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   Prologue 
 
      
 
    I thought it best that I first give you some background information about my life in the late 1980’s and 1990’s as well as my lifestyle during those years, including the activities and Fetishes which I indulged in so that you can properly understand what has happened to me throughout my journey over the last thirty four years. 
 
      
 
    I would like to chronicle the events which took place first during the years immediately after I graduated from college when I first started to fully recognize my submissive tendencies, and I began patronizing Professional Mistresses at Houses of Female Domination in New York City. Then during the subsequent years that I was involved in a serious FemDom relationship with a beautiful Dominant Woman who eventually took complete control of my life because I was too blind to see where the relationship with her was headed and I didn’t take steps to end the relationship before it was too late. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea at the time that the day when I received that “Fateful Phone Call” from Mistress Gloria that my life would be changed forever, and that I would soon become totally dependent on her and that I would then find myself in the hopeless situation where I am today. 
 
      
 
    If you should be a Submissive Male who shares any of my Fetishes as described in this book, and you have hopes of finding a True Dominant Female who you can serve and worship, then I urge you pay careful heed to the mistakes which I have made, the warning signs which I ignored, and the desperate situation which I now find myself in today with no obvious solution. 
 
      
 
    I have not been able to experience the relief of a sexual release for many years now, and I am enduring extreme discomfort as I write this story, but I need to document the account of what happened to me because of my burning desire to serve a Dominant Woman. 
 
      
 
    So, without any further ado, let me tell you, my story. 
 
      
 
    R.T. McConnell aka Slave Robert 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   New York City 
 
      
 
    After graduating from College in Philadelphia in 1988 with my BS Degree having majored in Business Information Systems, which was a relatively new field at the onset of the Internet Technology boom, I moved into a modest one bedroom apartment in Edison, New Jersey so that I could take a position with an up and coming IT firm in Manhattan who recruited me right out of college. 
 
      
 
    I quickly found out that living in Northern New Jersey was quite expensive (Obviously, nowhere near as crazy as it is today) for a recent college graduate, but fortunately the cost in Northern New Jersey at that time was a lot more manageable than trying to live New York City. Thus, I was relegated to making that somewhat tiring commute into Manhattan each day for work. 
 
      
 
    On a normal day I drove to the Metro Park Train Station in Iselin and took the train into Manhattan. There were a few times during the month when I knew that I would need my car at the end of the day so I would drive into the city on those days, and I would immediately regret my decision as soon as I had to pay an exorbitant amount of money to park my car in a garage while at the office. 
 
      
 
    On mornings when I arrived at Penn Station by train, I had to walk exactly six blocks to my office, and I usually always made a point of stopping on the way to grab a cup of coffee and a bagel which I brought up to my cubicle and devoured while my very slow computer was warming up. 
 
      
 
    I have to laugh when I think about that IBM Desktop Computer which I worked on at that time. It had limited Ram and Floppy Disk Drives. It took forever to load, and it seemed like an eternity to process anything which I wanted to do. Yes, it was quite archaic by today’s standards.  
 
      
 
    Anyway, back to the issue of me walking to work from the train station. I must tell you that I quickly began to enjoy making that six block walk to and from the office each day because of the stunning scenery I encountered on the way to work in the morning and on the way back to the train station in the afternoon. 
 
      
 
    No, I am not referring to the businesses, office buildings, or landmarks which I passed each way. I am alluding to the plenitude of beautiful and sexily clad women who crossed my path each day during those six block walks. 
 
      
 
    Each day I consciously slowed my pace down so that I could properly admire any attractive woman I encountered who was wearing a short dress or skirt, sheer nylons, and high heel pumps or boots; and believe me, I was fortunate enough to encounter thousands of such females during the years that I made my daily treks to and from the office. 
 
      
 
    It was no coincidence that I was specifically captivated by the women I saw in Manhattan each day wearing short skirts (especially leather), sheer nylons, and high heels. I could trace my attraction to such similarly clad females back to when I was around twenty years old and a Sophomore in college. That’s when I first became aware of the fact that I was really drawn to television shows, movies, and magazine articles which showcased strong and powerful women who were usually attired in seductive outfits. 
 
      
 
    So, it wasn’t long before it seemed quite logical for me as I encountered those sexily dressed women on my daily walks to and from the office for me to slip into a fantasy world where I envisioned those gorgeous ladies standing over me while I worshipped their long nylon clad legs and kissed their high heel pumps or boots. 
 
      
 
    For the first few months that I worked in Manhattan I was content to just admire the stunning women who I passed on my way to and from work each day and I would always store a mental picture of them in my head.  Many nights when I returned to my apartment, I would be so horny that I would quickly strip out of my clothes, go into the bathroom, start recalling the images of the sexy and dominantly dressed women who I had seen during the day, and I would masturbate as I began bringing my submissive fantasies into focus. 
 
      
 
    For the first few months that I worked in Manhattan I was satisfied with just admiring those gorgeous women who I encountered during the day and masturbating to my mental images of them at night. Fortunately for me, I was able to keep my mind focused strictly on my work while at the office and I achieved quite a bit of success in my new position as a trainee with the company. 
 
      
 
    Things went so well with my job performance, that I was pleasantly surprised at the end of my sixth month when my supervisor told me that instead of continuing as a trainee for the normal one year probationary period, I was being promoted and I received a generous pay raise, and I was given additional responsibilities. 
 
      
 
    It was shortly thereafter that a major epiphany for me occurred and sent me down a new path which changed my life forever. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    My First Session with Belle De Jour 
 
      
 
      
 
    I always kept a novel in my briefcase and had the habit of reading it to pass the time on the train ride to and from work each day. The particular novel which I was currently reading at that time was quite boring and I had decided that I was going to ditch it when I got home. Not looking forward to a train ride without something to read, I decided to stop at one of the newsstands which seemed to be on every other corner of the city and pick up a newspaper or magazine. 
 
      
 
    As I browsed in amazement at the selection of hundreds of newspapers and magazines which covered every inch of the news stand, my attention was soon drawn and fixated on a number of newspapers which could only be described as very explicit and sexually oriented. 
 
      
 
    The front page of one newspaper however, which totally captivated me displayed a picture of a tall, beautiful woman dressed from head to toe in a black leather outfit and high black leather boots with heels that looked like they were about 5 inches. As if she didn’t look dangerous enough in her leather outfit, the coiled black leather bullwhip which she held in her right hand definitely drove home the message that she was all business. 
 
      
 
    As I intently studied the front of the newspaper, I noticed the banner along the bottom of the paper which said, “Check Out Our Large Personal Ad Section”. That did it for me. I was sold. I quickly picked the newspaper up off of the stand and handed my money to the vendor.  As soon as he gave me my change and as quickly as possible, I folded up the newspaper and slipped it into my briefcase and then continued my jaunt towards Penn Station. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the station, I could hardly wait to get on the train and take a serious look at the newspaper which I had purchased.  As soon as we were allowed to board, I went to the back of one of the cars and slid over against the window with hopes of perusing the enticing newspaper. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately for me, the train quickly filled up and a middle-aged woman slipped down into the seat next to me.  I knew that there was no way that I could take the newspaper out of my briefcase and look at it without her viewing me as some kind of a sexual deviate. 
 
      
 
    So, instead of getting a chance to look at the newspaper, which was beckoning for my attention, I spent the ride back to Metro Park making small talk with the woman sitting next to me. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I got off of the train and hurried to my parked car, I pulled the newspaper out of my briefcase and took a close serious look at that leather clad woman who graced the front of the newspaper. I could immediately feel my cock stirring and getting hard as I reacted to her erotic photo. If I had absolutely no sense at all, I would have pulled my cock out of my pants and masturbated right there in the parking lot of the Metro Park train station. Fortunately, common sense prevailed, and I exhibited some control, placed the newspaper back into my briefcase, and drove home to my apartment. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I arrived home, I threw a TV dinner into the oven, sat down in the living room, and took my first in-depth look at the newspaper which I had bought. I was excited to see that there were a number of articles dealing with Female Domination, Dominant Females called either ‘Mistress’ or ‘Dominatrix’, and submissive males serving these Dominant Women. Then, just as the banner on the front of the newspaper had proclaimed, I found that there were two full pages of classified and display advertisements from Dominant Women seeking submissive men and “slaves” at the back of the newspaper. 
 
      
 
    I decided to read a few of the articles dealing with Female Domination while I sat there eating my dinner, and by the time that I was finished, my cock was hard as a rock. 
 
      
 
    After clearing my dinner off of the table, I took the newspaper, sat down in the living room, and began looking at the advertisements at the back of the paper. 
 
      
 
    I must admit that I had no idea at that time until I looked at that newspaper that there were so many Dominant Women in New York City soliciting submissive men for every type of imaginable session and catering to every type of kink and fetish out there. 
 
      
 
    Just a small sampling of the advertisements which made my eyes pop out and opened up a whole new world to me: 
 
      
 
    “Are You Ready to Get Down on You Knees and Serve Me?” 
 
      
 
    “Fully Equipped Dungeon Which will Cater to All of Your Fantasies” 
 
      
 
    “My Boots Need a Good Cleaning. Are You ready to Lick Them for Me? 
 
      
 
    “If You Like Tight Helpless Bondage, then You need to Visit me in my Fully Equipped Dungeon” 
 
      
 
    Two full pages of ads which all centered around the same theme of Female Domination and male submission. 
 
      
 
    As if I wasn’t excited enough at this point by the classified ads which I had already viewed. I was totally blown away when I saw a large display ad on the last page of the newspaper by Belle De Jour.  Little did I know at that point, that the ad and Belle De Jour would have an extremely profound impact on my life for the next ten years. 
 
      
 
    I must have looked at that ad a hundred times during the rest of the evening. I also had a hard time going to sleep that night as I kept mulling the implications of the ad over and over in my mind. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I got up on Friday morning, I cut the ad out of the newspaper and slipped it into my briefcase. When I arrived at the office, I was dismayed to see that quite a few new projects had been placed on my desk for my attention. As I tended to the stack of folders during the morning, I found it hard to concentrate on all of the project details because I kept visualizing that ad over and over in my mind and wondering if I would have the courage to call and inquire about the services which Belle De Jour offered. 
 
      
 
    By the time that the lunch hour arrived I knew that I had made a decision and that I had to make that phone call.  I took the ad out of my briefcase, tucked it into the pocket of my sports coat and took the elevator down to the lobby of our office building. 
 
      
 
    I headed to a phone booth at the rear of the lobby, took the ad out of my pocket, and noticed that my hand was visibly shaking as I dialed the phone number which was contained in the ad. 
 
      
 
    My call was answered on the second ring by a pleasant female who said, “Good afternoon. Thank you for calling Belle De Jour. This is Sheila. May I help you?” 
 
      
 
    I hesitated for a moment, mustered up my nerve, and finally in a shaky voice said “Yes, I’d like to get some information about a Domination session” 
 
      
 
    The woman who had identified herself as Sheila could obviously tell from the nervous sound of my voice that I was a first time caller, so she very patiently gave me details about how their establishment operated, described the furnishings of some of the Dungeon rooms, and explained how they always had a staff of various Mistresses on duty to cater to client needs. 
 
      
 
    Sheila then told me that the fee for a Female Domination Session was $100 per hour and that the Mistresses gladly accepted tips. (Strictly for your reference – This conversation took place in 1989. Today a Session with a Professional Dominatrix will cost you somewhere between $300 to $500 per hour) 
 
      
 
    When I asked Sheila if Mistress Belle who was featured in the ad actually did sessions, she laughed and said “Absolutely. She loves doing sessions especially with novices. In fact, she will be here this evening after 6 pm. Would you like to see her? I can schedule a session for you with her at 7pm” 
 
      
 
    As soon as I heard that, I knew that it was now or never, so I told her that yes, I would like to come in and have a session with Mistress Belle and I asked Sheila for the address. 
 
      
 
    She asked me for my first name and explained that since I had never been there before, she couldn’t give me the address over the phone and that I would need to follow the procedure for a first time client. She instructed me to go to the pay phone which was on the corner of East 18th Street and 3rd Avenue and call her from that phone about 15 minutes before my appointment time and I would then be given the address. 
 
      
 
    She asked me if I fully understood her instructions, and when I told her that yes, I did, she said that she would look forward to hearing from me before my 7pm appointment. 
 
      
 
    By the time that I hung up the phone, my heart was racing, my hands were sweating, and I was almost a total nervous wreck. I then realized that I needed to get the cash necessary for my session so I knew that I would have to skip lunch. I headed outside and almost ran to the Chase Bank a few blocks from my office to withdraw cash from my account. 
 
      
 
    Once I got back to my desk, I found it totally impossible to focus on my work all afternoon and it seemed like the hours just dragged on slowly. When five o’clock finally arrived, I shut down my computer, grabbed my briefcase, and headed for the elevator. 
 
      
 
    I knew that it was too far for me to walk to my destination, so as soon as I exited the building, I hailed a cab. I had never taken a cab in the city during rush hour before and it seemed like we crawled at a snail’s pace down to Lower Manhattan and over to the East side. 
 
