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The Request

The readers who follow me on Fet-Life, FaceBook, or Twitter, are probably aware that I announced last summer on all of my Social Media Websites that I would no longer be accepting any new clients for Sessions at my Dungeon in Pueblo due to my work schedule and some major family commitments which arose at home.

Even after posting that message on the Social Media Sites, I continued to receive scores of requests for Female Domination Sessions, and I still receive many requests for sessions today.  I have always made it a practice to try and answer every message which I receive, so in each case I responded to each request by letting the individuals who contacted me know that I was not accepting new clients for the foreseeable future, and in many cases, I directed them to one of my Mistress friends who lived in their locale.

This past November, I received an email requesting a Session from a gentleman named Joseph who lives in Denver.  He said that he had been following me for quite a while on Twitter, and also on FaceBook.  Not only did he want to have a session with me, but he also wanted me to become his Key Holder, and subject him to long-term orgasm denial.  I responded back to him, letting him know that unfortunately, I could not see him.  I did however, refer him to one of my dear friends who is an experienced Mistress in Denver, and I wished him well as he pursued his quest for Female Domination.

About a week later, I received a rather lengthy and quite detailed email from Joseph, once again begging me to allow him to come down to Pueblo for a Female Domination Session, and imploring me to please lock him up in his chastity tube, become his Key Holder, and take control of his orgasms.

As I already mentioned, Joseph’s email was very long, so I will just touch on the key points, which were contained in his letter.  Joseph told me that he was in his late forties, held a well-paying executive position with a National Retail Chain based out of Denver, and that he had an overwhelming need to serve a Dominate Female such as myself, and have her imprison him in a chastity device, and deny him orgasms.

He said that he had even gone so far as to purchase a custom-made chastity tube, in the hope that he would find a woman who would be enamored with the idea of keeping him locked up in the chastity tube, and thus preventing him from masturbating, which he was doing on a much too frequent basis.

Joseph said that he was becoming more and more obsessed with those desires each day, and that after reading almost all my books, he felt that there was no one better than me to turn his fantasies into reality, and that he was not interested in visiting another Dominatrix, such as my friend in Denver.  Even though we had never met, he said that he felt that he understood very well how I thought and how I operated from my novels, which he had read from cover to cover.

Joseph went on in his letter to explain in great detail how over the past two years he had gone from one unsuccessful relationship to another with women who he had dated, with him always in search of a woman who would take control, and initiate a Female Led Relationship.

According to him, whenever he would eventually get up enough courage to bare his soul, and mention his desire to be dominated and controlled by his female partner, the woman in each case, would inevitably be turned off by his confession, and treat him as though there was something wrong with him.  Shortly thereafter, in every case, the relationship would terminate, and he and his female partner would go their separate ways.

Joseph then admitted to me in his letter that for the last month he had been masturbating almost daily, and in all cases, he did so while looking at pictures of me which he viewed either on Fet-Life or Twitter.  He said that he was extremely turned on by my leather outfits, black stockings, and high heel stiletto pumps.

He basically ended his letter by saying that he was having a hard time keeping his mind on business matters at work, and that he was becoming less and less productive at his job because he could think about nothing but submitting to me, and having me hold the keys to his chastity tube.  He said that every time a woman wearing a somewhat authoritative outfit with high heel shoes or boots walked by his desk, he would immediately find that he could no longer focus on the task at hand.  Instead, he would start fantasizing about what it would be like to be the submissive partner in a relationship with a dominant woman, such as myself.

Joseph begged me to allow him to come down to Pueblo, and he promised me that he would do anything, which I told him to do, if I would just meet him, and take him under my control. He assured me that he would obey me completely, and that he didn’t want to be issued a safe word, if he was lucky enough to serve me.  He wanted to put himself completely under my control, not have any say in what would happen during the time that we spent together, and that he would be totally subservient to all my wishes.

My first instinct after reading Joseph’s email was to immediately send him a polite reply, once again telling him that I did not have the time to take on any new clients.  Instead of doing that however, I put his message to the side, and took care of some other business which needed my attention at that time.

The next day, when I reread Joseph’s email, I could truly sense his desperate call for help, and I gave some serious consideration to his situation.  I thought to myself that since Joseph had stated that he had read almost all my books, he had to be fully aware of how strict and unyielding I would be when dealing with a potential slave.  I also wondered if he was truly serious about putting himself under my control without having any say at all as to what would happen in the session, or after the session when I would lock him up in a chastity tube.  I have found out over the years that most submissive males want to try and “script the session”, or “Top From The Bottom” and I had no plans to let Joseph do that, if I did decide to honor his request.

Even though I really did not have a lot of available free time on my hands to get involved with the training of a new slave, I shot off a reply to Joseph’s email.  Since he had stated that he had purchased a custom-made chastity tube, I asked him what he had bought, and suggested that he send me a picture of the chastity tube, as well as his cell phone number.

I also made it very clear in my email to Joseph that if I should decide to meet with him, I would hold him to his word, he would not have a safe word, and he would have no say whatsoever as to what would take place in the session with me. I would make the determination as to what was the best way to train him.  I also told him that if I did decide to become his Key Holder, I and I alone would decide when and if he would be allowed to experience an orgasm. I made it very clear that he would not be able to change his mind, and back out of anything once he got here. I figured that would give him something serious to think about, and my email might cause him to change his mind about wanting to come down to Pueblo to meet with me.

It didn’t take Joseph very long however, to respond to my email.  Later that same afternoon when I checked my Outlook account, I saw that I had a message from him, and there was a picture attached to the email.  It was a picture of a Queen’s Keep Chastity Tube with small Punishment Pins, which is made by Mature Metal in Texas.

I was somewhat impressed by the fact that even though Joseph did not have a Key Holder, he had shelled out over $400 for such a top-notch custom-made chastity tube.  Those of you who have read my Male Chastity Primer know that I am very partial to the products of Mature Metal because of their great workmanship and awesome customer service.  That’s why I keep my own slave/husband locked up in a Mature Metal Jail Bird Chastity Tube.

I then read Joseph’s message, which indicated that he fully understood everything, which I had told him in my email.  He stated that he would absolutely be honored if I would meet with him, and that he was unequivocally ready to do whatever I told him to do.  He said that he also understood that once I locked him up in his chastity tube, that he would then be dependent upon me for any release and orgasm.

I smiled to myself because from my experience, I have found out that most men are willing to initially agree to anything if they think that they will have an opportunity to experience the fantasies, which they have been masturbating to on a regular basis.

As I picked up the phone and dialed Joseph’s number, I wondered if he would still feel the same way, and be so agreeable to my terms, after he had met with me, and I had turned some of his fantasies into reality.


Joseph’s First Session – The Discipline

Joseph answered my phone call on the first ring.

“Hello”

“Hello Joseph.  This is Mistress Benay”

“Mistress Benay.  I am so excited to hear your voice, and I am so thankful that you are taking the time to call me”

“Well, I am glad to hear that Joseph.  We’ll see if you are still so thankful in a few weeks”.

I let that thought sink in for a few seconds, and then said “Joseph, if you want to meet with me, the only time that I have available to meet with you is this coming Friday evening.  You will need to be at my home at 7 PM Sharp.  Can you do that?”

Without any hesitation, Joseph said “Yes Mistress Benay.  I can be there Friday night”.

“Good.  You should plan on being with me for at least two hours, since it will be your first session, and we have a lot to cover.  I will expect you to bring your chastity tube with you, as well as your tribute to me of $600.  Are we clear on those two things?”

“Yes Mistress”

I then gave Joseph the address and directions to my home, and said “I will see you Friday night at 7 PM, and don’t dare be late.  Also, Joseph, please me aware that I plan on holding you totally to your word.  You will not have any say at all as to what happens when you are with me, and I will not let you change your mind, and back out of my enforced male chastity program once you are locked up by me!”

Joseph started to say something, but before he had a chance, I ended the call.

Late Friday afternoon, I enjoyed a light dinner with Troy, and then while he was cleaning up the kitchen, I went into my bedroom suite to take my shower and to get ready for Joseph’s arrival.

After I dried my hair and finished my make-up, I studied the outfits in my walk-in closet, deciding what I wanted to wear for Joseph’s first session.

Since Joseph had told me that he had read almost all my books, I decided to wear my short black leather dress with the crisscross string tie open front, which showcases my abundant breasts.  That particular dress is not only my favorite leather outfit, but has also been featured on two of my book covers.

I complemented the dress with a pair of sheer black stockings and my thigh high black leather boots, which have four-inch Stiletto heels.  Underneath my dress, I wore only a miniscule black leather thong.  Once I was dressed, I went out to the kitchen and told Troy that he was free to do whatever he desired the rest of the evening since I would be busy upstairs in the Dungeon.

Right at 7 PM the doorbell rang, and when I opened the front door, I saw a good looking and well-dressed male who was around six feet tall waiting on the front porch.

As he nervously shifted his weight from one foot to the other, while his wide eyes scanned me from the top of my head down to the heels of my boots, he said “Hi Mistress Benay.  I am Joseph.  I have an appointment with you?”

“Yes, you do Joseph, and I am glad to see that you are very punctual.  Come on in”.

I led Joseph into the foyer and held my right hand out in front of me.  He quickly lowered his head, kissed the top of my hand, and said “Mistress Benay, I can’t believe that I am here, and that I finally have an opportunity to meet you.  I am so excited”.

“Well, I am glad that you are so excited Joseph, but I didn’t hear a ‘Thank You’ for the privilege of being able to kiss my hand!”

“Oh, I am so sorry Mistress.  Thank you so much for allowing me to kiss your hand”

“You are welcome.  Just don’t forget your manners at all while you are with me, or you will be sorry!”

I then turned, started up the staircase, and told Joseph to follow me up to the third floor Dungeon.  As we climbed the staircase to the second floor, and then to the third floor, I couldn’t help but notice that Joseph’s eyes were intently focused on my thigh high boots and heels.

Upon reaching the landing of the third floor, I opened the door to the Dungeon, motioned for Joseph to enter, and then said “You can put your chastity tube and my tribute on the table which is next to my throne.  Then you can remove all your clothes.  When I return, I expect to find you on your knees in front of my throne with your forehead on the floor.  Then we will talk!”

I turned, closed the door to the Dungeon, and went into the adjoining kitchenette, where I poured myself a glass of wine, and relaxed while I waited for Joseph to get undressed.

After about ten minutes, I returned to the Dungeon, and when I opened the door, I was pleased to see Joseph, completely naked, kneeling in front of my throne with his forehead touching the floor.  Just when I was about to congratulate him for following my instructions perfectly, he looked up at me while I was entering the Dungeon.

I immediately went over to the whips and punishment implements, which were on the wall rack, and selected a short-braided leather whip.

I then brought the tentacles of the whip down hard across Joseph’s ass, and said “Slave, I don’t remember giving you permission to raise your head up off the floor”.

He let out a yelp as the tentacles of the whip made contact with his ass, and said, “I am sorry Mistress”.

I brought the whip down even harder across his ass once more, and said “I am glad that you are sorry, but I would suggest that you follow every one of my orders exactly as I give them tonight without fail, unless you want to be severely punished”.

I then smacked his ass once more for good measure, and said “I also do not want to hear you utter a word while you are in my presence unless I ask you a question or give you permission to speak.  Do you understand slave?”

Without raising his forehead up off the floor, Joseph quickly nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress. I understand”.

“Good slave, I am glad that you understand.  You can be sure that if you make a mistake, you will be punished for it”.

I then picked up a pair of handcuffs, and locked Joseph’s wrists behind his back, and I grabbed a hold of his hair, pulled his head up so that he could look directly at me, and said “Ok slave, I have some questions which I want to ask you before I start training you”.

I picked up the Queen’s Keep Chastity Tube which was sitting on the table next to my throne and said “Slave, this is a very nice and secure chastity tube.  Most slaves don’t spend this much money on a chastity device.  How long have you had it?”

“I ordered it about four months ago Mistress, and received it from the company about two months ago”.

“So, did you find a Mistress who was willing to lock up your cock with it?”

Joseph lowered his head, and looking somewhat despondent, said “No Mistress.  After it arrived, I apprehensively showed it to the woman who I was dating, and I tried to explain to her about my desire to have her become my Key Holder, and my desire to serve her”.

“Yes, and what happened slave?”

“She looked at me like I was very weird, and told me that she didn’t think that my request was normal, and that she wasn’t into that sort of thing, and that she had no interest in locking me up in a chastity tube.  A short while later, she made an excuse, quickly ended out date and left.  I haven’t heard from her since that night, and she hasn’t answered any of my phone calls”.

“Have you locked this chastity tube onto yourself since you received it?”

Joseph hesitated for a moment, and then sheepishly said “Yes Mistress, I have put it on, and locked myself up a couple of times”.

“And what is the longest that you have worn it, and been locked up in this tube without being able to touch your cock?”

Joseph thought about my question for a moment, and then lowering his voice, he replied, “The longest that I have been able to wear it has been eight hours.  It started to get too uncomfortable, so I had to take it off”.

I laughed at his reply, and said “And I would bet money that as soon as you unlocked yourself, you probably jerked off, and gave yourself an orgasm.  Didn’t you?”

Joseph shamefully nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress”.

“You are quite pitiful, aren’t you slave?”

Without waiting for a reply from Joseph, I then asked, “So tell me slave, when was the last time that you masturbated?”

Joseph hesitated to answer my question, so I quickly smacked his ass once again with my whip and said, “I asked you a question slave.  When’s the last time that you gave yourself an orgasm?”

He turned almost bright red with embarrassment, and said “Last night Mistress.  When I started thinking about coming here for the session with you, I got very excited, and I couldn’t control myself”.

I laughed, and said “And I would probably bet that you jerked off while looking at one of my pictures.  Didn’t you?”

Joseph shamefully nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress.  That’s what I did.  I am sorry.  It’s just that I got so excited and aroused at the thought of finally meeting you”.

“Well slave, I hope that you enjoyed it last night, because I can assure you that once I take control of your cock, it will be a long time before you get to cum again.  You won’t be unlocking yourself after just eight hours, and playing with your cock once I lock you up in this tube.  You are going to experience Orgasm Denial, just like you requested in your email!”

I then pushed his head down to the top of my boots, and said “Well, you said that you wanted to experience all aspects of Female Domination with me, so you can start by licking every inch of my boots, until I am satisfied that they shine properly, and for your sake, I better be pleased with the job that you do!”

Without hesitating, Joseph quickly began licking and kissing my right boot.  I watched as his tongue licked every inch of the top and sides of my boot, stopping every so often to kiss my boot in between licking it.  I could tell that he was getting very excited by the act of worshipping my boots because his cock was standing up hard and erect.  Joseph worked his way up and all around my leg, and as he approached the top of my thigh high boot, I said, “Don’t you dare let your mouth touch the top of my nylons slave or you will be sorry!”

Without pausing, Joseph nodded his head, indicating that he understood my command.  He then began working his way back down the length of my boot until he once again reached the tip of my boot.  At that point, I crossed my legs, placed the heel of my boot in front of his mouth, and said “You can show me how much you like my boots by making love to my heel with your mouth.  I want to see you suck it lovingly until it is totally clean, and I better not find any teeth marks on my heels!”

As Joseph began sucking my heel, I pushed the entire length of the stiletto into his mouth, and I began sliding it in and out of his mouth, and said, “Come on slave, suck that heel like you would suck a cock.  Show me how much you love it!”

I couldn’t help but notice that the more Joseph sucked on my heel, the harder and more erect his cock became, and I said, “I can see from the way that you are sucking my heel, that you probably would be a good little cocksucker slave.  Have you ever sucked another man’s cock?”

Joseph violently shook his head no, while he continued worshipping my heel.  I laughed, and said “Oh, that’s a shame slave.  Well, I will have to remember that, and do something about it.  Maybe I’ll make you suck Troy’s cock before you go home tonight!”

A look of horror spread across Joseph’s face, and he said, “Oh no, please Mistress.  I know that I could never do that”.

As soon as Joseph had uttered those words, I brought my braided whip down hard across his back, and said “First of all slave, I did not give you permission to talk.  Secondly, I did not tell you to stop sucking on my heel, and most importantly, in case you have already forgotten, you don’t have any say as to what happens while you are under my control.  You’ve turned over total control to me, and if I want to see you suck a cock, then that is what will happen.  Do you understand slave?”

With a defeated look on his face, Joseph nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress. I understand”.

“Good.  I am glad that you understand”.  I then lowered my foot back down to the floor, and said, “This boot is shining very nicely.  You can start worshipping my other boot now!”

Joseph quickly went to working licking and kissing every inch of my left boot, working his way up and down the entire length of my boot, making sure that he was careful to stop as he approached my thigh.  After he had worshipped my boot for about ten minutes, I then slid the stiletto heel into his mouth, and made him suck on it adoringly until I was pleased with the job that he had done.  I then stood up from my throne, and said, “My boots are shining very nicely now.  You did a pretty good job slave.  That is what I will expect you to do every time that you come to see me.  I will expect you to drop down onto your knees and worship my boots as soon as you come into my presence, without me having to say a word.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress.  I understand what you are saying”

At that point, I glanced down at the floor, and when I did, I immediately became agitated because I noticed a long stream of pre-cum dripping from Joseph’s hard and erect cock, and falling onto the floor in front of my throne.  I pushed his head down to the floor, and said, “How dare you drip your dirty cum onto my floor.  It is obvious to me that you can’t control yourself at all.  Lick up that mess right now, and I better not find a spot on my floor, or I will whip you severely!”

As Joseph licked his pre-cum up from the floor, I brought my whip down hard across his back, and said, “That’s it, slave.  Make sure that my floor is totally clean!”

When I was satisfied that Joseph had properly cleaned up his mess, I went over to the bureau on the other side of the Dungeon, and retrieved a condom.  I then unlocked the handcuffs, releasing Joseph’s wrists, handed him the condom, and said, “Put this on that disgusting cock of yours right now.  I will not tolerate having you drip all over the floor of my beautiful Dungeon!”

Once Joseph had slid the condom onto his cock, I ordered him up onto his feet.  I pulled a leather hood down over his head, and tightened up the straps on the back of the hood until it was snug against his face.  I attached a blindfold to the front of the hood, plunging Joseph into darkness, and then I led him over to the St. Andrew’s Cross, which stood, on the other side of the Dungeon.  I placed him facing the cross, and then went to work restraining him helplessly to the wooden and leather fixture.  His arms were pulled up over his head, and his wrists were secured into the leather cuffs attached to the top of the cross.  I had him spread his legs, and then likewise, secured his ankles into the cuffs attached to the bottom of the cross.  Using multiple leather straps, I restrained his arms, chest, waist and thighs to the beams of the cross.  By the time that I was finished, Joseph’s body was tightly bound up against the cross, and I was sure that he could not even move an inch.

“Are you feeling helpless now slave?”

Joseph nodded his head, and said “Yes, quite helpless Mistress”.

“Have you ever been bound helpless like this before slave?”

He shook his head, and said “No Mistress.  No one has ever bound me up like this before”.

“Good.  Well, I am sure that you will be experiencing a lot of new things before this night is over, just like you requested”.

I then massaged each of Joseph’s nipples, which made him moan, and caused his nipples to stand up erect.  I could see that he was getting very excited, and before he even realized what was about to happen, I snapped a pair of alligator clamps over both of his nipples.  He immediately cried out loudly, tried in vain to pull away from the beams of the cross, and started telling me that they were too tight, and were too painful.

I yanked on the chain connected to the nipple clamps, and said “Slave, you haven’t even begun to experience any pain yet, but I can assure you that you will find out what real pain is very shortly!”

I picked up a leather penis gag, shoved it into Joseph’s mouth, and buckled the strap tightly behind his head, and said “Since you insisted on not using any kind of a safe word tonight, I will just keep you gagged while I punish you.  At least now, I won’t have to listen to your pitiful crying and begging!”

