantasies into reality, just as he thought it would.  Unfortunately for John, once he actually had the opportunity to worship the Mistress’s black leather pumps with five-inch stiletto heels, and grovel at her feet, the true depth of his need to be submissive to a dominant woman was revealed.

It wasn’t long at all before John was back visiting Mistress Contessa on a regular basis.  In a short time, his exposure to the world of Female Domination was expanded to include bondage, cock and ball torment, nipple torture, humiliation, discipline, and corporal punishment.  Since that first visit to Mistress Contessa over a year ago, her intoxicating hold on John had become so strong, and he had become so addicted to worshipping her, that he couldn’t go more than two or three weeks without scheduling a session with her.

As John reflected on his visits with Mistress Contessa, he realized that he was spending quite a bit of money, paying for his frequent sessions.  Fortunately for him, due to his lucrative earnings as a stock broker, he was able to afford $300 plus a tip per session with the Mistress, but he also realized that if Becky ever found out how much money he had spent in the past year indulging his fetish desires, she would be absolutely livid, and there would be no way that he would be able to rationally explain his behavior to her.

As John finished his drink, shut off the remaining lights in the house, and headed towards his bedroom, he swore to himself that he would not return to the House of Female Domination and Mistress Contessa, but that in the coming days, he would find a way to muster up enough courage to discuss his sexual needs with his wife, and see if they could come to some type of understanding.

John just hoped however, that once he was back in the city tomorrow, and he was once again faced with the barrage of attractive women in short skirts, silky nylons, and high heels, that he would be able to resist the temptation to pick up the phone and arrange another session with Mistress Contessa.


Jake Prater

Before Becky retired for the night, Shirley had called, to let Becky know that she had contacted her private detective friend, Jake Prater, and that Jake would be able to meet with them on Friday morning around 11 am.

Becky thanked Shirley for setting up the meeting, and then said “I think that you were probably right in telling me that I should discuss my problem with a private detective.  John didn’t come home again tonight after work.  He called and said that he had to go out to dinner with a client and wouldn’t be home till late”.

“Wow, he sure takes a lot of clients out to dinner.  Well, if John is doing something other than eating dinner with clients, Jake will find out what is going on for you.  Why don’t I pick you up on Friday around 9 am, and I’ll drive us into the city?  Then when we are finished meeting with Jake, we’ll go out to lunch”.

Becky told Shirley that her plan sounded fine, and then she thanked her friend again for taking the time to get involved, calling the private detective, and trying to help her out.

When Becky went into the office the next morning, she notified the senior attorney who she worked for, that she would need to take Friday off as a personal day.  She then tried to focus on the work she needed to do on a set of interrogatories, and tried not to think about John and her current marital problem.  She decided that when John came home from work that evening, she would not even ask him about his dinner the prior night.  She would just keep everything close to the vest until after she consulted with Jake Prater.

As planned, Friday morning Shirley picked Becky up right at 9 am, and by the time that they parked the car in a garage, and walked the half block to Jake Prater’s office, it was almost 11 am.  His small but very neat office was located on the tenth floor of a shiny glass skyscraper on Sixth Avenue.

As the two women got off the elevator on the tenth floor, Shirley asked Becky if she would like to keep her meeting with Jake private.  “I can wait downstairs in the coffee shop for you until you are finished meeting with Jake”

Becky shook her head, gave Shirley a hug, and said “Absolutely not girl.  I wouldn’t even have had the courage to do this if it wasn’t for you.  You’re my best friend, and there are no secrets between us!”

When the two women first entered Jake Prater’s office, Becky was extremely nervous and filled with apprehension about meeting with a private detective, and arranging to have him basically spy on her husband.  However, after speaking with Jake for only ten minutes, she felt so much more at ease, and decided to just tell Jake everything that had transpired in her marriage to John over the last year or so.

Jake Prater was in his early forties, about six feet tall, muscular, extremely good looking, and had a very easy going personality and an infectious smile.  It was obvious to Becky right away why her friend Shirley liked dating Jake.

The first thirty minutes of their meeting were spent with Becky giving Jake all the background information about her husband, his work travel patterns, hobbies, and especially the details about the increasing number of his dinner meetings with clients. 

Then after Becky supplied Jake with photos of her husband John, and filled out some the necessary forms, including an information sheet with the description and license plate of John’s car, his employer information, work address, and other pertinent information, Jake smiled and said “I don’t think that it will be extremely difficult for me to get you the answers that you are looking for.  Fortunately, his office is not that far from me, so either I or one of my associates should be able to monitor his coming and goings without too much trouble”.

Then with a rather serious look on his face, Jake said to Becky “One thing however, that you must absolutely do for me, is to call me immediately on my cell phone the next time that your husband notifies you that he has plans to go out to dinner with a client.  I’ll need to know right away when that happens so that I can set up the necessary surveillance, and monitor his actions that evening.  Do you understand?”

Becky nodded, and told Jake that she would call him the minute she found out that John was planning to go out to dinner with a client.

“One more thing Becky.  Please do not mention to anyone that you have met with me on this matter.  No one besides you, me, and Shirley need to know that I will be working for you.  We do not want to do anything that might possibly let your husband know that he is being followed”.

Becky told Jake that she understood everything that he had said, and then with a little bit of anxiety, she asked him about the financial arrangements for his services.

Jake laughed, and said “Let’s just say that I will handle this matter under my ‘Special Friends’ Program, which means that I do not need a retainer from you, and I will bill you only for expenses and the actual hours which are spent following your husband, and those hours will be billed at a discounted rate”.

Then turning to Shirley, Jake said “Does that arrangement sound satisfactory to you Miss Mills?”

Shirley smiled, blew a kiss towards Jake, and said “Thanks sweetie.  I knew that you would take good care of my friend, and you can be sure that I will make it up to you!”

About an hour later, as Becky and Shirley were sitting at a table in the upstairs dining room of the Tofu House on West 32nd Street having lunch, Shirley said “So, how do you feel now?.  Are you comfortable with the way things went with Jake?”

“Yes, I feel so much better now that I talked with him.  He is very personable, and seems like he will do a good job finding out what is going on for me”.

“Great, I am glad to hear that you are more at ease now about hiring a private detective.  I know that Jake will do a good job for you.  He definitely knows what to look for after his years on the street with the Vice Squad”.  Then laughing, Shirley said “And yes, you are right, he is a pretty nice and personable guy.  Who knows, maybe this will finally be a guy that I can keep around for a while!”


False Hope?

Nothing of any significance was discovered during the following week as Jake Prater worked on the Becky Stewart case.  Every day that week, John Stewart arrived in his office in Manhattan by 9 am, came out of his office between noon and 1 pm for lunch at either a nearby restaurant, or else he grabbed a Sabrett hot dog from the cart on the corner by his office, and then went back up to work.

Also almost like clockwork, everyday John left his office around 5:00 pm, pulled his car out of the parking garage, and headed to his home in Hasbrouck Heights.  He arrived home each night around 7:00 pm, and he actually beat Becky home by about a half hour on three of the evenings, because she was delayed at a Regional Paralegal Conference which she was attending in Teaneck.  At no time at all during the week did Jake Prater or his associates see anything which looked like suspicious behavior on John’s part.

On Friday during the lunch hour, Jake gave Becky a call on her cell phone and updated her on everything that his team had observed during their first week of surveillance on her husband.  Becky was glad to receive Jake’s call and to learn that as far as Jake and his team were concerned, her husband had not engaged in any adulterous activity during the week.  Going into the weekend, she felt like a huge load had been lifted from her shoulders, at least for the time being.

Becky’s spirits were further bolstered by what had happened on the home front during the week.  She was pleasantly surprised by the fact that for the last three nights, John was a lot more attentive to her than he had been in a long time.  Each night when she returned home from the conference, John gave her a big hug and a long passionate kiss, and he told her how much he loved her.

Last night after he made each of them a drink, and as they sat on the couch and talked, John couldn’t keep his hands off of Becky.  It wasn’t long before they headed to the bedroom to make love, and Becky was pleased by the fact that it was one of their better lovemaking sessions in a long time.  John actually took the time to caress her, and to cover her entire body with kisses, as he helped her undress.  Then, without her even asking, he pleasured her with his mouth and tongue before they engaged in intercourse.  She was thrilled by the way that the evening had gone, and she actually wondered to herself if her old caring husband was returning to her, and if their sexual relationship was going to improve, and get back to the way it used to be.

Unfortunately, what Becky did not know was that it was actually the outfits which she had worn to the conference the past three days which were the reason for the change in her husband’s behavior.  Each night when Becky came through the door, and John saw what she had worn to the Paralegal Conference that day, he became immediately aroused, couldn’t take his eyes off of her, and he began catering to her needs.

While Becky normally dressed very conservatively for the office, choosing either a blazer and long skirt outfit or a pantsuit, she had gone all out when getting dressed for the Paralegal Conference because she wanted to make a good impression on people she met from other law firms and the vendors who were attending the meeting.

On the first day, Becky had worn a short little black dress, black hose, and black pumps with four inch heels.  On the second day of the meeting, she had worn a very fashionable tight red dress, black hose, and red high heels.  However, what she was wearing when she arrived home last night from the meeting is what truly got John so aroused, and eventually led to their torrid love making.