      
 
    When I exited the cab on Third Avenue, I could see the Pay Phone on the corner at East 18th Street. I checked my watch, waited a few minutes, and then made my call. Once I did and identified myself, Sheila gave me the address to a brick building which was in the middle of the block on Third Avenue. 
 
      
 
    I walked down the block to the address I was given and rang the bell. I was buzzed into the building, and I climbed a long flight of steps up to the second floor where a smiling Sheila was sitting behind a desk. 
 
      
 
    After exchanging a few pleasantries, Sheila had me follow her down the hall to a small room. She told me that all of the Mistresses who were on duty would normally come into the room at that point so that I could select one for my session but that would not be necessary this evening since I wanted to have my session with Mistress Belle. As she exited the room and closed the door behind her, she told me to have a seat while she went and summoned Mistress Belle. 
 
      
 
    About ten minutes later the door to the room opened and I was graced by the presence of the beautiful Dominant Belle De Jour. I am sure that my mouth probably dropped open when I saw the incredibly Dominant black leather outfit she was wearing, which was accompanied by sheer black nylons and black high heel pumps. I also couldn’t help but notice the long riding crop which the Mistress held in her hand. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle smiled, greeted me, and immediately sat down in the chair opposite me. 
 
      
 
    “So, Robert, Sheila told me that you have never experienced a Female Domination Session before and she also told me that you specifically requested that your first session be conducted by me. May I ask why that is?” 
 
      
 
    My eyes were fixated on her outfit and while I tried to make it less than obvious that I was staring at her long nylon clad legs, I explained to her about the urges which I had experienced over the years whenever I saw a Dominant looking Female. I told her that as soon as I saw her ad in that newspaper, I was drawn to her and knew that I had to schedule a session with her. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle smiled and said “Ok Robert. Since you have never had a Female Domination Session before, I will take it relatively easy on you tonight and try to introduce you to the pleasures of submitting to a Dominant Woman. I want you to think of a Safe Word right now and I want you to tell me what it is. If things become too intense for you, then I will expect you to say your Safe Word and I will stop whatever I am doing. Do you understand what I am saying?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about what she said for a minute and then said “Yes Mistress. My Safe Word will be “Computer”. 
 
      
 
    “Very good Robert. Just remember to use that Safe Word if for any reason you can’t handle whatever I am doing to you.” 
 
      
 
    She then held out her hand and said, “I will take your tribute for our session at this time”. 
 
      
 
    I reached into my pocket, retrieved $50 in cash, and handed it to her. At that point, Mistress Belle instructed me to follow her, and she led me down the hall to another room. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we entered the second room which had dim lighting and was outfitted as a Dungeon, she said “I want you to get completely undressed now. I expect to find you naked and, on your knees, with your eyes facing the floor when I return”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Mistress Belle had turned and left the room, closing the door behind her, I began to remove my clothes. While getting undressed my eyes started scanning every inch of the room. I was totally amazed at the incredible array of bondage devices and implements of punishment which hung from all of the hooks on the red walls of the Dungeon. 
 
      
 
    I also could not help but take note of the low wooden cage in the corner of the Dungeon, an oversized throne like chair against the wall, and the thick leather cuffs which hung from chains attached to some type of pulley system in the middle of the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I was naked, I got down onto my knees in the middle of the Dungeon and a few minutes later I heard the sound of high heels approaching from the hallway. The door opened and Mistress Belle entered but I kept my eyes fixed on the floor beneath me. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle walked around my body, circling me many times while she lightly ran the tip of her riding crop across my back and butt cheeks before finally speaking. 
 
      
 
    “Slave, when you are in my presence, you will not utter a word or speak unless I ask you a question or give you permission to talk and when you do, you will always address me as ‘Mistress’. Do you understand what I am saying?” 
 
    I nodded my head and said “Yes”. 
 
      
 
    Immediately Mistress Belle smacked me hard across my butt with her riding crop and said, “Obviously you did not understand what I just told you!” 
 
      
 
    I quickly realized my mistake and said “I am sorry. Please forgive me Mistress. Yes, I understood what you just said” 
 
      
 
    “Very good.  Forget your manners again and you will find out just how hard I can hit you with this riding crop!” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then sat down in the large throne like chair and ordered me to crawl over and kneel in front of her but to keep my eyes directed on the floor. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I had complied with her order she said, “I understand that you have never had a session with a Dominatrix before, but have you ever cleaned a woman’s high heel shoes or boots with your mouth?” 
 
      
 
    Without looking up at her I said “No Mistress. I have had fantasies along those lines, but I have never done that”. 
 
      
 
    “Well slave, there is no time better than the present for you to learn that worshipping your Mistress’s shoes with your mouth and tongue is the most basic form of submission!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle then placed her beautiful black pumps in front of my face and said, “I want you to lick and kiss every inch of my shoes and when you are finished, I will expect them to shine, and I better not find a spot anywhere on my shoes or you will be sorry!” 
 
      
 
    I must have hesitated just a little too long for the Mistress’s liking because she brought her riding crop down hard across my shoulder blade and said “What are you waiting for slave? Get busy on my shoes now!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately stuck out my tongue and began licking the tip of Mistress Belle’s right shoe. I ran my tongue all over the top of the shoe and down both sides of that gorgeous pump. As I licked her shoe and realized that I was finally living one of my fantasies, I could feel my cock stirring and becoming harder by the minute. 
 
      
 
    I was totally immersed in what I was doing until my reverie was interrupted by the Mistress saying “Don’t forget the kisses. Show me how much you adore my shoes!” 
 
      
 
    I quickly responded to her command by licking her shoe for a while and then I began planting tender kisses all over every part of her pump. 
 
      
 
    When the Mistress was pleased with the job that I had done on her right shoe, she told me that she expected the same type of attention given to her left pump. 
 
      
 
    I immediately moved my head over to the top of her left shoe and began the same process once again of licking and kissing every inch of that shoe. After almost five minutes of worshipping the Mistress’s left shoe, she reached down, placed her hand under my chin, and lifted up my face so that I would have to look directly at her. 
 
      
 
    “Slave, I can see that my shoes are shining very nicely. Not bad at all for your first effort. My heels, however, are feeling very neglected”. 
 
      
 
    At that point, Mistress Belle crossed her legs, placed the stiletto heel of her right pump in front of my face, and told me to open my mouth. As soon as I did, she slid the four inch stiletto heel into my mouth and said “Slave, I expect you to suck on my heels lovingly. Don’t you dare put any bite marks on my beautiful heels. If I find one mark on my heels, I will thoroughly whip you!” 
 
      
 
    When the Mistress slid the heel of her pump into my mouth, I covered my lower teeth with my tongue so as to make sure that I would not put any bite marks on her heel.  I sucked the entire length of her heel as she began sliding it in and out of my mouth repeatedly. 
 
      
 
    When she was satisfied with the job that I had done on her right heel; the Mistress then crossed her legs in the opposite direction and slid the heel of her left pump into my mouth.  Once again, I began gently sucking while she continued sliding the stiletto heel in and out of my mouth. 
 
      
 
    By the time that I was finished worshipping Mistress Belle’s heels, my cock was rock hard, and I could feel precum dripping from the tip. Unfortunately for me, my situation did not go unnoticed by the Mistress. 
 
      
 
    “Well, look at that.  It appears that my slave really enjoys sucking on my heels. Do you also enjoy sucking on other men’s cocks?” 
 
      
 
    When I didn’t respond, she said “I asked you a question. Well, do you slave?” 
 
      
 
    I quickly shook my head and said “No Mistress. I have never done that, and I have absolutely no desire to do such a thing” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle laughed and said “Well, you may not have done it up till now, and you may not have any desire to do it, but I’ll bet that some Mistress will make you do it in the future!” 
 
      
 
    She then ran the tip of her riding crop all over the head of my cock and when it was coated with my precum, the Mistress slid it into my mouth and made me suck it clean. 
 
    “That was tasty. Wasn’t it slave? It won’t be long before we have you eating every drop of cum that comes out of that cock of yours!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle then told me to get up on my feet and when I did, she led me over to the middle of the Dungeon underneath the cuffs which were hanging from the ceiling. As soon as I was standing under the cuffs, she said “I’ve been very easy on you so far tonight slave. I think that you need to get at least a little taste of discipline!” 
 
      
 
    She took a black leather blindfold from the wall, placed it over my eyes, and tightened up the straps until I was plunged totally into darkness. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress tightly secured each of my wrists into the leather cuffs which hung from the ceiling and then using a crank on the wall, she operated the pulley device causing my bound wrists to be yanked up over my head until I was almost standing on the tips of my toes. 
 
      
 
    “Are you feeling helpless now slave?” 
 
      
 
    With trepidation in my voice which I am sure was quite noticeable, I said “Yes Mistress. Quite Helpless”. 
 
      
 
    “That’s good.  Slaves should always be kept somewhat helpless by their Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    Then with a chuckle, she said “Now we just need to add a little pain and suffering to your situation!” 
 
      
 
    I could tell that Mistress Belle was retrieving something from one of the hooks on the wall, but I had no idea as to what it was because of the tight blindfold which totally robbed me of my eyesight. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, I found out soon enough when clamps of some type were snapped onto both of my nipples at the same time. I immediately let out a yell due to the shock and the sudden jolt of pain, but I was quickly rebuked by Mistress Belle. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t even want to hear crying like that slave. These are absolutely baby nipple clamps.  If you aren’t quiet, I’ll get a set of nice sharp alligator nipple clamps and show you the real meaning of nipple torture. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    I knew that I could say nothing at that point other than “Yes Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    “Good”. 
 
      
 
    Then running her hand over the cheeks of my ass, she said “Now, let’s see if we can warm up this pretty butt of yours!” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know exactly what the Mistress meant but I found out very quickly when she swung a paddle of some type hard against my left ass cheek. Before I could even process the pain, her paddle made contact just as viciously on my right ass cheek causing me to start swinging back and forth from the overhead chain. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle stopped me from swinging, ran her gloved hand over my butt, and said “Since this is your first time being disciplined with a paddle, I’ll only swat you twenty five or thirty times tonight. Just don’t expect the same mercy in the future!” 
 
      
 
    Obviously, what I thought didn’t matter at that point because of my helpless situation and before I could even process the discipline which I was going to receive, the Mistress started alternating strikes from her paddle on each of my butt cheeks. The harder she smacked my ass; the more I swung from my overhead bondage. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long at all for every inch of my ass to start burning and after twenty strokes or so from the Mistress’s paddle, I was actually whimpering, and I could feel tears pooling up in my eyes. 
 
      
 
    I can’t tell you exactly how many blows from the paddle I received because I was totally focused on the fact that my ass was on fire and I was in pain, but I was thoroughly relieved when Mistress Belle said “Well, I think that will do it for tonight since your ass is now a beautiful shade of dark red. Next time I will have to show you what my Cat o’ Nine Tails can do on your back!” 
 
      
 
    At that point the Mistress went over to the crank on the wall, and she began lowering the suspension device. When my feet were once again soundly on the floor, she removed the chain from my cuffs, but she left my wrists cuffed in front of me and said, “Get down on your knees slave!” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress unbuckled and removed the blindfold allowing me to once again gaze at her glorious dominant figure and then she pulled both of the clamps off of my nipples. 
 
      
 
    As soon as she did that, I cried out from the sensation of the blood rushing back into my nipples which caused the Mistress to smile and say “Your nipples are protruding out nice and straight now. We’ll just have to keep training them with tighter and more severe clamps each time you come to visit!” 
 
      
 
    Then she chuckled, ran her gloved hand over my rock hard cock, and said “Well, your nipples aren’t the only thing protruding out nice and straight at this point. You probably didn’t realize how much you enjoyed receiving pain, but your cock did! Would my slave like to cum now?” 
 
      
 
    I quickly nodded my head and said “Oh yes. Please Mistress. I am so horny right now”. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Belle told me to hold out my hand. When I held out the palm of my right hand, she squirted lotion into it and placed a box of tissues on the floor in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “Well, feel free to bring yourself off slave. You may worship my shoes if you desire while you play with yourself, but don’t you dare get one drop of your cum on them or I will have to string you back up and royally whip you!” 
 
      
 
    I had never masturbated in front of anyone before, but I quickly dismissed my inhibitions because of my incredibly aroused condition, and I began stroking my cock with my lotion covered hand while the Mistress towered over me. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I bent over and began kissing Mistress Belle’s pumps while I caressed my cock, I knew that I would not last long. Sure enough, in just a few minutes, I had the most explosive and enjoyable orgasm which I had ever experienced at any time in my life up to that point. My entire body shook as I shot spurt after spurt of cum into the tissues in my left hand. 
 
      
 
    When it was apparent that I was finished and completely spent, the Mistress told me to raise my arms up. She then released my wrists from the leather cuffs and said “There is a bathroom in the hall. You can go clean yourself up there and then come back in and get dressed. I’ll be back to check on you in a few minutes”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as she left, I got up off of the floor, threw the cum filled tissues in the trash can and went out to the bathroom to freshen myself up. As I washed up, I could feel the heat emanating from my ass and I turned to look at myself in the full length mirror on the wall. Sure enough, just as the Mistress had said, my butt cheeks were a dark shad of red from the paddling which I had received. 
 