I walked over to the selection of paddles, crops, and whips on the wall of my Dungeon, and selected my favorite long black leather paddle.  I rubbed it against Joseph’s butt, and said “I’ll just warm your ass up with my paddle before we move onto some more serious implements of punishment.  I normally make my slaves count out every stroke they receive, and thank me after each stroke, but I will forgo that tonight since you obviously can’t talk very well with that penis gag in your mouth!”

I then brought the paddle down hard across both cheeks of Joseph’s ass.  As the impact of the paddle on his ass connected with a loud thud, Joseph immediately screamed into the penis gag, and I said, “Oh, I should have warned you that this leather paddle is actually filled with lead.  That’s why it hurts so bad!”

Before Joseph even had a chance to process what I had just told him, I quickly brought the paddle down once again hard across his ass cheeks.  While the penis gag muffled his cries, he futilely began fighting against his restraints.  I then began alternating strikes from the paddle, hitting first his right ass cheek and then his left, over and over again.

When I estimated that I had given him about twenty strokes from the paddle, and his ass had turned a nice shade of red, I put my hand on his backside, felt the warmth emanating from his ass cheeks, and said “Great, it looks like we have this cute ass of yours all warmed up, and ready for my riding crop”.

Joseph started shaking his head back and forth, and I could tell from his mumblings behind the gag that he didn’t want me to use the riding crop on his ass.  I ran the tip of the riding crop up and down his spine, and said, “What is the matter slave?  You told me in your emails that you wanted to have a Mistress severely punish you.  Didn’t you?  Well, you can’t change your mind now.  I am just beginning to give you what you asked for”.

While Joseph was thinking about what I said, I brought the riding crop down very hard upon his left ass cheek, and then quickly smacked his right ass cheek just as hard.  While he struggled against his restraints and begged for mercy, I punished him until each of his ass cheeks had received twenty strokes from my riding crop, and his ass cheeks were displaying bright marks from the tip of the riding crop.

I went over to the rack of punishment implements on the wall, selected one of my favorite whips, and said to Joseph “I think that we will give your ass a rest for a few minutes.  Tell me slave, has anyone ever disciplined you with a Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip?”

Joseph shook his head back and forth, and began mumbling into the gag.  Even though I was sure that he was asking me not to whip him with the Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip, I said, “I’m sorry slave.  I can’t understand a word that you are saying, so let me show you what it feels like to have your back punished with a whip like this.  I’ll even be lenient tonight, and only give you ten lashes”.

The minute that I brought the tentacles of the whip down hard across Joseph’s shoulder blades, he screamed into the gag, and began pulling against his restraints, which didn’t budge at all.  As promised, I delivered a total of ten severe lashes to his back, without breaking the skin.  But by the time that I was finished, Joseph’s back displayed beautiful rows of red welts, which I was sure he would carry for days to come.

As Joseph hung there from the cross, I could hear him sobbing, and I was sure that tears were probably running down his face, which was covered by the leather mask.  I hung the whip back up onto the wall rack, took a thin rattan cane from the implements on the wall, and said “Slave, I just want to demonstrate one more punishment tool to you before I release you from the cross.  I want you to understand that no matter how bad you think your punishment has already been, it will pale in comparison to what you will receive if you should ever intentionally disobey me, and I decide to punish you with a cane”.

Before Joseph could even think about what I had said, I brought the cane down squarely across both cheeks of his red ass, and he screamed so loud, that even the gag in his mouth didn’t totally muffle his cries.  I then proceeded to administer five more blows from my cane across his ass, so that he would have a lasting memory of what his first caning felt like.  By the time that I was finished with the caning, Joseph had a series of very prominent welts on both cheeks of his ass, caused by the combination of the paddle, riding crop, and rattan cane.

Satisfied that Joseph now had a proper understanding of the type of punishment he would receive if he should decide to disobey me, I removed all the leather straps, which had restrained him tightly up against the cross.  I then released his wrists and ankles from the leather cuffs, which were attached to the beams of the cross.  I helped him down from the cross, and onto the floor, on his knees.  First, I removed the penis gag from his mouth, and the blindfold from his eyes.  When I removed the leather hood from his head, I could see that it was soaked from the obvious crying which Joseph had done, while I had been punishing him.  Next, I then removed the alligator clamps from his nipples, and Joseph immediately cried out from the pain, which was caused by the blood rushing back into his numb white nipples.  As he knelt there sobbing, I bent down, and ran my tongue over each of his nipples further adding to his discomfort, so that he would experience the full effect of his nipples recovering from the clamps.

Once Joseph regained his composure, I said “Well slave, you survived your first discipline session, and except for the marks you will be carrying with you for the next week or so, you’re no worst for the wear.  Also judging from that hard on which you are sporting, and the amount of pre-cum in that rubber, I would say that you probably enjoyed being punished.  Is that not so?”

Joseph hesitated for a few seconds before answering me, and then finally said “Yes Mistress, even though it was extremely painful, and I didn’t know how much more I could take, I must admit that I also found it quite exciting to be punished by you”

I laughed, and said “Slave, I actually took it very easy on you tonight.  I just wanted you to get a taste of what it felt like to experience some of my different punishment implements.  I’ll warn you however, that if you ever disobey me, or do anything to upset me while I am your Mistress, I won’t be lenient like that when I dole out punishment to you.  You can be quite sure that I will probably draw blood with my whip or cane if I am severely displeased with your behavior!”

I let that thought sink into Joseph’s brain for a minute, and then I pushed his head down to my boots, and said “You can show me now how thankful you are for the discipline which I gave to you, by kissing my boots and thanking me properly!”

Joseph quickly began planting kisses on the top and sides of both of my boots, and said, “Thank you so very much Mistress Benay.  I appreciate the discipline which you gave to me, and I promise to be a good slave, and obey your orders”

“You are very welcomed slave.  I am sure that I will enjoy using you for my pleasure and entertainment, and tormenting you while you are under my control.  Now, get up on your feet, and walk over to my bondage table.  I have a few more things to do with you before you leave here tonight!”


Joseph’s First Session – The “Lock Up”

When Joseph stood up, and started walking towards the bondage table, which sits in the center of my Dungeon, I could see that his legs were very shaky, and that he had not fully recovered yet from the punishment session, which he had experienced on the cross.  I grabbed a hold of his arm, and guided him up onto the bondage table on his back.  I ordered him to place his arms up over his head, and when he did, I locked his wrists into the cuffs, which are attached to the top of the bondage table.  I then made him spread his legs, and restrained his ankles into the cuffs, which hang on the sides at the bottom of the table.  To further immobilize him, I pulled a wide leather belt, which was attached to the center of the table, up and around Joseph’s waist, and buckled it tightly.  I then slipped a blindfold down over his eyes so that he couldn’t see what was about to happen.  I figured that I would have some fun at his expense before I locked him up in his chastity tube.

I retrieved my Violet Wand from one of the drawers of the bureau, slipped a ball tip electrode into the end of the wand, and plugged it into the electrical outlet next to the bondage table.  I turned the intensity control on the wand up to maximum output, and then without saying a word to Joseph, I brought the tip of the Violet Wand down close to his right nipple.  As soon as the electrical arc passed from the tip of the wand to Joseph’s nipple, he just about jumped up off of the table, and cried out.  As he fought against the restraints holding him down to the table, I brought the tip of the Violet Wand down to his other nipple, and received the same response from the helpless slave.

“Slave, you had mentioned in your email that you fantasized about being subjected to electro-torture.  So, tell me, how did you like those little electrical shocks you just received from my Violet Wand?”

“Mistress, I didn’t like them at all.  They hurt my nipples.  Please don’t do that again”.

I laughed, and said “Oh, that’s too bad.  Since you didn’t like my wand on your nipples, I’ll show you how nice it feels on your balls!”

Joseph started to say something, but he never had the chance to finish.  I brought the tip of the wand down close to his testicles, and as soon as the arc jumped from the tip of my wand to his balls, he screamed, and began pulling in vain against his restraints.  Before he had a chance to recover, I moved the tip of the wand all around his sac, sending electrical impulses to every inch of his balls.  As he tried unsuccessfully to move his groin away from the electrical waves of my wand, he panted, moaned and begged me to stop torturing him.

I then put a pair of latex gloves on my hands, and I removed the condom from Joseph’s rock hard and erect cock.  I held the condom up in the air, and said, “Slave, you can tell me that you don’t like being tortured by my Violet Wand, but this hard cock of yours, and all of the pre-cum in this rubber is telling me the opposite!”

I ordered Joseph to stick out his tongue, and when he did I slipped the condom with his pre-cum down over his tongue, and said “Close your mouth, and suck on that rubber, and make sure that you get all of the cum out of it, unless you want to be whipped once again!”

As soon as Joseph closed his mouth, and began sucking on the rubber, I moved the tip of the Violet Wand down to the wet tip of his cock, knowing that the drops of pre-cum, which were on the head of his cock, would intensify the effects of the wand.  Sure enough, with an ominous crackling sound, a large electrical arc quickly jumped from the tip of the wand to his cock, causing Joseph to scream out and beg for mercy.

As I moved the wand up and down the shaft of Joseph’s cock, tormenting his manhood, I said, “You can cry and beg for mercy all you want slave.  Just make sure that the rubber doesn’t come off your tongue until it’s all cleaned out!”

For the next five minutes, I enjoyed tormenting Joseph by moving the tip of the Violet Wand back and forth between his nipples, his cock, and his balls, causing him to writhe like crazy on the bondage table, and plea for mercy.  Throughout the torment, his member remained rock hard, and the pre-cum, which continued to drip from the head of his cock, acted like an additional conductor, and amplified the effect of the electrical impulses from my wand.

When I finally felt that Joseph had been tormented sufficiently, I shut the Violet Wand off, and said, “That was nice.  Maybe next time I will use my Tens Unit on you.  You’ll find that the electrical shocks from the Tens Unit are much more severe than the ones I just gave to you with the Violet Wand”.

I then removed the condom from Joseph’s mouth, and holding it up to the light, I said “Very good slave.  It looks like you did a nice job cleaning out this rubber.  Did you enjoy that like cum treat?”

Joseph shook his head, and said “No Mistress Benay.  It tasted awful”

I laughed, and said “Oh, that’s too bad slave.  We do need however, to get you used to the taste of your own cum since you will be eating everything which comes out of this cock of yours, if I should decide to be gracious sometime in the future, and allow you to have an orgasm!”

I removed the blindfold from Joseph’s eyes, and then walked over to the table, picked up the Queens Keep Chastity Tube, and said “Oh well, we’ve had enough fun for one night.  Time to get you locked up in this wonderful device before I let you go home”.

I could immediately see a look of panic spread over Joseph’s face, and he said “Please Mistress Benay.  I am so excited from everything that you have done to me.  I need to cum very badly.  Could you please let me cum before you lock me up in the chastity tube?”

With a feigned look of shock on my face, I ran my gloved hand up and down the shaft of Joseph’s cock, and said “Slave, I don’t even believe that you would ask such a thing of me.  Didn’t you admit to me earlier that you just masturbated last night?  You surely don’t expect me to allow you to have another orgasm in such a short period of time, do you?”

Joseph turned beet red, and sheepishly said “I know you are correct in what you are saying Mistress Benay, but could you please take mercy on me?  I feel like my balls are full once again, and my cock desperately needs a release.  I am so excited and worked up right now.  If you would please allow me to cum, then you can lock me up once I have had a release”.

I began laughing at Joseph, and said, “You obviously are just as arrogant and misguided as all the other males out there who think with their cocks.  I don’t need you to tell me what I can do.  No, you are not going to have an orgasm tonight.  Yes, I am going to lock your cock up now in your chastity tube.  Then, the next time that you get an orgasm will be when I decide that you have earned it.  If you think that you are desperate now, just wait a few weeks, and then you will find out what desperate really feels like!”

I turned, left the Dungeon and went out to the freezer in the kitchenette to retrieve an ice pack.  When I returned to Joseph, I placed the ice pack up against his cock and balls without saying a word.  As the cold shock of the ice pack hit his genitals, and his hard on quickly began to shrink, Joseph started pleading and begging me to please not lock him up.

With a frown on my face, and in a stern voice, I said, “I don’t want to hear another word out of you slave.  If I do, I will whip you royally after I get you locked up in your chastity tube.  You are getting exactly what you asked for.  I warned you that there would be no backing out once I agreed to see you and to lock you up.  You asked me to take control of your orgasms, and that is exactly what I am doing from this point forward!”

I then worked Joseph’s balls into the tight ring of the device, slipped the cage of the Queen’s Keep down over his flaccid cock, and aligned it with the back ring, while making sure that the punishment pins were properly installed on the ring.  Then I went over to the cabinet on the wall of my Dungeon, and retrieved one of my high security brass padlocks.  As Joseph lay there helplessly, with a look of terror on his face, knowing that his cock would soon be locked up, I slipped my personal padlock through the top of the chastity device, and snapped it closed.  I thought that Joseph was going to start crying when he heard the clicking sound of my padlock, knowing that he would not be able to touch his cock in the foreseeable future.

I removed the leather belt from Joseph’s waist, unlocked the wrist and ankle cuffs, told him that he could sit up, and then said, “Ok slave, your cock is all locked up nice and secure.  I must compliment you on the measurements, which you evidently sent to Mature Metal.  The back ring on your device is very snug.  There is no way that your balls will be able to slip out of it.  Also, the length of the cage looks perfect.  The tip of your cock touches the end of the cage, so there is definitely no way that you will be able to have an erection while you are locked up”.

Then with an evil smile, I said “Of course, with those punishment pins on the device, you will suffer quite a bit if you do try to have an erection, so you better not think about anything sexy while you are locked up.  You are free to go ahead, get dressed, and go home now”

As soon as Joseph sat upright on the table, he immediately began examining the chastity tube, which was locked around his cock and balls.  I could see that he had a quizzical look on his face when he looked down at my lock which now secured his chastity cage, so I handed him the padlock and the keys which he had brought with him, and said “Is this what you are looking for?”

Then with a cruel smile, I said “You can use this lock on your luggage the next time you travel”.

He hesitantly took the padlock and keys from me, and said, “Mistress Benay, why didn’t you just use this lock which I brought with the chastity tube?”

I laughed, and said, “Slave, do you seriously think that I am that naïve?  I don’t know how many more keys you have at home for that lock.  When I lock up a slave in a chastity tube, I want to make sure that absolutely no one but me has the key which will unlock the device!”

Joseph continued studying the chastity cage, and my lock, while he retrieved his clothes, and I could see the apprehension on his face.  It was obvious to me that he never expected me to lock up the chastity tube with one of my personal locks.  I smiled to myself, knowing that he probably had another key at home to the lock, which he had brought to me.  From my experience, most males who say that they want to be locked up in a chastity tube, also want to ensure that they have a way out, in case they get the urge to masturbate behind the Mistress’s back.  There is no way that I ever allow that to happen when I lock up a slave, and take control of their orgasms.

When he was finally dressed, Joseph said, “Mistress Benay, May I ask you something?’

“Yes Joseph.  What do you want to know?”

“I was wondering when do you plan on unlocking the chastity tube, and allowing me to have an orgasm?”

I laughed, and said “For God’s sake Joseph!  I just locked you up.  I have no idea at this point as to when I plan on releasing you, and allowing you to play with that cock of yours”.

It appeared that Joseph was giving some deep thought to what I had said, and then he asked “Mistress, can I go ahead now and make an appointment with you for a session next week?”

“No Joseph.  I am afraid that’s not possible.  Next Thursday is Thanksgiving, and I will be going out of town for a week over the Holiday.  I won’t be back till the following week”.

“Mistress, are you saying that I have to stay locked up like this for the next two weeks?”

“No Joseph.  I am saying that you have to stay locked up like that ‘for at least the next two weeks’.  There is no guarantee that I will be able to meet with you as soon as I get back into town.  Even if I can meet with you, that doesn’t necessarily mean that I will be letting you out of that chastity tube to have an orgasm!”

From the look on his face, it was obvious that the reality of his situation finally hit him, and he was scared by the fact that he had relinquished all control of his cock to me.  Joseph hesitantly said, “Mistress Benay, what will I do if an emergency should arise, and I have to get the chastity tube unlocked and removed?”

“Joseph, if you have a bona fide emergency, then you may call me.  If I agree that it is truly an emergency, and since you are only two hours away, I will allow you to drive down here from Denver, and I will unlock your chastity tube.  I will also make sure that I keep the key with me at all times while I am out of town, and if you should call with an emergency, I will overnight the key to you”.

I then pointed my finger at his face, and said, “I will warn you however slave, that if you call me, and I decide that it is not a bona fide emergency, I will add at least another week to the time that I plan on keeping you locked up without an orgasm.  You can be sure about that.  Do you understand what I am saying?”

Joseph nodded his head slowly, and said “Yes Mistress”.

When Joseph had finished dressing, I led him back downstairs to the front door.  As he started to leave, he stopped and asked “Mistress Benay, how will I know when I am supposed to come back and see you again?”

“Slave, after I get back from my Thanksgiving trip, I will send you either an email or a text message, letting you know when I expect you to come and see me.  Now, you have a good night, and control those thoughts of yours for the next few weeks unless you want the pins on that wonderful chastity cage to punish you!”

I closed the door, and then noticed through the window that Joseph remained standing on the front porch for a few minutes, looking like he was in deep thought.  He was probably contemplating the gravity of his new locked up situation.  He finally left the porch, headed down the walkway into his car, and drove away.

As I watched him drive away, I smiled to myself, knowing that Joseph had absolutely no idea of the frustration and torment he was about to endure over the coming weeks while he waited to return to me, with the hope of having his chastity tube unlocked.

As I headed to the living room, I could feel a real dampness between my legs, and a twitching in my pussy, caused by the excitement, which I always experience whenever I lock up another new male in a chastity tube.

I walked into the living room, saw Troy sitting there on the couch watching a television program, and said “Troy, you can shut that television off right now, and go pour a glass of wine for me.  Then I want you in the bedroom, on your knees by the bed.  I need some serious pleasure, and I expect you to provide it to me with that expert mouth and tongue of yours!”


I Enjoy My Thanksgiving Trip While Joseph Remains Locked Up

After sleeping in till almost 9 am, I awoke totally rested and reinvigorated on Saturday morning, no doubt from the multiple wonderful orgasms which Troy had given to me with his skillful mouth and tongue the previous night.

I spent most of the day working on one of my novels, while Troy did the grocery shopping, cleaned the house, and did the laundry.  After I inspected all the work he had done around the house, and was totally pleased with the results, I decided to give Troy a reward for the nice job he had done on his chores.  I told him that he could forgo cooking dinner, and I allowed him to take me out to one of my favorite restaurants along the Riverwalk.  The Prime Rib dinner at “The Place” was awesome as usual, and since it was a beautiful night out, we then strolled along the river after our meal, hand in hand, enjoying the chilly but clear moon lit evening.

I made sure that a perfect evening ended on the best possible note when we returned home, by enjoying numerous orgasms from Troy’s talented mouth and tongue once again.  He did such a wonderful job of pleasuring me, that I was almost tempted to unlock his chastity tube, and reward him with his own orgasm.  After thinking about it however, I decided that it would be best to wait until the date, according to my calendar, when he was scheduled for a release. That date was still two weeks away, and I never want Troy to think that I am becoming overly lenient, or spoiling him, by allowing him to have an orgasm earlier than he deserves.  Therefore, I kissed him passionately, thanked him for a wonderful evening, then rolled over, and quickly drifted off to sleep.  

On Monday, I spent most of the day taking care of some last-minute publishing details, which needed to be addressed since I would be away from my office for a week.  I must admit that I did think about Joseph from Denver a few times during the day, and wondered how he was adjusting to his new ‘locked up’ status.

As I was packing my suitcases on Monday evening, in preparation for leaving town the next morning, I smiled and chuckled to myself when I once again thought about his situation.  I was quite sure that Joseph was quickly finding out that the reality of being kept locked up in a chastity tube 24/7 was probably not as pleasant as he had imagined it would be in his fantasies.  Those fantasies, which he had harbored, prompted him to contact me, and now, his life would be dramatically changed because of them.