When Becky arrived home last night from the conference and removed her coat, John could not take his eyes off of the vision which stood in front of him.  Becky was wearing a very sheer and tight white blouse which accented her perfectly formed breasts, a short black leather mini-skirt, black hose, and a pair of exquisite black leather knee high boots with four inch heels.

As he hugged Becky and gave her that long passionate kiss, he wondered if she was aware of just how hard his cock had gotten the minute that he saw her come home in that outfit.  Then while they were sitting on the couch talking, he couldn’t resist running his hands over her long nylon clad legs, and he made a special point of letting his hands slip down onto those beautiful boots she was wearing, so that he could rub them and feel the texture of the soft black leather.

John wanted nothing more than to get down onto his knees in front of his wife, and start kissing and licking her boots, but instead he had to be content sitting there inhaling the wonderful aroma of his wife’s leather skirt and boots, while he tried to act interested as Becky told him about what had taken place at the Paralegal Conference.

Fortunately for him, it wasn’t too long before Becky led him into the bedroom, and he was able to run his hands all over her body, kissing her, while at the same time running his hands all over her wonderful leather skirt while he helped her get undressed.

While trying not to be too obvious, John knelt down and started kissing the tops of Becky’s boots, and her long nylon clad legs, as he worked his way up across her delightful leather skirt, becoming intoxicated by the scent which obsessed him so much.  John actually thought for a moment about asking Becky to leave her skirt and boots on while they made love, but decided at the last minute that if he did that, it might prompt her to ask him why, and then he would be scrambling for an adequate explanation for her.

As it turned out, John was so excited by Becky’s outfit, that he had no problem at all maintaining a stiff and hard erection the whole time that he performed cunnilingus on his wife, giving her an explosive orgasm, and then while he enjoyed his own massive release having sexual intercourse with her.

As they laid there in bed cuddling after their love making, John knew that he needed to find a way to tell Becky how much he was aroused by the type of clothing which she had worn during the week.  He had to let her know that he really hoped that she would dress like that more often.  He would have to wait however, to hold that conversation with Becky.  Totally contented and satisfied with the pleasure which she had enjoyed, Becky had already drifted off to sleep in John’s arms.


Things Look Grim

The following Wednesday afternoon around 3 pm, Becky had just stepped out of a meeting with her boss, when her cell phone rang, and she saw that it was John calling.

When she answered the phone, John said “Hi honey, are you busy?”

“No, not right at this moment.  Actually, I just got out of a meeting with Andrew. How are things going at work today for you?”

“Oh, things are going fine, but I needed to give you a call to let you know that I probably won’t be home till late tonight.  One of my clients from Connecticut is in town today, and I am going to meet him, and do a portfolio review with him over dinner”.

Becky immediately got that uncomfortable feeling which she hadn’t felt for over a week, and said “Oh, what time do you think you will be home John?”

“Probably not before 10 pm.  You don’t need to wait up for me, since I don’t know how long it is going to take us to go over his holdings”.

“Ok, well, have a nice dinner.  I’ll see you when you get home”.

Becky ended the call, and then without hesitating for a second, she dialed Jake Prater’s cell phone.

He picked up on the first ring, and said “Hi, Jake here”.

“Hi Jake, this is Becky Stewart.  How are you?”

“I am just great Becky, and how are you doing today?”

“Well, actually I don’t know right now.  My husband John just called me and told me that he has another one of those dinner meetings tonight with a client from Connecticut.  I thought that I better call you right away and let you know”.

“Good move Becky.  I’ll get a hold of my man who’s down there by your husband’s office, and we’ll get on it right now.  Thanks for letting me know.  I’ll be in touch with you if I find out anything”.

Becky was a little bit numb as she put her cell phone into her pocket, while at the same time, she felt a little guilty knowing that she was using a private detective to see if her husband was really telling her the truth.

That night when she went home, she heated up some leftovers which were in the refrigerator, and poured herself a glass of wine.  As she sat in the kitchen eating a day old casserole, she wondered where John was taking his client for dinner, and what they would be eating.  Some place fancy, and probably something from the menu which was expensive.  Of that, she was sure, since the Brokerage house would be paying for it, if John was telling the truth.  She would have to ask him where he went, and what he had for dinner, when he came home later.

As it turned out, she never got a chance to talk with John when he returned home that night, because after sitting there and drinking three glasses of wine, Becky was feeling a little light headed and sleepy.  She was in bed by 9 pm, and she didn’t even hear John when he came home around 10:30 pm.

She also did not get a chance to talk with John the next morning either, because he was up early, took his shower, and left for work before Becky got up, and got ready to head to the office.

She was somewhat of a nervous wreck all of Thursday morning, and she had a hard time focusing on her work, because she couldn’t stop wondering what John had really done the night before.  Every few minutes, she kept looking at her cell phone to see if Jake Prater had called yet with any news.

Finally, around noon, her cell phone rang, and she saw that it was Jake Prater calling her.

“Hi Jake.  I was wondering if you would call today”.

“Hi Becky.  Yes, I figured that I would wait till lunch time, so that I didn’t interrupt you while you were working”.

Becky couldn’t wait any longer, and asked “Were you able to find out if John went out to dinner with a client last night?”

After a short pause, Jake said “Yes, Becky.  We followed John from the minute that he left his office, and I know where he went.  Is there any chance that you could meet with me this afternoon if I come over to Secaucus?”

“Sure, I could probably meet your around 3 pm today.  I will just tell my boss that I need to leave early to take care of a personal matter.  It shouldn’t be a problem at all.  Where do you want to meet?”

“Why don’t you meet me at the Burger King which is right across the street from your office building.  I’ll make sure that I am there and waiting for you at 3 pm”.

“Ok, thanks.  I’ll see you then”.

As Becky ended the call with Jake Prater, she started getting a very bad feeling, and she felt herself getting nauseous.  Even though Jake had not said much on the phone call, Becky could tell that he did not have good news for her.  If he did, he would have just come out and told her where John had gone to dinner the night before.

The next few hours dragged along terribly for Becky.  She kept looking at the clock every fifteen minutes, hoping that the time would hurry along so that she could go across the street to meet with Jake, and find out what information he had for her.

The minute that 3 pm arrived, Becky grabbed her coat and purse, hurried to grab an elevator down to street level, and left her office without even saying a word to anyone she passed.

When Becky entered the Burger King across the street, she saw Jake sitting in a booth at the rear of the restaurant, sipping a drink.  She slipped into the booth opposite from him, and he asked “Can I get you a cup of coffee or something else to drink?”

Becky shook her head, and said “No thanks.  I don’t feel like having anything right now”.  Then, getting right to the point, she asked “Where did John go last night?”

Becky could see that Jake had a very troubled look on his face.  He hesitated for a few minutes, and then finally said “Becky, I wish that I had good news to give you, but unfortunately, I don’t.  We followed John from the minute that he left his office last night at 6 pm, and I am afraid that he did not go out to dinner with a client”.

Jake then took a large envelope out of his briefcase, removed a picture, and laid it on the table in front of Becky and said “This is where Jake went after he left his office, and where he spent two hours last night before heading home”.

Becky looked down at the photo in front of her, and saw that it was a picture of a building with a brick façade, which appeared to be in the middle of a city block.  Written across the bottom of the photo with black marker was an address on East Third Avenue in Manhattan.

Looking puzzled, Becky said “What is it?  Who lives there?”

“Becky, no one lives there.  I know that there is no sign on the front of the building, but it is a business.  The entire building is a House of Female Domination, and your husband was there as a customer”.

“A House of Female Domination?  What exactly is that supposed to mean?”

“Well, basically it’s an establishment that caters to men who want to have a BDSM session with a Dominatrix.  This particular house is one of the oldest and most established places of its kind in New York City.  It was started by a famous Domme in the early eighties, and they used to actually do live BDSM shows there.  Then after a few years, they stopped doing shows, and just concentrated on doing Female Domination sessions in the various Dungeon rooms which they have upstairs.  I am very familiar with this particular house of domination because I paid quite a few visits to them when I was with the Vice Squad”.

“BDSM?  You mean like whips and chains?  My husband is into that kind of thing?”

“Well, yes, they have plenty of whips and chains, but their clients go there to also indulge all different types of fetishes.  Some men are into high heel shoe and boot worship, some men are into bondage, and some men go there to be dominated and punished by a leather clad Mistress”.

“I think that I am going to throw up.  You are telling me that while John is neglecting me at home, and lying to me, he has probably been having some leather Dominatrix whip his ass?”

“Becky, I am not sure at this point what specifically John has been doing during the sessions he has been having at this establishment.  All I am sure of right now is that he had a two hour session last night with a Mistress Contessa”

“You know the name of the Dominatrix who he was with?”

“I found out last night.  As soon as John left the place, I had my associate, Tom follow your husband home, and I went upstairs at the business to see what I could find out.  As soon as the receptionist saw me, she remembered me from my visits there when I was with NYPD”.

“She and I chatted for a while, and I told her that I needed a favor.  I asked her some questions, and promised her that John would never know that I talked with her. I found out that John has been a regular there for almost the last two years.  They have a book which sits there on the desk with pictures of all of the Mistresses who work in the establishment, so that when clients come in, they can look at the pictures, and decide on the Dominatrix who they would like to have a session with”.