      
 
    Shortly after I returned to the Dungeon and got dressed, Mistress Belle returned and asked me how I was doing and whether or not I had enjoyed our time together. 
 
      
 
    I told her that even though my nipples were sore, and my butt was burning, I felt like I was on top of the world, and I was so glad that I had taken the initiative to have a session with her. 
 
      
 
    “I am so glad to hear that slave and I hope that we will get to see you back here again. We have many different Dungeon rooms with quite a large selection of bondage equipment for you to suffer on”. 
 
      
 
    Then with a big smile she added, “And we have a wonderful group of Mistresses who would just love to torture you!” 
 
      
 
    As Mistress Belle walked me down the hallway back to the receptionist area, I handed her a tip, thanked her for her time, and assured her that I would definitely be back again. 
 
    Once I was back outside on Third Avenue, I hailed a cab and had the driver take me to Penn Station where I waited almost an hour before boarding the train to Metro Park. By the time I got into my car and drove home, it was almost midnight when I walked into my apartment. I hadn’t eaten all day, but food was the furthest thing from my mind. All I could think about was how marvelous I felt after having experienced my first Female Domination Session. 
 
      
 
    I got very little sleep that night because I kept playing the session with Mistress Belle over and over again in my mind, relishing every detail of my submission to her. Luckily for me, the next day was Saturday, and I did not have to go to work. 
 
      
 
    That session changed my life, and as it turned out, I would go on to experience many sessions at the Belle De Jour House of Domination and with numerous other Mistresses over the next three years. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Exploring So Many FemDom Choices 
 
      
 
    Every day when I went to work after the session which I had experienced with Mistress Belle, I became extremely focused on the women who I encountered who appeared to be wearing attire which could be possibly classified as Dominant. I couldn’t help but wonder whether or not the women I passed on the street or met in the office might be someone who would be willing to dominate me. 
 
      
 
    My workload at the office continued to increase as each day went by and that was actually a fortunate occurrence for me since it forced me to focus eight hours a day on all of the projects on my desk and not slip into a fantasy state of mind. However, things were different at night.  
 
      
 
    Almost every night, I would pull out the fetish newspaper which I had originally purchased at the newsstand and reread all of the stories which it contained. I would study the pictures and think about the things which I had experienced with Mistress Belle. It wouldn’t be long at all before I was in the bathroom masturbating to thoughts of being on my knees submitting to a Mistress. 
 
      
 
    Within three weeks I was back on the phone making an appointment with the Belle De Jour House of Female Domination. Unfortunately for me, I was told that Mistress Belle was on vacation for a few weeks and would not be available for sessions. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately for me, I would soon get to meet the two Mistresses who I would submit to many times over the next three years; two Mistresses with two completely different styles who would have a profound impact on my fetish life. I had many sessions, alternating with Mistress Contessa and with Mistress Susan but to maintain a reasonable length in this novel, I will only describe in detail my first session with each of them.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa 
 
      
 
    When I arrived for my second session at Belle De Jour, I was led once again to that cozy waiting room and told that there were four Mistresses on duty and that they all would come in to visit so that I could select one for my session. 
 
      
 
    All four Mistresses who came in to see me were extremely attractive, very pleasant, and dressed in different dominant attire. I was totally enthralled however with the woman who had long black hair and who introduced herself as Mistress Contessa. 
 
      
 
    She was obviously of European Heritage and from her accent, I surmised that she was probably from Austria or some area in that region. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa was very tall and presented an imposing dominant persona dressed in a black leather corset and a short black leather skirt. Her long legs were encased in sheer black hose, and she wore a pair of exquisite black and red leather boots which laced up to her knees. The stiletto heels on her boots which I surmised to be about four inches only added to her stunning dominant appearance. 
 
      
 
    After the four Mistresses had come in to visit with me, the receptionist returned and asked me if I had made a decision as to whom I would like to session with. I quickly told her that I would like to have my session with Mistress Contessa. At that point, she asked for the fee and as soon as I paid her, she had me follow her down the hallway to a room on the right. 
 
      
 
    She opened the door and as I stepped inside, she said “Mistress Contessa prefers using this room for her sessions most of the time. Go ahead and get undressed and she will be in shortly. I must caution you that she will prefer to find you waiting for her on your knees!” 
 
      
 
    Unlike the dim Dungeon where I had my first session with Mistress Belle, this room was illuminated by bright overhead fluorescent lighting, and projected almost a sterile appearance. The walls were white, and the floor was covered in white and black ceramic tiles. 
 
      
 
    The centerpiece of the room was a long black leather table with numerous leather restraints attached to it. I was also quick to notice that a pulley with chains hung down from the ceiling over the middle of the leather table. As opposed to the other Dungeon where all of the implements of bondage and punishment had hung from hooks attached to the walls, this room had nothing on the walls. All the implements of bondage and pain (many which I couldn’t identify) were arranged on stainless steel carts placed against one wall. 
 
      
 
    I quickly got naked and shortly after I got down on my knees, the door opened, and Mistress Contessa entered the room. I noticed that she was carrying a short black leather tawse in her hands. 
 
      
 
    As soon as she noticed that I was looking at her, she smacked me on the chest with her tawse and said, “Get your eyes down onto the floor slave and keep them there unless I tell you otherwise!” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then placed one of her boots in front of my face and said “I expect my slaves to greet me properly, and that means kissing my boots as soon as I come into their presence. Do you understand slave?” 
 
      
 
    I immediately said, “Yes Mistress”. Then I lowered my mouth to the tip of her outstretched boot and began kissing it. When I had properly worshipped the tip of her first boot, she placed her other boot in front of my face, and I began to kiss it reverently. 
 
      
 
    Satisfied with the job which I had done, she said “Very good slave.  You will have a chance to pay more homage to my boots later.  That I can assure you!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa then retrieved a pair of metal handcuffs from one of the carts in the room and ordered me to place my hands out in front of me. 
 
      
 
     When I did, she locked the handcuffs onto my wrists. She then ordered me to stand up and led me over to the leather bondage table where she placed me on my back. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I was lying on the bondage table, the Mistress pulled my cuffed hands up over my head and secured them to the top of the table with some sort of clasp. She then retrieved a set of leather cuffs and attached them to my ankles and locked my ankles together. 
 
      
 
    Without saying a word to me, Mistress Contessa lowered the hook attached to the overhead pulley device, connected the hook to the center of the cuffs on my ankles, and then raised the pulley until my ankles were up in the air and my ass was lifted up slightly off of the bondage table. She then wrapped one of the thick leather restraints which was attached to table tightly around my waist and buckled it securely. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then retrieved something from one of the carts, held it up, and asked “Slave, do you know what this is?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at the stainless steel device which the Mistress held in her hand, shook my head, and said “No Mistress.  I don’t know what it is”. 
 
      
 
    She laughed and said “This my dear slave is called a Wartenberg Pinwheel and it’s one of my favorite torture devices. Since you are so helpless right now, I’ll be glad to demonstrate for you just what this wonderful little device can do!” 
 
      
 
    Before I could even ask her what she meant, Mistress Contessa began running the Pinwheel up and down my arms, sending waves of stimulation caused by the sharp pins on the wheel to my brain.  She then moved onto my thighs and legs, causing me to twitch uncontrollably and try to escape from the restraints holding me down to the table. 
 
      
 
    She then smiled and said, “Time for some real fun now!” and she began running the Pinwheel back and forth over my nipples. 
 
      
 
    I immediately cried out as the pins of the wheel dug into my nipples. The Mistress frowned and said “We can’t have you making noises like that slave. You will disturb people in the next room. I better solve that problem right now before we go any further”. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa went over and picked something up from one of the carts, and when she returned to me, she quickly shoved a black ball gag into my mouth. Before I could even react, she secured the straps of the ball gag tightly behind my head, effectively silencing me. 
 
      
 
    “There, that is much better. Now I can really torture you without having to worry about you causing a commotion”. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then held up another item which she had retrieved from one of the carts, and when she dangled the item in front of my face, I could see that it was a pair of severe looking clamps which were connected together by a chain. 
 
      
 
    With a rather wicked smile, Mistress Contessa said “I just love this particular pair of nipple clamps because of the little teeth on them and because the clamps are adjustable. I can just keep tightening them up more and more as our session progresses and I can assure you slave that they can become quite painful!” 
 
      
 
    I vigorously began shaking my head, saying ‘no’, and objecting to the clamps, but my words were totally muffled by the gag in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the Mistress had secured the clamps onto both of my nipples, I began crying out, wiggling, and fighting against the leather restraints which held me down to the table. 
 
      
 
    “You can cry and fight all you want slave but it’s not going to do you any good. In fact, I think I will just go ahead and tighten up both of the clamps about a quarter of a turn right now to punish you for that unruly behavior!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as the Mistress turned the little wheels on the clamps somewhat, an increased degree of pain shot through my nipples, and I began to sob behind my gag. I knew however, that I had better not move around. I didn’t want to take a chance on infuriating her further and giving her a reason to tighten up the clamps any further. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa then held up the Pinwheel once again and said, “Now that we have taken care of your nipples, I think that we need to do something about your cock and balls!” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes momentarily because I unfortunately knew what was coming. Sure enough, the Mistress began rolling the Pinwheel all over my balls and up and down the shaft of my cock, sending sensations of pain throughout my genitals. I just about bit my tongue trying not to cry out or move while she tortured my cock and balls. 
 
      
 
    When she finally stopped, the Mistress laughed and said “You must be a little pain slut. Your cock is standing straight up enjoying the torture!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa went over to one of the carts, picked up a length of cord, and when she returned to me said “We need to make sure that you don’t accidently have an orgasm without my permission!” 
 
      
 
    She then proceeded to tie the cord tightly around my balls many times and then she wrapped it around the entire length of my cock, tying it in a series of secure knots. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes, I like that much better slave. Now you will stay hard as a rock, but you won’t be able to cum!” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then ran her hands up and down my legs, and with a wicked grin said “Slave, do you know why I have your feet restrained up in the air and your ass off of the table?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head back and forth, indicating that I had no idea as to why Mistress Contessa had secured my ankles to the overhead pulley system. 
 
      
 
    “Well slave, I have a special surprise for you today. You just lay there while I go prepare it for you”. 
 
      
 
    I saw the Mistress take something off one of the carts and then go into the small bathroom which was in the opposite corner of the room. I heard water running but I couldn’t figure out what she was doing. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, I found out soon enough when Mistress Contessa came out of the bathroom and held up a large bulging enema bag with a long hose for me to see. 
 
      
 
    I was immediately petrified at what the Mistress was obviously planning on doing to me and began struggling against my restraints in earnest, shaking my head violently and begging her not to use the enema bag on me.  Regrettably not a word I uttered could be heard because of the gag which was secured in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa hung the inflated enema bag from the overhead pulley ring and said “I see that you forgot once again what I said about resisting me. Now, I’ll just have to tighten up those nipple clamps even more!” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress began turning the adjustment wheels on both of the clamps and the intensity of pain in my nipples increased dramatically causing tears to run down my face while I sobbed uncontrollably. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa noticed and said “It looks like my slave is actually crying now.  I would strongly suggest that you comply completely from here on out so that I don’t have to tightened those clamps to the absolute maximum!” 
 
      
 
    She then slipped a pair of latex gloves onto her hands, picked up the hose from the enema bag, and lubricated the nozzle of the hose with some type of gel. Then in one swift motion, the Mistress pushed the nozzle deep into my ass. 
 
      
 
    As I watched in horror, Mistress Contessa then released the clamp on the enema hose and warm water immediately began flowing into my bowels. It didn’t take long at all before the entire contents of the enema bag flowed into me causing me to be uncomfortably bloated and in serious agony. 
 
      
 
    When the enema bag was completely empty, the Mistress removed the nozzle from my ass, picked up a rubber butt plug, lubricated it, and shoved it tightly into my ass and said, “We need to make sure that nothing drips out while I have some fun with you!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa then turned her attention once again to my nipples, only this time, she pulled both of the clamps off of my nipples in one swift motion. 
 
      
 
    The pain was unbearable as the blood rushed back into my nipples. I started screaming and the volume of tears running down my face was substantial. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress actually chuckled at the pain which I was experiencing and said “Slave, I am glad that I kept you gagged for that. You would have scared everyone in the building with your screaming!” 
 
      
 
    She then picked up a bottle of lotion, squeezed some into her gloved hands and began massaging my tender nipples. As she continued rubbing my nipples, the pain eventually began to subside, and then I began getting very aroused by her touch. 
 
      
 
    She was quick to notice that my bound cock was bouncing up and down and said “I don’t want to neglect that cock of yours so let’s see if I can give it some relief also. First, I am going to remove the gag from your mouth so that you can properly communicate with me, and we do not have any accidents” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa unbuckled the straps of the ball gag and removed it from my mouth. When she did, I began stretching my mouth to relieve the tightness in my jaw. As soon as I was able to speak, I said “Mistress, I feel like I am going to explode. I am having extreme spasms in my abdomen, and they are terribly uncomfortable. Could you please allow me to empty the enema?” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa just laughed and said “That’s good slave that you are uncomfortable and having lots of spasms. That is exactly what the enema is supposed to do. No, I will not allow you to release the enema until I decide that it is time!” 
 