Ironically, those thoughts of mine concerning his situation were confirmed about an hour later when my phone beeped, and I saw that I had received a message from Joseph.  As I read his message, I smiled, nodded my head, and said to myself “Sorry slave, you are getting just what you asked for, and just what you deserve!”

Here’s the content of the message, which Joseph sent to me:

“Dear Mistress Benay,

Please pardon this intrusion on your time.  I know that you told me that I should wait until you decided to contact me, but I can’t wait.  I desperately need to have you unlock and remove my chastity tube as soon as possible.

I had a terrible time sleeping over the weekend, because the chastity tube became extremely uncomfortable whenever my penis attempted to get hard during the night, as it normally does.

Then, it became very uncomfortable, and it was almost impossible for me to function at work today.  I work in an office with over a dozen young and attractive females.  Every time one of the secretaries or clerks wearing a short skirt or sexy high heels passed by me, I found myself getting aroused, and my cock attempted to get hard.  As a result, I experienced pain due to the punishment pins in this device during most of the day today.

I honestly don’t know how I will be able to make it through another day at the office, due to the constant distractions and arousal caused by the sexily attired females with whom I work.

Mistress, I beg of you.  Please let me come down and see you tomorrow night after I am finished at work, so that you can free me from my chastity tube.  I appreciate all that you have done for me, but evidently, I am not able to cope with the reality of being locked up in this confining device on a full-time basis.  I didn’t realize what I would have to endure when I asked you to lock me up.

Sincerely,

Joseph”

I waited until I was finished packing my suitcases for my trip, poured myself a glass of wine, and then sat down and composed a reply to Joseph:

“Dear slave,

I am sorry to hear that your sleep is being interrupted at night by your cock’s attempt to have nocturnal erections.  That is perfectly normal among slaves who are locked up in a chastity tube.  You will find that the longer you are locked up in your chastity tube, the more you will become acclimated to it, and the easier it will become for you at night.  I am sure that within a few weeks, you will not be dealing with such a severe problem at night.  I should mention that most of my slaves have told me that they have found that it helps somewhat to go sit on the toilet and urinate when encountering those nocturnal erections.

As far as your arousal and discomfort at work, you will have to learn to stop leering at those pretty girls in short skirts and high heels.  I am sure that in the past, when you became excited like that, you probably ran into the nearest rest room and masturbated to your heart’s delight.  Slave, keep your mind on your work, and not on the female bodies around you.  If you chose to stare at your female coworkers, then you deserve all the pain, which you receive from the punishment pins of your chastity tube.

No, you can’t come down to see me on Tuesday and have your chastity tube unlocked.  I will not even be here for the next week, since I will be leaving tomorrow morning for my Thanksgiving trip.

Slave, I also thought that I made it perfectly clear to you that you will stay locked in your chastity tube until I decide otherwise, which may or may not be some time after I return home to Pueblo.

You should also be aware that you will receive special punishment from me the next time that I see you, since you violated one of my rules, by asking to be released from your chastity tube.

Have a wonderful week!”

I reread my reply; smiled to myself, knowing that it wasn’t the reply, which Joseph obviously expected, then hit the ‘Send’ button.

As planned, Troy and I left town early Tuesday morning, and headed down to Pagosa Springs to spend the Thanksgiving Holiday with some of my family members.  We did encounter snow over both the LaVeta and Wolf Creek Passes, which increased our travel time to over five hours.

Overall, it was a nice drive however, and gave me some time to catch up on my reading while Troy navigated the wintery road conditions.  I am always downloading numerous books to my Kindle device since I try to stay up to date on what Female Domination offerings other authors are putting on Amazon.  Traveling always gives me the opportunity to sit back, and look at some of the newly published works.  I must admit however, that I often get very frustrated as I peruse the selection, when I see some of the FemDom listings, which other authors loosely call ‘Books’.  I will never understand how someone can publish a 15 or 20 page dissertation; call it a ‘Book’, and why people spend their hard earned money buying it.  You are lucky if you get ten minutes of reading time with many of the ‘Books’ to which I am referring.  Oh well, pardon me for digressing.

After arriving in Pagosa Springs, and checking into our suite at the hotel, I coordinated plans with the rest of my family for Troy and me to meet them downtown at the Alley House Grille for dinner at 5 pm.

It turned out to be a very enjoyable evening, being able to spend time and laugh with my younger sister Janet and her husband Steve, my brother Larry and his girlfriend Suzie, my aunt Mildred who would be hosting the dinner on Thanksgiving at her home, as well as my cousins Marie and Rebecca, both of whom I hadn’t seen for almost three years.  It was great to reconnect with everyone, and get caught up on everything that had been taking place in their lives.

The ambiance of the unique bungalow style restaurant was warm and cozy, the service during dinner was impeccable, and the quality of the food was awesome.  I enjoyed the Braised Lamb Shank; while Troy indulged himself with the Seared Salmon Topped with Crab.  Good food, good family, good conversation, and many glasses of wine equaled a wonderful evening.

As everyone departed the restaurant after our marathon dinner, we affectionately hugged each other, and then we all agreed to meet at the Springs Resort and Spa on Wednesday at noon to enjoy some relaxation, soaking in their Geothermal Hot Spring, before going over to my aunt’s house to help with preparations for the Thanksgiving dinner.

On Wednesday, after a late breakfast, Troy and I returned to our suite to change our clothes so that we could head out to meet everyone at the Hot Springs.  When I came out of the bathroom wearing a new black miniscule bikini, which I had purchased especially for such an occasion and a pair of high heel sandals, Troy couldn’t take his eyes off me, and said, “Wow Mistress, you look absolutely awesome in that bikini.  It really shows off your beautiful figure”

I thanked Troy for the compliment, and then noticing that he had changed into a pair of loose fitting cut off shorts, I shook my head, expressed my displeasure at his attire, and said, “You don’t really plan on wearing those old shorts while you are in the hot spring soaking tubs at the resort, do you?”

With a somewhat surprised look on his face, he said, “Well yes Mistress, I was planning on wearing these, since I forgot to pack a bathing suit.  These shorts are very comfortable, and they should be fine for lounging in the hot tubs”.

“No Troy.  As far as I am concerned, those shorts are not fine.  They are not acceptable for lounging in the hot tubs at the resort”.

I then went over to my suitcase, removed a package, handed it to Troy, and said “Luckily for you, I also took the time to buy you a new bathing suit when I went shopping for my bikini”.

When Troy opened the package, I almost laughed at the look of horror on his face.  As soon as he had unwrapped the red, grey, and black Speedo bathing suit, I said “Isn’t it absolutely gorgeous?  I can’t wait to see you in it!”

As Troy held the hip-hugging spandex bathing suit out in front of him with great apprehension, I smiled, and said, “I knew that I had to get that particular Speedo model for you, as soon as I saw it.  Especially after I found out that it is called the ‘Caged Jammer Endurance Suit’.  Isn’t that really apropos, considering that you are caged, and that you are setting an endurance record for orgasm denial?”

With a fearful look on his face, Troy said, “But Mistress, this type of bathing suit is going to be too tight and form fitting on me.  I am afraid that everyone at the hot springs will know that I am wearing a chastity tube, when they see the obvious bulge at the front of my crotch”

Even though I wanted to smile, since I knew that he was probably right, I instead maintained a straight poker face, and said, “Oh, I wouldn’t worry too much about that Troy.  Fortunately for you, your Jail Bird cage is rather short, so it won’t really show that much under the bathing suit.  If anybody does notice a bulge, they will probably just assume that you are very well endowed down there”.

Then, with a devious grin, I added, “My sister and my brother are already aware of our FLR lifestyle.  They know full well that I keep you locked up in a chastity tube, and for all I know, they may have told the rest of the family already!”

I could see that Troy was mortified when he thought about what I had said.  In his most sincere pleading tone of voice, he said, “Please Mistress, don’t make me wear this bathing suit to the hot springs today.  Please let me wear my shorts, and I promise you that I will do whatever else you want”.

I laughed, and then with a stern look, I said “Troy, you will do whatever I want anyway, if you still want to have any hope of getting a release and orgasm in two weeks.  Now, get those shorts off, and put your new bathing suit on, before we are late for meeting my family at the resort!”

Realizing that he had no choice at all in the matter, Troy removed his shorts, and worked his body into the new Speedo bathing suit.  As he stood before me wearing the skintight bathing suit, I realized that it was much tighter than I had thought it would be, when I purchased it, and he definitely was displaying a prominent bulge in his crotch area.

“Oh well”, I thought to myself.  “This might turn out to be a fun day.  Maybe not for Troy…but at least it will be fun for me”.

We then grabbed some bath towels, donned heavy coats for the chilly weather outside, and headed out of our room.  Once we were in the car, I leaned over to Troy, and said, “Slave, I hope you realize that you will be punished tonight when we return to our room.  Firstly, for thinking that you had the right to argue with me, and secondly for being unappreciative, and not even saying ‘Thank You’ to me after I went out of my way to buy you such an attractive bathing suit!”

When Troy realized that he was in trouble, he started apologizing to me, but I quickly cut him off and said, “Don’t even bother to apologize now.  Save your breath.  You’ve already earned your punishment, and you’ll get it when we get back to the hotel tonight!”

Everyone was already waiting in the lobby of the Springs Resort when Troy and I arrived, so we quickly checked in, and then headed outside where the choice of over two dozen soaking pools nestled into the hills overlooking the San Juan River awaited our group.

I must say that it was so heavenly to be able to relax in the soothing waters in such a majestic setting, while being waited on by the attentive staff of the resort.  I felt like I didn’t have a care in the world as I unwound in the Paradise Pool, sipping a glass of Chardonnay, in a state of pure bliss.

After Troy and I had been in the pool for about a half hour, my relaxing stupor was interrupted when my sister Janet slid into the pool alongside me, and said, “Hey Benay, do you think that you and I could have a little private chat?”

“Sure sis, what do you have on your mind?”

Instead of answering me right away, Janet looked over at Troy, and when she was sure that he wasn’t watching her, made a motion with her head, which indicated that she really didn’t want to talk in front of Troy.

I immediately picked up on her cue, so I turned to Troy, and said, “Why don’t you go over and visit with Steve and Larry for a while, so that Janet and I can have some female talk time”.

Janet quickly chimed in “Yes Troy, I am sure that they would like that.  I know that Steve is especially interested in how your new business venture is doing.  They both are over in the Marco Polo Pool”.

It was obvious that Troy was taking an inordinate amount of time getting up and out of the pool.  He also had a very anxious look on his face, which I surmised was caused by his fear that people would notice the prominent bulge between his legs, especially now that his tight bathing suit was wet.  He knew quite well however, that he was already on shaky ground with me, so there was no way that he was about to disobey me twice in one day. Troy eventually got out of the water, wrapped a towel around his midsection, and headed over to the other pool where Steve and Larry were soaking.

When Troy had left my pool, and was out of earshot, Janet started laughing, and said, “Well, I couldn’t help but notice that Troy has quite a bulge there in that bathing suit.  I would assume that you bought that bathing suit for him because I am sure that there is no way that he would have bought such a tight-fitting suit for himself.  Am I right?”

I chuckled, and said, “Yes sis, guilty as charged.  I must admit however, that the bathing suit is a little tighter on him then I thought it would be.  Oh well, you and a few other people already know what is causing the bulge.  So, what does my dear sister wish to discuss with me in private?”

After hesitating for a moment, Janet said, “I wanted to talk to you about my situation with Steve.  You’re the expert on chastity tubes, and I’ve been giving some thought for the last month or so about possibly locking him up in a chastity cage, and I need your help on deciding what type of cage I should buy and how I should go about getting him locked up”.

“Really?  Wow, I am always glad to hear that another male might get locked up in a chastity tube, but what has been going on which would make you think about doing that at this point in your marriage?”

“Benay, as you know, Steve and I have been married for only a little over three years, and I am not happy at all the way things have been going between us for the last six months.  I feel like we are moving further and further apart each day, and I am getting a little scared about what is happening in our marriage”.

I could see the tears starting to form in Janet’s eyes, so I slid over in the pool, put my arm around her, and said, “Ok sis, take it easy, and tell me what has been happening”.

“Well Benay, when we first got married, Steve was so affectionate and caring.  He and I used to make love about three times a week, and he was always paying attention to me.  I understand that was the ‘Newlywed Honeymoon Cycle’ as you like to call it.  Then we eventually got to the point where we were having sex about once a week, and that pretty much became the norm for quite a while.  However, over the last six months, I don’t think that we have had sex more than once a month, and to be honest, I’ve had to initiate it most of the time”.

“Oh, I am so sorry to hear that Janet.  I can understand why you are getting concerned.  Have you talked to Steve about the situation?”

“Yes, I’ve tried on numerous occasions, and he always has an excuse.  He’ll say, ‘I’m really tired tonight.  Maybe we could have sex tomorrow night’ or ‘I’m stressed out about what is going on at work.  I am really not in the mood’.  You name it; he always has an excuse, whenever I try to get him into the bedroom.  I now know the real reason however, why he’s never in the mood for sex”

“You do?  What’s that?”

“Well, after reading a few of your books and hearing about some of the things which married men do, I thought that I probably should look at his computer to see if there was anything on it which might give me a clue as to whether or not Steve was having an affair”.

“And?”

“Well, I didn’t find any indication from the computer history or Steve’s email account that he was having any type of affair, but I was shocked nonetheless, by what I saw when I went through the computer history”.

“Oh really?  What did you see?”

“Well Benay, it appears that my husband is pretty much addicted to computer porn, especially of the BDSM variety.  I couldn’t believe the number of hours a week that he is spending looking at porn sites on his computer.  Now I know why he spends so much time in the den at night on the computer.  In the past, whenever I would ask him what he was doing on the computer at night, he would tell me that he could never get caught up on his work at work because of the constant interruptions, so he was trying to get the rest of his work done at home”.

“Yes, that sounds like a real familiar excuse given by men who spend their time surfing porn sites on the Internet.  Janet, from what you’ve told me so far, I would be inclined to think that he is also doing a lot of masturbating after viewing the porn.  That’s why he doesn’t have the inclination or desire to have sex with you.  So, did you confront him about what you found on the computer?”

“No, I knew that I was going to see you when we came over here for Thanksgiving, so I held off saying anything to Steve until I could discuss it with you.  I’ve been giving it a lot of thought, and I am sure, just like you, that he is spending his time masturbating to the images on the computer, instead of having sex with me.  I think that I need to get him locked up in a chastity tube as soon as possible, and I need to take control of my marriage before things go any further”.

“I completely agree with you sis.  Ok, what can I do to help you?”

“Well, three things.  First, and I know this is a big request and I would understand if you said no, but I was wondering if I could see Troy’s chastity tube.  I read your primer book on male chastity, and I saw that you strongly recommend going with a stainless steel cage like the Jail Bird, which Troy wears.  I’d like to see what it looks like when it’s locked on a male, and exactly how it works to stop him from masturbating.  Secondly, I would like you to direct me to some of your favorite websites where I can order the things I will need to take control of my marriage with Steve.  I don’t plan on giving him an option about wearing a chastity tube, so I most likely will have to get him restrained, and then lock him up while he is helpless.  I’ll need some of your advice on how you think I should go about accomplishing that.”.

“Have you and Steve ever played any bondage games during your lovemaking?”

“Yes, the first year that we were married, we played around a little bit with it.  Either I would tie him down to the bed, or he would tie me to the bed sometimes during sex.  I never really liked the feeling of being helpless, while Steve seemed to really enjoy it when I tied him down, and then rode him during sex.  I guess that I should have pursued that a little further in view of what I’ve found out now”.

“Well Janet, from what you say, and from the fact that Steve is constantly visiting BDSM websites, I would guess that he probably is fantasizing about being kept helpless more than you know, and that’s probably the type of fantasy to which he is masturbating!”

I then gave Janet a hug to reassure her, and said “Don’t you worry sis.  I don’t have a problem with any of your requests.  I will do what I can to help you while I am here.  You should just plan on coming over to my hotel room on Friday around noon, and I’ll show you what the Jail Bird looks like on Troy, and how it controls his erections and orgasms.  Then we will sit down at my laptop and get some goodies ordered for you, so that they will arrive at your house by the time that you get back to Las Vegas.  We’ll also lay out a plan of action as to the best approach for getting Steve locked up in a chastity tube.  How does that sound?”

Janet hugged me tightly, and said, “Thanks so much Benay.  I knew that I could count on you!”

Around 3 pm, we all packed up, left the Hot Springs Resort, and headed over to my Aunt Mildred’s home so that we could all help prepare the stuffing and various dishes which would accompany the turkey the next day on Thanksgiving.

It was almost 8 pm by the time that Troy and I got back to our hotel room.  As soon as we got up to the suite, he asked me if I would care for a glass of wine, and I told him that yes, that would be nice.  As he poured a glass of Merlot for me, I was sure that he was hoping that I had forgotten about the punishment, which was due to him because of his insubordination and rudeness earlier that morning.

As soon as Troy handed the glass of wine to me, I thanked him, took a sip of my wine, and then said, “Ok slave, you can remove all your clothes, and bend over the edge of the bed right now.  You have some punishment coming!”

Troy’s face just about hit the floor, when he realized that he was not going to be spared the punishment he had earned by his earlier behavior.  Without saying a word, he obediently stripped naked, and proceeded to bend over the edge of the bed.

I went over to my suitcase, and retrieved a pair of handcuffs and a riding crop, and ordered him to place his hands behind his back.  As soon as he did, I locked his wrists behind his back, and said “Slave, you are going to receive ten strokes for arguing with me this morning about wearing the Speedo bathing suit, and you are also going to receive twenty strokes for being so ungrateful, and not even thanking me for buying the bathing suit for you.  I’ll expect you to count out every stroke and thank me after each one; and if you should forget to count or thank me after stroke, then we will start all over again from the beginning.  Do you understand me slave?”

With fear in his voice, and almost trembling, Troy said, “Yes Mistress, I understand”

Then as Troy laid there helpless over the edge of the bed, I proceeded to administer thirty of the hardest strokes, which I believe I have ever given to him with my riding crop in all the years that we have been together.  My rationale for giving him severe strokes from the riding crop was simple.  After all the years that we have been together, Troy should never have forgotten to thank me after I went out of my way to buy something for him.

By the time that I had given Troy twenty strokes from the riding crop, his ass looked like it was on fire, tears were running down his face, and he was sobbing profusely.  Twice during the last ten strokes, he almost forgot to count and thank me, but I gave him time to compose himself, and he then remembered to count out and say, “Thank You Mistress”.

By the time that I was finished administering all thirty severe strokes with my riding crop, Troy’s ass was covered with a multitude of prominent welts.

As soon as I unlocked the handcuffs and told him that he could get up from the bed, Troy dropped down onto his knees, kissed my high heel sandals, and said, “I am sorry for my behavior this morning Mistress.  Please forgive me”.

I kissed the top of his head, and said, “I forgive you now that you’ve been adequately punished.  Just don’t forget to be obedient and grateful in the future Troy or next time I will double the amount of your punishment”.

“I won’t Mistress.  I promise you”.

“I am glad to hear that.  Now, you can go get your shower first.  We both smell like sulfur after spending all that time in those hot springs”.

When Troy returned to the bedroom after his shower, I had him lay face down on the bed, and I rubbed some Miracle Healing Salve all over the bruised cheeks of his ass, before heading into the bathroom to take my own shower.

It was almost 10 pm by the time that I climbed into bed, and cuddled with Troy.  Before I fell into a deep restful sleep, I smiled to myself, knowing that my dear slave/husband would most likely be on his best behavior for the rest of our trip.  I was sure that there was no way that he would want to be on the receiving end of my riding crop again during our trip.

Troy and I both got up early on Thanksgiving morning so that we could take a leisurely stroll along the San Juan River, before having breakfast downtown at The Rose.  We then went back to our suite to change our clothes before heading over to my aunt’s house where we enjoyed a wonderful Thanksgiving Dinner with the family, followed by many hours of drinks and laughter.