“I gave her $50 and asked her which Domme John had been seeing there.  She pulled this picture out of the book, turned her back while I took it, and then closed the book, and said that she never talked to me, and had no idea as to how I got the picture, if anyone should ever ask”.

Jake laid the picture of Mistress Contessa on the table in front of Becky, and she stared at it for the longest time, without saying a word.  Staring back at her was a rather tall and beautiful woman with long black hair, and what appeared to be European features.

The woman in the picture was wearing a tight black leather dress with a plunging neckline, which displayed a good portion of her very ample breasts, and the dress which was very short, stopped just below the Mistress’s crotch.  Becky couldn’t help but notice how dominant the woman in the picture looked, standing there in that dress, wearing black nylons, and a pair of thigh-high black leather boots which had very high stiletto heels.  The bullwhip which she held in her right hand made her also look very dangerous.

For some reason, the only question which popped into her head at that point was “Jake, how much does it cost to have one of those sessions with her?”

Jake sighed, and said “Usually around $300 plus any tip which the client decides to leave”.

Becky just shook her head.  She didn’t know what else to say.  She just kept staring at the picture of the woman in front of her, and kept repeating herself, saying “I can’t even believe this.  I can’t believe that this is what John has been doing all the time that he has been lying to me”.

Finally, Jake said “Becky are you going to be ok?  Do you want me to follow you home?”

Becky shook her head, and said “No Jake, I will be ok.  I just need to think about all this, and decide what I want to do”.

“Do you want me to keep following John at this point, or would you like me to stop, now that we know what he has been doing?”

“No Jake.  I don’t think that it will be necessary for you to follow him anymore.  I appreciate the job that you did, finding out so fast what was going on, and getting this information for me”.  Then, pointing to the pictures on the table, Becky asked “Can I have these?”

“Absolutely Becky.  They belong to you”.  Jake slid the pictures back into the envelope, handed it to Becky, and said “If you should need anything else, please call me.  I’ll be there right away for you, ok?”

“Thanks so much Jake”.

Becky got up, left the restaurant, and went out and got in her car.  She just sat there for quit a long time, wondering what she was going to do.  She knew that she didn’t want to go home and see her husband at that point.  Finally, she picked up her cell phone, and called Shirley Mills.

With tears in her eyes, and her voice crackling, Becky said “Shirley, can you meet me somewhere?  Jake found out what John has been doing.  I really need to talk with you right away”.

About half an hour later, Becky was sitting across from Shirley in a booth at the Bendix Diner in Hasbrouck Heights, clutching onto her mug of coffee, as she told her friend what had taken place over the past few days.

After Becky had brought Shirley up to date on what had happened, she handed Shirley the envelope with the pictures, and said “This is who John has been seeing at that place”.

Shirley studied the picture of Mistress Contessa, and then said “Wow, she definitely looks like the kind of woman who would enjoy whipping a man’s ass!”

“Yes, she sure does.  I had no idea that John was into that type of thing.  I’ve been totally in the dark all along about what turns my husband on, and God knows how much money he has spent getting what he wanted from this Mistress”.

“Well Becky, because of the men who I have dated, I have done a lot of reading the last few years about the different types of fetishes which men have, and I can tell you that almost all men have these little things which turn them on.  I’ll be honest with you, since you are like my sister, and admit that I’ve indulged some of the guys I have dated, and have done some kinky things with them”.

“Really?  What kinds of things?”

“Oh, nothing too crazy.  Some of the guys I’ve dated have had a thing for garter belts, stockings and high heels, so I always made sure that I wore those things whenever I went out with a guy who was into that type of thing.  Then the last guy I dated before I started dating Jake, liked it when I would tie him to the bed during sex.  The feeling of being helpless and having me in control really got him worked up, and made the sex between us pretty hot”.

“Wow, I had no idea Shirley.  You’ve been keeping too many secrets from me”. 

Shirley laughed, and then after a few moments of silence between them, she asked “Well Becky, what do you think you want to do now?”

“Honestly, right now the only thoughts which come to mind, center around revenge.  I am so upset, and I want to make John pay for what he has put me through.  Right now however, I don’t even think that I could face him, feeling like I do”.

“I can fully understand that at this point.  I would probably feel just like you if I had been married to someone for five years, and then got a surprise like this.  John should have discussed his fetishes with you, and at least have given you a chance to indulge them if you wanted to.  It would probably be a good idea if you get away from John for a few days, so that you can clear your head.  Why don’t you come over to my house, and stay with me for a couple of days?  We can talk more about this, and maybe I can help you decide what you want to do”.

“Oh Shirley, I really appreciate that.  That would be great.  Let me run home, and pack a bag, before John gets home from work.  I’ll grab some clothes and things that I need, and then I’ll come over to your place”.

An hour later, Becky had already packed a suitcase with clothes and all the essentials which she would need to go to work while staying at Shirley’s house.  As she got ready to head out the door, she laid the picture of Mistress Contessa on the kitchen counter, and then added a Post-It Note which only said “I’ll be staying at Shirley’s house for a few days.  I am not interested in speaking with you at this time”.


Taking Action

Becky’s cell phone started ringing around 7 pm that night, and by 9 pm, John had called her five times, leaving messages which Becky had no intentions of returning.

“Becky, I don’t know where you got this picture, but we need to talk about it”.

“Please Becky, pick up the phone.  We need to talk about this”.

“Becky, please come home so we can discuss this”.

“Becky, I can explain everything, if you will give me a chance.  Please call me back”.

“Honey, please call me back or come home.  I am so sorry about this.  I love you very much.  I need to see you, and talk to you about this.  Please give me a chance to explain”.

Becky couldn’t help but notice that John’s messages were getting more desperate each time he called. As she got ready for bed, she thought “Good, it suits him right.  Let him worry for a few days about what is going to happen”

The next morning when Becky woke up at Shirley’s house, she got dressed and headed to her office.  She hoped that it would be a slow Friday, and that they wouldn’t overload her with too much legal work during the day, since her mind was so preoccupied with her marital situation, and trying to decide what she should do.

Around 9 am, the receptionist buzzed Becky on the intercom, and told her that her husband was on the phone.  Becky told the receptionist to tell John that she was in a meeting, and couldn’t take the call.  An hour later, John called again, this time on Becky’s cell phone.  She ignored the call when she saw that it was from him.  Once again, John left a message begging Becky to return his call.  She deleted the message, and went back to work on a legal brief which she was reviewing.

That night, over dinner, after the two women had discussed Becky’s situation for a while, Shirley said “I gave a lot of thought today to what I think you should do to John”.

“Really?  What do you think I should do?”

“Well Becky, before I tell you what I would do, let me first ask you a question.  Do you still love him, and do you want to remain married to him?”

“Yes, I still love John, and if there is a way to heal this hurt which I am feeling, I would want to stay married to him.  I just think that he needs to pay for what he did to me, so that I can move forward with being married to him”.

With a big smile on her face, Shirley said “That’s the exact answer which I had hoped you would give me, and it is right in line with what I have been thinking about all day.  He obviously needs to be punished, and I think that you should make him pay big time for what he did.  I think that there is a way where you can basically move forward in your marriage, but with a new arrangement which you dictate what happens.  An arrangement where you give John what he obviously is looking for, but on your terms, which will be a lot tougher, and quite a bit different than what he has ever fantasized about.  You can take this opportunity to use his fetishes for your pleasure, and to create a marriage where you can be in charge all of the time.  Now what woman wouldn’t love that arrangement?”

“That sounds wonderful Shirley, but how do I do it?”

Becky poured them each another glass of wine, and said “I did some research for you today on the internet, and I have quite a few ideas on just what I think you should do.  Do you happen to have any of John’s credit cards?”

“Yes, actually I have two of them in my wallet.  A Platinum Visa and a Gold American Express Card”.

“That great!  Well, then tomorrow you and I will first go up to Garden State Plaza and do some serious shopping at all of the stores there including Nordstrom’s, Neiman Marcus, and Victoria’s Secret.  Then there’s a special store in the city which we need to visit so that you can get all of the items which will be necessary to make my plan work.  When I was on the internet, I found this store in Manhattan that should have everything that we need.  Sound good?”

“Sounds delightful.  Are you going to tell me the rest of your plan now?”

“Absolutely.  Come on into the den.  I want to show you some websites on the internet that I have been looking at.  I think that they will give you some good ideas as to what you should do to John.  I’ll warn you ahead of time however, that you probably are going to see some things that you have never thought about before.  I hope that I don’t shock you too much with my wicked ideas!”

By the time that Becky and Shirley left the mall on Saturday, they had racked up over $1,600 in charges to John’s credit cards.  As they loaded the packages into Shirley’s car, Becky couldn’t believe all of the purchases she had made.  She was now the proud owner of a new black leather dress, a short black leather mini-skirt, a black leather corset, a pair of gorgeous black Italian knee high boots with stiletto heels, two pairs of pumps with killer heels, and an entire new wardrobe of lingerie, including sexy bras, panties, thongs, garter belts, miniscule teddies, and an assortment of sheer thigh high and regular black stockings.

Once they were back on the road, Shirley headed for the Lincoln Tunnel, and then a store called Purple Passion on West 20th Street in Manhattan.  From her research on-line, she had found out that they had one of the biggest selections of BDSM equipment and clothing in the city.  After parking the car in a nearby garage, the two women walked to the store which was tucked into the ground floor level of a seven story apartment building.