      
 
     She then untied the cord from my cock and balls and proceeded to slide her lotion covered fingers up and down the shaft of my cock and said “I removed that gag so that you can tell me if you are close to having an orgasm. I expect you to warn me if you feel like you are going to cum. If you cum without my permission, I will punish you to within an inch of your life. Do you understand slave?” 
 
      
 
    Thankful that my cock and balls had been set free, I immediately said “Yes Mistress. I understand” 
 
      
 
    She continued sliding her gloved fingers up and down my cock, getting me more and more excited and almost bringing me to the point of no return. I did not want to incur her wrath and additional punishment, so as soon as I felt like I was going to erupt, I said “Mistress, I am very close to an orgasm”. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa immediately removed her hand from my cock and said “Very good slave. I am glad to see that you are learning how to follow my orders!” 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then lowered the pulley device until my legs and butt were back on the bondage table. She then unhooked the clamp which held my handcuffed wrists to the top of the table and unbuckled the strap which had restrained my waist down to the table. 
 
      
 
    As she held out her hand to help me, she said “You may get off of the table now slave”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as my feet were back on the floor, the Mistress unlocked one of the handcuffs, pulled my arms behind my back and locked the cuffs back together, and said “You may go into the bathroom now and remove the butt plug and relieve yourself. Put that butt plug in the sink and don’t you dare make a mess in my bathroom!” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t have to be told twice.  I gingerly made my way into the bathroom and as soon as my butt was over the toilet, I pulled the plug out of my ass and sat down. 
 
      
 
    It truly only took a second before I began having the most explosive bowel movement which I had ever experienced in my life. I must have sat there for ten minutes as wave after wave of water poured out of me into the toilet. When I was sure that there was nothing left for me to expel, I wiped myself and went back into the other room where I found Mistress Contessa sitting in a leather chair. 
 
      
 
    She ordered me to kneel down in front of her and when I did, she stood up, unlocked one of my handcuffs, pulled my arms back in front of me, and locked my wrists together. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress told me to hold out my hand, and when I did, she squirted some lotion into my hand and said “You did very well today for a new slave. I am going to allow you to cum now, but I expect you to place all of your cum on the tips of my boots and nowhere else. You may go ahead and bring yourself off now!” 
 
      
 
    At that point, I was so aroused that I immediately took hold of my erect cock and began rubbing it. I don’t even think that it took two minutes before I experienced an incredible orgasm, and I began shooting my cum all over the tips of Mistress Contessa’s beautiful boots. 
 
      
 
    When she realized that I was fully spent, she looked down and said “Wow slave, that’s an impressive load of cum. Obviously, you were very excited by our session. Now, I want you to lick up every single drop of your cum and eat it. My boots also better shine when you are finished!” 
 
      
 
    When I realized what she had just told me to do, I began shaking my head and said “Mistress, please do not make me do that. I have never eaten my cum and I do not think that I can do that”. 
 
      
 
    A frown immediately appeared on the Mistress’s face, and she said “Slave, that was not a request. That was an order. Anytime that I am gracious enough to allow a slave to cum, I expect them to eat every drop, and if you do not eat your cum, I will string you up on the pulley and give you a whipping which you will never forget. Do you understand?” 
 
      
 
    As I knelt there in front of the Mistress with my wrists handcuffed, I realized that I did not have much of a choice. I lowered my mouth down onto the tips of her boots, and I began to lick up my cum. 
 
      
 
    Gawd, the taste was awful. I had no idea that cum was so salty and tasted so bad, but I continued to run my tongue all over both of Mistress Contessa’s boots, licking them until every drop of cum was gone. 
 
      
 
    She then looked down at the job which I had done on her boots and said “Open your mouth and stick your tongue out slave so that I can make sure that you swallowed all of your cum” 
 
      
 
    When I had complied with her order, she said “Very good slave. I can assure you that you will get used to eating your cum if you see me again in the future, but I see a few drops of your cum on the floor. Get your mouth down there and clean my floor!” 
 
      
 
    I quickly lowered my head and licked up the drops which had made their way onto the floor. When the Mistress was satisfied with the job which I had done, she unlocked the handcuffs and removed them from my wrists. 
 
      
 
    She stood up and said “You may go ahead and get yourself cleaned up and dressed. I will be back shortly.” 
 
      
 
    When Mistress Contessa left the room, I stood up, went into the bathroom to clean myself, and then I got dressed. 
 
      
 
    Shortly thereafter, the Mistress returned to the room and asked me how I had enjoyed the session. I told her that it was different than what I had expected, especially the enema part. I also told her than even though I would not be able to touch my nipples for a week, I had enjoyed the very intense session and what she had done to me. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Contessa smiled and said “Every session that I do is different. My slaves never know what to expect. Next time you come to see me, we will have to use the Black Dungeon room. It has a rotating wheel to which I can strap you and then torture you while I spin you around” 
 
      
 
    As the Mistress walked me back out to the receptionist area, I handed her a tip and thanked her, and she told me that she would look forward to our next session together. 
 
      
 
    As I worked my way home that night, and for many days later, especially thanks to my sore nipples, I replayed the session over and over again in my mind. While it had been painful at times and forced me to experience things which I had never experienced before, I surely knew that I would be back again to submit to Mistress Contessa. As it turned out, I was fortunate enough to have three more sessions with Mistress Contessa during my visits to the Belle De Jour House of Female Domination. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan 
 
      
 
    About a month after my session with Mistress Contessa on a Saturday, I was feeling particularly horny and instead of masturbating, I picked up the phone and called the Belle De Jour establishment to see if it was possible to come in for a session and I was able to schedule a 3pm appointment. 
 
      
 
    I got myself ready, jumped into the car, and began the trek into Manhattan. I was pleasantly surprised that there was hardly any traffic at all with it being a Saturday afternoon. When I approached the Holland Tunnel, there was absolutely no wait at the toll booths, and I quickly navigated my way into lower Manhattan and over to Third Avenue where I parked in a garage. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at Belle De Jour, the receptionist took me to the normal waiting room and explained that two Mistresses were currently involved in sessions and that Mistress Susan, who I had not met yet, had just come on duty. I was told that she was getting dressed and that she could come in and meet with me in a few minutes. I sat down and waited for the Mistress to come in and see me. 
 
      
 
    About ten minutes later, the door opened and an incredibly beautiful and elegant woman with long blonde hair entered. She was wearing a tight and short black leather dress, black hose, and shiny black high heel pumps. An oval peek hole cutout on the front of her leather dress displayed a good portion of her ample breasts. 
 
      
 
    After she introduced herself as Mistress Susan, she sat down in the chair across from me and when her short leather dress rode up somewhat on her thighs, I could see the garter straps which held up those silky black stockings on her long, gorgeous legs. I tried to concentrate on looking directly at her while she spoke to me, but my eyes invariably kept being drawn to her alluring breasts and legs. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan asked me which Mistresses I had seen previously and when I told her she said “Well Robert, I think that you will find that my style is different than that of either Mistress Belle or Mistress Contessa. I prefer sessions which involve a lot of helpless bondage and sensuous teasing and domination for my slaves”. 
 
      
 
    I was totally captivated by Mistress Susan’s beautiful looks and soft spoken manner. When the receptionist came back into the room and asked me if I wanted to go ahead and have a session with Mistress Susan, I said “Absolutely!” 
 
      
 
    I gave the receptionist the fee and she led me out of the waiting room down the hall to the illustrious Black Dungeon Room which Mistress Contessa had previously mentioned to me. I was told to get undressed, and that Mistress Susan would be in shortly. 
 
      
 
    As I removed my clothes in the dimly lit Dungeon, my attention was drawn to the large bondage wheel against one wall, the St. Andrew’s Cross on another wall, the overhead suspension system, and a ladder which led up to a loft area that contained a long and low horizontal wooden cage. 
 
      
 
    The torch like lanterns on the walls cast eerie shadows on the multitude of whips, crops, paddles, and every type of bondage implement imaginable which hung from pegs attached to the black walls. 
 
      
 
    I spent a lot of time looking around the room and then realized that I was not very expeditious at getting undressed. Fortunately for me, I got naked and got down on my knees in the center of the Dungeon just seconds before the door opened and Mistress Susan entered the room. 
 
      
 
    She walked over to where I was kneeling, and without saying a word, she put her hand on my head, and pushed it down so that my face touched her shoes. I immediately began planting gentle kisses on the top of both of her shiny black high heel pumps. 
 
      
 
    When the Mistress was satisfied with the job that I had done worshipping her shoes, she went over to the wall and returned with two thick leather wrist cuffs and two thick leather ankle cuffs. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan dropped the cuffs onto the floor in front of me and said “I want you to put those cuffs on your wrists and ankles and I will check to make sure that they are on tight enough. You may sit on the floor while you buckle those cuffs on” 
 
      
 
    I rolled off of my knees, sat on the floor and did exactly what the Mistress had instructed me to do. As soon as I was finished, she checked each cuff to make sure that it was secured tightly. Then she told me to stand up and led me over to the formidable looking bondage wheel. 
 
      
 
    “Slave, step up onto the two ledges which are there for your feet at the bottom of the wheel and then turn around and place your back up against the center of the wheel then hold your arms up over your head and spread them wide” 
 
      
 
    I did exactly as Mistress Susan ordered and when I was positioned on the wheel, she placed a step stool in front of me, stood on the stool and secured each of my wrist cuffs to hooks which were attached to the top of the wheel at the 10 and 2 positions. 
 
      
 
    She then took leather straps and secured each of my arms right below my elbows tightly to the spokes of the wheel, and wrapped another wide leather restraint around my waist, pulling me tightly against the center of the wheel. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress then moved the stool out of the way, bent down and secured each of my ankle cuffs to the hooks which were attached on opposite sides at the bottom of the wheel. Then using leather straps, she secured each of my legs right below my knees tightly to the spokes of the wheel. 
 
      
 
    Admiring her handiwork, Mistress Susan said, “Are you feeling helpless slave?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think that you could get away even if you really wanted to escape slave?” 
 
      
 
    “Absolutely not Mistress. I am not able to move any part of my body”. 
 
      
 
    “Good. That is what I like to hear!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan then slipped on a pair of soft black kid leather gloves and began running her hands seductively all over my chest, paying particular attention to my nipples. She took each of my nipples between her leather covered fingers and squeezed them gently for the longest time causing me to get very aroused. 
 
      
 
    Then she totally surprised me when she placed her mouth over first my right nipple and then my left nipple and sucked them and gently bit on each of them. She alternated her sexy teasing back and forth on my nipples driving me absolutely crazy. 
 
      
 
    While her mouth worked wonders on my nipples, Mistress Susan reached her hand down and began gently caressing my balls and running her leather covered fingers up and down the shaft of my cock. 
 
      
 
    When I started groaning and panting heavily, the Mistress said “I can see that you are enjoying this slave. I told you earlier that I prefer sensuous teasing and torture. I think that’s enough teasing and pleasure for right now. I think that now you need some torture!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan went over to the items on the wall and when she returned, she held up a pair of Clover Nipple Clamps. With a big smile, she snapped the clamps over both of my nipples. 
 
      
 
    I immediately let out a loud gasp. My nipples had completely recovered from the torture which they had experienced at the hands of Mistress Contessa the month before but as soon as the Clover clamps were attached to my nipples, I knew that I was in for misery once again. 
 
      
 
    Before I had even acclimated myself to the pain in my nipples, Mistress Susan then retrieved a set of lead weights and clipped them onto the center of the chain between my nipples. My nipples were immediately pulled painfully downward, and I started whimpering. 
 
      
 
    “What is the matter slave? Don’t you like how the weights pull your nipples down?” 
 
      
 
    Then she laughed and said, “If I leave them on long enough, they will start to stretch your nipples and help make them bigger. Now, let me see if I can do something nice for those balls of yours”. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even figure out what the Mistress was talking about, she retrieved another device from the wall, held it up and said “I love this little toy. It is called a Parachute and it is made specifically for stretching your balls!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan opened the black leather device, pulled my balls down and snapped the Parachute tightly around my balls. She then began attaching lead weights to the chains at the bottom of the Parachute. As she attached more weights, my discomfort soon turned to pain, and I started begging her for mercy. 
 
      
 
    “I am sorry slave, but I am just starting to have fun. It is way too soon for me to dispense mercy but maybe a little more teasing is in order!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan picked up a feather duster and began running it sensuously first up and down my legs, and then my arms. As I started getting excited, she moved silky feathers all over my neck and chest, paying particular attention to my clamped nipples. 
 
      
 
    She then worked her way down to my groin and began teasing my erect cock with the feather duster for the longest time causing me to become rock hard. 
 
      
 
    When Mistress Susan saw how excited I was, she said “I think that’s enough teasing for right now and that you need some more pain!”  
 
      
 
    The Mistress then retrieved a short leather whip, released the lock which held the wheel in place, and said “Now, for some real fun slave. Well, at least it will be fun for me!” 
 
      
 
    She started spinning the bondage wheel and as I began rotating around in a complete circle, the Mistress began whipping my arms, chest, thighs, legs, and cock. I was soon subjected not only to the pain from being whipped, but also from the intensifying pain which I was experiencing in my nipples and balls as the weights swung in many directions as the wheel rotated. 
 