On Friday right around noon, there was a knock on the door of our suite, and my sister Janet arrived, just as we had planned.  After greeting my sister, Troy went back to the desk in the living room, where he had been working on his laptop, evaluating sales and expense numbers for his business.  Janet and I sat on the couch making small talk for a while, and then when she indicated that she was ready, I called to Troy, and said “Slave, I need you to shut down that computer now, and come over here in front of Janet and I”.

Troy immediately closed the program, shut his laptop, and came over and stood in front of Janet and I with a quizzical look on his face, and said “Yes Mistress, what do you need?”

Note: I should mention here for the benefit of those of you who may not be aware of how I expect to be addressed by Troy, that my rules are pretty clear and simple:  When he and I are alone, when we are in the company of our friends who share our FLR Lifestyle, when we are at any BDSM event, or when we are with the few family members (such as my brother and sister) who are fully aware of our lifestyle, I expect him to always address me properly as his Mistress.  At other times when we are with family members who are unaware of our lifestyle, or out in public with strangers or acquaintances who are not aware of his slave/husband status, Troy is permitted to address me by my name, or by some other affectionate term, such as “Dear”.  Likewise, so as not to embarrass him, I do not refer to him as my slave when we are in the company of people who are not aware of our FLR lifestyle.  I will make an exception to that rule from time to time when I intentionally want to humiliate him.  For example, when I take him shopping for lingerie at the mall, or for goodies at a sex toy store.

“Slave, I need you to remove your clothes and strip down to only your chastity tube, so that my sister can take a close look at the device which you are wearing”.

Troy didn’t say a word, and I detected only the slightest hesitation before he started removing all his clothes.  I was sure that his butt was still hurting him significantly from the punishment, which he had received the night before, and that it acted as a motivator, to ensure his complete obedience.

When Troy was naked, I grabbed a hold of his chastity tube, pulled him closer to the couch in front of Janet and me, and said, “This is the Jail Bird chastity tube which you read about in my chastity primer.  Mature Metal, the company that produces it, has five different models of chastity cages, but I am partial to this particular model”.

Then turning to Janet, I said, “He’s all yours sis.  Go ahead and touch it, feel it, pull on it, and feel free to ask my slave any questions which you may have for him”.

Janet studied the device for a few minutes, then she reached out and ran her hand all over the length of the stainless steel cage.  When she pulled on it, and saw that it didn’t budge at all, she said, “Wow Benay, it’s not only quite attractive, but I must say that it looks very secure, and awfully tight”

“Yes, it is totally secure, and it needs to be tight for a perfect fit, so that the slave does not have any room at all in the cage to experience an erection.  Once a slave is locked up in a chastity tube like this, he will learn very fast that if he should become aroused, the cage will become very uncomfortable very fast as his cock presses up against the metal bars”.

I then lifted the cage up with one hand, took Troy’s balls in my other hand, and showed Janet the ring behind his balls, which was locked to the cage with one of my very secure brass locks, and said, “It is also important that the ring is perfectly snug around the balls, so that there is no way that a slave can ever remove the device.  That’s one of the important measurements which you will need when you order a custom-made chastity tube from Mature Metal”.

I could see that Troy’s cock was attempting to get hard in the cage, as I rubbed my hand all over his balls.  As he started moaning quietly, I said to Janet, “See how my slave’s cock is trying to get hard, as I play with his balls, and he begins to get aroused.  Now watch this”.

I stood up and began running my tongue over both of Troy’s nipples, getting him further aroused.  Once his nipples were standing up erect, I then began sucking on them, and he began moaning loudly, shaking his groin back and forth, and writhing with frustration, as his cock pressed uncomfortably up against the stainless bars at the end of the perfectly fitted chastity cage.

Janet laughed, and said, “Boy Benay, I see what you mean about him having no room at all in that cage to get an erection.  That must absolutely drive him crazy when you tease him like that”.

With a big smile, I said, “Yes, it sure does.  It also teaches him that he needs to learn how to control himself, otherwise his cock will suffer!”

When I finally stopped teasing Troy, I showed Janet the pre-cum, which was dripping from the end of his chastity cage, and said, “He can drip from the excitement and frustration, but he can’t get hard, and he definitely can’t enjoy an orgasm unless I decide to release him from the cage”.

I then ran my fingers over the tip of the cage, and then slid them into Troy’s mouth, making sure that he licked them totally clean of his pre-cum.

“Well sis, do you have any questions for my slave?”

Janet put her hand on Troy’s chastity tube once again, and asked, “Troy, it’s pretty obvious that this cage won’t come off unless your Mistress unlocks it.  So how long has it been since you had your last orgasm?”

“Next week will be three months that I have been locked up without an orgasm”.

With a look of surprise on her face, Janet turned to me, and said, “Three months?  Really Benay?”

I laughed and said, “Yes really sis.  No way for him to masturbate, no sex, no release for my slave for the last twelve weeks.  He will be eligible however, for an orgasm at the end of the three months, as long as he doesn’t incur my wrath between now and then!”

Then with a big smile, I added “He hasn’t had any orgasms for the last twelve weeks, but I can assure you that he gives me as many as I want, whenever I want them!”

I asked Janet if she had any other questions for Troy, and when she told me that she didn’t, I told him to go ahead and get dressed.  As soon as he had his clothes back on, I said, “Troy, you can go ahead and take a walk around downtown, and do some window shopping.  My sister and I have some things to discuss in private for the next hour or so”.

Troy nodded, said that he understood, and asked me if there was anything I needed him to pick up while he was downtown.  I told him that he should find a nice bottle of White Merlot for us to enjoy later in the evening.  He told me that he would find the wine.  Then he grabbed his coat, and left the room.

As soon as Troy had left, Janet said “Wow Benay. I am really convinced now that I need to get my husband locked up in a chastity tube like that as soon as possible, and take control of my marriage like you have done with yours”.

“Great!  Well, let’s make it happen Janet.  Pull a chair over to the desk, while I turn on my laptop, and I’ll show you what you need to do to get that husband of yours locked up in a chastity tube”.

Over the next hour, I showed Janet the choices of stainless steel chastity cages, which were available on Mature Metal’s website.  After looking at all the models, she decided that she wanted the Jail Bird model for Steve, so we ordered a set of sizing rings for her to use when she returned home.  I explained the other measurements, such as internal length of the cage and diameter of the back ring, which were critical, so that she would know exactly what to do when she was measuring her husband for his new chastity tube.

I then took her to the Extreme Restraints website, where she placed an order for leather wrist cuffs, leather ankle cuffs, a blindfold, a penis gag, a riding crop, some lengths of chain, and a pair of handcuffs.  I figured that the basic items, which she ordered would be sufficient to enable her to get Steve locked up, and to get her started on the road to building a Female Led Relationship.

Janet was thrilled to see that all the items which she ordered from Extreme Restraints would arrive at her home shortly after she got back to Las Vegas the following Tuesday, along with the set of measurement rings which she had ordered from Mature Metal.

I then told her how I would approach the task of getting the measurements she needed for ordering the chastity tube.

“I know you are excited about getting Steve locked up in a chastity tube, but you must not mention a single word about it, especially since it will take about six weeks for your custom-made device to arrive after you order it, and submit your measurements to Mature Metal”.

“One night after your toys arrive, you need to put on your sexiest outfit, lure Steve into the bedroom, and then get him restrained helplessly to the bed.  I have a feeling that he will probably not put up any resistance at all, especially since he has been spending so much time on those BDSM websites”.

“Oh, I am sure that you are right Benay.  He’ll probably really get turned on by the idea of me putting him in bondage, and having sex with him”.

“I am sure he will.  Anyway, after you are sure that he is restrained helplessly, make sure that you blindfold him so that he can’t see anything that you are doing with the measuring rings.  You can just tell him that you are trying on different types of cock rings on him to see which one you like.  That will probably turn him on some more. After you find the one, which fits perfectly, put it aside, and then you can have some fun with your bound slave.  Make sure that he gives you all the pleasure which you want, before you allow him to cum”.

“Now that sounds good to me Benay.  It will be nice to be the one who is in control, and gets pleasure before he does”

“Oh, I am sure that you will get used to being the one who is in control very fast.  Janet, just remember that you will have to wait till after you guys are finished having sex before you measure his cock.  You need it to be totally soft and flaccid, so that you get the proper measurement for the cage length.  Just make sure that you have a ruler close by, and keep him blindfolded till after you measure his soft cock.  You want to measure his cock when it is at its smallest length.  Once you have all the measurements that you need, you can go ahead and place your order for the chastity tube some time when Steve isn’t around to see what you are doing”.

Beaming from ear to ear, Janet said, “I’ve got it.  I can do this.  I will do this.  I don’t know how to thank you sis for all of your help”.

I gave her a big hug, and said, “Don’t even mention it.  It’s my pleasure to help my little sister, and to know that another man will soon be locked up in a chastity tube, and that you will be controlling his orgasms”.

Before she left, I told Janet that Troy and I would be in Mesquite, which is only about an hour away from Las Vegas over the Christmas holidays.

“Troy’s brother Michael will be getting married to his new Mistress Joanne in Mesquite, and I will be there as the Maid of Honor and Troy will be there as the best man.  Joanne wanted to get married at the Oasis Resort just like Troy and I did in 2004, but unfortunately that is no longer possible since the Oasis went out of business in 2013.  The wedding is now scheduled to take place at the Casablanca Resort, which is directly across the street from where the Oasis used to be.  Anyway, while I am out there in Nevada, let’s plan on getting together sometime between Christmas and New Years in Vegas and having some fun with our two slave/husbands”.

“Really?  Wow, I had no idea that you were coming to Nevada for the holidays.  That sounds great.  How did all this come about with Troy’s brother and his new Mistress?”

I laughed, and said “Janet, it’s a very long story, which will take quite a while to tell.  If you want all the spicy details, you need to read my last book ‘The Brother-In-Law’ and you’ll see how it all came about.  I will tell you however, that Troy’s brother Michael is now locked up in a chastity tube thanks to me”.

“Hah – now why does that not surprise me?  Well, I will definitely have to order that book right away.  Knowing how you operate, I am sure that I will pick up some tips and tricks from it”.

We gave each other a big hug, and Janet headed back to her hotel, happier than I had ever seen her, and confident in her ability to take control of her marriage.

Troy and I spent two more days in Pagosa Springs.  On Saturday, we went skiing at the Wolf Creek Resort with my brother Larry and his girlfriend Suzie, and on Sunday, after visiting Treasure Falls we did some shopping downtown and then had a nice romantic dinner at the Tavern Le Boeuf.

On Monday morning, we stopped by my aunt’s house to thank her once again for the wonderful Thanksgiving dinner, and then we got on the road and headed back to Pueblo.

As Troy drove, I spent the travel time checking my text messages and emails.  I was about half way through my messages, when I was dismayed to see that Joseph from Denver had sent me another message early Monday morning, which said:

“Dear Mistress Benay,

I am going crazy, having been locked up in this cage for over a week now.  I am climbing the walls because I need to cum desperately.  I don’t know how I can function at work for another week.  Please tell me when I can come down and see you, so that you can release me from this chastity tube.

Please, I beg you.

Joseph”

My blood boiled after I had read his message, and I quickly shot off the following reply to him:

“Joseph,

This is the second time in a week that you have chosen to ignore my warning about begging me for a release from the chastity tube.

You will pay dearly for your disobedience, when I do decide to allow you to come down and see me.  Do not contact me again.  You will hear from me when I am ready to see you!”


Joseph’s Second Session – Part I

Troy and I arrived back home late in the afternoon on Monday, and while I unpacked my bags, Troy went to work preparing us a light meal for dinner.

On Tuesday, Troy had to head back out of town on business, for a few days.  I wasn’t expecting him back home till Thursday evening, so I spent the time that I was home alone editing the manuscript for a new book, which would be released at the beginning of the new year, and I also went out to lunch with a couple of my girlfriends.

During the day on Wednesday, I had given some serious thought as to what I was going to do with Mr. Joseph from Denver, so before retiring for the night, I sent the following message to him:

“Slave,

I will expect you to be at my house this coming Saturday at exactly 3 pm sharp.  Do not forget to bring me an appropriate tribute, and don’t you dare be late, if you know what’s good for you.  Also, please be aware that you should not make any other plans for Saturday evening, since I can’t tell you now how long I will be keeping you here.

Mistress Benay”

As I hit “send”, I smiled mischievously to myself, knowing that Saturday was going to be a very busy and interesting night for me.  Not only would Joseph be getting more than he ever bargained for, but Troy would also be eligible on Saturday to receive his first orgasm in three months.

While Troy took care of his chores on Saturday, cleaning the house, and then preparing dinner, I went up to my Dungeon, and laid out all the goodies, which I planned on using when Joseph arrived.  I then went to my bedroom to get ready for my session.  After taking my shower, I pulled my long hair to the back of my head in a severe bun, did my make up, and then dressed in a hip hugging black leather pantsuit, with a plunging neckline, which displayed a good portion of my breasts.  I then slipped my feet into my favorite pair of black patent leather pumps with four-inch stiletto heels.

I went into the kitchen to check on Troy, who was working on our dinner, and said “We will not be eating our dinner in the dining room this evening.  You should plan on serving us our meal tonight around 5 pm in the kitchenette on the third floor.  I am sorry for the inconvenience, but you will have to bring the finished meal up there for us”.

Troy had a puzzled look on his face, since we never eat dinner in the Dungeon Suite on the third floor, so I said, “I have a slave coming in for a session at 3pm, so I’ll need to stay upstairs this evening so that I can keep close tabs on him”.

Troy nodded his head, and said, “Yes Mistress, I understand.  Should I set the table in the kitchenette for three for dinner?”

I laughed, and said “Absolutely not Troy.  The slave is coming here to suffer; not to eat dinner with us!”

Before leaving the kitchen, I patted Troy’s crotch, pressing on his chastity tube, and said, “Well, tonight is also supposed to be a big night for you.  Are you excited slave?”

“Oh gosh yes, Mistress.  This has been the longest three months of my life.  I will be so glad to finally get a release, and be able to have an orgasm”.

I gave Troy a kiss on his cheek, and said, “Well slave, you better make sure that I am satisfied with the meal, and that you don’t do anything between now and then to get yourself in trouble!”

“Yes Mistress.  Oh no, Mistress.  I’ll make sure that your dinner is perfect, and that I am on my best behavior”.

“Oh, I am sure that you will!”

Just then the doorbell rang.  I looked up at the clock and saw that it was ten minutes till 3 pm.

Troy quickly asked, “Mistress, shall I get the front door for you?”

“No Troy, I will take care of this myself.  I am afraid that the slave at the door is a little too anxious, and can’t follow instructions.  You just continue working on dinner, and have it ready to serve upstairs in the kitchenette at 5 pm”.

Instead of answering the front door, I poured myself a glass of wine, went into the living room, sat down on the couch, and pursued a magazine. I had specifically told Joseph to be at my home at exactly 3pm, so he could wait out there on the front porch till the appointed time.

A few minutes later, the front doorbell chimed once again.  I shook my head, picked up my cell phone, and sent a text message to Joseph, which said, “Slave, I told you to be here at exactly 3 pm.  Did you not understand that?  You can wait out there on the porch until that time, and when I do open the door, I’d better finding you waiting for me on your knees!”

As 3 pm approached, I looked out the front window, and saw that Joseph was constantly looking up and down the street in front of my house.  He was evidently hoping that no one would come strolling down the sidewalk and that no cars would pass my house while he was on his knees on my porch.  As I stood there looking out the window, Joseph glanced at his watch, saw that the time for his appointment had arrived, and he quickly got down on his knees facing my front door.  At that point, I picked up a riding crop, opened the door, glared at him, and said “You may crawl in now slave since it is now 3pm!”

As Joseph crawled into my foyer, he started telling me that he was sorry for being early, and that he always sets his watch ahead of time, so that he will never be late for an appointment.  I quickly cut him off, smacked his shoulder with my riding crop, and said, “Slave, I am not interested in hearing any excuses out of you tonight.  The only words I want to hear out of you unless I ask you a specific question, is ‘Yes Mistress or Thank You Mistress’.  Right now, I expect you to keep facing the floor, and to greet me properly”.

Without saying another word, Joseph quickly brought his mouth down to the tips of my pumps, and he began passionately licking and kissing them.  When I was satisfied that he had licked and kissed every inch of my shoes and heels, I said “That will be sufficient for now slave!”

While he continued facing the floor, he said “Thank You Mistress for allowing me to worship your beautiful shoes”.

“You are quite welcomed slave.  Now, look up at me, and I am going to tell you exactly what I want you to do, and you better follow my instructions to the letter!”

As soon as his eyes met mine, I said, “You know where my Dungeon is on the third floor.  I want you to crawl upstairs to my Dungeon.  Place your tribute in the dish next to my throne, and then get completely undressed. When I come up to the Dungeon, I’ll expect to see you kneeling in front of my throne with your forehead on the floor, and your hands behind your back.  Do you understand what I expect you to do?”

“Yes Mistress”

Then with some apprehension, Joseph said, “Mistress, do I really have to crawl all the way up to the third floor?”

I took a deep breath, and then instead of showing my anger, caused by his insubordination, I calmly said, “No slave, you don’t have to do what I just told you to do.  You are perfectly free to leave right now, and we will just forget about doing anything about that chastity tube of yours tonight!”

I picked up my glass, turned on my heels, and went down the hall to the kitchen to refill my wine, leaving Joseph kneeling there in the foyer. 

When I returned to the foyer a few minutes later, Joseph was gone.  I could hear him crawling on his hands and knees across the second floor of the house, and shortly thereafter, up the staircase to the third floor.  If there is one thing, which I will never tolerate, it is a recalcitrant slave.  I vowed right then and there to make sure that I gave Joseph an extremely painful session, one which he would not forget for a long time.

When I went up to the Dungeon about fifteen minutes later, I was glad to see Joseph kneeling on the floor in front of my throne, exactly as I had told him to do.

Without saying a word to him, I picked up a leather collar, tightened it snugly around his neck, and secured it with a small padlock.

I ordered Joseph to kneel up straight, and place his hands out in front of him.  As soon as he did, I snapped a pair of heavy duty police handcuffs onto his wrists, double locked them, and then I secured the handcuffs to the d-ring on the front of his collar with another small padlock.

As he knelt there in front of me, I pulled a leather hood down over his head, and tightened up the straps on the back of the hood, as snug as I could.  I then slipped another padlock through the bottom eyelets of the hood, ensuring that there was no way that the hood could be removed.

I picked up a leather blindfold, snapped it down over the eyeholes of the hood, plunging Joseph into darkness.  Then in a menacing tone, I said, “Well slave, are you starting to feel helpless and scared yet?  You have no idea how bad I am going to punish you tonight for all your disobedience over the last two weeks.  I am not even going to gag you tonight, because I am going to take pleasure in hearing your cries, as you suffer for me!”

At that point, Joseph started trembling, and almost on the verge of sobbing, said “Please Mistress Benay.  I don’t think that I want to do this anymore.  Could you please just release me, unlock the chastity tube, and let me leave?  You don’t have to do this.  Just unlock me, take the chastity cage off, and I’ll go back to Denver and never bother you again”.

I started laughing, and said, “Are you for real slave?  That’s not what is going to happen at all.  That’s not even an option.  There is no way that I am going to allow you to leave at this point, before you’ve been adequately punished; and there is absolutely no way that I am going to release you from that chastity tube, and allow you to go back to your daily habit of masturbating!”

I ran my riding crop up and down the spine of Joseph’s back, and said, “You were the one who begged me to dominate you, to control you, to punish you, to lock up your cock, and to deny you orgasms.  Have you forgotten how you begged me to do all those things?”

Then bringing the riding crop down hard first across his right shoulder, and then across his left shoulder, I said “Have you also forgotten that you were the one who said that you did not want a safe word, and that you fully understood that there would be no backing out of anything, once I agreed to take you as a slave under my control?”