When they entered the store, and Becky saw the tremendous selection of leather clothing, leather restraints, handcuffs, hoods, gags, floggers, and whips, she turned to Shirley, and said “You never cease to amaze me girl.  I guess I will leave it up to you to pick out the things that you think I need”.

Shirley laughed, and said “Oh, I know a few things which we definitely have to get for you, but you’ll probably see a lot of other things which might also be fun to have”.

As it turned out, after spending almost two hours in the store, looking at every item on every display, Becky left with two shopping bags filled with goodies, and had done another $1,300 worth of damage to her husband’s credit cards. 

Shirley’s shopping list for the store which initially had included handcuffs, a blindfold, a leather hood, leather wrist and ankle cuffs, a gag, and a riding crop had expanded dramatically once the two women started walking around the store.  In addition to the items which were on Shirley’s list, Becky also went home with a leather collar and leash, 3 rolls of Bondage Tape, a dildoe gag, alligator nipple clamps, an assortment of clamps and padlocks, a leather paddle, a bull hide flogger, a stainless steel male chastity tube, and a pair of beautiful black leather thigh high boots with skyscraper heels, just like the ones which Mistress Contessa was wearing in the picture which Becky had in her possession.

As Shirley headed through the tunnel back to New Jersey, Becky sat quietly in the passenger seat, reflecting on everything which she had purchased during her crazy shopping day.  She couldn’t believe that she had spent almost $3,000 on clothes and sex toys in one day.  She had never done anything as wild as that at any time before in her life.  The minute that she started feeling a little guilty about her elaborate purchases, she quickly reminded herself that she had no idea how much money her husband, John had spent on sessions with that Mistress of his.  “Who knows?”, she thought.  “Maybe, he has given that Dominatrix a lot more than $3,000 during the time that he has been cheating on me”.

Becky then looked at her cell phone, and saw that John had called her three times during the day while she was out shopping.  As she sat there, Becky listened to the voicemails, and found that once again John was begging her to come home, and apologizing for what he had done.

When Shirley pulled her car into the driveway in front of her house, and started helping Becky unload all of the shopping bags, she started laughing, and said “Wow, I guess we really did buy a lot today.  Oh well, at least you are going to be the best dressed and best equipped Domme in New Jersey!”

As the two woman walked up to the front door, Shirley said “It looks like someone put an envelope on my front door”.  When Shirley removed the envelope from the door, she handed it to Becky, and said “Looks like it’s for you”.

Once they had carried all of the packages into the house, and had a chance to catch their breath, Becky opened the envelope which had been taped to Shirley’s front door, and read the message which it contained.

“My Dearest Becky,

I know that you do not want to speak with me on the phone right now, but I sincerely hope that you will at least read this letter.

I am a fool, and I fully realize that I have hurt you by my actions.  I never intended to do anything which would deceive or hurt you.  I tried on many occasions to tell you about the things which turned me on, and each time, I could never muster up enough courage to share my yearnings with you.

I love you deeply – Just as much as the day that I married you, and I hope that in spite of what has happened, that you also still love me.  Please understand that I never had any feelings for that Mistress I saw in New York.  I was just trying to fill a sexual need.  You are the only woman in the world for whom I have feelings.

Please give me a chance to make it up to you.  Give me a chance to show you that I can be a loyal, loving husband, who loves you deeply.

Becky, please forgive me for what I have done.  Please come home.  I will do anything that you want.  I will do anything to show you that I truly love and worship only you.

John”

Shirley came into the living room carrying two glasses of wine, just as Becky finished reading the note from John.  Becky took the glass of wine from Shirley, and handed her the note, and said “Well, it looks to me like John might just be ready for what we have planned for him.  I’ll let him agonize for another day or two”.

After Shirley had a chance to read John’s note, she chuckled, and said “Good move.  Yes, no doubt about it.  Based on this note, I would say that you should have no problem at all taking control of your marriage now, while at the same time putting John in his place!”


Revenge Is Sweet

As John left his office on Monday, and headed home, he was a nervous wreck.  A few minutes before he had cleared off his desk, and packed his briefcase, his cell phone had beeped, and a text message from Becky had appeared on the screen.

“When you get home from work tonight, I will expect you to come directly over to Shirley’s house.  We will then find out just how sorry you are for what you did to me, and just how serious you are about doing whatever is necessary to get back into my good graces!”

When John arrived at Shirley’s house around 7 pm, and rang the doorbell, he was very surprised when Shirley opened the door for him.  Every time in the past that he had met Shirley, she was always dressed very conservatively in one of the business outfits which she wore to her job as a Marketing Consultant for a software firm in Paramus.

Tonight however, when Shirley greeted John, she was wearing a low cut revealing white silk blouse, short red leather skirt, black stockings, and a pair of red pumps with very high heels.  He stood there without saying anything, while he intently studied Shirley’s outfit, with his eyes especially focusing on the stiletto heels of her red pumps, until she finally said “Do you like what you see John?”

Almost stuttering, John said “Hi Shirley.  Sorry.  Is Becky here?”

Without exchanging any pleasantries, Shirley said “Follow me!”  She turned, and started walking down the hall, and then entered the living room.

When John followed Shirley into the living room, he couldn’t believe the sight in front of his eyes.  There sitting on the couch, holding a glass of wine, was Becky, wearing a black leather corset, a short black leather skirt, sheer black stockings, and a pair of thigh high black leather boots with very high heels.

John was caught off guard so much that he didn’t even know what to say at first.  When he finally spoke, the first thing that came out of his mouth was “Wow Becky, you look incredible!”

While she wanted to smile, Becky kept a stone face, and said “Well, I am glad that you think so.  After all, you should know, since you are the one that has been seeing a Dominatrix behind my back for the last year!”

John immediately tried to start apologizing to Becky, but she quickly cut him off, and said “I am not interested in hearing your lame apologies right now.  You do not need to say another word unless I ask you a question.  Do you understand?”

Totally surprised by Becky’s outburst, John said “Yes Honey.  I understand what you are saying”.

Becky shook her head, and with a frown, said “And you can also stop calling me Honey.  From now on, you should only address me as ‘Miss Becky’.  Do you understand?”

John immediately felt very awkward with the way that the conversation was going, especially since Shirley was sitting there on a chair across from him in the living room with a menacing smile on her face, but he quickly said “Yes Miss Becky.  I understand what you are telling me”.

“Good.  Then the first thing I want you to do is remove all of your clothes.  I want you completely naked, and then we will have a little talk about the things that you have done behind my back”.

John couldn’t believe that Becky was asking him to get totally undressed in front of her friend, Shirley.  He started to protest, but the second he opened his mouth, Becky sprung up off of the couch with lightning speed.  He hadn’t noticed the riding crop which had been lying on the couch next to his wife, but he soon felt it, when Becky smacked him extremely hard across his thigh.

As John let out a howl from the surprise strike of the riding crop, Becky said “John, you better believe me when I tell you that I am not in the mood for any arguments or disobedience from you tonight.  The only thing which I expect is that you will do any and everything that I tell you to do.  If you have a problem with that, then you should leave right now, go home and pack your bags, and move out of the house, and I will file for divorce!”

Just the mention of divorce sent chills down John’s spine, and he realized that Becky was not fooling around.  He promptly started getting undressed, and said “I am sorry Miss Becky.  Yes, I will do whatever you tell me to do”

When John was completely naked, Becky pointed down to the floor with her riding crop, and said “Ok, you can get on your knees now, and we will have our little talk”.

Even though he was totally embarrassed by the fact that Shirley was observing everything, John dropped down onto his knees in front of Becky.

Becky smiled for the first time, and said “Very good.  I like seeing you on your knees”.  Then she motioned to Shirley, and nodded.  Shirley knew exactly what Becky wanted, so she picked up a pair of handcuffs and the leather collar, came over and stood behind John.

Becky ordered John to stick his arms out in front of him, and when he did, Shirley immediately locked his wrists together with the handcuffs.  Then she placed the leather collar around his neck, buckled it tightly, locked it with a small padlock, and then she said “Becky, I am sure that this boy will be much more cooperative with you now”.

Becky laughed, and said “Oh, I am sure that you are right”. Then turning to John, Becky said “Ok, my dear husband, let’s talk about why you felt the need to cheat on me, and what kinds of things you did with that Mistress Contessa.  Did you go there to kiss and lick her high heel shoes and boots?’

When John didn’t answer fast enough, Becky brought the riding crop down hard across one of his nipples.  He let out a loud scream, and quickly said “Yes Miss Becky.  I did that.  I worshipped her high heel shoes and boots with my mouth and tongue”.

“How often?”

John hung his head, and said “Every time that I went to see her”.

“And how often did you go to see her?”

Not wanting to admit the truth, John said “Oh, every once in a while”.

Becky immediately smacked his other nipple as hard as she could with the riding crop, and as John let out another scream, Becky said “Don’t you dare play games and lie to me, you worthless piece of shit”.  Then bluffing a little bit, Becky said “I hired a private detective to investigate your behavior, and with everything that he told me, I’ll know when you are lying to me”.