      
 
    After many rotations of the wheel while being whipped, and having my nipples and balls tortured by the swinging weights, Mistress Susan finally stopped the wheel from turning and locked it in place once again. 
 
      
 
    Just as she was getting ready to say something to me, there was a knock on the door, and when Mistress Susan opened the door, another Mistress entered. The second Mistress was an attractive Oriental woman with long black hair. She had a very commanding and dominant appearance due to the red leather Catsuit and thigh high red leather boots which she was wearing. 
 
      
 
    The two Mistresses went over to the far corner of the Dungeon and had a muted conversation which I was unable to hear. As they talked, I noticed however that Mistress Susan was nodding her head and the other Mistress was obviously happy about their conversation. 
 
      
 
    When the second Mistress left, Mistress Susan said, “Well slave, it looks like you are going to get a real treat today, compliments of Mistress Janine”. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even ask the Mistress what she meant, she began removing the weights from my nipples and from my balls. She then took the Clover clamps off of my nipples and agonizing pain shot through my nipples as the blood rushed back into them. 
 
      
 
    To make matters worse, as soon as the clamps were removed, Mistress Susan flicked her tongue over each of my sensitive distended nipples and sucked on them for a few minutes. 
 
      
 
     She then removed the Parachute from my balls and gently massaged them with her gloved hands. I quickly became extremely aroused, and Mistress Susan said “See, you are no worst for the wear slave. Your cock is standing straight up nice and hard looking for attention” 
 
      
 
    Then with a laugh, she added “That’s very timely considering the treat that Mistress Janine has planned for you!” 
 
      
 
    She then explained to me that Mistress Janine had a new Sissy Slave who was currently catering to the needs of the Mistresses on duty. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Janine found out however that her Sissy Slave has never sucked a cock, so she plans on doing something about it” 
 
      
 
    Then with a chuckle, she added “I graciously agreed to supply the cock since she was supplying the Sissy Slave!” 
 
      
 
    “Slave, have you ever had your cock sucked by a he/she?” 
 
      
 
    I told Mistress Susan that I had never engaged in anything like that and that I never in my life had any thoughts about doing something with a man. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and said “You do not have to do anything slave. You just have to stay right where you are, and Mistress Janine’s Sissy Slave will do all the work!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan then retrieved a black leather hood and said, “We need to put this on you to protect your identity from the other slave”. 
 
      
 
    She then stood on the stool, pulled the leather hood down over my head, and tightly laced it up until it was snug against my face and said “I will not put the blindfold portion on you. It does not matter if you see the Sissy Slave since she’s all made up anyway”. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later there was a knock on the door and when it opened, Mistress Janine entered holding a leash in her hand which was connected to the collar around the neck of a sissy slave who was crawling behind her on his knees. 
 
      
 
    She led her slave over to where Mistress Susan was standing and said, “You know what to do slave!” 
 
      
 
    The slave who looked like a female immediately lowered his head and began kissing and licking Mistress Susan’s shoes. As he worshipped her shoes, I scrutinized the long blond wig, the frilly pink and white dress, the white stockings, and the white high heels shoes which he/she wore. Whoever had applied his makeup had done an admirable job of eliminating his male features and transforming him into an attractive sissy slave. 
 
      
 
    When the slave was finished worshipping Mistress Susan’s shoes, Mistress Janine said “Mistress, I’d like to introduce my Sissy Slave Brandi to you”. 
 
      
 
    Then yanking up on her slave’s leash, Mistress Janine said, “Brandi Dear, why don’t you tell Mistress Susan how excited you are about being given the opportunity to suck your first cock!” 
 
      
 
    As I hung there strapped helplessly to the wheel, it was quite obvious to me from the expression on Brandi’s face that he/she was not excited at all about what was going to transpire. In spite of that, Brandi looked at Mistress Susan and said, “Thank you so very much Mistress for giving me the opportunity to suck your slave’s cock”. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan smiled and said, “You are quite welcomed Brandi, and I am sure that my slave Robert will also be thankful to you when you are finished servicing him”. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Janine then led her slave over to the wheel where I was bound, and she whispered something to Mistress Susan who grinned from ear to ear and said, “I think that’s a wonderful idea!” 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, I did not think it was such a wonderful idea when Mistress Susan unlocked the hook on the wheel, turned it 180 degrees so that I was hanging upside down, and then relocked the wheel into place. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Janine then told her slave to stand up and said “Brandi, he is all yours now. Get busy sucking him and you better do an excellent job. I expect him to shoot a nice load of cum into that sweet mouth of yours!” 
 
      
 
    Brandi approached me, wrapped her hands around my balls and massaged them for a few seconds. Then she began flicking her tongue all over the tip of my cock for a while before she took most of the shaft into her mouth. As Brandi began sliding her mouth up and down over my cock, I became extremely excited very quickly. 
 
      
 
    Even in my precarious state of hanging upside down, I was still overcome by the superb waves of pleasure which Brandi was giving to me. I had only had two girls in college who had attempted to give me a blow job, and neither one of those encounters came even close to delivering the pleasure that I was now enjoying from Brandi’s mouth as I hung there strapped to the wheel. 
 
      
 
    It only took a few minutes before I could feel myself reaching the point of no return and I knew that my cock would soon explode. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Janine must have also noticed my aroused condition from my accelerated breathing and moaning. She came over and stood behind her slave, placed her hands on his head and held his mouth firmly against my crotch which forced my cock deeper into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    A second later I experienced an explosive orgasm and began shooting wave after wave of cum into Brandi’s mouth. She started gagging and tried to pull her mouth off of my cock, but her Mistress would have no part of it. She held Brandi’s head firmly against my crotch until my cock ceased shooting cum and I let out a loud sigh of contentment after having experienced the most memorable orgasm of my life. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Janine ordered Brandi to open her mouth so that she could be sure that her slave had swallowed every drop of my cum. Pleased with what she saw, the Mistress said “Very nice job Brandi. You did very well for your first blow job of another slave. You may get back down onto your knees now!” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan then released the lock at the bottom of the bondage wheel and rotated it so that I was once again hanging straight up and said, “Well slave Robert, do you have anything to say?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and said, “Thank you so very much Mistress Janine for allowing your slave to pleasure me”. 
 
      
 
    Then looking down at Brandi, I said “Thank you Brandi for the wonderful orgasm which you gave to me”. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Janine then said “Ok Brandi, time to bring you back to the Mistress lounge so that you can serve the needs of the Mistresses tonight. As she tugged on her slave’s leash and headed out of the Dungeon, Brandi followed the Mistress on her knees. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Susan then began releasing all of the restraints which had held me to the bondage wheel so securely. She then helped me down off of the wheel and I immediately went down onto my knees and kissed her high heel pumps to show my appreciation for the session which had far exceeded any of my expectations. 
 
      
 
    The Mistress told me that I could use the hall bathroom and that she would return shortly after I was dressed. 
 
      
 
    After I had freshened up and gotten dressed, Mistress Susan came back and led me out to the receptionist area. On the way, I handed her a tip and assured her that I would definitely be back to see her again. 
 
      
 
    I had many sessions with various Mistresses including the famous Ava Taurel in my future visits to the Belle De Jour House of Female Domination, but I became very partial towards Mistress Susan and subsequently served her at least a dozen times over the next three years. I was also fortunate enough to serve her at her Upper West Side Apartment on several occasions. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Serving Mistress Gloria 
 
      
 
    While I continued to patronize professional Dommes in New York City for the next three years, my burning desire was to find a compatible dominant woman who was not a professional Dominatrix with whom I could share my life. I dated many women during those years who I met when I went out to night clubs and also through mutual friends. There were quite a few very sexy women who appeared to be somewhat dominant and who I thought just might be the one to steal my heart. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, whenever it looked like a serious romance was developing, and I finally summoned up enough courage to discuss my affinity for Female Domination and I tried to introduce some BDSM activities into our relationship, things never went very well. In each case, the woman and I would wind up parting ways within weeks after I confessed my dark desires. 
 
      
 
    I was becoming quite dejected after the same thing happened a number of times with women who I dated and seemed to be very compatible with outside of the bedroom. After each break up with a potential life partner, I immediately went back to visiting professional Dommes at many different locations throughout Manhattan to satisfy my need of serving a dominant woman and satisfying my fetishes. 
 
      
 
    Then in 1992 something unexpected happened and I thought that I had finally achieved my aspiration of connecting with a truly dominant female. 
 
      
 
    Just shy of my fourth anniversary with the company, I had been promoted to Manager of Information Services and had received a substantial pay raise. Things were going very well with my career at the company and because of the increased compensation, I was able to upgrade to a two bedroom apartment in the same development where I was living. 
 
      
 
    Shortly after my promotion, my immediate supervisor informed me that my first major responsibility in my new position would be to coordinate all aspects of the upcoming three day Information Services and Internet Technology Conference which was being sponsored by our company and would take place in the fall in New York City at an upscale hotel. 
 
      
 
    Things in our industry were advancing every day at break-neck speed due to a number of technological developments. IBM had released the latest version of their Personal Computer and the Apple Macintosh was catching on like wildfire. The Internet with Wi-Fi as we know it today did not exist at that time, but two companies CompuServe Information Service and PlayNet (the predecessor of AOL) had already started opening up the World of On-Line Information to everyone, albeit through slow and noisy Dial-Up service. 
 
      
 
    Over the next six months after receiving my assignment, I had to make arrangements for all the necessary vendors who would attend the conference, as well as coordinate hotel room and meeting room reservations, decide on meal choices for the banquets, and set up hospitality rooms for the after-hours activities for the conference attendees. Quite a daunting task for a newly promoted twenty six year old department manager, but one which I found exciting. 
 
      
 
    After my initial calls to the hotel which we had selected for the conference, I headed over to the hotel a few days later to meet with the Convention Sales Manager, a woman named Gloria. After arriving at the hotel, I was taken to her tastefully decorated office and after waiting only a few minutes, I was pleasantly surprised when an extremely attractive woman who appeared to be in her thirties and possessed long blonde tresses entered the room. 
 
      
 
    I stood up, held out my hand, and introduced myself to Gloria and hoped that the way I was gawking at her was not so overly obvious. She was absolutely beautiful and the outfit she wore consisting of a white silk blouse, short black leather skirt, black hose and black knee high leather boots complemented her curvaceous figure and long beautiful legs. 
 
      
 
    I was so captivated by her appearance that I almost did not hear her when she suggested that we sit down at the glass conference table in her office. Gloria retrieved a legal pad and pen and sat down at the table, and I proceeded to sit down opposite her at the round glass table. She started asking me questions about our needs as to the number of projected conference attendees, anticipated sleeping room requirements, meeting rooms, and rooms for special events such as general sessions and cocktail parties. 
 
      
 
    As I answered her questions, Gloria wrote detailed notes on her pad. As she was busy taking notes, I made a special point of looking at her left hand to see if she was wearing a wedding band, and I was happy to see that there was no such ring on her finger. 
 
      
 
    After discussing all the room requirements, Gloria fetched a set of menus with prices and handed them to me and said “I’ll let you take these with you so that you can study them and decide on your desired choices for each of the banquet functions during the three days as well as any hors d’oeuvres that you may want for the cocktail parties” 
 
      
 
    We then agreed to meet again in a week so that I could present her with my food choices, and she could then prepare a preliminary budget for the conference. She told me that she was looking forward to collaborating with me on developing a successful conference for my company and the attendees. 
 
      
 
    After the meeting with Gloria, I took a cab back to my office, but I found it hard to concentrate on my work the rest of the day. I kept thinking about how gorgeous Gloria was and the dominant outfit she had been wearing. Before I knew it, I started fantasizing about being on my knees and worshipping her boots and kissing those long, beautiful nylon clad legs. 
 
      
 
    I was soon so aroused by my fantasy involving Gloria, that it became impossible for me to get any work done at all the rest of the day and I was glad when the workday finally ended. As soon as I arrived home hours later, I immediately headed into the bathroom and masturbated to my mental image of the woman who I had just met earlier in the day. 
 
      
 
    During the following week, I met with my boss twice to go over the conference details, look at the menus, and decide how much we could realistically spend on the conference. The total cost of the meeting except for the vendor expenses would have to be passed onto the attendees and we did not want the cost per attendee to be exorbitant. 
 
      
 
    Once my boss and I had decided on our choices, I could not wait to meet with Gloria again and the days seem to drag by as I fantasized about her. When I finally headed to the hotel to meet with her a few days later, I was like a nervous schoolboy preparing for his first date. 
 
      
 
    After I had arrived at the hotel and they had informed Gloria that I was there to meet with her, she came out to the reception area to greet me. Once again, she looked absolutely stunning. This time, she was wearing a sky blue silk blouse, black leather slacks and a pair of black high heel patent leather pumps. 
 
      
 
    Our meeting lasted about an hour as she went over the choices for food which I had made and totaled up the projected room and meal expenses per person and determined a tentative price for the conference. 
 
      
 
    When I indicated that I was satisfied with the projected cost, Gloria said that she would have the contract for the conference prepared and that she would give me a call in approximately three days when the contract was ready for me to sign. 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, three days later Gloria called me in the morning to inform me that the contract for our conference was ready, and I headed over to the hotel that afternoon to review and sign the contract. As soon as I arrived at the hotel, the receptionist took me down to Gloria’s office where she was waiting to greet me. 
 