“Yes Mistress, I understand that, but I didn’t know how bad it would be having my cock locked up twenty four hours a day.  I can’t live like this.  I am so horny and frustrated all the time.  Please let me out of the chastity cage”.

“Slave, you are supposed to be horny.  That’s the whole idea of being locked up in a chastity tube.  The hornier you get, the more submissive you will become, and the more likely that you will obey your Mistress at all times without any argument.  No, I absolutely will not allow you to go back to your disgusting habit of masturbating whenever you feel like it.  I hold the key to that cage, and I control your orgasms totally, just like you asked me to do”.

I then attached a leash to the metal bars of Joseph’s chastity cage, yanked on it, and said, “Ok slave.  We are done talking.  That’s the end of discussion, and it’s time for you to start suffering.  Up onto your feet now!”

I led Joseph over to the middle of my Dungeon, where I locked heavy iron shackles onto each of his ankles.  Then I attached each of the ankle shackles to opposite ends of a spreader bar, forcing his legs open.

I lowered the overhead bar of my suspension device down until it hung about a foot above Joseph’s head.  Next, I released the handcuffs from the leather collar, and unlocked his wrists, before quickly locking each of his wrists into the leather cuffs, which were attached to the two ends of the suspension device bar above his head.  I then raised the pulley of the suspension device until Joseph’s arms were pulled up taunt above his head, and he had to stand on the balls of his feet to lessen the pressure on his arms.

I snickered and said “See slave, helplessness is a relative term.  You thought that you were helpless before.  Now, you are starting to really find out what helplessness is all about!”

I then slipped my hands into a pair of latex gloves, retrieved the key for the padlock on Joseph’s chastity tube, and said “Before we get around to some serious punishment, I want to check your cock and balls to make sure that the chastity cage is not causing you any problems”.

Then laughing, I added “Other than the problems which it is supposed to cause you!”

I unlocked the padlock, removed the cage, and slipped Joseph’s balls out of the back ring of the device.  His cock immediately sprung up hard and erect in front of him.  I carefully checked the entire length of his cock, and checked all around his scrotum sac, and I couldn’t find any abrasions or bruising of any type.

“Well slave, it looks like you really did a great job with the measurements when you ordered this chastity tube.  I don’t see any problems at all with either your cock or your balls.  I don’t see any reason at all why you can’t stay locked up in this cage for months at a time!”

While Joseph shook his head as he digested the reality of what I had just said, I opened a condom, and slipped it down over his erect cock, which already had pre-cum leaking from the tip.

“There, we’ll just leave that rubber on you until I am ready to lock you back up again.  I can’t have you making a mess in my Dungeon!”

A few minutes later I heard Troy in the kitchenette setting the dinner table, I looked at my watch, and then said to Joseph “I am going to have to leave you shortly to go eat dinner with my dear slave/husband.  Before I do however, I would like to at least get your punishment started.  I’ve decided that for sending me two unauthorized messages while I was traveling, you will receive twenty lashes from my whip.  For arriving ten minutes early today, you will be paddled ten times.  Lastly, for constantly complaining about your chastity tube, how horny you are, and begging me to remove it, you will receive ten strokes of the cane.

Joseph started shaking his head, and begging me to spare him from being punished, but I just ignored his pleas, and went over to the rack on the wall, and retrieved my Cat-Of-Nine Tails whip.

“Ok slave, since you are not gagged, I will expect you to count out every one of the twenty lashes you are going to receive.  I also expect you to thank me for each and every lash.  If I was you, I wouldn’t forget either of those two requirements, or else I will start over again at number one.  Do you understand?”

Joseph nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress”.

“Good, I am glad to hear that”.

I then reared my arm back, and brought the tentacles of the whip down hard across Joseph’s shoulder blades.  He immediately cried out from the pain, and then quickly said “One.  Thank you, Mistress,”.

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, I brought the whip down hard once again across his back, and after crying out even louder, he said “Two.  Thank you, Mistress,”.

By the time that I had delivered ten lashes of my whip across his back, Joseph’s cries had become loud screams each time that the tentacles of the Cat-Of-Nine Tail whip made contact with his back which already had rows of deep red marks.

Remarkably, Joseph never totally forgot to count out a lash or thank me while I punished him, although I admit that I did cut him some slack by waiting a few seconds until his screams of agony subsided after I administered some really harsh lashes with my whip.

When I was finished delivering all twenty lashes, Joseph’s back was bright red, and I was sure that the raised rows of red marks, which were very prominent would take quite some time to heal.

I then put my whip back onto the wall rack, and as I did, I realized that my panties were soaked, and that my pussy was extremely aroused already from punishing Joseph.  I couldn’t even imagine how sexually excited I would be by the time that his session was over.

I then picked up my heavy black leather paddle, and said “Ok slave, being paddled ten times should be like a walk in the park for you after that whipping you just received”.

It was quickly obvious that Joseph was not likely to agree with the statement I made about his paddling.  I don’t know if he remembered that my special paddle was filled with lead, but as soon as the first blow from the paddle made contact with his ass, his body started swinging back and forth from the suspension device, and he let out a blood-curdling scream.

By the time that I had paddled him ten times, his ass was bright red and looked like it was on fire.  I also wondered if any of my neighbors had called the police because of the screaming which they might have heard emanating from my third floor window.  I immediately made a mental note to myself that I would be sure to gag him before I caned him after dinner.

As I replaced the paddle on the wall rack, I could smell the wonderful aroma, which had worked its way from the kitchenette to the Dungeon, and realized that it was almost 5 pm, and that Troy was evidently ready to serve dinner.

I decided that rather than leaving Joseph hanging from the suspension device while I went to eat dinner, I would lock him up in the confines of my very tight vertical cage.

I lowered the suspension device, freed Joseph’s wrists from the leather cuffs, and quickly locked them back into the handcuffs, which I then secured once again to the d-ring on his leather collar using a padlock.

Next, I then removed the spreader bar from the steel ankle shackles, and padlocked a one-foot piece of chain to each of Joseph’s ankle shackles, giving him very limited mobility.

Since he was still couldn’t see anything because of the hood and blindfold, I took Joseph by the arm, led him over to the vertical cage against the wall, and helped him step up into the cage.  I pushed him into the tight confines of the cage, closed the door, padlocked it securely, and said “Now, don’t you go anywhere slave.  I’ll be back after dinner to give you the rest of your punishment.  I also have some fun things planned for you in addition to your caning.  Well, I should say – fun things for me at least!”

As I turned and left the Dungeon, I smiled to myself knowing that as he stood helpless for an hour or so of isolation in the tight and narrow cage, Joseph would have plenty of time to worry about what was going to happen to him when I returned after dinner.


Joseph’s Second Session – Part II

After leaving Joseph incarcerated in the Dungeon, I went into the bathroom and freshened up for dinner with Troy.  When I walked into the kitchenette, I couldn’t believe the beautiful table setting and the wonderful dinner, which Troy had prepared and laid out for me.  The table setting looked great with fresh cut flowers and a bottle of my favorite wine chilling in an ice bucket.

Troy had outdone himself on the meal, preparing first a gorgeous and tasty salad, followed by Veal Marsala and Linguine. 

“Wow Troy, you weren’t kidding when you said earlier that you would make sure that I had a perfect dinner.  Boy, you went all out to make sure that you stay on my good side, and earn that orgasm tonight.  Didn’t you?”

With a big smile, Troy said “Yes Mistress.  I am so excited about getting a release tonight.  I can’t believe that I survived three months of being locked up without an orgasm.  I am just glad that you are finally going to allow me to cum”.

I laughed, and said “Well Troy, if you keep preparing meals like this for me, I might even let you have an orgasm more frequently than once every three months!”

It was obvious that my comment immediately brought a big smile to Troy’s face.  I thought to myself however, that I really did enjoy keeping my husband denied of orgasms for many months at a time because the longer he went without an orgasm, the more submissive he became, and the more he went out of his way to please and satisfy me.

As Troy placed my dinner in front of me, I was immediately impressed with the look and the wonderful aroma of the meal which he had prepared, but as soon as I had my first taste of the veal, I thought that I had died and gone to heaven.  The meat was so tender, so juicy, and seasoned so perfectly that my taste buds thought that they were experiencing an orgasm of their own.

I couldn’t help but think how lucky I was to have Troy as my slave/husband.  After accomplishing all the chores around the house earlier in the day, he still had the stamina and desire to prepare such an elegant meal for me.  There was no doubt in my mind that I would have to make sure that he received an appropriate reward before the evening was over.

As Troy and I sat there eating dinner, he told me all about his recent business trip, and we also discussed the plans for our upcoming trip to Nevada for his brother Michael’s wedding, which was only three weeks away.  It was a nice leisurely dinner, and completely relaxing even though I did sneak quietly into the Dungeon twice during dinner to check on slave Joseph who was restrained helplessly in the vertical cage.  Each time that I checked on him I could see him fidgeting and trying to get comfortable as he stood in the cage, which had absolutely no room for him to move at all.

At one point while we were eating dinner, I casually said to Troy “So, were you alarmed by the screams coming out of my Dungeon while you were preparing our dinner?”

Troy hesitated for a moment, and then said, “Yes Mistress, I was somewhat concerned.  The screams did get awfully loud at one point.  Pardon me for saying, but it did sound like you were giving him a very severe beating”.

I laughed, and said, “No, not really Troy.  You know exactly what I am capable of.  I can assure you that you’ve had much worst beatings a few times over the years.  This slave is sort of new to punishment and discipline, so his tolerance level isn’t built up yet.  I did whip him pretty good, but he’ll survive.  I haven’t even broken his skin yet or made him bleed.  I will however, make sure that he’s gagged before I use my cane on his ass after dinner.

Then with a big smile, I said, “I’ll bet that you’re glad it’s him getting caned, and not you tonight”.

“Absolutely Mistress.  I still have marks on my ass from the other night in Pagosa Springs when you used your riding crop on me.  I know what you can do to a slave’s ass using your cane, so I am definitely glad that it is not me on the receiving end of a caning by you”.

“Well, I’ll take that as a compliment Troy, and thank you Troy for such a wonderful dinner.  I do need to get back to the Dungeon now and get that slave out of the cage, so that I can move on to the next phase of his punishment.  He’s definitely in for a few surprises before this night is over”.

As I was leaving the kitchenette, I refilled my wine glass, took a bottle of water out of the refrigerator for Joseph, and said to Troy “I will need you naked in the Dungeon in about a half hour.  Just take all the dishes downstairs to the kitchen, leave them there, and don’t worry about cleaning anything up tonight.  I have something much more important for you to do.  Something which I am sure you will enjoy!”

I walked back into the Dungeon, unlocked the door of the cage, and said, “Well slave, did you miss me while I was gone?  I am sure that you are all rested now, and looking forward to the rest of your punishment”.

I helped Joseph out of the cage, and allowed him to work the kinks out of his body, as best as he could.  Then I asked him if he would like a drink of water

“Oh yes Mistress.  I would love one.  Thank you”.

I opened the bottle of water, placed it into his restrained hands, and waited till he had drunk as much as he wanted.  Then I said, “Slave, we still have so many fun things to do together tonight, but let’s get your caning out of the way.  You do remember that I still owe you ten strokes from my cane.  Don’t you?”

Joseph immediately started pleading with me by saying “Please Mistress, could we forget about the caning?  My butt and back are burning terribly.  Could you please show me some mercy?”

“I’m sorry slave, but I really can’t forget about the caning.  I did promise you that I would cane your ass ten times for your constant complaining about the chastity tube.  Now you wouldn’t want me to break my promise, would you?”

I led Joseph over to the padded spanking bench and bent him down over it, so that his ass was sticking up in the air prominently.  I released his wrists from the handcuffs and quickly locked each of his wrists into the cuffs, which were attached to the bottom front of the spanking bench.

I then removed the steel shackles from Joseph’s ankles, and locked each of his ankles into the cuffs attached to the rear of the bench.  To make sure that he couldn’t move at all, I secured a wide leather belt across his back, and fastened it to the eyebolts, which were attached to the sides of the bench.

Satisfied that Joseph was restrained helplessly over the spanking bench, I pushed a penis gag into his mouth, and attached it to the front of his leather hood, and said, “I really did enjoy hearing you scream before.  It actually got me excited and wet between my legs, but I think that I should be more prudent now and keep you gagged while I cane you!”

I swung the rattan can through the air over Joseph’s head a few times, making a menacing swishing sound and then to scare him even further, I said, “Since you are gagged, you won’t be able to count out the strokes for me.  Gosh, I hope that I remember to stop at ten!”

I then brought the cane down hard across both of his ass cheeks, and even with the gag in his mouth, I could hear his pitiful scream, as his body fought against the tight restraints of the bench.

I then began alternating the blows from my cane between his left and right ass cheeks, intentionally making sure that I caned him much harder than I had done during his first visit to my Dungeon, so that he would think twice about disobeying me in the future.  By the time that I had administered ten strokes of my cane to his ass, Joseph was bawling loudly, and raised red bruises and purple welts covered his ass.

I placed my cane back on the wall rack, went over to Joseph, and removed the blindfold from his eyes.  As soon as I did, he started squinting, as his eyes, which had been in darkness for almost two hours, tried to adjust to the brightness of the overhead lights in the Dungeon.

I then unlocked the padlock on the back of the hood, undid the laces, and removed the hood from Joseph’s head.  When I did, I saw that he had been crying profusely, and the inside of the hood was soaked from his tears.  I went into the bathroom, retrieved a warm washcloth, and wiped his face down for him.  I then held the bottle of water to his mouth so that he could take a drink and compose himself.

I ran my hand over the rows of red marks on his back, and the welts on his ass cheeks, and said, “I know that you are hurting right now slave, and that these marks will be causing you discomfort for quite some time, but I want you to understand that you are the one that made this punishment necessary.  I will never tolerate disobedience from a slave of mine, and all disobedience and bad behavior will always be punished severely.  Do you understand that slave?”

Still sobbing quietly, Joseph said, “Yes Mistress.  I am sorry for the way I acted.  I promise you that it will not happen again”.

“I am glad to hear that slave, and hopefully you will soon come to appreciate the punishment which I give to you, and thank me properly”.

“I do appreciate it Mistress, even though I am hurting so bad right now.  Thank you, Mistress, for taking the time to punish me”.

I patted Joseph on the head, and said, “You are quite welcomed slave!”

I then looked down, and saw that Joseph’s rubber covered cock was hard as a rock, and it appeared that a significant amount of pre-cum had collected in the condom.

I ran my hand up and down his erect member, and said, “Well slave, you may not have liked the beating you just received, and you may be hurting, but it’s obvious to me that your cock got quite excited from the punishment”.

My attention then turned to the door of the Dungeon, as Troy, completely naked except for his chastity tube, appeared and said “Mistress, are you ready for me now, or would you prefer that I come back later?”

“No Troy, come on in now.  I am ready for you.  I need you to help me with the next stage of this slave’s training”.

With a somewhat confused look on his face, Troy came into the Dungeon, and I instructed him to stand in front of Joseph who was still bound down helplessly to the spanking bench.

“Slave Joseph, I’d like to introduce you to my dear slave/husband Troy.  Joseph lifted his head, nodded, and meekly said, “Nice to meet you Troy”.

“Nice to meet you also Joseph”.

I laughed at both of them, and said “How cute!  I am sure that is not the way that either of you are used to meeting someone new in the business world”.

“Joseph, do you see the chastity tube which is locked on Troy’s cock?”

“Yes Mistress”

“Troy, please tell this slave how long you have been locked up in your chastity tube without being granted an orgasm”.

“It’s actually been three months today since the last time that Mistress Benay allowed me to have an orgasm”.

I smiled, and said, “Do you hear that slave Joseph?  Troy has been locked up for three months without an orgasm, and you have been complaining about how horny you are after only going two weeks without an orgasm.  Can you imagine how full Troy’s balls are, and how frustrated he is at this point after three months without an orgasm?  Don’t you think that he has endured something much worse than anything, which you have experienced in the last two short weeks!”

Joseph raised his head to look at me, and said, “Yes Mistress.  I am sorry Mistress.  I am amazed to hear that.  I am just not used to going this long without an orgasm.  It has been so difficult not being able to give myself a release over the last two weeks”.

“Well Joseph, now that I have taken complete control of your orgasms, you will never have to worry again about ‘giving yourself a release’.  That’s not an option anymore for you since I hold the key to your chastity tube, and decide when you deserve to have an orgasm!”

Then, I ran my hand lightly across Joseph’s cheek, and with a smile on my face said, “Since you suffered so nicely for me, would you like to have a release, and be able to cum tonight, before I lock you back up in your chastity tube?  Would you also like me to make love to you?”

“Oh God yes, Mistress Benay.  Oh, thank you Mistress.  That would be absolutely wonderfully”.

“Great!  Well Joseph, in that case, you’ll need to do something for me if you want that to happen before I lock you back up in your chastity cage”

“Oh yes Mistress.  Whatever you say. I’ll do anything that you want”.

“I am glad to hear that you will do anything to be allowed to have an orgasm tonight slave”.

I then retrieved a pair of handcuffs, and ordered Troy to place his arms behind his back.  Once he had done that, I secured his wrists with the handcuffs, and double locked them.  I then took my key and unlocked the padlock on his Jail Bird chastity tube.  As soon as I removed the cage, and slipped the back ring off over his balls, Troy’s cock immediately jutted out in front of him hard and erect.  He emitted a sigh of relief, as his cock bobbed up and down in front of him.

I gave him a passionate kiss, and stroked his excited member, and said, “Well Troy, after three months, it looks like this is your lucky night, and you are finally going to be able to empty those balls of yours with a little help from slave Joseph’s mouth!”

When Joseph realized what was about to happen, he immediately started shaking his head, fighting against the restraints of the bench, and said “Mistress, no please. No, I’ve never done anything like that before.  I know that I can’t do that.  Please, don’t make me do that”.

With a serious frown on my face, I grabbed a hold of Joseph’s chin and pulled his head up so that I could look directly into his eyes, and menacingly said, “Slave, don’t you dare tell me what you can or can’t do.  You just got done a minute ago telling me that you would do anything, which I told you to do if I would allow you to have an orgasm, and you are going to do exactly what I want you to do now without any argument.  If you don’t, the first thing, which I am going to do, is to cane your ass twenty times as hard as I can.  You won’t be able to sit down for a month by the time that I am finished caning you.  Then, when I am finished destroying your ass, your chastity tube is going to be locked back on you, and I am going to send you home without allowing you to have an orgasm.  I might even flush the key to your chastity device down the toilet.  Don’t doubt what I am saying or underestimate me for a minute.  Do you understand slave?”

Joseph, realizing that he had absolutely no choice, and realizing that I was dead serious, nodded his head, and in a defeated tone of voice said “Yes Mistress.  I understand you”.

“Good, now just give me a minute to get some things, which I need, and I’ll be ready to make love to you.  I can’t wait to make you my little bitch slave, while you suck Troy’s beautiful hard cock and empty three months’ worth of cum out of his balls!”

I retrieved my strap-on harness from one of the hooks on the wall, and selected a black eight-inch dildo with a medium size girth and slipped the dildo through the ring on the front of the harness.  I wrapped the strap-on harness around my leather pantsuit, centered it over my crotch, and buckled it behind my back.  I then slipped both of my hands into a pair of latex gloves, grabbed a tube of lube, and went back over to the bench and stood in front of Joseph.

As soon as he saw the eight-inch cock protruding from the harness, which I was wearing, a look of horror crossed his face.  He let out a loud groan, and said, “Oh no Mistress Benay.  You’re not going to use that on me.  Are you?”

I laughed, and said, “You really are a silly slave.  Of course, I am going to use this on you.  I told you that I was going to make love to you and allow you to cum.  What did you think I was going to do?  You didn’t think that I would let you fuck me, did you?”