John was dismayed to hear that Becky had hired a private detective to watch him, but now he understood how she had gotten her hands on that picture of Mistress Contessa.  Lowering his head and his voice, he said “I went to see her every couple of weeks”.

“Every couple of weeks.  How nice.  And how much were you paying her?”

John was afraid to answer the question, but he knew he had to, unless he wanted to feel the sting of Becky’s riding crop once again, so he said “$300 an hour”

“Oh, isn’t that nice.  So, let’s see.  Your little two hour session with the Mistress last Wednesday night cost $600?”

John realized that Becky was obviously aware of what he did the prior Wednesday night.  Barely audible, John’s reply was “Yes Miss Becky”.

Becky responded by immediately striking each of John’s nipples with the riding crop even harder than she had done before, and said “So you like to worship high heel boots?  Good, get your mouth down onto my boots, and show me how you clean them with your tongue!”

John quickly brought his mouth down to the tip of Becky’s right boot and began kissing it.  He timidly ran his tongue all over the top and sides of her black leather boot.  Becky was not impressed at all with John’s performance, and brought her riding crop down hard across his ass, and said “You’re not showing much enthusiasm for cleaning my beautiful boots.  You better start showing me how you cleaned Mistress Contessa’s boots, or I am going to whip you royally!”

That was all that John needed to hear.  He immediately stuck his tongue all the way out of his mouth and began licking Becky’s boot vigorously, moving his tongue all over her boot and the stiletto heel till her right boot glistened.

“Now that’s more like it, slave.  You do enjoy being used as my slave, don’t you?”

John nodded his head, and said “Yes, Miss Becky”.

“Well, I am glad to hear that, because I plan on using you in ways that you probably have never even thought about.  Now get your mouth onto my other boot, and make that one shine also!”

John quickly moved his mouth over to Becky’s left boot, and enthusiastically began kissing and licking every square inch of her boot and heel.

All of a sudden, Shirley shrieked, and said “Look at your slave’s cock.  The son of a bitch is dripping on my carpet.  He really does love being used as a boot licker!”

Shirley grabbed the leather paddle which they had purchased in Manhattan, went over to John, and brought the paddle down hard across one of his ass cheeks.  He cried out, but before the sound was even out of his mouth, Shirley brought the paddle down once again across the other cheek of his ass, and said “Get your mouth down onto my carpet and lick up your mess.  If I find one drop of cum on my carpet, you will be very sorry!”

John dropped his head down to the floor, and earnestly began licking the carpet in front of the couch until he had totally cleaned up any of his pre-cum which had dripped on the floor.

Shirley closely inspected her carpet, and then satisfied with the job which John had done, she sat down on the couch next to Becky, and said “Please forgive me for paddling your slave without your permission.  It’s just that I got so upset seeing him drip his dirty cum on my carpet”.

Becky leaned over, gave Shirley a big hug, and said “Don’t be silly.  You are my best friend.  What I have is also yours to use.  You can do whatever you want to my slave.  You don’t need my permission”.

Becky then took John’s handcuffed wrists, and attached them to the ring on the front of his leather collar with a small padlock.  She then ordered John onto his back, and had him lie in front of the couch so that his head was by Shirley’s shoes.

Shirley placed one of her red pumps against John’s face, and said “Open your mouth slave”.

As soon as John complied, Shirley slid both of her stiletto heels into John’s mouth, and said “I want to see you suck and worship my heels, and show me how much you adore them.  I better not find any teeth marks on them however, because if I do, you will be severely punished!

John began gently sucking on Shirley’s heels, and as he laid there on the floor, Shirley slid them in and out of his mouth.  Then with a laugh, she turned to Becky, and said “Your slave is doing a wonderful job sucking on my heels.  He must have gotten a lot of practice when he was seeing that Mistress in New York.  I wonder if he could suck a cock just as well”.

Becky smiled, and said “That might be a good idea for another night.  Maybe you could invite one of your boyfriends over some night, and we could make John suck your friend’s cock”.

As John laid there on the floor, helplessly restrained, he hoped that Becky and Shirley were not really serious.  He had many fetishes and fantasies which he had not disclosed to his wife, but being forced to suck another man’s cock was definitely not one of them.

When Shirley was satisfied with the job that John had done on her heels, she slid them out of his mouth, and rested the tip of each of her stilettos on top of his nipples, and used him as a cushion.  Then turning to Becky, she said “I just realized that your slave here is not very appreciative of the fact that you allowed him to lick your boots, and I allowed him to worship my heels.  He has not even said ‘Thank You’ to either you or me for the privileges which we have given to him”.

Becky nodded, and said “Yes, you are right.  Do you think that we should punish him for his oversight?”

“Absolutely!  He needs to be punished”.

Shirley stood up, went over to the shopping bag with all of the goodies which they had purchased, and when she returned, she was holding a pair of alligator nipple clamps and a bull hide flogger in her hands.

Shirley handed the clamps and the flogger to Becky, who immediately snapped the clamps onto John’s nipples.  He let out a blood curdling cry as the teeth of the alligator clamps painfully dug into each of his nipples.

Shirley then ordered John up onto his feet, and when he stood up, she pushed him face down into the cushions of the couch, and said to Becky “Ok, he’s all yours.  You can punish him for both of us”.

Becky stood up, swung the flogger back and forth a few times to get the feel of it, and then brought the flogger down hard across John’s back.  Her husband let out a loud cry, and before the pain had totally registered through his body, Becky brought the flogger down once again even harder across his shoulder blades.  She was quite impressed with the row of red marks which the instrument had made on John’s back, and she asked Shirley “How many lashes do you think he deserves for forgetting to thank you and me for allowing him to worship our boots and shoes?”

Shirley laughed, and said “Well, if it was me with the whip in my hand, I would give him at least ten more lashes, so that he’ll remember to thank us next time”.

Becky giggled, and said “I like the way you think Shirley.  I am so glad that you are helping me with John’s initial training”.  She then proceeded to give John ten lashes from the flogger, and she made sure that each lash was delivered with much more force than the previous one.

One thing that really surprised Becky, was that the more she whipped John, the more excited and aroused, she became.  She could feel herself getting very wet between her legs, and she was even tempted to rub her clit.  She never considered herself to have even the slightest sadistic streak before, but she now had to admit to herself that she was getting very sexually turned on by whipping her husband.

By the time that Becky was finished punishing John with the bull hide flogger, his back was covered with row after row of red whip marks, and he was sobbing and begging for mercy.  As Becky stood over him with the whip in her hand, she could not believe how wet her pussy was.  If Shirley had not been present, Becky probably would have made John get down on his knees at that point, and lick her to an Orgasm.

Instead, Becky ordered John down onto his knees in front of her, and said “Ok, I think that you should continue now answering some more of the questions which I have for you”.

As John knelt there with his cuffed wrists attached to the leather collar around his neck, Becky said “Well, we’ve established so far that you worshipped Mistress Contessa’s boots and heels, and that she tied you up and put you in different types of bondage.  So, next question.  Did she whip you like I just did?”

John was apprehensive about answering Becky’s question because he was afraid of what would happen, but as soon as he saw her start to reach for her riding crop once again, he quickly said “Yes Miss Becky.  She would sometimes whip me with her Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip”.

“Oh, how delightful.  I’ll have to get a Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip the next time Shirley and I go out shopping.  So, did you like being whipped?”

Once again, John was afraid to answer his wife’s question, and he hesitated a little too long for her liking.  Becky slammed the leather tip of her riding crop down across John’s cock, and as he cried out, he quickly said “Yes Miss Becky.  I suppose that I liked the whipping I received from her most of the time, except when it got a little severe and was more than I could tolerate”.

Becky laughed, and said “Well then, I guess I’ll just have to experiment, and find out ‘how much is more than you can tolerate’.  Won’t I?”

John didn’t say a word.  Instead, as he knelt there helpless in front of his wife, with her best friend looking on, the gravity of his situation finally hit him, and he realized that his wife was very serious about taking control of their relationship, and that she, not he, now controlled his destiny.

At that point, as John knelt there in front of her, Becky yanked on the chain attached to the clamps, and pulled them off of John’s nipples.  He immediately started yelling as the blood rushed back into his nipples sending waves of pain through his body.  Becky grabbed both of his sore nipples with her long fingernails, and squeezed them tightly, adding to the torment which John was feeling.

“Ok slave, now for the big question, and if you try lying to me, you will definitely be sorry!”

“Did Mistress Contessa let you have an orgasm whenever you went to see her for a session?”

John actually started trembling when he heard Becky’s question, because he didn’t know how much his wife actually had found out about his sessions with Mistress Contessa, and he didn’t want to get caught lying to her again.  He finally hung his head down, so that he did not have to look Becky in the face, and said “Yes, Miss Becky.  She did”.

“Did she masturbate you, or did she make you masturbate yourself?”

John said nothing for a few seconds until he saw Becky pick up her riding crop, and then he figured that he had better give his wife the answer she was looking for, and he said “During most sessions, she would masturbate me while I was restrained helpless.  But there were a few times that she made me get down on my knees, and then she forced me to masturbate on the top of her boots, and then after I came, she forced me to lick her boots clean”.

As soon as the words were out of John’s mouth, Becky stood up smacked the left side of his face with her open palm as hard as she could.  Before John could even recover from the surprise blow, Becky brought the back of her hand across the right side of John’s face, smacking him as hard as she could once again.