      
 
    Gloria was wearing a maroon business suit consisting of a jacket over a white blouse and a short skirt, complemented by dark nylons and black high heel pumps. She looked stunning as usual, even though I must admit that I was a little disappointed that she was not wearing leather like she had worn during our previous meetings. 
 
      
 
    Gloria led me over to the conference table, and after some small talk, she opened a folder and took out the contract so that she could review it with me. She went through and explained each item on the contract and within twenty minutes, I had signed the official contract for our Information and Internet Technology Conference. 
 
      
 
    After Gloria had given me a copy of the signed contract, she returned the original to the folder, stood up, and said “Well congratulations Robert, I cannot wait to have your company and all of the attendees here in four months. Rest assured, we will do a wonderful job on your conference, and I am sure that you will be very pleased”. 
 
      
 
    I thanked her for her help and stood up, but when I hesitated to leave her office, Gloria said “Robert, is there something else that you needed to ask me?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, summoned up all the courage which I had, and said “Yes Gloria, I was wondering if by chance, you would like to have dinner with me some evening?” 
 
      
 
    I was immediately fearful of what Gloria’s reaction would be to the question that I posed. I was afraid that she would think that I was out of line, trying to mix pleasure with business, but I was extremely relieved when she smiled, and said “Well, I would like that very much Robert but are you sure that you wouldn’t mind going out to dinner with an older woman?” 
 
      
 
    I am sure that I grinned ear to ear and said “Absolutely not. I would be honored to have someone as beautiful as you accompany me to any restaurant”. 
 
      
 
    She smiled and asked “Well, thank you Robert for that nice compliment, and I think that you are a very handsome young man. I must ask you though; how old are you and do you have a steady girlfriend at this time?” 
 
      
 
    I told Gloria that I was twenty six years old and that I absolutely was not dating anyone at the present time. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then told me that she was thirty seven years old, and recently divorced her husband after being married for six years.  
 
      
 
    “Knowing that, are you still interested in having dinner with me Robert?” 
 
      
 
    I assured her that I was still extremely interested and that I would love to take her out for dinner some night. 
 
      
 
    “Great, then we will do it, but it will have to be on the weekend. I am just too busy with my work schedule during the week. Since my father passed away and I got divorced, my mother moved in with me and helps take care of my home, and she usually keeps busy with all of her own friends”. 
 
      
 
    Then without missing a beat, she said “Will this Saturday night around 7 pm work for you?” 
 
      
 
    I was absolutely thrilled and quickly told Gloria that would be perfect and that I would make reservations for us for the coming Saturday night. I asked her if she had any preferences as far as restaurants were concerned. She told me that Italian Cuisine was her favorite and then she wrote down her home address, handed the slip of paper to me, and said, “I’ll be ready at 7 pm for you to pick me up on Saturday and I’ll give you some insight into my life during dinner so that you understand my situation better”. 
 
      
 
    When I left Gloria’s office, I was truly floating on Cloud Number Nine. I couldn’t believe how fortunate I was that I was actually going to have a date with such an enchanting woman. 
 
      
 
    For the next two days, I did my homework trying to find a great Italian Restaurant for our dinner since Gloria had told me that was her preference. I finally decided on the Belmont Tavern in Belleville which had been in business for over twenty years and had a great reputation. 
 
      
 
    When Saturday night finally rolled around, I headed up to the address in Hackensack which Gloria had given to me, and I was very impressed with the attractive appearance of her single family home and the extensive and well-manicured landscaping around the home. 
 
      
 
    Soon after I rang the doorbell, the door opened, and Gloria greeted me. She was a sight to behold, dressed in a short and stylish black leather dress which had crisscross leather straps over her breasts, black hose, and high heel black leather pumps. Her outfit was complimented by a beautiful diamond necklace and diamond tennis bracelet. 
 
      
 
    “So nice to see you again Robert, and you are right on time. I like that! Come on in and meet my mother”. 
 
      
 
    “I would like that, and I must tell you that you look absolutely ravishing tonight”. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you so much Robert. I am glad that you like my choice of outfit for this evening. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we entered the living room, Gloria introduced me to her mother Rose, who was very personable and friendly, and was rather attractive for an obviously older woman.  
 
      
 
    After the three of us had chatted for a while, Gloria gave her mother a kiss, picked up a large black leather handbag, and we then headed out to my car. As we were getting into the car. I told Gloria that I thought that her house was very attractive and that everything was so perfectly maintained. 
 
      
 
    “Well, thank you Robert. I’ve been doing the best I can to keep everything up; especially since I was fortunate enough to get the home from my husband Michael in the divorce settlement. I agreed not to ask for alimony, and he agreed to give the house to me”. 
 
      
 
    I was tempted to ask Gloria some questions about the marriage which did not work out for her, but I decided against it, since she had already mentioned that she would fill me in on her life situation during our dinner. 
 
      
 
    When we arrived at the Belmont Tavern, Gloria took a small purse out of her big leather bag while I held the car door open for her. We went into the restaurant, and after we were seated, I ordered a bottle of wine which was in line with Gloria’s preferences. After it arrived, we sipped our wine and perused the menu. Gloria decided on the Shrimp Marsala, and I chose the Spaghetti with White Clam Sauce. 
 
      
 
    While we were eating our Escarole Salads, Gloria true to form said “I guess you have been wondering why I divorced my husband after being married for six years”. 
 
      
 
    I had to be honest with her, and said “Yes, I have wondered about that. However, you don’t have to talk about it unless you feel comfortable discussing the situation” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I have no problem at all Robert talking about what happened during my marriage to Michael, and I hope that I do not shock you with some of the things which I am going to tell you. As I am sure you have noticed already, I am a very confident and self-assured woman. Also, if you haven’t noticed by now, I am quite dominant, and I prefer to be in charge in all situations. When I married my husband, I thought that he fully understood that fact from what I had told him before we ever got married, and I expected that he would acquiesce to the fact that I would be the one in charge of our marriage not only in our day to day marital affairs, but also in the bedroom”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria took a sip of her wine and continued “I was not interested in having a husband who thought that he was either equal or better than me and I thought that I had made that perfectly clear to Michael before we ever got married. Once again Robert, not to shock you, but I firmly believe that the woman should be in charge in a relationship. How do you feel about that?”. 
 
      
 
    I about choked on a mouthful of salad when Gloria asked me that question, and when I regained my composure, I said “I can understand your position and I am sure that there are many men who would not have a problem with it”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria smiled, and said “Robert, I tend to think that you are one of those men who like dominant women. Are you?” 
 
      
 
    I am sure that my face must have turned a shade of crimson red and finally said “Yes Gloria, I am drawn to strong and dominant women”. 
 
      
 
    Just then the waiter arrived with our dinners and there was a lull in our conversation while we both began to work on the meals which had been placed in front of us. 
 
      
 
    After eating for a while, Gloria said “Well Robert, I am glad to hear that you would not have a problem with me being in charge if our relationship should develop further. So, have you been in what I would call a Female Led Relationship before?” 
 
      
 
    I must have taken too long to answer the question before I finally said “Well, not quite. I didn’t exactly date a dominant woman”. 
 
      
 
    With a big smile, Gloria said “Oh, what does ‘not exactly’ mean?” 
 
      
 
    When I hesitated too long, Gloria said “Robert, I expect you to be completely honest with me like I have been with you!” 
 
      
 
    I was apprehensive about telling Gloria about my numerous visits to professional Dommes, but at the same time, I didn’t want to jeopardize the opportunity which was right there in front of me. I wanted to make sure that Gloria would know that I would be perfectly comfortable with letting her take control of our relationship. I took a deep breath and then told her everything about how I had discovered my submissive tendencies and how I had been visiting professional Dommes for the last three years. 
 
      
 
    When I finished my confession, I readied myself for the worst, but instead, a big smile appeared on Gloria’s face, and she said “Well, my initial assessment of you was correct. With all that training which you probably received from those professional Dommes, you and I should get along just fine!” 
 
      
 
    Throughout the rest of our dinner, the conversation centered on Gloria’s job, my job, and the upcoming technology conference. When our meal was finished and I had paid the bill, we headed back out to my car. As I opened the car door for Gloria she said “Let’s go to your place now Robert. I told my mother that I probably would not be home tonight”. 
 
      
 
    I was absolutely thrilled to hear Gloria say that, and excited at the prospect of what would happen when we got to my place. My only regret at that point was that it was going to take about a half hour for us to get to my apartment. After spending a good portion of the drive looking over at Gloria’s long nylon clad legs and the garter straps which were peeking out from underneath her leather dress, I was extremely aroused by the time that I parked the car in front of my apartment building. 
 
      
 
    As she exited the car, Gloria grabbed her large leather bag, and I held her hand as I led her up the walkway to the building. As soon as we had entered my apartment and I had closed the door, Gloria pressed her leather clad body up against me, pinning me against the door. She then pressed her lips against mine and gave me a long passionate kiss and slipped her tongue into my mouth. The kiss lasted for the longest time until I tried to run my hands up over her breasts. 
 
      
 
    At that point, Gloria broke our embrace and said “You need to behave yourself right now. You do not take any liberties with me unless I give your permission to do so. Do you have any wine Robert” 
 
      
 
    I told her that I did, and I hurried to retrieve a bottle of white and also a bottle of red wine. When I showed the two bottles to her, she said “The white will be fine. Go pour a glass for me”. 
 
      
 
    I hurried into the kitchen, opened the bottle, and poured a glass of wine for Gloria. When I returned to the living room, she was sitting on the couch with her legs crossed seductively. 
 
      
 
    I handed the glass of wine to her, and she said “Thank you Robert. You may go into the bedroom now and get completely naked and wait for me on your knees”. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t argue at all. I hurried into my bedroom and quickly removed all of my clothes and then knelt down onto the floor to wait for Gloria. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know exactly how long I was kneeling there on the bedroom floor, but it seemed like a very long time before Gloria finally appeared in the doorway and entered the room. She placed her large leather bag in the chair which was in the corner of the room and then stood over me and said “Robert, did those professional Dommes teach you the proper way to greet a woman when she enters a room?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and said, “Yes Ma’am”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria patted me on the head and said “I like that respectful response, Robert. Make sure that you always remember your manners like that!” 
 
      
 
    Then as she stood over me, Gloria said “You may go ahead and show me what they taught you”. 
 
      
 
    I immediately brought my mouth down to the tip of her right black leather high heel pump and began kissing it lovingly. I then ran my tongue all over the top and sides of the pump making sure that I worshipped every inch of her beautiful shoe. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria was pleased with the adoration which I had shown to her shoe, she said “Robert, you may go ahead and worship my other shoe now”. 
 
      
 
    I quickly moved my mouth over to her left shoe and repeated the same ritual, making sure that I didn’t miss a spot anywhere on her magnificent high heel shoe. 
 
      
 
    Pleased with the job that I had done on her shoes, Gloria said “Robert is there something that you would like to say to me now?”  
 
      
 
    I looked up at the beauty towering over me and said “Yes. Thank you, Ma’am, for allowing me to worship your lovely high heel pumps”. 
 
      
 
    “You are quite welcomed Robert. Now, I want you to crawl over and kneel in front of the bed and place your arms behind your back!” 
 
      
 
    As I knelt there facing the end of my bed, I saw Gloria go over to her bag where she retrieved a set of handcuffs. As she dangled the handcuffs on the end of her finger, she said “It’s always good for a girl to have a set of handcuffs with her. She never knows when she might need them!” 
 
      
 
     She then returned to me and secured my arms behind my back by locking my wrists into the handcuffs. I knew at that point that I was totally under her control and that I would be subject to whatever Gloria had planned for me. 
 
      
 
    As I watched, she then unzipped her gorgeous leather dress and let it slide down her legs. She picked it up and laid it over the chair in the corner and when she turned to face me, I was treated to a view of heaven. 
 
      
 
    Gloria stood there wearing a miniscule black bra, a black garter belt which held up her sheer black silk stockings, and her stiletto high heel pumps. She was not wearing any panties and I was immediately aroused when I saw her beautiful partially shaven pussy bordered by the black straps of the garter belt. 
 
      
 
    She walked over and sat down on the end of my bed facing me, spread her legs, and asked “Robert, have you had much experience pleasuring a woman with your mouth and tongue?” 
 
      
 
    I was ashamed to admit it, but I said, “No Ma’am I have not really had all that much experience”. 
 
      
 
    “Well, we will just have to make sure that you know exactly what I expect and how I want you to please me”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then pulled my head between her outstretched legs and pressed my mouth against her pussy and said, “Let’s get that mouth and tongue of yours busy right now!” 
 
      
 
    I quickly went to work licking Gloria’s labia and clitoris and began flicking my tongue quickly over them. 
 
      
 
    Gloria pressed her hand on top of my head and said “Slow down Robert. Take your time and gently lick me!” 
 
      
 
    I slowed down my licking and really concentrated on licking her clitoris gently before slipping my tongue into her pussy. I then began sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy while sucking on her clitoris. I must have done the right thing because Gloria started moaning and tightening her legs around my head. 
 