Joseph’s face turned a bright shade of red; he started to stutter, and said, “I don’t know what I thought Mistress.  I guess that I was just so excited when you told me that you were going to allow me to cum, that I really didn’t even think about it.  I’ve never had anything like that in my ass before Mistress.  It’s so big.  I don’t think that there is any way that I can take that in my ass, and I am sure that it would hurt me badly”.

I laughed, and said, “You think this is big slave?  This is just a medium size cock, to get you used to being screwed in the ass.  If things work out like I plan, I’ll have you trained where you can take a ten-inch dildo up this ass of yours in no time at all.  I might even let one of my other slaves screw you with a real cock during your next session!”

Then I squeezed lube all over two of my latex covered fingers, and pushed my fingers into Joseph’s ass before he even realized what was happening.  He let out a loud moan, and began shaking as I slid my lube-covered fingers in and out of his butt hole.

Next, I generously coated the head of the dildo with lube, pressed it up against Joseph’s ass hole, and said ‘Ok slave, that’s enough talking for now.  Poor Troy has been standing there patiently waiting for you to suck that cock of his and give him some relief, while I make you my little bitch slave!”

I nodded to Troy, and he pressed his cock up against Joseph’s closed mouth.  When I saw that Joseph wasn’t planning on opening his mouth, I reached around and dug my fingernails deeply into his nipples.  As soon as he opened his mouth and screamed from the pain, Troy then shoved his cock into Joseph’s mouth.

At the same time, I pressed my body up against Joseph’s butt, and with a quick shove, pushed the bulbous head of the dildo into Joseph’s ass hole.  He let out a scream from the shock and pain of the dildo invading his virgin ass.  His cries were soon muffled however, as Troy pushed the full length of his cock all the way into Joseph’s mouth, causing him to gag as the cock hit the back of his throat.

As I began working the eight-inch dildo in and out of Joseph’s ass, Troy at the same time, almost in unison, began sliding his cock in and out of Joseph’s mouth.  I found myself getting more and more sexually excited, and my panties soon felt like they were dripping wet, as I looked down at Joseph being spit-roasted by my strap-on, and by Troy’s cock.

I knew that Troy wouldn’t last much longer after months of being denied an orgasm, and from his groans and the expression on his face, I could see that he was close to exploding, so I began pounding the dildo into Joseph’s ass at a faster and faster pace.  As the tip of the dildo pressed against Joseph’s prostate on each thrust, I could tell that he also would be climaxing soon.

Sure enough, a few minutes later, Troy let out a cry of pleasure, and began shooting his load of pent up cum into Joseph’s mouth.  As soon as I saw that Joseph’s gag reflex kicked in, and that he was attempting to pull his head back away from Troy’s cock, I placed my hand on the back of his head, and held it up tight against Troy’s exploding member, and said, “Slave, I want you to swallow every drop of cum that Troy gives to you.  Don’t you dare waste even a drop of his cum!”

While Joseph was unwillingly swallowing the massive load of cum which Troy was unleashing, I screwed Joseph’s ass faster and faster with a vengeance, pressing the head of the dildo against Joseph’s prostate, until his whole body started shaking, and he began moaning loudly while he shot his own load of cum into the rubber which encased his cock.

When Troy eventually slid his cock out of Joseph’s mouth, I pulled the dildo completely out of Joseph’s ass hole, patted him on his bruised butt, and said “Well congratulations slave.  In one night, you became not only my little bitch, but also my little cum receptacle!”

Then turning to Troy, I said “Well slave, how did that feel, being able to finally have an orgasm and empty those balls of yours?”

With a big smile, Troy said, “It felt wonderful Mistress.  God, it felt great.  Thank you so very much Mistress”.

“You are quite welcomed Troy.  I will be here for a little while longer, but now I want you to go down to our bedroom, and wait on your knees by the bed for me until I come down.  I am the only one in this room who hasn’t enjoyed an orgasm today, so I am planning on receiving multiple orgasms from your mouth and cock before this night is over!”

Grinning from ear to ear, as he headed out of the Dungeon with his wrists still handcuffed behind his back, Troy said “Yes Mistress.  Your wish is my command”.

I then turned my attention back to Joseph, removed the cum-filled condom from his cock, and said, “Ok slave, you have one more little thing to take care of before I release you from that bench”.

I placed my left hand under Joseph’s chin, raised his head up, and while I held the rubber over his mouth, I said “Troy already gave you your dinner, so this will be your dessert.  Open up wide!”

At that point, Joseph was totally defeated after being whipped, paddled, caned, and spit roasted, so he didn’t even attempt to put up any resistance at all.  He obediently opened his mouth, and I poured the contents of the condom into his mouth, and made sure that he swallowed it all.

I then released Joseph’s right wrist from the bench cuff, and secured it into one of the handcuffs.  I pulled his arm behind his back, and after releasing his left wrist from the bench, locked his wrists together behind his back.  I then released Joseph’s ankles from the bench cuffs, and helped him up onto his feet, holding onto him until he regained his composure and balance.

“Would you like a drink of water slave?”

“Oh yes, that would be nice.  Thank you, Mistress,”.

As I held the bottle up to his lips, Joseph took a long drink of water, and I had to laugh as I watched him swirling the water around in his mouth, as he attempted to gargle away the taste of the copious amount of semen, which he had swallowed.

When he was finished drinking the water, I said, “Well slave, you’ve had quite a night.  Now it is time for you to make a decision”.

Joseph looked quite puzzled, and said “Pardon me Mistress, but what do you mean?”

I picked up his Queen’s Keep Chastity Tube, held it up in the air, and said “You need to make a decision now as to whether or not you want me to lock you back up in this cage, and to continue being your Mistress and Key Holder”.

After a long pause, Joseph said, “Mistress, right now every part of my body hurts terribly.  I have never experienced anything like I experienced tonight at your hands. By the same token however, no one has ever excited and aroused me like you have done.  There is no doubt in my mind that I want to continue serving you as your slave; and to have you as my Mistress”.

“I am glad to hear that, and I appreciate that slave”.

I then held the chastity tube up in front of his face, and said “And as far as being your Key Holder?”

Joseph hesitated once again, and then with some trepidation asked “Mistress, do I have to be locked up in the chastity tube at all times to be your slave?”

“Yes slave.  That cock of yours must be kept locked up at all times, if you desire to continue serving me as my slave”.

While Joseph thought about that, I then said “Slave, when you first contacted me about a session, I told you that I was not taking on any new clients.  The only reason I agreed to see you was because you assured me that you would give me absolute control over you and your cock.  I am not interested in seeing clients any more.  My precious time is now spent only on slaves who give me total devotion, total obedience, and total control of their orgasms”.

“Mistress, may I ask you one more question?”

“Yes slave.  You may ask me one more question”.

“If you lock me back up in the chastity tube, can you tell me how long it will be before I can see you again and be permitted to cum?”

I laughed, shook my head, and said, “No slave.  I can’t tell you how long it will be before you will be permitted to see me again, and as you have already found out the hard way, you will not be permitted to contact me.  I will contact you when I want you to come to me for a session.  I can tell you however, that when you do see me again, there is no guarantee that I am going to release you from your chastity tube, and allow you to have an orgasm.  While you are my slave, you will earn every orgasm, which I graciously allow you to have through your obedience, service, and devotion.  Whether you wait a week, a month, three months or longer for your next orgasm will be solely my decision”.

I could see the wheels turning in Joseph’s head, as he mulled over the answer, which I had given to him.  A response, which obviously was not the answer he was hoping for.

“Well slave, I will ask you one more time.  What is your decision?  Are you ready to serve me and have me be your Key Holder?”

After a long silence, Joseph said, “Yes Mistress Benay.  I am ready to serve you and to have you be my Key Holder.  I know that it will not be easy at times, but I also know that I do not want to return to my life, as I knew it before I met you.  I would be honored to be your slave, and to have you be my Key Holder”.

I leaned over, gave Joseph a kiss on his cheek, and then I slapped his thigh and said, “Ok slave, spread those legs.  I need to get my property locked up!”

As Joseph stood there with his wrists handcuffed behind his back, I worked his balls into the snug ring of the Queen’s Keep Chastity Tube.  I then slid the cage portion of the device down over his cock, making sure that the punishment pins were properly positioned on the ring portion.  As Joseph watched with an anxious look on his face, I slid my brass padlock through the top of the cage and ring, and clicked it shut.  His cock was once again safely locked up until such time as I saw fit to release it.

I removed the leather collar from Joseph’s neck, and unlocked the handcuffs freeing his arms, and for the first time in over five hours, he was free of all restraints, but once again securely locked in his chastity tube.

“Joseph, follow me into the kitchenette”

When he did, I poured a glass of wine for him and me.  Then lifting my glass up, I said, “Here’s a toast to my new chastity slave.  May you suffer for as long as you are under my control, may you serve me obediently for many years, and may you cherish every one of the few orgasms which I will allow you to experience!”

Joseph clinked his wine glass against mine, and said, “Thank you so very much Mistress Benay for allowing me the honor of serving you”.

“You are quite welcomed slave.  Now, feel free to use the bathroom, and take a shower if you so desire, but don’t take too long, because I have another slave waiting for me downstairs on his knees, and I am in serious need of his services!”

As I led Joseph down to the front door about a half hour later, I half-jokingly said “Slave, it is almost 9 pm now.  You definitely got more than your money’s worth tonight.  I will expect you to double your tribute to me next time!”

As soon as I saw Joseph get in his car and drive away, I hurried into my bedroom where Troy was still obediently kneeling beside the bed, with his wrists handcuffed behind his back.  I quickly shed my leather pantsuit, and then clad only in my bra, thong, and high heels, sat down on the edge of the bed in front of him, and said “Slave, my pussy is soaking wet from everything which took place tonight.  I am in serious need of many explosive orgasms.  Do you understand what I am saying slave?”

Troy quickly nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress.  I will do my best to please and satisfy you”.

“No Troy.  You need to do better than your best tonight.  How many months you stay locked up after tonight without an orgasm will be determined by how many wonderful orgasms you give to me tonight with your mouth and cock!”


Joseph Meets Mistress Ellen

The third week of December was a very busy and hectic week for Troy and me, as we tried to take care of many outstanding issues, and get ready for our trip during the upcoming Christmas weekend to Nevada where we would fulfill our roles as Maid of Honor and Best Man at Michael and Joanne’s wedding.

To add to the frenzy around our house that week, Troy got called out of town on Tuesday on an urgent business matter, which required an overnight stay in Phoenix.

I was a little upset with myself that I had not finished my Christmas shopping.  I still had a few gifts to purchase for family and friends, so I decided that rather than doing my shopping at the somewhat limited choice of stores in Pueblo, I would drive up to Denver, stay overnight at the Marriott South, and get all my shopping done at the expansive Park Meadows Mall, since Troy was out of town anyway.

As I was driving up I-25 to Denver, I thought of Joseph, since he lives and works in Denver, and wondered how he was coping with his locked-up condition.  I then realized that it had been two weeks since his intense session in my Dungeon.  I smiled, knowing that I had not received any messages from him during the two weeks, which was an indication that he was obviously following my rules, being obedient, and waiting for me to contact him.

It then dawned on me that I would not be able to have him come down for a session again till the second week of January when I returned to Pueblo from Nevada.  That thought disturbed me somewhat, because it meant that Joseph would go five weeks without any discipline training, which is a little too long by my standards when training new slaves.

I then chuckled to myself when I also realized that meant that he would also have to go five weeks without a release from his chastity tube or an orgasm.  After his last session, my thought was to make him wait a month for his next orgasm, so I wasn’t too concerned about the fact that he would have to wait at least five weeks before having an opportunity to cum.  I still thought however, that five weeks without some discipline was too long, and that thought troubled me.

As I continued up the interstate, I kept mulling possible options for Joseph over in my mind, and then suddenly the light bulb went off, and I immediately placed a call to my good friend Mistress Ellen, who operates a wonderfully equipped Dungeon in Denver.

Those of you who may have read my book “Mistress Benay’s Twelve Days Of Christmas” will remember Mistress Ellen, and all the fun that we had together when she visited me in Pueblo during Christmas Holiday week in 2015.

As the phone rang, I hoped that I would be able to catch Ellen at a time when she was available, and not in a session.  I was thrilled when she picked up on the second ring.

“Hello”

“Hi Ellen.  This is Benay.  How are you doing girl?”

“Benay.  Oh, my goodness.  It’s good to hear your voice.  God, it seems like I haven’t seen you in ages”.

“Well, that’s pretty close.  It will be two years next week since you came down and visited me in Pueblo”.

“That’s right.  How can I forget all the fun that you and I had with that cute slave/husband of yours.  I’ve told quite a few people about the little whipping game which we played with the dice while I was there”.

“Yes, it was fun for you and me at least.  I don’t know if Troy would exactly categorize your last visit as fun for him – Hah!”

“Wow it’s great hearing your voice Benay.  What have you been up to, and to what do I owe the honor of your phone call?”

“Well, I am actually on I-25 on my way up to Denver right now to do some last-minute Christmas Shopping at Park Meadows Mall”

“No kidding.  How long are you going to be in town for?”

“Well, Troy had to go out of town on business, so I am going to stay at the Marriott South tonight, and then head back to Pueblo sometime tomorrow afternoon.  Is there any chance that we can get together for a drink tonight?  I need to discuss something with you.  Actually, I need to ask you to do me a favor, so I’ll even buy you dinner”

“Oh, that sounds great.  I have a client coming in for a session at 4 pm.  He’s only going to be here for about an hour, so I could meet you around 7 pm for dinner”.

“Awesome!  Would it be possible for us to meet at Landry’s in Englewood?  I have a serious taste for some seafood today”.

“You bet Benay.  I can do that.  That sounds like an excellent idea, especially since you are buying.  I’ll meet you there at 7 pm”.

“Thanks Ellen.  See you at Landry’s tonight”.

When I got to Denver, I headed over to the Park Meadows Mall, and got busy picking out gifts for the last few recipients who were still on my Christmas list.  Since that mall has such a wonderful selection of stores, I was able to finish all my shopping by 4 pm in the afternoon.  I then headed over to the Marriott and checked into my room, and caught up on emails before getting ready to head out again and meet Ellen.

When I walked into Landry’s right at 7 pm, Ellen was waiting for me in the lobby, and had already given her name to the hostess.  We hugged each other tightly for a long time, and kissed each other on the cheek many times, which brought back the great memories of the fun and passion, which Ellen and I had making love to each other when she had come down to Pueblo to visit me during that exciting Christmas holiday.

A few minutes later, after the hostess had seated us, and the waiter had taken our drink order, Ellen said, “Wow Benay, I’ve got to tell you that you look as sexy as ever!”

I laughed, and said “Well, thank you Ellen, that means a lot, especially coming from someone as beautiful and sexy as yourself!”

Ellen and I had a great time catching up on everything that had happened in both of our lives since the last time that we had been together.  She is one of those true friends where even if you haven’t seen her for two years, it seems as though you were with her yesterday, as soon as you start talking with her.

After the waiter had brought our drinks, and took our dinner order, Ellen informed me that she had done a major remodeling on her Dungeon, and had added lots of new equipment since the last time that she and I had done a double domination session there.

“Ellen, it sounds awesome.  I can’t wait to see it”.

“Well Benay, I hope that you will have a chance to come over to look at the Dungeon before you go back to Pueblo”

“Actually, I had hoped that I could come over to the Dungeon tomorrow.  As I mentioned to you on the phone, I have a favor to ask of you”.

“Sure girl.  What is it?”

“Well, I have a new slave who lives here in Denver, and I’d like to bring him over to your Dungeon for a short session with you and me, if you are available before I head home tomorrow”.

“Absolutely Benay.  Sounds like fun.  I am totally free during the day tomorrow.  My first session is at 8 pm tomorrow night.  You just tell me what time”.

“Great.  I’ll call him in a little while, and I’ll set a time for him to meet me at your Dungeon, and of course, I’ll make sure that he gives you the tribute, which he would have given to me”.

“Ok, that sounds fine”.

“Ellen, there’s also a second part to the favor, which I need from you”.

“Oh, and what would that be?”

“Well, I have this particular slave locked up in a Queen’s Keep Chastity Tube at this time.  He’s been locked up since I allowed him to have a release two weeks ago when he came to visit me in Pueblo.  I really don’t want him to have another orgasm till at least the end of December.  At that time, he will have been locked up for a month without an orgasm.  The problem I have, is that Troy and I will be leaving this coming weekend for Nevada, where Troy’s brother is getting married.  I won’t be back to Pueblo till the second week of January, and I was wondering if you would take the key to the slave’s chastity tube and be in control of him while I was gone?”

“Well, sure Benay I could do that for you.  So, are you saying that you want me to allow him to have an orgasm at the end of December?”

“No, not necessarily.  I’d like you to bring him in for a session at the end of the month, and then play it by ear.  I know that your standards are just as high as mine, so if he totally pleases you, and you feel that he deserves it, then yes, you can go ahead and allow him to cum, and then lock him back up again.  If he doesn’t please you totally, then he can just wait for a possible orgasm till sometime in January when I get back.  I know that no matter how much he begs for a release, it won’t affect your decision”.

“No problem Benay, that sounds simple enough.  Don’t be surprised however, if your slave is still begging for that orgasm when you get back from Nevada in January.  There is nothing that I love more than seeing a frustrated slave”.

As I reached into my purse, retrieved the key to Joseph’s chastity tube, and handed it to Ellen, I said, “Hah – I won’t be surprised at all.  I know what you expect out of a slave.  I’ll always remember what you did to Troy when I brought him to your Dungeon the first time.  That’s why I feel so comfortable giving you the key to his chastity tube”.

Right before the waiter delivered our dinners to the table, I grabbed my phone, and said to Ellen “Let me call my slave right now, and get this out of the way, so that we can enjoy our dinner without any interruption”.

I dialed Joseph’s number, and he quickly answered.

“Hello”

“Hello Joseph.  This is Mistress Benay”

“Hi Mistress Benay.  I am so glad to hear from you.  I was hoping that you would call.  How are you tonight?”

“I am just fine Joseph.  Listen, I need to know what time you will be taking your lunch break tomorrow”.

I could tell that Joseph was caught somewhat off guard by my question, but after a slight hesitation, he said “I normally run out of the office for lunch right around noon.  Most of the employees take lunch at that time, so it’s usually the quiet time at the office”.

“Good, that will work Joseph.  However, you should plan on taking a couple of hours for your lunch break tomorrow.  I want you to meet me and my good friend Mistress Ellen for a session tomorrow at noon at her Dungeon here in Denver”.

Once again, I could tell that Joseph was totally surprised by what I had told him, and he said “Mistress Benay, you want me for a session tomorrow here in Denver?”

“Yes, that is correct Joseph.  Grab a pen, and write down the address I am going to give you”.

I then gave him the address to Ellen’s Dungeon, and said “I will see you there at noon.  Don’t be late, and don’t forget to bring an appropriate tribute for Mistress Ellen!”

I could sense the excitement in his voice, as Joseph said, “Yes Mistress, I will be there.  Thank you so very much, Mistress”.

Ellen had a big smile on her face, after listening to my conversation with Joseph, and said “Poor slave, he has no idea what’s in store for him once you and I have him helpless in my Dungeon.  They don’t call us double trouble for nothing!”

I laughed, and said, “You are so right about that!”

The next morning after a leisurely breakfast, I went back to the room, and got dressed for my session with Joseph.  I decided on a sheer black blouse, short black mini-skirt, black stockings, and a pair of knee high black leather boots with four-inch heels.  I have learned over the years to always make sure that I bring a couple of different outfits whenever I travel anywhere, since I never know when the opportunity may present itself to conduct a session with a slave during my travels.

I checked out of the hotel, and got over to Ellen’s Dungeon around 11:30 am so that I could see all the improvements and new equipment, which she had added since my last visit.  The new red color scheme and lighting was very dramatic, and I loved the four-poster wooden bondage bed, fully equipped medical room, sissy transformation room complete with make-up table and a wardrobe closet bulging with outfits, as well as a new bondage table with overhead suspension system.  I was very impressed with all the new accouterments, which she had recently added to her already well-equipped Dungeon.