“You cheating son of a bitch!  Yes, that’s exactly what you are John.  While you were neglecting my sexual needs, you were getting your rocks off while worshipping another woman’s boots.  While I was sitting at home, worrying over the fact that my husband no longer wanted to have sex with me, you were having a grand old time letting another woman jerk you off”.

John immediately tried to beg for forgiveness.  “Becky, I mean Miss Becky, please forgive me.  I am so sorry for what I did.  Please give me a chance to make it up to you”.

“Oh, you are going to make it up to me alright.  You can be sure of that!”

“Shirley, could you please get that hood we bought, and put it on him.  Also, get the gag.  Right now, I don’t feel like looking at his face or hearing another word from him!”

Shirley grabbed the black leather hood, pulled it down over John’s head, and laced it up in the back as tight as she could.  She then snapped the blindfold to the front of the hood, shoved the penis gag into John’s mouth, and snapped that to the front of the hood, so that he could not push the gag out of his mouth.

Becky then placed the sole of her right boot against John’s chest, and pushed him very hard, causing him to fall backwards onto the living room floor.  As he laid there handcuffed and hooded, Shirley grabbed Becky’s wine glass, and said “Let’s go out to the kitchen so that we can refill our glasses, and have a talk about what you should do now”.

While the two women were in the kitchen talking, John laid there helpless on the living room floor, shrouded in the darkness of the leather hood, for what seemed like an eternity.  Actually, it was only about an hour before Becky and Shirley came back into the living room, after having discussed the next step which Becky should take which would clearly show John who was in control from now on.

Shirley went over to the shopping bag which contained the items which they had purchased in New York, retrieved the stainless steel male chastity tube, and handed it to Becky, and asked “Are you ready?”

As Becky took the chastity tube from Shirley, she said “Yes I am.  I am so glad that you convinced me to buy this when we went shopping.  You are always thinking ahead.  I don’t know what I would do without you”.

The two woman then kneeled down on the floor next to John, and Becky began pulling his balls through the tight stainless ring of the chastity device.  She had quite a hard time getting both of his balls through the ring, and then as she worked his cock through the ring also, she said to Shirley “Wow, this is really tight.  Do you think that we probably should have gotten a larger size?’

Shirley pulled on the ring around John’s cock and balls, and said “Absolutely not.  It’s supposed to be nice and tight like this.  Once you lock the cage in place, there will then be no way for John to remove it without the key”.

Becky then picked up the stainless cage, pushed it down over John’s cock, and attached it to the top of the ring.  She then took the little brass padlock from Shirley, slipped it through the top of the ring, and snapped the padlock shut.

When Shirley heard the little click of the padlock, she laughed, and said “What a wonderful sound that is for a woman to hear.  Just think Becky, that little clicking sound signifies that you, and only you, now have control of John’s cock!”

Becky stood back, admired her handiwork, and then she pulled on the cage to see how secure it was.  As she pulled on the cage, she could hear John moaning from behind the gag in his mouth, and she noticed that his cock was trying to get hard within the confines of the stainless steel chastity cage.

Becky smiled as she realized that that the steel bars of the chastity cage prevented John from achieving any kind of an erection, and that the ring of the chastity device was getting even tighter around her husband’s balls as his cock tried in vain to get hard.

As Shirley examined the chastity device which was now locked onto John’s cock, she laughed, and said “I love it.  I think I should make every guy I date wear one of these”.  Then in a more serious tone, she said “Becky, you probably should think about shaving all of that hair off of John’s cock and balls, like we saw the other night on the internet, when we were looking at pictures of clean shaven men who were locked up in chastity tubes.  Now that you are going to keep him permanently locked up in the chastity tube, it would keep things looking a lot cleaner down there”.

Becky nodded, and said “I agree with you that it would make things look a lot nicer if he didn’t have all that hair.  I’ll plan on doing it over the weekend, and I’ll text you a picture”.

Becky looked at Shirley, and said “Well, shall we let this husband of mine see the chastity tube which he will be wearing from now on?”

“Oh, you bet.  I can’t wait to see his reaction!”

The two woman lifted John up off the floor into a sitting position, while Becky detached the handcuffs from the ring on the collar, and then removed the cuffs from John’s wrists.  Shirley then removed the gag from John’s mouth, and unlaced and removed the leather hood from his head.

Once the hood was removed, John started squinting, as his eyes tried to adjust to the bright light in the living room.  At the same time, his hands immediately went down to his groin area, as he attempted to figure out what his wife had done to his cock.  When he looked down between his legs, and saw that his cock was locked up in a steel chastity cage, he let out a loud groan, and said “What have you done to me?  What is this?”

Becky smiled, and said “What does it look like John?  It’s a male chastity tube.  It’s made specifically for a man like you to prevent you from masturbating behind my back, and having orgasms without my permission!”

John became visibly upset when he realized that the stainless steel cage around his cock was locked, and that there was no way for him to remove it.  “Please Becky…I mean Miss Becky.  This isn’t necessary.  I told you that I was sorry for what I did, and I promised you that it would never happen again”.

“That’s all well and good John, but your promises don’t mean anything to me at this point.  You are going to have to prove yourself to me for a long time before I believe what you say again.  That cage which is locked around your cock is my insurance that you will never have another orgasm unless I am the one who gives it to you”.

Becky then held up a little gold key, and said “The only way that chastity tube is coming off, is if I decide to use this key to unlock it, so if I was you, I would make sure that you are on your best behavior, and that you do everything I tell you to do from now on!”

Becky then told John to get up off of the floor, and said “You can go ahead and get your clothes on now”.

As John stood up, he felt the leather collar which was still locked around his neck, and said “Can you please take this collar off of me before I get dressed”.

Becky laughed, and said “Why would I want to do that?  I think that it looks very nice on you, and is very fitting, considering your new status as my slave.  Now, get dressed.  I don’t want to hear another word from you!”

As John got dressed, Becky added all of the toys which she and Shirley had purchased at the BDSM store in New York to the suitcase which contained her clothes and personal items.  She closed up the suitcase, and handed it to John, and said “Here, you can take my suitcase home for me.  When you get home, I expect you to get undressed, and wait for me naked on your knees by the bed.  I’ll be home shortly after I finish my glass of wine”.

As John picked up the suitcase and headed to the front door, Becky stopped him, and said “One more thing before you go.  I think you need to get down on your knees, and kiss Miss Shirley’s high heels to thank her for all of the assistance she has given to me tonight in helping to put you in your place”.

John quickly got down on his knees, brought his mouth to the top of Shirley’s red high heel pumps, and began kissing them gently.  Then he said “Thank you Miss Shirley for everything you did tonight to help my wife”.

Shirley patted John on the top of his head, and said “You are quite welcomed slave.  Make sure you do everything that your wonderful wife tells you to do.  If I get any bad reports from her, you can be sure that I will not hesitate to use my paddle on you again!”

As John got up, and headed out the door, Becky turned to Shirley, and with a big smile said “Everything that we have done tonight has gotten me so very wet and aroused.  You can be sure that I plan on using my slave’s mouth and tongue for my pleasure when I get home!”


Later That Evening

During the five years that Becky had been married to John, she had never experienced an evening filled with as many Orgasms, and as much pleasure, as she received from her husband, compared to when she returned home from Shirley’s house that Monday night after locking her husband up in his new stainless steel chastity tube.

Yes, John was waiting for her naked, on his knees by the bed, just as she had instructed.  As she entered the bedroom that night, Becky smiled to herself, and knew that she had made the right choice when she decided to lock her husband up in a chastity tube.

The first thing Becky did when she entered the bedroom, was to go over to the jewelry box on her bureau, pick out a long gold necklace, and slip the little gold key onto the necklace, and attach it around her neck.  As she towered over her naked husband in her thigh high boots with stiletto heels, Becky held up the key which now hung from the chain around her neck, and said “Slave, I want you to take a look at this key.  Every time you see me from now on, I will be wearing it around my neck, so that it is a constant reminder to you that I, and only I can unlock that cage on your cock.  If you should ever think about disobeying me or displeasing me in the future, just remember that without this key, you will never be able to experience another Orgasm!”

Becky then handcuffed John’s wrists in front of him, and had him lie down on the bed.  She then pulled his arms up over his head, and secured the handcuffs to the brass headboard of the bed, ensuring that John was helplessly restrained for what she planned next.

Slipping off her leather skirt, Becky climbed up onto the bed and straddled her husband’s body.  Still wearing her leather corset and thigh high black leather boots, she positioned her naked pussy over John’s face, and said “You showed me earlier tonight how well you can lick a pair of boots, and suck on a pair of high heels.  Now, I expect you to use that mouth and tongue of yours to give me all the pleasure which you have cheated me out of for the last year”.

True to her word, Becky kept John restrained to the bed for over two hours, while she enjoyed one Orgasm after another by means of her slave’s mouth.  She couldn’t remember ever being so sexually excited as she was that night after whipping her husband, locking him into a chastity tube, and using him for her pleasure, knowing that there was nothing that he could do, other than to follow her orders, and give her all of the pleasure which she desired.


Epilogue

The following morning as Becky sat at the breakfast bar sipping a cup of coffee and reading the newspaper, John came into the kitchen, all dressed, and ready to leave for his office in New York.  He stood there quietly waiting for Becky to look up from the newspaper, so that he would not interrupt her reading.