      
 
    When I heard Gloria moaning, I kept up the same routine for quite some time, and she soon began shaking, pulling my head tight against her pussy, and locking my head so tightly between her legs that I could not move at all.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long at all after that for her to let out a pleasurable cry as she reached her orgasm. When she finally regained her composure and loosen the pressure on my head, she said “Well Robert, that was pretty good for someone who says that he does not have much experience at giving oral orgasms to a woman. I’ll make sure that I keep giving you the opportunity to practice your technique!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then got up off of the bed, went over to her bag and retrieved the key to the handcuffs. She ordered me to stand up and when I did, she unlocked the cuff on my left wrist, took hold of it and pulled me over to the side of the bed. 
 
      
 
    She instructed me to lay down on the bed on my back and raise my hands up over my head. When I did, she pulled the left handcuff behind one of the posts on the headboard and then locked my wrists back together again securing me down to the bed. 
 
    Gloria then returned the handcuff key to her bag and took some things which I couldn’t see out of the big leather bag. 
 
      
 
    She then climbed up onto the bed and straddled my waist and began seductively grinding her body into mine while at the same time running her hands all over my chest, paying particular attention to my nipples. She then leaned over and began teasing each of my nipples with her tongue and she soon followed that by sucking hard on each of my nipples. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, your nipples like that. They are standing straight up now. Let’s see if they also like this” 
 
      
 
    Before I even realized what she meant, Gloria snapped a pair of very tight clamps onto my nipples. I immediately cried out as the clamps dug into my nipples. 
 
      
 
    Gloria quickly brought her mouth down onto mine, muffling my cries. She then plunged her tongue into my mouth and gave me a long hot amorous kiss. I instantly forgot about the pain in my nipples as Gloria’s tongue explored every inch of mouth. 
 
      
 
    When she finally stopped kissing me, Gloria then slid down my legs and placed her mouth on the tip of my cock. She began running her tongue all around the head of my cock until she had my cock rock hard. Then she began sliding her mouth up and down the shaft of my cock and she quickly had me so excited that I began lifting my body up in an attempt to push my cock further into her mouth. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I did that, Gloria removed her mouth from my cock, yanked hard on the chain connected to the clamps causing pain to radiate through my nipples, and said “You are not the one who is in charge here. I am. So don’t try that again!” 
 
      
 
    Then in a very stern voice, she said “And don’t you even think about coming in my mouth. If you should do that, I will take a cab home, and leave you handcuffed to the bed until someone finds you and who knows how long that will be. If you even think that you are going to cum, you better warn me. Do you understand what I am saying Robert?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and said, “Yes Ma’am”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then resumed pleasuring my cock with her skillful mouth and tongue licking the head and sliding her mouth up and down the shaft. I made a concerted effort not to move a muscle even though I was becoming increasingly excited. It wasn’t long at all before I felt myself reaching the point where I knew that I would lose control. The thought of being left alone handcuffed to my bed terrified me, so I quickly cried out “Ma’am, I am going to cum if you don’t stop”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as Gloria heard that, she removed her mouth from my cock, and said “I am glad that you took what I said seriously!” 
 
      
 
    She then produced a condom and rolled it down over my cock and she elevated herself up over my cock and slowly began sliding her pussy down over my manhood. It felt absolutely wonderful when the entire length of my cock was engulfed by her warm pussy. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra, freeing her abundant breasts and giving me a wonderful sight to concentrate on as she slid her body up and down on my cock. 
 
      
 
    As she rode me faster and faster, Gloria’s stiletto heels dug into my legs and then she began massaging her gorgeous breasts, getting both herself and me extremely excited. It wasn’t long at all before she started moaning and I knew that I was very close to shooting my load. 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Gloria threw her head back and let out a cry of pleasure as she enjoyed her second orgasm of the night. As soon as she regained her presence of mind, she pulled the clamps off of my nipples and said, “Cum for me now Robert!” 
 
    As pain shot through my nipples, my cock exploded and began filling the condom with my cum. It felt like I shot stream after stream of cum into the rubber as I relished an incredible orgasm. 
 
      
 
    When my body was completely relaxed and it was obvious that my orgasm was completed, Gloria lifted her body up off of my cock and pressed her mouth down over mine for a very long, hot, and intense kiss. 
 
      
 
    Then as she got up off of the bed to retrieve the key to the handcuffs, Gloria said “That was wonderful Robert. Did you enjoy it?” 
 
      
 
    With a big smile, I said “Oh yes Ma’am. I enjoyed it immensely. Thank you so much. You are absolutely incredible!” 
 
      
 
    After releasing me from the handcuffs, Gloria removed her high heels and slid into the bed next to me. As I held her tightly, kissed and cuddled her, it wasn’t long at all before both of us fell asleep, totally exhausted from our sexual escapade. 
 
      
 
    We both slept so soundly through the whole night and didn’t stir until the sun began peeking into the bedroom window around 7 am. When I rolled over, I saw that Gloria was also waking up. I kissed her and told her that I would go put a pot of coffee on for us and I asked her how she preferred her coffee. 
 
      
 
    While I was in the kitchen preparing the coffee the way that she liked it, I could hear the shower running so I waited a while until after the sound of the running water stopped. Then I brought the cup of coffee to Gloria who was already in the bedroom getting ready to get dressed. 
 
      
 
    I then took my coffee, went into the bathroom, and proceeded to get my shower and shave. By the time that I returned to the bedroom, Gloria was completely dressed in a sexy tank top, low cut tight jeans, and tennis shoes, standing in front of the full length mirror fixing her makeup. 
 
      
 
    When I commented on the complete change of clothes which she had brought with her, Gloria laughed and said “That’s why I bring that big bag with me. I can carry not only fun toys, but also the necessities for an overnight stay!” 
 
      
 
    While I was getting dressed, Gloria used my phone in the living room to call her mother to make sure that everything was ok at home, and to inform her mother that she wouldn’t see her until later on in the day on Sunday. When she came back into the bedroom she said, “I had planned on going to the zoo today so I told my mother that we would be going together and that I would see her later this afternoon”.  
 
      
 
    When I realized that she had said ‘we’, I said to Gloria “I am supposed to play softball with some of the guys from my office this afternoon. Can’t your mom go with you to the zoo?” 
 
      
 
    After a few seconds of silence, Gloria said “No, my mom is going out this afternoon to the movies with some of her lady friends. I am sure that you can play softball on another day. I would prefer that you take me to the zoo today!” 
 
      
 
    I could tell from the tone of Gloria’s voice, that her statement was more of a command rather than a request and I didn’t want to jeopardize my brand new relationship with her so I said “Ok, I’ll just call one of the guys and tell them that I can’t make it today”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria smiled and said “Thank you Robert. I am glad to hear that”. 
 
      
 
    After I made my call to one of my buddies and made an excuse as to why I couldn’t play softball, we headed out to my car. 
 
      
 
    As Gloria was getting into the car, she said “Robert, when we are out in public around other people, you may call me by my name, and not Ma’am!” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Mistress Gloria Starts Taking Control of My Life 
 
      
 
    After we got into my car, we headed to the Bergen County Zoo in Paramus which was about 39 miles from my apartment. As it turned out, Gloria and I had a very enjoyable day at the zoo. Gloria loved the monkeys and the mountain lions, and I was surprised to see that they even had a bald eagle at the zoo. 
 
      
 
    One thing that was very obvious during the day was that Gloria’s mood was much lighter and more affectionate towards me when we were out in public in front of other people. She dropped her dominant persona and no one who saw us would ever know that she was the one in charge of our relationship. 
 
      
 
    After we arrived back home in the afternoon at her house, Gloria said “I had a very nice day today, Robert. I am glad that you decided to do what I asked”. 
 
      
 
    Then Gloria gave me a warm kiss and without even asking me if I had other plans, said “You can pick me up on Saturday night at 6 pm and we will go out and have dinner and probably go back to your place afterwards”. 
 
      
 
    She bid me goodbye and headed into her house, and as I got into my car to leave, it was very apparent to me that Gloria definitely was the one who would be calling the shots as far as our relationship was concerned. 
 
      
 
    The following week at work was a very busy one for me so I didn’t get much time to think about what had transpired during the weekend with Gloria. At night however, I found myself wondering if I was really ready to allow Gloria to make all of the decisions for us. I even thought about calling her and cancelling our Saturday night date. 
 
      
 
    However, that was only a fleeting thought because as soon as I started thinking about how beautiful and sexy Gloria was and how great the sexual encounter had been with her, I knew that I wanted to see her again. I also knew that it would not be wise from a business standpoint to create tension between Gloria and myself since we would have to work closely together during the upcoming Technology Conference. Thus, I chose to ignore the warning signs and knew that I would do as she asked. 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, I arrived at her house at 6 pm sharp on Saturday night for our date, and as soon as Gloria opened the door for me, I fell even deeper into her web. 
 
      
 
    I am sure that my mouth dropped open and my eyes must have bulged out of my head when I saw that Gloria was wearing a skintight black leather jumpsuit which looked almost like it had been painted on her and a pair of black pumps with very high stiletto heels. She looked absolutely amazing. 
 
      
 
    Before I could say a word, Gloria smiled and said, “From your reaction, I’ll assume that you like my outfit tonight”. 
 
      
 
    I started nodding my head and said, “Oh Gloria, you look phenomenal!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria grabbed her big black leather bag and we headed to the car. As she slid into the seat, she said, “Let’s just grab a fast bite to eat at a diner and skip the big dinner tonight because there’s a place that I want to go to after we eat”. 
 
      
 
    I had planned on taking Gloria to a new Chinese Restaurant which had recently opened close by, but quickly altered my plans so that I could conform with Gloria’s directive. 
 
      
 
    I headed over to the Empress Diner which was close to her house and when we walked into the diner, it appeared that every pair of eyes focused on Gloria, and I am sure that every male in the place was extremely jealous of me. 
 
      
 
    While we were eating, I asked Gloria where we were going after our meal. Instead of answering my question, all she did was smile and say, “You’ll see!” 
 
      
 
    When we got back into the car after eating, Gloria told me to head over to Montclair, which was about a twenty minute ride from the diner. When I arrived in Montclair, she then showed me where she wanted me to park downtown on Bloomfield Avenue in front of a storefront business. 
 
      
 
    As I held the car door open and she got out, I said “Are you going to tell me where we are going now?” 
 
      
 
    She pointed at the storefront which looked like some kind of a dress shop and said “We’re here. You’ll see in a minute”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we entered, I quickly realized that it was definitely not a dress shop. The smell of leather which permeated the air came from rack after rack of all types of leather clothing and accessories, as well as the hundreds of pairs of high heel shoes and boots which lined the walls. 
 
      
 
    We were greeted by a very personable and attractive woman who appeared to be in her thirties, who immediately recognized Gloria and said “Well, it is so nice to see you again and I must say that you do wonders for the leather jumpsuit!” 
 
      
 
    As Gloria thanked the woman for the compliment, it became apparent to me that this was probably the establishment where Gloria’s great leather outfits had been purchased. 
 
      
 
    Gloria led me by the hand and told me that she would show me the back room and the basement after she picked out a few things that she needed. As I followed her around the store, Gloria picked out a black leather bra, black leather thong, and a black leather garter belt, as well as numerous pairs of regular and fishnet black silk stockings. 
 
      
 
    After Gloria placed those clothing items on the front counter, she had me follow her into the back room of the store which was jam packed with every type of device used for bondage and for administering punishment. While I was studying all of the different implements which were on display, Gloria was picking out things which she had decided we needed to have for our play time at my apartment. 
 
      
 
    After she had made her selections, she carried a black leather hood, leather penis gag, a pair of leather wrist cuffs, a pair of leather ankle cuffs, a pair of alligator nipple clamps, assorted hooks, a strap on harness with dildo, and a riding crop up to the front counter and set those items down next to the clothing items which she had already placed on the counter. 
 
      
 
    She then asked the woman behind the counter “Is anyone using the basement now?” 
 
      
 
    The woman told Gloria that no one was down in the basement at the present time, so Gloria said “Great, would you mind if I take my friend Robert down and show him around?” 
 
      
 
    When the woman told her that would be perfectly fine, Gloria told me to follow her, and she led me to the back set of steps leading down to the basement. When we hit the bottom of the stairs and Gloria turned the lights on, I couldn’t believe my eyes. There in front of me was a fully equipped Dungeon complete with an authentic medieval rack, a bondage horse with restraints, St. Andrew’s Cross, Interrogation Cell, and every imaginable instrument for doling out punishment and discipline as well as chains strategically hanging from the ceiling throughout the Dungeon. 
 
      
 
    As I perused everything in front of me, Gloria told me that they used the Dungeon for play parties one night a week and that anyone could rent it for private BDSM play at other times. 
 
      
 
    While I was thinking about what she said, Gloria remarked “I didn’t have any luck getting my husband down here even though I tried many times. Just one more reason why I divorced him!” 
 
      
 
    Then with a big smile, she said “I am sure however that I won’t have any trouble at all getting you strapped down to that rack some night!” 
 
      
 
    After we went back upstairs and approached the front counter, Gloria said “I guess we have everything that we need tonight. You can go ahead and pay for our items”. 
 