Ellen also looked like the epitome of domination, dressed in a tight cinching black and red leather corset with garters, which framed her miniscule black leather thong, and held up her sheer black stockings.  A pair of thigh high black leather boots with five-inch stiletto heels complimented her outfit, and made her look very dangerous; while the black leather elbow length gloves she wore, added to her perfect Dominatrix image.

Ellen had just finished showing me where all her restraints and toys were located, when right at noon the doorbell rang.  I grabbed a leather collar and leash, and told Ellen that I would answer the door.  When I opened the front door, Joseph, dressed in a suit and tie, was standing there, and I could see his eyes immediately scanning me from the top of my head down to the heels of my boots.

With a stern look, I said, “I am glad to see that you are right on time.  Come on in slave”.

As soon as Joseph entered the foyer of the building, he dropped down onto his knees, and quickly began kissing the tips of my boots.  After he had sufficiently worshipped my boots, I secured the leather collar around his neck, attached the leash, and pulled his face up so that he could look directly into my eyes, and said, “So slave, were you surprised to receive my phone call last night?”

“Oh yes, Mistress.  I was very surprised.  You have been on my mind every day for the last two weeks.  I am so glad that you called”.

I chuckled, and said, “Well, we’ll see if you still are glad after Mistress Ellen and I are finished with you!”

I then ordered Joseph to remove all his clothes, and to place them on the bench in the foyer.  As soon as he was naked except for his chastity tube, I said, “Get the tribute which you brought for Mistress Ellen, and then get back down onto your knees!”

Once Joseph had the bills in his hand and had returned to his knees, I then turned, pulled him by the leash attached to his collar, and said, “Follow me on your knees slave.  Mistress Ellen is waiting for you in her Dungeon!”

I led Joseph down the hallway, into the Dungeon where Ellen was sitting on her high back throne.  I placed him in front of her, and said, “Here Ellen, I brought you a present”.

“Well, thank you Benay.  I always enjoy presents, especially when they are naked, and locked up in a chastity tube!”

Then looking down at Joseph, Ellen lifted his chin, and said, “So slave, do you have any other presents for me today?”

Joseph looked directly at her, nodded and said, “Yes Mistress Ellen”.  He handed the bills over to her, and said “Thank you Mistress for allowing me to serve you today”.  Then he quickly lowered his gaze back down onto the tips of her boots, as soon as she released her grip on his face.

Ellen nodded approvingly, and said “Benay, it’s nice to see that you have already taught this slave to keep his eyes down at all times, unless he is directed otherwise”.

I smiled, and said, “Yes, he’s starting to learn how to behave when in the presence of a Mistress.  Unfortunately, he still has a long way to go in his training, he forgets some basic acts of respect, for which he needs to be disciplined on a regular basis, as I am sure you have already noticed”.

“Oh yes, but that’s no problem at all.  I love disciplining slaves”.

Then she looked at me, and said “Benay, would you be so kind as to do me a favor, and lock this slave’s wrists behind his back with a pair of those handcuffs, which are over there on the table?”

“Absolutely!”

I grabbed a pair of handcuffs from the table, along with a key, and ordered Joseph to place his arms behind his back.  As soon as he did, I locked his wrists into the handcuffs, and then used the key to double lock his restraints.

Once his arms were helplessly restrained behind him, Ellen pushed his head down to the tips of her boots, and said, “Slave, since you failed to properly greet me by kissing my boots when you first met me, you can expect to be punished for that offense later.  You may go ahead now, and properly show me respect by worshipping my beautiful boots!”

Joseph brought his mouth and tongue down to the tip of Ellen’s left boot, and began kissing and licking it.  After a few minutes, Ellen shook her head in disapproval then, she smiled at me, and pointed to the riding crops, which were hanging from the nearby wall.  I retrieved one and handed it to her.  She quickly brought the crop down hard across Joseph’s ass, and said, “Slave, when you worship my boots, I want to see you do it like you love it more than anything else in life.  I want to see real devotion and enthusiasm with every lick and every kiss”.

She then smacked his ass hard once again with the riding crop, and said, “Slave, do you understand how I want you to worship my boots?”

Without raising his head, Joseph said, “Yes Mistress”.

“Good, well don’t let me find a spot on either of my boots, and they better be shining when you are finished!”

Joseph immediately began licking and kissing her boots faster, and with much more enthusiasm than he had exhibited initially.  He worked his mouth and tongue up and down every inch of both of Ellen’s thigh high boots, and then sucked on her stiletto heels when she lifted them up and slid them into his mouth.

After Joseph had worshipped her boots for about fifteen minutes, Ellen decided that she was totally satisfied with the job, which he had done, and said “Very good slave.  I always like my boots to shine before I begin tormenting a slave.  Now, we need to take care of that little matter of punishing you for not greeting me properly when you first came into my presence!”

Ellen ordered Joseph up onto his feet and led him over to a whipping post, which was mounted in the middle of her Dungeon.  I released him from the handcuffs, but quickly locked his wrists together in front of him in a set of leather cuffs.  We then pulled his wrists up over his head, and secured the wrist cuffs to the ring at the top of the whipping post.

As Ellen circled her prey, she ran her leather-clad hands all over his body, teasing, tormenting, and arousing him at the same time.  She took special pleasure in squeezing Joseph’s nipples and balls, eliciting moans of pleasure and pain from my slave.  When she ran her hands over his ass cheeks, she noticed the remnants of the welts on his ass.  She turned to me and said, “Wow Benay, you must have given him quite a good beating two weeks ago, judging from the marks which he is still carrying on his ass”.

I laughed, and said “Oh, he definitely deserved it for being quite disobedient”.

“Well, I am sure he did.  I’ll bet that he thinks twice before he disobeys you again”.

Ellen then went over to the rack on the wall, which held her punishment implements, and when she returned, she was carrying a coiled bullwhip in her hand.  I immediately wondered if Joseph would be able to survive being punished with a bullwhip by Ellen.  In the past, I had seen Ellen demonstrate her prowess with the bullwhip, and I can tell you that it was quite impressive.  One particular fetish party, which we attended together stood out in my mind.

At that party, a slave was restrained with his cuffed wrists attached to an overhead suspension device.  One of the other Mistresses in attendance had attached clothespins to the slave’s nipples, to the entire length of his cock, and all around his balls.

Ellen then took over, and wowed the crowd when she used her bullwhip to remove each of the clothespins, one by one.  She never missed, and never needed more than one strike to viciously pull each clothespin from the slave’s body, while he screamed as she delivered each strike from her bullwhip.

As soon as Joseph saw the bullwhip in Ellen’s hand, he immediately began pleading with her not to use it on him.

“Oh God no, Mistress.  Please don’t use that on me.  I promise you that I will never forget to worship your shoes or boots again.  Please have mercy on me”.

Ellen turned to me, and said “Benay, would you please gag this slave.  I am sure that he’ll need to be silenced”.

I took a ball gag from a nearby shelf, shoved it into Joseph’s mouth, and buckled the strap tightly around his head.

Ellen then held the coiled bullwhip up to Joseph’s face, and said “Since Mistress Benay tells me that you are a novice slave, I will show you some mercy, and only give you four lashes from my whip.  However, don’t expect that kind of mercy from me in the future if you fail to show me the proper respect I deserve!”

Joseph was still shaking his head and pleading with Ellen not to use the bullwhip, but the gag effectively muffled his begging.

Ellen then stood about five feet behind and to the left of Joseph.  She reared her arm back, and unleashed the bullwhip, delivering the dangerous braided leather implement of pain across his back, and wrapping the whip around his body, causing the single tail end of the whip to strike his right nipple.

Joseph let out such a loud scream, that even with the ball gag in his mouth, his cry of anguish was clearly heard in the Dungeon.

Before Joseph had even stopped screaming from the first blow, Ellen delivered the second strike of the bullwhip with the same precision, placing another bright red streak across his back, parallel to, and maybe just an eighth of an inch below the first strike.

Tears were running down Joseph’s face, and his body was shaking as he tried to process the pain, which he was feeling.

After taking a momentary break, which allowed Joseph’s screaming to subside, Ellen then switched the bullwhip into her left hand, and demonstrated her ambidextrous skills, by moving to the right of my helpless slave, and delivering a punishing strike across his back, which wrapped around his body.  This time, sending the single tail of the whip into Joseph’s left nipple, shocking his body anew.

Before Joseph had even finished his blood-curdling scream, which thankfully was muffled by the ball gag, Ellen delivered the sequel blow to his back and left nipple once again.

Ellen then crossed the Dungeon, and hung her bullwhip back up on the wall rack, and Joseph had time to regain his composure.  I went over and examined the punishment masterpiece, which Ellen had created on Joseph’s back.  There across his back were four perfectly straight parallel red lines, just a fraction of an inch from each other.  I complimented Ellen on her skill with the bullwhip, and at the same time, thanked her for taking it easy on Joseph.

As I removed the gag from Joseph’s mouth, I told him that he was very lucky that Mistress Ellen showed him mercy, and only gave him four strikes from her bullwhip.

“Do you have something you would like to say to Mistress Ellen?”

With tears running down his face, and in between sobs, Joseph said “Thank you Mistress Ellen for punishing me, and for showing me mercy”.

Ellen ran her leather-clad glove over Joseph’s back, and said, “You are welcomed slave.  Even though I took it easy on you, I am sure however, that you will still have some evidence of this whipping on your back the next time that you come to see me”.

I could see the puzzled look on Joseph’s face, since he wasn’t aware of the arrangement, which I had made with Ellen, and he didn’t understand what she meant by her comment.  I just smiled to myself, knowing that he would find out soon enough that he was going to be under Ellen’s control while I was in Nevada.

Ellen and I then released Joseph’s cuffs from the ring on the whipping post, and quickly pulled his arms behind his back, where we locked his wrist cuffs together once again.

When we turned him around, Ellen noticed the pre-cum dripping from the end of Joseph’s chastity tube.  She pointed to it, and said, “Benay, your slave may say that he didn’t like that whipping which I just gave to him, but his cock is saying something else!”

“I know what you are saying Ellen.  I saw the same thing the last time that I gave him a good whipping.  I’m convinced that he really is a little pain slut!”

As we both stood there laughing at Joseph’s expense, I ran my fingers over the pre-cum which was on the tip of the chastity tube, and slid them into his mouth, making him suck them clean.  Then I said to Ellen “I suggest that you take his chastity tube off, and I’ll put a rubber over his cock, so he doesn’t make a mess in your Dungeon while we have our fun and games with him”.

“Good idea Benay.  Just open that cabinet on the wall, and there’s a bowl of condoms in there”.

While I retrieved a condom from the cabinet, Ellen used the key which I had given to her, and unlocked the padlock on Joseph’s chastity tube.  As soon as she removed the cage from his cock and released his balls from the back ring, his cock sprung up into the air hard and erect.

Ellen slid her gloved hand up and down Joseph’s rock-hard member, and said, “Well, what do we have here slave?  Looks like somebody is very excited and just dying to cum?”

I then slid the condom down over Joseph’s cock, and said, “He may be dying to cum, but that doesn’t mean anything unless you or I decide to give him a release since he can’t give himself one”.

Ellen laughed, and said “That’s for sure Benay, and I’m not in any mood to give him a release tonight”.

Then grabbing Joseph by his arm, Ellen said, “Let’s get this slave restrained down to my bondage table, and then we’ll have some fun with this cock of his!”

We led Joseph over to her long bondage table and placed him on his back.  As soon as Ellen undid his wrist cuffs, I grabbed his right wrist and Ellen held on to his left wrist.  We quickly pulled his arms up over his head and locked each of Joseph’s wrist cuffs to the rings at the top of the bondage table. 

Then using the heavy leather straps, which were connected to the sides of the table, we secured Joseph’s head, chest, and waist tightly down to the bondage table.

Ellen grabbed a set of leather ankle cuffs, and she handed one to me.  As soon as we had locked Joseph’s ankles into the leather cuffs, Ellen lowered her new suspension device, positioning the spreader bar, which was attached to the pulley right above Joseph’s feet.

We then secured each of the ankle cuffs to opposite ends of the spreader bar, which forced Joseph’s legs wide open, leaving his cock, balls, and ass vulnerable. Ellen then pressed the button on the suspension device, and began slowly raising the spreader bar until Joseph’s spread ankles were pulled about four feet off the table.

He immediately started groaning, as the upper part of his body, which was strapped down to the bondage table, was stretched taunt by the suspension device, while his ass, legs, and feet were elevated up over the table.

With a big smile, I said, “I love it Ellen.  He looks so absolutely helpless and vulnerable.  He looks like he is just waiting to be tortured.”

“I know.  Isn’t it wonderful, Benay?  Now wait till you see what goodies I have for us to use on him”

“First, every slave needs to experience a set of very mean adjustable nipple clamps”.

She handed the clamps to me, and after teasing both of Joseph’s nipples, I snapped the vicious clamps down over his buds.  He immediately let out a cry as the teeth of the clamps bit into his nipples.  I feigned surprise at his reaction, and said, “What’s the matter slave?  I haven’t even started tightening them up yet”.

Then to emphasis my point, I rotated the knob on each clamp a full turn clockwise, and Joseph started moaning and begging me to not tighten them up any further, so I said, “I’ll let you get used to that level of pain for a while before I show you how really tight those clamps can get!”

Ellen then retrieved a metal cart from her medical room, and placed the cart up against the bondage table between the two of us and said, “Ok Benay, now it’s time for us to have some electrifying fun”.

I saw a Folsom PSG-Max electro stimulation unit sitting on top of the cart, surrounded by a collection of electro accessories, and other implements, which were sure to torture any helpless slave.

Ellen handed some of the accessories to me, and as soon I saw what she was giving me, I smiled because I knew that it wouldn’t take Ellen long at all to turn Joseph into a hysterical, quivering, and sobbing mess.  If he had thought that the Violet Wand, which I had used on him in my Dungeon, was painful, he was in for a real shock (pun intended) when he started receiving jolts from Ellen’s Folsom unit.

Working together with coordination like an experienced surgical team, I noticed that the multi-polar butt plug had four copper conducting strips down the sides of it, which were sure to drive any slave crazy.  I lubricated the plug up lightly, and handed it to Ellen.  She held it up in front of Joseph’s face, and said, “Slave, do you know what this is called?”

Joseph shook his head as much as he could, and said “No Mistress”.

“Well slave, this particular butt plug is called a ‘Four Banger’, because it’s going to give you four times the shock of a normal electro butt plug.  That means four times more fun for me and Mistress Benay!”

It was obvious that Joseph was terrified about what was soon going to happen to him.  He started pleading in earnest with Ellen and I to spare him from the electro torture.

I put my hand over his mouth, and said, “I want you to be quiet slave, and take your torture like a good slave.  Another word out of you, and I will gag you for sure!”

Ellen connected the banana plug from the butt plug to the Folsom unit, and then without any comment or hesitation, she proceeded to shove the entire length of the butt plug up into Joseph’s ass until only the rectangular base of the plug was pressed up against the outside of his ass hole.  As soon as he felt the plug with the four copper strips invading his asshole, he began moaning and pleading Ellen for mercy once again, and asking her to remove it from his butt.

I frowned as soon as Joseph disobeyed me by asking once again for mercy, and I went over and picked up an inflatable penis gag from Ellen’s toy shelf.  I shoved it deep into Joseph’s mouth, and then pumped it up until it filled his mouth completely, and he was unable to utter another word.

As soon as I was finished gagging Joseph, Ellen said, “Next”.

I handed Ellen a bipolar acrylic cock ring, which had a metallic conducting strip inside of it, and she slid it down over Joseph’s hard and erect member, until it was seated at the base of his cock below the condom.  Pleased with the snug fit, she then connected the two leads from the cock ring to the Folsom unit, and then held her hand out to me again.

I then handed her another bipolar ring with metallic conducting strips, composed of the same acrylic material, but slightly larger than the ring which she had placed around Joseph’s cock.  Ellen grabbed a hold of Joseph’s balls, squeezed them tightly, and began working them into the ring, until the ring was secured snugly around his balls.  She then connected the two leads from that ring to her electro stimulation unit, and said “Ok Benay, shall we have some fun now?”

“He’s all yours Ellen.  Go ahead and show him what that unit is capable of doing!”

Ellen started by first activating the power to the butt plug, which was deep in Joseph’s ass, at a low intensity setting and at a slow pulse rate.  Joseph’s ass, which was suspended over the bondage table, started squirming in the air, as he reacted to the somewhat mild and pleasurable sensations in his ass.

After lulling Joseph into complacency with the moderate stimulation, Ellen then started increasing the intensity of the electrical waves flowing to the butt plug from low up to high, while at the same time increasing the frequency pulse rate until the butt plug was delivering rapid groups of high intensity pulses, which caused Joseph to start pulling unsuccessfully against his restraints and emitting loud moans of suffering, which were muffled by the inflatable gag in his mouth.

After torturing Joseph’s ass for a few minutes, while diligently making sure that the shocks did not provoke an orgasm, Ellen changed the settings, and began sending high intensity electro waves to the base of Joseph’s cock.  The result was immediate, as his erect and hard member started bouncing up and down as it reacted to each group of tormenting shocks, which it received.

Ellen and I laughed as we watched Joseph fighting in vain against his restraints as shock after punishing shock bombarded his cock.  I then leaned down close to his face and said, “Oh, I am so sorry slave.  We’re having so much fun tormenting your cock that I almost forgot about your poor nipples here.  Let me give them some torture so that they don’t feel neglected!”

I then reached down and turned the knob on each clamp one full turn clockwise, and Joseph started screaming into his gag.

“There, I thought that you would enjoy that slave!”

While Joseph was reacting to the new pain he was experiencing in his nipples, Ellen switched the dial again, and suddenly the current stopped flowing to Joseph’s cock, and started to bombard his balls with a group of high intensity electro pulses.

After we both watched Joseph writhing on the bondage table in agony for quite some time, Ellen turned to me and said “Benay, I really get excited watching a slave suffer like this one is doing.  I started getting aroused when I used my bullwhip on this slave earlier.  My pussy is absolutely twitching and is dripping wet right now.  Would you mind if I used your slave for some oral pleasure?”

I smiled and said, “Ellen, don’t be silly.  I wouldn’t mind at all.  Since you were gracious enough to agree to take care of him while I am out of town, my property is your property.  You can use him any way you so desire!”

“Oh, Thanks Benay.  I appreciate it.  If you can take over on the controls torturing him, I’ll see how proficient this slave is at giving oral pleasure”.

Ellen then reached down under the table, pulled on a lever, and lowered the top portion of the bondage table, placing Joseph’s head downward at a forty five degree angle from the table.  She then slipped her leather thong down over her legs, and said “Oh my goodness, this thing is soaking wet.  I hope this slave knows how to use his mouth and tongue!”

Ellen released the air from the inflatable penis gag, and pulled it out of Joseph’s mouth.  Then in a stern tone of voice, she said, “Slave, I need to receive some serious pleasure, and for your sake, you better make sure that you do a good job pleasing me.  Do you understand?”

With obvious apprehension in his voice, Joseph said, “Yes Mistress Ellen”.

“Good, I am glad to hear that because if you don’t give me a gratifying orgasm like I am looking for, then you can be sure that I will tell Mistress Benay to fry your balls with that machine!”

As Ellen straddled Joseph’s head, and pressed the lips of her wet pussy down onto his mouth, I began sending electric waves of moderate intensity to the butt plug in his ass.

Ellen rocked her pussy back and forth over Joseph’s mouth, and said, “Ok slave, I want to feel your mouth on my clit, and your tongue in my pussy!”

Without any hesitation at all, Joseph quickly went to work sucking and licking Ellen’s clit, while he slid his tongue in and out of her pussy.