When she finally looked up from her newspaper, John said “Good morning Miss Becky”.

“Good morning John.  How did you sleep last night?”

“Actually, I had a pretty rough night.  I woke up numerous times when the cage started squeezing my penis, and the ring got very tight and uncomfortable”.

“Oh, I am sorry to hear that.  I slept wonderfully last night, thanks to all of those great orgasms you gave to me.  You are just going to have to learn not to have any sexy dreams at night or any nasty thoughts during the day”.

John nodded, and then leaned over to give Becky a kiss on her cheek, and asked “Miss Becky, will I have to wear this chastity tube to work every day?  It is very tight, and I don’t know if I am going to be able to concentrate on my work being locked up like this”

Becky smiled, reached down, placed her hand between John’s legs, squeezed his chastity tube, and said “Oh sweetie, what a silly question.  Oh course, you are going to wear it every day from now on, like I told you last night.  I am sure that you will eventually get used to wearing it.  It may take a few weeks or months, but eventually it will become a part of you.  I need to make sure that my property is properly secured and protected, and that you don’t ever get into trouble again.  Now you better get going before you are late for work.  Have a wonderful day”.

Two weeks later, Shirley invited Becky to come over to her house for a special dinner on a Saturday night.  When Becky asked Shirley if there was anything that she could bring with her to the dinner, Shirley said “Just bring that slave of yours, and you can bring a bottle of wine, if you like”.

A little intrigued by the invitation, Becky asked “Will it just be the three of us for dinner?”

Shirley laughed, and said “Absolutely not.  My new slave will also be joining us for dinner.  After seeing all the fun which you have been having, and all of the pleasure you have been receiving these past few weeks owning a ‘Locked Up’ slave, I decided to go ahead and get one for myself.  I even had to make another trip into Manhattan the other day to buy some more toys and a chastity tube just for him like the one we bought for John”.

“Really?  You are serious, aren’t you?  You never even told me that you were thinking about doing such a thing.  Who is your slave?”

Shirley laughed, and said “Oh, you’ll find out Saturday night when you come over for dinner.  Make sure that you bring some of your toys with you, so that you can help me train him.  I already told him that he should plan on being on the receiving end of a double domination session by me and my best friend”.

“Wow, you are too much Shirley!  I can’t wait”

During the rest of the week, Becky racked her brain trying to remember the names of all of the men who Shirley had mentioned that she had recently dated.  Then Becky remembered the comments which Shirley had previously made about doing some kinky things with some of her dates, and even tying some of the men up.  For the life of her though, Becky couldn’t imagine who Shirley had decided to take control of as her personal slave.

Saturday night, after donning her new black leather dress, sheer black nylons, and a pair of black pumps with five inch heels, Becky had John drive the two of them over to Shirley’s house.  When they arrived, John came around the car, opened Becky’s door, and helped her step out of the car.  Before they started up the walkway to Shirley’s front door, Becky said “Just a minute John.  I need to do something”.

She reached into her purse, pulled out a short black leather leash, and snapped it onto the ring on the front of John’s slave collar.  She tugged on the leash, and started walking up the brick walkway to Shirley’s house.  John immediately had to walk a little quicker to keep up with Becky as she led him up to the front door, where she rang the doorbell.

After a few seconds, the front door opened, and Jake Prater, wearing a slave collar which was visible underneath his shirt, said “Good Evening Miss Becky.  My Mistress is waiting for you in the living room.  If you’ll follow me, I’ll take you to her, and then go get you a glass of wine”.

The End
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“FemDom Law Firm: A Tale Of Female Domination”

Jennifer thanked him for getting the drink for her, and then stopped him as he started to leave her office, pointed to the chair in front of her desk, and said “Nicholas, sit down.  We have things to discuss!”

Jennifer held up the cup containing her Latte, and said “Nicholas, first things first.  From now on, when you see me arrive at my office in the morning, I will expect you to go down and get me my morning latte, and don’t make me have to ask for it.  Do you understand?”

Nicholas was somewhat surprised, but said “Yes, I understand”.

With a scowl on her face, Jennifer Webster said “No Nicholas, when I ask you something, you will answer me properly.  The correct response is ‘Yes, Ms. Webster or no, Ms. Webster.  Do you understand?”

Even though he was somewhat embarrassed, Nicholas quickly said “Yes, Ms. Webster.  I understand, and I will get your Latte as soon as you arrive each morning”.

Jennifer smiled, and said “Very good Nicholas”.

Then Jennifer handed Nicholas a sheet of paper, and said “Here is the schedule which Marsha Weiss, our Training Director prepared for you.  As you can see, you are scheduled for two hours a day with her from Monday through Friday here in the office preparing for your Bar Exam.  Make sure that you do not miss any of your appointments with her.  Do you understand?”

Without hesitation, Nicholas said “Yes, Ms. Webster”.

Jennifer then handed Nicholas a stack of legal size folders, and said “Here are the files for the cases which I am working on this week.  You will need to research the case law rulings on each situation.  As you will notice, I have put a post-it note on each file, indicating the date when I need the legal brief finished and on my desk.  Any questions?”

“No, Ms. Webster.  I will make sure that I get the briefs to you in a timely manner”.

“Very good Nicholas.  Another thing which I need to mention to you right now, is that I have instructed the payroll department to reduce your salary by $10,000 per year effective immediately”.

A look of complete shock swept over Nicholas’s face, and he said “I am sorry Ms. Webster, but why would you do that to me?”

With a somewhat evil smile, Jennifer Webster said “Nicholas, it’s very simple.  After tomorrow, when you are locked up in your chastity tube, you will not be able to accompany me to court when I have a case to litigate, like you have done in the past.  I don’t think that either you or I want the metal detectors going off when you enter the court house.  As a result, it will be necessary for me to borrow another associate from one of the other lawyers here at the firm every time that I have to go to court, which will be an inconvenience for everyone, and as a result, we will have to take the additional expense out of your salary.  Do you understand?”

Obviously dejected at the news that his salary had just been cut by $10,000 per year, Nicholas in a rather low voice said “Yes, Ms. Webster”.

“Excuse me Nicholas.  What did you say?”

Raising his voice, Nicholas said “Yes, I understand Ms. Webster”.

“Great, that’s all I have for you right now Nicholas.  Before I let you go back to the conference room to get started on those legal briefs, come over here, kneel down in front of me, and kiss my shoes, to show me how much you appreciate the fact that we are letting you keep your job here at Doney & Williams!”

Nicholas couldn’t believe his ears, and the order which Jennifer Webster had just given to him.  He instinctively looked first towards the door, making sure that no one was standing there, who could see into the office.  He knew better than to argue with Jennifer Webster, at this early stage in his new training program, so he went behind her desk, knelt down in front of her, and began kissing the tops of both of her black high heel pumps.

Even though he realized that what he was required to do was intended to humiliate him, Nicholas still felt his cock getting hard and erect, as he knelt there kissing Jennifer Webster’s high heel shoes, while he gazed at her long beautiful nylon clad legs.

Once she was satisfied that she had properly shown Nicholas that he, from now on would be subservient to any of her wishes, Jennifer told him that he could get up, and then she dismissed him, and told him to get busy on the legal briefs which he needed to get done.

The rest of the morning, Nicholas worked feverishly on the assigned legal files which Jennifer Webster had given to him.  He was determined to make sure that he never missed another deadline, and to show all of the partners in the firm that he could be the most productive Associate Attorney which they had.

At 11:00 am, he went down the hall to Marsha Weiss’s office for the Bar Exam training session which was on the schedule he had received from Jennifer Webster.  When he reached her office, he knocked on the door, and Marsha told him to come on into her office, and close the door behind him.

With a big smile, Marsha Weiss said “So nice to see you Nicholas.  As you probably know, you and I have our work cut out for us.  You only have about two and a half months before your Bar Exam, and you have quite a bit of catching up to do to get back on track.  So let’s get started”.

Nicholas was quite distressed as soon as he saw the way that Marsha Weiss was dressed.  She was wearing a very tight blue blouse with a plunging neckline that showed off quite a bit of her abundant breasts, a tight black mini-skirt which fell halfway up her thighs, and a pair of black leather fashion boots with high stiletto heels.  He knew that he would have to avoid looking at her, and concentrate on what she was saying, or else he would not have a very productive session with her. 

She pointed to a straight back chair in front of her desk, and told him to sit down.  Then she opened one of her desk drawers, retrieved a severe looking wooden paddle, and placed it on the top of her desk where Nicholas could see it.  She then explained what was going to happen at all training sessions which she conducted with him.

“Nicholas, since time is of the essence in getting you ready for your Bar Exam, it is very important that you review the Training Syllabus prior to each of our sessions, and make sure that you study the required material for each segment.  When you are with me, I will question you on the material which you should have learned from the section which you were required to study”.

Then holding up the wooden paddle, Marsha Weiss said “This Nicholas, is the motivation system which I will use with you, in order to ensure that you properly learn the required materials.  At the end of each of our sessions, I will administer one stroke from this paddle on your ass for every incorrect answer which you have given to me during our question and answer session.  Do you understand?”

With quite a bit of apprehension, as he looked at the wooden paddle, Nicholas said “Yes, I understand”.