As Joseph tended to Ellen’s sexual needs, I began increasing the intensity and frequency of the electro waves, which were being delivered to his butt plug.  I watched in amusement as his tempo at sucking and licking Ellen increased faster and faster, as I increased the intensity and frequency of the electric waves flowing to the butt plug in his ass.

Ellen definitely wasn’t kidding when she said that her pussy was soaking wet and that she was totally aroused by the punishment, which we had administered to Joseph.  After just a few minutes of Joseph licking her clit, and sliding his tongue in and out of her pussy, Ellen reached down, and pulled up on the chain connected to the clamps attached to Joseph’s nipples, causing him to scream out in anguish from the pain, which pulsated through his nipples.

Ellen pressed her pussy down harder against Joseph’s mouth, stifling his cries, and yelled “Faster slave.  Lick me faster.  Work that mouth and tongue of yours.  Make me cum!”

At that point, so as to give Joseph additional motivation, I turned the dial on the Folsom unit, and sent a burst of maximum intensity shock waves to his balls.  His body would have jumped up off the table, if not for the tight leather straps, which kept him restrained down helplessly.

Moments later, from the look on Ellen’s face, I could tell that she was ready to climax.  She tightened her thighs around Joseph’s head, and then let out a loud cry of pleasure as an explosive orgasm swept over her body.  I could see that Joseph was trying to pull his head away from Ellen’s pussy, and that he was struggling to get a breath of fresh air.  His attempts however, were unsuccessful, as Ellen held his head in a vise-like grip between her thighs for the longest time before finally sliding off his face when she had regained her composure.

I shut off the power to the Folsom unit, and I could immediately see Joseph breathe a sigh of relief and his body started to relax, as the electric waves ceased tormenting his balls.

Ellen then picked her thong up from the floor, placed it between her legs, and wiped up the remaining juices, which were still dripping from her pussy.  Then she balled it up, and shoved it into Joseph’s mouth, and said, “Here’s a souvenir for you slave.  Don’t ever accuse me of not being nice to my slaves!”

I laughed, and said, “Well, I guess my slave must have done alright, pleasuring you”.

“Well Benay, he did an adequate job, considering that it was his first time pleasuring me”.

Then with a seductive grin, Ellen came over, put her arms around me, slipped her tongue into my mouth, and gave me a hot passionate kiss.  When our lips finally separated, she smiled, and said, “Benay, no one has ever pleasured me as well as you have.  I will always remember those two nights we spent together at your home.  It’s been way too long since we’ve made love to each other”.

I hugged Ellen, gave her a kiss on the cheek, and said, “Yes, two years is too long.  You will have to come down and stay with me for a few days when I get back from my trip.  Troy can sleep upstairs in the Dungeon suite like he did the last time you visited me”.

Smiling from ear to ear, she said, “Girl, you can count on that for sure!”

Then turning my attention back to Joseph, I said, “Well Ellen, I guess we better get this slave locked back up in his chastity tube, and remove all his restraints so that he can go back to work, and I can get on the road and head home to Pueblo”.

After Ellen had removed the butt plug, and the rings from Joseph’s cock and balls, I unsnapped the clamps from his nipples.  As soon as I did, he started screaming, and biting down on Ellen’s thong, which was in his mouth.  I knew that he was experiencing some severe pain as the blood rushed back into his nipples, which had been tormented by the clamps for so long.

I then removed the condom from Joseph’s cock, which was still rather hard and erect.  I took Ellen’s thong out of his mouth, and poured the pre-cum from the rubber into Joseph’s mouth, making sure that he swallowed it all.

Ellen, in the meantime, went and retrieved two ice packs.  She then held one underneath Joseph’s balls and the other on top of his cock.  As soon as he felt the frigid ice packs contact his genitals, Joseph started howling, and began pleading with me.

“Please Mistress Benay, don’t let her lock me back up yet.  I am so horny after everything that you and Mistress Ellen did to me.  I need to cum so badly. Mistress, I beg of you.  Please let me cum before you lock me back up in the chastity tube”.

I patted Joseph on the head, and quietly said “No Joseph.  You will not be allowed to cum today.  You just had an orgasm when you visited me two weeks ago.  Maybe if you behave yourself, Mistress Ellen will let you have an orgasm at the end of the month”.

A look of total confusion immediately spread over Joseph’s face.  He started stuttering, and when he finally got the words out, he said, “Mistress, I am confused.  Mistress Ellen?  The end of the month?  I don’t understand what you mean Mistress”.

“Joseph, what I am telling you is that Mistress Ellen will be holding the key to your chastity tube until sometime in January because I have to go to Nevada for a wedding.  While I am gone, you will be under her complete control.  I will expect you to obey her without any question or argument, if you know what is good for you.  I have already given your phone number and email address to Mistress Ellen, and she will let you know when she expects you to come in and see her for your next training session.  Whether or not you are allowed to have an orgasm at that time will be dependent on how well she is pleased with your behavior”.

I then turned to Ellen, and said, “Ok, go ahead and lock him back up”.

While Ellen was locking the Queen’s Keep Chastity Tube back around Joseph’s cock and balls, he looked like he was going to start crying at any moment.  I smiled to myself, knowing that Ellen would definitely put Joseph through his paces while I was gone, and that he would be even more disciplined and obedient when I returned.

As soon as Ellen clicked the lock shut on Joseph’s chastity cage, she lowered the suspension device.  We then removed all of Joseph’s restraints, and he was freed from the bondage table, and allowed to go into the bathroom and get dressed.

When Joseph returned to us in the Dungeon, I looked at him, and said “You know what you are expected to do now!”

Joseph dropped down onto his knees, and quickly kissed my boots, and said, “Thank you Mistress Benay for the training which you gave to me today”.

“You are very welcomed slave”.

He then crawled over to Ellen, and kissed her boots, and said, “Thank you Mistress Ellen for the training and discipline which you gave to me today.  I hope that I can please you properly while Mistress Benay is away on her trip”.

Ellen smiled, and said, “For your sake, I hope you do!”

She then reached down and placed her wet thong and one of her business cards into the breast pocket of Joseph’s suit, and said, “Slave, I will be in touch with you”.

I then walked Joseph out to the front door, and as he departed, I gave him a peck on his cheek, and said, “Be on your best behavior slave while I am gone.  I expect a glowing report on you from Mistress Ellen when I return!”

After Joseph was gone, Ellen accompanied me out to my car, where we hugged each other tightly and kissed each other for the longest time.

As I got into my car, Ellen said, “I can’t wait to hear all the juicy details about what happens at that FemDom wedding you are taking part in out there in Nevada”.

I laughed, and said, “And I can’t wait for you to tell me everything that you did with my slave while I was gone!”

To Be Continued …

After The Brother-In-Law’s Wedding


A Look At Another Novel Of Mine

Thank you so very much for reading “More Than He Ever Bargained For”.  Please do me a favor.  Go to Amazon right now while the book is fresh in your mind, and leave a Review for me.  I am always interested in what my loyal readers think about my Novels.

You can also check my Amazon Author’s Page for new additions to my Female Domination Series of Novels as they are added.  I promise to continue bringing you exciting full length FemDom Novels, and to also keep you aroused with my short stories, full of spicy details about the FemDom Activities, which I am engaged in.

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

Here are two Excerpts from one of my hottest selling full-length Novels which is available in Kindle Version, and, as a Beautiful Glossy Paperback:

“FemDom Law Firm – Part IV”

“Thanks Jessica.  Well, would you like to play with some of your new toys?”

“You bet.  I am so excited that I don’t even know where to start”.

“Well, why don’t we start with Art over on the stretching rack?  Have you ever tortured a slave on a rack?”

“No, I can’t say that I have.  Up until now, I’ve only seen pictures of racks on the Internet.  This should be fun.  You’ll have to show me how it works”.

Heather led Jessica over to the evil looking rack, where her slave Art was restrained, and removed the blindfold from her slave’s eyes, and said “Slave, I want to officially introduce you to Mistress Jessica, the owner of this Dungeon.  Isn’t she beautiful slave?”

Art raised his head up slightly off the rack, looked at Jessica standing there clad in her red leather corset, and said “Yes Mistress Heather.  Mistress Jessica is truly beautiful and looks absolutely incredible”.

“Well slave, I bet Mistress Jessica would be willing to torture you and make you suffer, if you beg her properly”.

With some obvious apprehension in his voice, Art said “Mistress Jessica, would you please torture me?”

Jessica frowned at the man bound to the rack, and said “That wasn’t a very enthusiastic request slave.  If you want to suffer at my hand, you’ll have to do a lot better than that!”

Art looked up at the sultry dominatrix who stood over him, and this time in a much sincerer tone of voice said “Mistress Jessica, I beg you to punish me.  Stretch me out on this rack as much as you want.  Torture me in any way you desire, and make me suffer for you”.

“Now, that’s much better slave.  Yes, I think I will enjoy torturing you, and using you for my entertainment and pleasure”.

With a little guidance from Heather on how the rack operated, Jessica began turning the wooden handle, which put the ratchet mechanism of the rack into motion.

As Jessica turned the large wooden handle, the chains attached to the cuffs on Art’s wrists began to pull upwards, and wrap around the roller at the top of the rack, pulling his arms up over his head.

Each turn of the handle by Jessica also made the chains attached to the cuffs on Art’s ankles pull downward, and wrap around the bottom roller of the rack, pulling his legs tightly towards the bottom of the rack.

After turning the handle a few more times, Jessica said “You should be starting to get uncomfortable now slave.  Are you?”

Art nodded his head, and said “Yes Mistress”.

“Well, I am glad to hear that slave.  Let’s see if we can turn your discomfort into pain!”

Jessica then began slowly rotating the handle, as she watched the rollers of the rack pulling on the chains attached to Art’s wrists and ankles.  As his extremities were pulled taut against the wooden platform of the rack, Art started moaning, and Jessica said to Heather “Can you remove the hood from your slave?  I’d like to see the expression of pain on his face while I torture him”.

“Absolutely!”

When Heather removed the leather hood from Art’s head, she saw that her slave was already sweating profusely, and said to him “Mistress Jessica has only begun torturing you.  I am sure that she has a lot more pain and suffering in store for you!”

Jessica smiled, and said “I sure do”.

Then she continued turning the wooden handle, moving the ratchet mechanism another full turn, until Art began crying out, begging her to stop.  His face was now distorted, as pain shot through his arms, shoulders, legs, and thighs.

“Please Mistress.  Don’t turn the handle any more.  I can’t take the pain.  Please, don’t stretch me anymore”.

Jessica laughed, and said “Oh come on slave.  You told me that you were ready to suffer for me.  Were you lying?’

“No Mistress.  No, I wasn’t lying.  I’ll suffer for you.  Just please don’t stretch me anymore.  My arms and legs hurt so bad”

Jessica pushed the lock down into place on the handle, which ensured that the severe tension on Art’s extremities would not lessen at all.  Then she walked over to one of the shelves, and picked up a Wartenburg Pinwheel.

As Art laid there on the rack grimacing in pain, Jessica began rolling the sharp pinwheel up and down his stretched-out arms, amplifying the pain which he was already experiencing from having his arms almost pulled from his shoulder sockets.

Then before he even realized what was about to happen, Jessica rolled the pinwheel over both of Art’s nipples.  He screamed, and unsuccessfully tried to move his body to avoid the pinwheel, as excruciating pain shot through his nipples.

While Jessica was torturing Art’s nipples, Heather noticed that even though her slave was in a tremendous amount of pain, he obviously was finding it to be sexually stimulating, judging from the way that his cock had gotten hard and erect.

Heather picked up a short length of cord, and began tying up Art’s cock and balls.  She wrapped the cord tightly around his balls, and then tied up the shaft of his cock with a series of tight knots.  She soon had his cock tied up so tight that purple veins were protruding on the shaft of his cock.  Heather was quite confident that there would be no way for Art’s erection to soften at all while it was tied up.

As soon as Heather was finished tying up Art’s cock and balls, Jessica turned her attention to tormenting his genitals with the Wartenburg Pinwheel.  The minute that she ran the pinwheel all over his large tightly restrained balls, Art started screaming, and begging for mercy.

In a tone of mock sympathy, Jessica said “Oh, I am so sorry slave.  Did that hurt?  Here, how does this feel?”

She then ran the pinwheel up and down the shaft of Art’s bulging cock, running it over the raised veins tormenting him.  Then when she pressed the sharp pins of the wheel into the tip of his sensitive cock, he cried out even more, and while tears began running down his face, Art begged for mercy once again.

“Please Mistress.  Please stop.  That hurts so badly.  I’ll do whatever you want.  I promise you, but please don’t torture me anymore”.

Heather laughed and said “Mistress Jessica, my slave said that he will do whatever you want.  Is there anything that you would like him to do?”

With a big smile, Jessica said “Yes, as a matter of fact there is.  My thong is absolutely soaked.  Torturing your slave has gotten me very wet.  I think that I would like to have him pleasure me with his mouth and tongue”.

Jessica slipped her leather thong down over her legs, picked it up, and pressed it up against Art’s nose.

“See how excited I got from torturing you slave.  If you don’t pleasure me properly, I will start turning the wheel of this rack until your arms and legs pop out of their sockets.  Do you understand me?”

Art quickly began nodding his head, and said “Yes Mistress.  I promise that I will do a good job of pleasuring you”.

Heather helped Jessica climb up onto the rack, where she positioned her body over Art’s face.  As soon as Jessica lowered her pussy down onto his mouth, Art immediately began licking and sucking her clit, and plunging his tongue into Jessica’s wet pussy.

Heather went over, picked up a pair of clamps, and snapped them down onto Art’s tender nipples.  He immediately began screaming, and sucked on Jessica’s clit feverishly, as the alligator clamps bit down into his nipples, which had already become sensitized by the Wartenburg Wheel.

As Jessica pressed her pussy down tighter against Art’s face, she grabbed a hold of the chain attached to the nipple clamps, and began pulling on it, to motivate Art even more.

He reacted immediately by sliding his tongue in and out of Jessica’s pussy faster and faster while he passionately sucked on her clit without stopping to take a breath.

It only took a few minutes, before Jessica felt the electrifying waves of an orgasm spread from her toes to her head, as her love juices dripped down all over Art’s face.

*********

Heather and Jessica went over and stood in front of Steve, who had been hanging from the rings on the wall for over an hour.  Steve was moaning, as the pain in his arms and shoulders had now become unbearable from supporting his body weight for so long.

Heather ran her hands up and down his outstretched arms, and said “It looks like you are quite uncomfortable slave.  Would you like us to take you down from the wall?”

Steve quickly nodded his head, and said “Oh yes, Mistress Heather.  Could you please take me down?”

Heather laughed, and said “Yes, I could, but I don’t think that I want to right now.  I need to let Mistress Jessica torture you for a little bit before I release you”.

Heather went over to one of the shelves, and picked up the Violet Wand, and handed it to Jessica saying “I believe that this is one of your favorite toys?”

“Yes, it is.  I just love using it on helpless slaves”.

Jessica inserted a Copper Nerve Brush into the top of the wand, plugged it in, and then ran the bristles of the brush against Steve’s armpits.

He immediately let out a cry and started squirming, while he hung from the rings attached to the wall.  He quickly found out however, that his attempts to avoid the electrical shocks from the Nerve Brush were futile.

When Jessica stopped tormenting him with the copper brush, Steve thought that he was safe, and he let down his guard.  Just then however, Jessica switched the attachment on the Violet Wand to the large mushroom electrode.

Without any warning, she held the electrode underneath Steve’s balls, and as the sparks flew from the tip of the electrode to his balls, he screamed, and started thrashing about against the wall of the Dungeon.

Pleased with the reaction that she had elicited out of Heather’s slave, Jessica then brought the tip of the electrode within an inch of the tip of Steve’s cock, and immediately got an even more dramatic reaction.  His body started swinging from the rings attached to the wall of the Dungeon, as he started begging Jessica for mercy.

Instead of being merciful however, Jessica raised the mushroom electrode of the Violet Wand up, and began bombarding his nipples with electrical waves.  As his body violently reacted to the electrical charges he was enduring, Jessica moved the Violet Wand up and down, alternating between Steve’s nipples, his balls, and the tip of his cock.

It only took a few minutes of that intensive torture before Steve was sobbing and begging Heather to intervene, and show him some mercy.

Instead of granting him mercy however, Heather said “Slave, if you are suffering so much, then why am I seeing all that pre-cum on the tip of your cock?  That tells me that you like what Mistress Jessica is doing to you, and that you want to suffer more for her.  Does it not?”

After Heather had pointed out all the pre-cum on the tip of Steve’s cock, Jessica changed out the electrode on the wand to a small curved ball probe, and she pushed the tiny tip of the electric probe down into the meatus of Steve’s cock.  As the electrical waves from the Violet Wand flew down into his urinary tract, Steve started screaming, wrenching against the wall of the Dungeon, and sobbing uncontrollably.

By the time that Jessica shut off the Violet Wand, the perspiration was dripping from Steve’s body, and puddling on the floor of the Dungeon beneath him.

Heather came over, removed the leather hood from Steve’s head, wiped his face with a cool wash cloth, and said “Slave, is there anything that you would like to say to Mistress Jessica?”

Steve quickly nodded his head, and in between sobs, said “Thank you Mistress Jessica so much for torturing me, and using my body for your entertainment”.

“You are very welcomed slave.  Yes, I enjoyed torturing you, and I am glad that Mistress Heather afforded me the opportunity to make you suffer”.

Heather then motioned to Jessica that she wanted to ask her something, which she didn’t want the slaves to hear, so the two women went into the bathroom.

When they came out of the bathroom, Heather went over to the jail cell, unlocked the door, and led Nicholas out of the cell, and into the Dungeon.

Jessica removed the leather hood from Nicholas’s head, and then forced him down onto his knees in front of Steve, who still was hanging from the rings on the Dungeon wall.

Then in a stern voice, Jessica said “Nicholas, Heather’s slave Steve put in a lot of hours over the past week, building this beautiful Dungeon for us.  I think that you need to show him how much you appreciate all his hard work by giving him a nice blow job before we take him down off the wall.

Before Nicholas could even say a word, Jessica put her hand on the back of his head, and pushed his face up against Steve’s hard cock.  When it appeared that Nicholas was showing resistance to taking Steve’s cock into his mouth, Heather dug her long fingernails into Nicholas’s nipples, which made him scream.  Jessica then pushed Nicholas’s open mouth over Steve’s cock.

As Jessica held Nicholas’s head tight against Steve’s groin, she said “Ok slave, I want you to show Mistress Heather what a good little cock sucker you are.  I expect you to give her slave a wonderful orgasm to show him how much you appreciate his hard work!”

Nicholas knew that he was in no position at all to argue with Jessica, as he knelt there with his arms restrained behind his back, and his ankles shackled together.  He closed his eyes, took the full length of Steve’s cock into his mouth, and began to lick and suck it.

Steve was so sexually aroused after the torture he had endured at Jessica’s hands, that it only took a few minutes, before his whole body started shaking, and he began shooting load after load of cum into Nicholas’s mouth.

As soon as Jessica saw that Steve had reached his climax, she squeezed Nicholas’s nostrils tightly together, forcing him to breathe through his mouth, and said “Swallow it all slave.  Swallow every drop!”

Once she was sure that Nicholas had swallowed all of Steve’s cum, she released her hold on his head, told him to stand up, and then led him back to the jail cell.  She pushed him into the cell, locked the door, and said “You can rest for a while slave.  You’ll need your strength when I come back, because I plan on having lots more fun in the Dungeon tonight!”


Final Note

I hope that you enjoyed the excerpts from “FemDom Law Firm – Part IV.  “FemDom Law Firm” has done awesome on the Amazon Charts, and was recently nominated for the “Golden Flogger Award” for Best BDSM Novel of the year.

You can check out the Four Books of the “FemDom Law Firm” Series on my Amazon Author’s Page.

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 reading your reviews, and they really help me out. 

I want you to know that I am always available to receive any of your questions or comments about my Books. 

You can reach me by email at:

MistressBenay@outlook.com

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