With a frown on her face, Marsha Weiss said “Well Nicholas, I am afraid that you have just earned your first stroke of the paddle. Do you think that was the proper way to answer my question?”

Nicholas quickly realized what he had done wrong, and said “I am sorry Ms. Weiss.  I meant to say yes, Ms. Weiss, I understand what you are telling me”.

“Much better Nicholas!  Ok, let’s get started!”

Over the next hour and forty-five minutes, Marsha Weiss drilled Nicholas on the legal issues which he was supposed to have studied in the last segment of his Training Syllabus.  He couldn’t tell from the expressions on her face whether he was giving her a correct answer or an incorrect answer to the questions that she was throwing at him.  He thought to himself that Marsha could probably do very well at poker, since her face never gave him any indication of whether or not he had answered her questions correctly.

As the time for their session to end approached, Marsha Weiss closed the book in front of her, and then she did some quick calculations, while Nicholas sat there holding his breath.

When she finally looked up at him, she said “Well Nicholas, you need to do a lot more studying if you expect to pass your Bar Exam in February.  Today, you answered thirty five questions correctly, and answered fifteen questions incorrectly, which means you would have achieved a miserable 70% score, if this had been a real exam.  Therefore, adding in the one additional stroke for your disrespect at the beginning of our discussion, I need to administer sixteen strokes from my paddle to your ass before I send you on your way back to work”.

Nicholas was very dejected to hear that he had answered so many questions incorrectly, but quickly became a lot more concerned, when Marsha told him to stand up, drop his pants, and bend over the chair he had been sitting on.

Nicholas couldn’t believe his ears, and he started to argue with her, telling her that she couldn’t really expect him to bend over and get beaten by that wooden paddle, just because he got some answers wrong.

Marsha stood up, shook the paddle at Nicholas, and said “Buster, if you don’t drop your pants, and bend over that chair in the next ten seconds, I will place a call to Ms. Doney and Ms. Williams telling them that you are not cooperating with me, and with the terms of the program that you have previously agreed to abide by.  When I do that, you will be out of this firm on your ass, so fast, that your head will spin.  Are you ready to become unemployed, or are you ready to cooperate with all of the terms and conditions of the Corrective Behavior Program which you are now enrolled in?”

Nicholas quickly realized that he had made a huge mistake, and had underestimated the resolve of Marsha Weiss.  Without uttering another word, he unbuckled his belt, let his pants drop down to the floor, and bent over the chair.

“That’s a start”, said Marsha.  “Now, get those briefs down off of your ass also!”

The minute that Nicholas pulled his briefs down over his knees, and before he even anticipated what was coming, Marsha let the wooden paddle fly, and it came down hard across one of his ass cheeks.  Nicholas let out a loud cry, and was immediately reprimanded by Marsha who told him that he better be quiet, and not disturb people in the office, or else she would have to gag him.

Nicholas was sure that she was very serious about gagging him, so he tried, as best as he could, to stifle his cries of anguish as Marsha then administered the other fifteen strokes from the hard wooden paddle, alternating the punishment from one of his ass cheeks to the other, while she made sure that each stroke of the paddle was harder than the previous one.

When Nicholas had taken all sixteen strokes from the wooden paddle, Marsha Weiss told him to get dressed.  As soon as he had fixed his clothes, and was heading towards the door, she stopped him, and said “Before you go anywhere, you can get down on your knees and kiss my boots to show me how much you appreciate the work I have done with you today!”

Nicholas figured that he had better not do anything else which might upset Marsha Weiss, so he quickly got down on his knees, kissed the tops of both of her leather boots, and said “Thank you Ms. Weiss for helping me prepare for my test.  I appreciate your time”.

Marsha smiled, told him to get up, and said “Ok, you can go back to work now.  If I was you, I’d do some serious studying before tomorrow’s session.  The questions are only going to get tougher!”

As Nicholas walked back towards the conference room, he looked at his watch, and saw that it was after 1:00 pm.  He had not had a chance to eat any lunch, and he realized that the scheduled time of his training with Marsha Weiss was probably intended to deprive him from eating lunch.  There was no way that he was going to waste any time going downstairs to get a bite to eat, so he just went back to conference room where his work was laid out on the table.

As soon as Nicholas sat down in the chair, he quickly jumped up, realizing that his ass was on fire, and that it was going to be an excruciating afternoon of trying to sit there and work on the legal briefs.

Even though he was experiencing constant pain sitting there at the computer, Nicholas focused on the research he was doing, and swore to himself that he would make sure that he was better prepared for the next training session with Marsha Weiss.

**********

When Nicholas entered their apartment, he found that all of the lights were off except the light in the hallway which led to their bedroom.  When he opened the bedroom door, he saw that Jessica was sitting in the high back chair which was in the corner of the bedroom, and Nicholas couldn’t believe the lovely and dominant vision which greeted his eyes.

Jessica was wearing a waist cinching black leather bustier which pushed up and exposed part of her beautiful breasts.  The bustier had garters holding up a pair of sheer black stockings which encased her long lovely legs, and framed her shaved pussy which was totally visible since Jessica was not wearing any panties.  Nicholas also saw that she was wearing a pair of knee high black leather boots which had skyscraper heels.  A black riding crop rested in her lap.  He had never seen those gorgeous boots or the riding crop before, and he realized that both were brand new.

As soon as Nicholas came into her view, Jessica, in a not so friendly tone of voice, said “I’ve been waiting for you to come home.  I want you to remove all of your clothes, and then come over here, and kneel down naked in front of me!”

Nicholas immediately panicked.  He knew that if he removed all of his cloths, Jessica would immediately see the chastity tube which was locked on his cock.  He needed to buy some time, so that he could try and figure out how he was going to explain to her what had happened, rather than shocking her with the sight of the chastity tube locked on his cock.

Nicholas went over to Jessica and tried to give her a kiss, but as soon as he brought his lips near to hers, she turned her face, and his kiss fell meekly upon her cheek.  He said “Honey, would you mind if I went and made myself a drink?  I thought that maybe, we could talk for a minute”.

Jessica looked at Nicholas, and with a stone face, said “Yes, I would mind.  I told you to remove all of your clothes, and get down on your knees in front of me.  Did I not?”

Nicholas had never seen Jessica act this way before, and it scared him.  He didn’t know what to do.  He knew that he didn’t want to remove his clothes until they had a chance to talk, so he said “Jessica, there is something which I need to discuss with you.  Would it be alright if we talked about something first before I removed my clothes?”

Jessica became very agitated, and smacked his leg hard with the riding crop, and said “No Nicholas, it will not be alright.  I already know more than you think I know.  Are you afraid that I might see the chastity tube which is locked on your cock?  Now get all of your clothes off, and get down on your knees in front of me, or you are going to be very sorry!”

Nicholas was shocked.  How did Jessica find out about the chastity tube?  What else did she know?  Her demeanor told him that she was not someone to be argued with.  This was not the Jessica that he had dated for the last two years.  This alluring dominant woman who sat there in front of him was obviously one who should not be disobeyed.  Nicholas very slowly got undressed, and when only his briefs remained, he hesitated for a moment too long.

Jessica stood up, came over to him, and smacked him even harder than she had before with the riding crop, and said “Is there a reason that you are hesitating in following my orders?  Get that underwear off now!”

Nicholas timidly pulled his briefs down, exposing the shiny stainless steel Bon4 Chastity Tube which was locked on his cock, and dropped down onto his knees in front of Jessica saying “Honey, I can explain.  Please give me a minute to explain what is going on”.

His pleading only enraged Jessica even more, and she brought the riding crop down very hard across his back, and said “Nicholas, there is nothing that you can say which will explain why your cock is locked up.  I already know what happened, and why that chastity tube is locked on your cock!”

***********


Final Note

I hope that you enjoyed the excerpts from my Novel “FemDom Law Firm”.  I know that you’ll love the book once you have a chance to order it from Amazon.  Just so you know the Sequels to “FemDom Law Firm” are filled with even hotter and kinkier action.

If you have not read it yet, you should also check out:

“His Fall From Power”

It has done awesome on the Amazon Charts, and was nominated for the “Golden Flogger Award” for Best BDSM Novel of the year in 2014.  I was besieged by so many readers asking me to please put out a Sequel to “His Fall From Power”, that I recently released “His Fall From Power – Part II – Mistress Doreen and Slave Thomas”.  It is now available in both Kindle Format and also as a Beautiful Paperback.

You can read a sample of “His Fall From Power – Part II – Mistress Doreen and Slave Thomas” by clicking here.

As always, I thank you for your loyal following.  I would really appreciate it if you would please take a minute to leave a Review of the book you have just read on Amazon, right now while the book is fresh in your mind.  I am always interested in hearing what you have to say, and it really helps me out. 

I want you to know that I am always available to receive any of your questions or comments about my Books or the new Deluxe Dungeon Suite at my Bed & Dungeon Inn which is located in Pueblo, Colorado.

You can reach me by email at:

MistressBenay@outlook.com

For in-depth information on what I am currently doing, Gallery of Pictures, the Bed & Dungeon Inn, and my Book Blog visit my Website at:

www.MistressBenay.com

You can also follow me on Twitter @MistressBenay and also on FetLife (MistressBenay)
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