      
 
    I must admit that I was totally caught off guard when Gloria said ‘pay for our items’. I was positive that it was going to be a hefty tab, and sure enough it was. As I handed my credit card to the woman behind the counter, I prayed that I had enough on my available credit to cover Gloria’s spending spree. Fortunately for me, the sale went through, and as soon as everything was packaged up, we headed back out to my car, and we were on the way to my apartment. 
 
      
 
    When we got back to my apartment, I poured a glass of wine for Gloria and as soon as I handed it to her, she ordered me to go into the bedroom, get naked, and wait for her on my knees. 
 
      
 
    After I had knelt there waiting for about ten minutes, Gloria finally entered the bedroom, placed the packages containing her purchases on the chair, took the riding crop out of one of them and then she walked over and stood in front of me. 
 
      
 
    Without being told, I quickly brought my mouth down to her shoes and began planting kisses on both of her stiletto high heel pumps. I continued my adoration until she finally said “Very nice. That will do for now Robert. Now, I want you to place your forehead on the floor!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as I did as I was told, Gloria brought her riding crop down across my ass which was sticking up in the air and said “Now Robert, I want you to count out every stroke that I give to you, and I want you to thank me for each stroke of my riding crop! 
 
      
 
    Gloria then smacked my ass with her crop, and I immediately said “One. Thank You”. 
 
      
 
    She was not pleased at all with what I said, and she exhibited her displeasure by striking both cheeks of my ass very hard with her riding crop, and said “So, I see that you have forgotten your manners already. Was that the proper response Robert?” 
 
      
 
    I quickly realized my mistake and said “No Ma’am. Please forgive me Ma’am”. 
 
      
 
    “Good. Now we will start over again and try again!” 
 
      
 
    When Gloria’s riding crop then made contact with my ass, I immediately said “One. Thank You Ma’am”. 
 
      
 
    She then continued smacking my ass with her riding crop, alternating the strikes between my right and left cheeks. Each stroke from her riding crop seemed to get harder than the previous one sending intense pain through my ass, and I soon didn’t know how much more I could take without begging for mercy, since my ass felt like it was on fire. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately for me, when I said “Thirty. Thank You Ma’am”, she patted me on the head and said “I think that will do for now. Make sure that you don’t give me any reason to have to use my riding crop again later!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then went over to the packages on the chair, removed some items and placed them on the bed. She ordered me to crawl over and kneel in front of the bed. When I did, she ordered me to buckle the leather cuffs onto my wrists and ankles. Once I had done that, she checked them to make sure that they were secured tightly and met with her satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then then picked up the black leather hood, pulled it down over my head, and tightened up the laces until the hood was snug against my face. She then snapped the blindfold to the front of the hood, and she pushed the penis gag into my mouth and buckled it tightly behind my head. 
 
      
 
    “Now Robert, since you can’t see, you won’t know what is going to happen to you and the gag will make sure that I don’t have to hear any of your complaints or begging!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then told me to stand up, and when I did, she helped me up onto the bed and placed me on my back. As soon as I was positioned where she wanted me, she secured each of my wrists to one of the posts on the headboard. She then spread my legs and secured each of my ankle cuffs to the posts at the foot of the bed. She now had me spread eagled helplessly on the bed, not knowing what was in store for me. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, I found out rather quickly when Gloria snapped the alligator clamps down onto my nipples and then began tightening them up until they dug painfully into my nipples, causing me to cry out from behind my gag. 
 
      
 
    “You just lie there and suffer for a while. I need to get some things so that I can fix a little problem which I have with you”. 
 
      
 
    As I laid there on the bed with pain shooting through my nipples, I could tell that Gloria had gone into the kitchen and then into the bathroom where I heard water running. When she returned after a few minutes, she ran her hand over my groin and said “Robert, I really don’t like all this hair that you have on your cock and balls. I prefer that my men are clean shaven at all times, so I am going to get rid of this unruly hair and take care of the problem right now!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately began shaking my head and saying no that I did not want my hair removed. My objections were useless of course since the gag muffled everything that I was saying. Gloria however understood my protest and she answered my objection by yanking on the chain connected to the nipple clamps causing me increased pain, and said “Robert, I don’t appreciate you disagreeing with what I decide. I know what’s best for us!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then went to work on my groin area. I could feel her cutting away the hair around my cock and balls with a pair of scissors. Then she wet me down with a warm washcloth before squirting my shaving cream all over my cock and balls, before saying “Robert, if I was you, I would lie very still and not move at all. You wouldn’t want me to have an accident with this razor now. Would you?” 
 
      
 
    For the next fifteen minutes or so, Gloria shaved my pubic area, up and down my cock and all around my balls. She kept shaving me, rinsing me off, and shaving me again until she finally ran her hand all over my genitals and said “Perfectly smooth as a newborn baby. I’ll expect you to keep it like this all the time if you know what is good for you!” 
 
      
 
    Then Gloria completely surprised me by pulling the alligator clamps off in one swift motion. The pain which shot through my nipples was excruciating and I screamed as best as I could with the penis gag in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Gloria immediately helped me deal with the pain in my nipples by running her tongue all over the tip of my cock and then sliding my cock into her mouth and giving me a wonderful blow job, which quickly made me forget about the pain in my nipples. Unfortunately, when she sensed that I was about ready to cum, she pulled her mouth off of my cock and said “Sorry Robert. It’s not time for you to get any pleasure yet. You have to give me mine first!” 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later Gloria climbed up onto the bed, and when she straddled my body, I realized that she had removed all of her clothes. She reached behind my head and unbuckled the penis gag and removed it from my mouth. As she slid her pussy up over my mouth, she said “Ok Robert. You know what I expect you to do now!” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t hesitate for a second, but I remembered how she liked to be pleasured. I ran my tongue all over her clitoris while gently sucking on it until I heard Gloria start moaning. Then I slid my tongue in and out of her pussy slowly at first and then gradually increasing the pace as I licked her. The louder that Gloria moaned, the faster I moved my mouth and tongue until I heard her loudly cry out as she enjoyed a long and pleasurable orgasm. I continued to delicately lick her until she lifted her pussy up off of my mouth and then she collapsed on top of me. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria had regained her composure, she got off the bed and unhooked my ankles from the bottom posts of the bed. I noticed however that she did not unbuckle the cuffs from my ankles. I soon found out why when she pulled each of my legs up and connected the cuffs which were on my ankles to the posts on either side of the headboard, putting me in a very uncomfortable position with my ass slightly lifted off the bed. Then she said “Robert, would you like me to make love to you now?” 
 
      
 
    I quickly said “Oh, that would be wonderful Ma’am, but there’s no way that we can do it with me bound up like this”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed, and said “Oh, you are in the perfect position for me to make love to you. You just lie there for a minute while I get into the new strap on which we bought”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I heard that, I became a nervous wreck and started telling Gloria that I really didn’t want her to use her new toy on me and that I had never had anything like that inserted in my butt before. 
 
      
 
    It appeared that Gloria was ignoring what I was saying, but then she brought her riding crop down hard across both of my sore nipples and in a stern voice said “Robert, have I not warned you before about arguing with me when I decide on something? I can appreciate the fact that you have never been screwed in the ass before, but there is always a first time for everything!” 
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Gloria climbed up onto the bed, positioned herself in front of my lower body, and squeezed some type of lubricant into my butt hole. She then rubbed the tip of the dildo against ass hole for a few seconds before she applied pressure and started pushing it into my ass. 
 
      
 
    I immediately cried out, but I was quickly reprimanded by Gloria who said “You just need to relax your muscles. It will go a lot easier for you and you will actually enjoy it”. 
 
      
 
    As I laid there sweating profusely due to the hot leather hood which covered my face and the terror which I was now experiencing, Gloria slowly continued to apply pressure until the entire length of the dildo was buried in my ass. She then began rocking back and forth as her harness caused the dildo to slid in and out of my ass, slowly at first and then faster and faster. 
 
      
 
    As Gloria started slamming her body against mine, the dildo soon was hitting my prostate, and all of a sudden, the pain which I had been experiencing soon turned to pleasure. She then wrapped her hand around my cock and started sliding her hand up and down the shaft as she continued screwing my ass with the dildo. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t take long at all for me to lose control before my cock started shooting a steady stream of cum all over my chest and neck. Gloria continued rubbing my cock until it was drained completely of my cum. Then she pulled the dildo out of my ass, and said “Well Robert, you’re no longer a virgin. You obviously enjoyed that. Didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    It was hard for me to deny that, considering the explosive orgasm which I had just enjoyed, so I nodded my head and said “Yes Ma’am. Thank you so much Ma’am”. 
 
      
 
    “You are very welcomed, but you made quite a mess here. We will just have to do something about that”. 
 
      
 
    Since the blindfold prevented me from seeing, I just assumed that Gloria was going to wipe me down with a washcloth. I soon found out how wrong I was when instead she rubbed the length of the penis gag into the cum which was all over my chest and neck and then she shoved the gag into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I tried to pull my head back, but Gloria held the penis gag tightly in my mouth and said, “Make sure that you suck all of your cum off the gag and I expect you to swallow every drop!” 
 
      
 
    While she pressed her hand against the gag, I had no choice other than to do what she had ordered me to do. When she finally pulled the gag out of my mouth, she said “Very good Robert. The gag is perfectly clean. I am glad that you are so obedient!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then released my wrists and ankles from the cuffs which had held me to the bed in such an uncomfortable position. She allowed me to sit up and began undoing the laces on the hood. When she finally pulled the hood off of my head, my eyes had to adjust to the light in the room and I breathed a sigh of relief even as sweat profusely ran down my face. 
 
      
 
    Gloria took a sexy sheer negligée out of her black bag and as she slipped it over her head said “Robert, you can go in and take a shower and clean up all of our toys. While you are doing that, I am going to go pour myself a glass of wine and relax in the living room”. 
 
      
 
    When I was finally finished with my shower and I had cleaned up all of the toys which Gloria had used on me, I was totally exhausted from the work out which Gloria had put me through. I slipped on a pair of shorts and went into the kitchen and poured myself a bourbon on the rocks and then joined Gloria on the couch. 
 
      
 
    As I sat there looking at the beautiful sexy creature next to me, I knew that I had fallen totally under Gloria’s dominant spell and that I would do anything which she required of me even though my intuition was warning me to run the other way. 
 
      
 
    ********** 
 
      
 
    The next two months of my life flew by rapidly. My days at work were extremely busy as we came into the home stretch for the upcoming Technology Conference. I spent a good portion of each day on the phone with vendors fielding their questions and making arrangements to accommodate their display needs. I was also on the phone on a regular basis with Gloria at the hotel being apprised about progress on her end concerning the vendor’s needs and receiving updates on the number of attendee sleeping rooms which had been reserved so far. I was thrilled that the registrations for the Conference were exceeding all of our expectations. 
 
      
 
     Two days before the start of the Conference, I packed my suitcase and headed to the hotel to work on all the final details with Gloria and the hotel staff. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the hotel and went to check in, I was pleasantly surprised when I was told that the Convention Sales Manager had made arrangements for me to have a suite during my stay. 
 
      
 
    When the bellman took me up to my suite, I couldn’t believe how elegant and expansive it was. I was immediately impressed with the fashionable living room which had floor to ceiling windows which afforded a fantastic view of the city below and also had floor to ceiling marble columns which separated the living room from the dining room. In addition to the immense bedroom and bathroom, the suite also contained a second bathroom in the hallway and a full kitchen with a completely stocked bar. It was obvious that Gloria had thought about everything. 
 
      
 
    As soon as the bellman had left, I picked up the phone and asked the hotel operator for Gloria’s office. When Gloria’s secretary picked up the phone and I identified myself, she immediately put my call through. 
 
      
 
    “Well Robert, I am glad that you made it in today without any problems” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I did. I got in about a half hour ago and I am totally blown away by the wonderful suite which you arranged for me. Thank you so very much Ma’am” 
 
      
 
    As soon as I had said the word ‘Ma’am’ I hoped that no one was listening in on our conversation.  
 
      
 
    Gloria however maintained a very businesslike persona and said “You are quite welcomed Robert. I notified the front desk that all charges to your account are being handled by the Convention Services Department. I had the bar in the suite stocked up and you can also feel free to use room service if you desire. I hope that you enjoy your stay with us and that your conference is a huge success” 
 
      
 
    She then suggested that I come down to her office in about fifteen minutes so that she could take me around and introduce me to all of the relevant staff who would be working on my Conference such as the Banquet Manager, the Head Chef, the Maintenance Technicians, Audio Visual Manager, Security Manager, and the Director of Housekeeping. 
 
      
 
    After I went down to meet Gloria, we spent about two hours meeting with all of staff and touring the Grand Ballroom which would be used for the General Session, the Main Ballroom where all the Vendor Displays would be set up, and the meeting rooms which would be used for seminar sessions and the Hospitality Hours. 
 
      
 
    When we were walking back towards the lobby after our tour and we were alone, Gloria said “I have to get home right on time tonight”. Then with an evil grin, she said “But maybe I’ll pay you a visit tomorrow night!” 
 
      
 
    I had dinner in one of the hotel restaurants and then went up to the suite where I made myself a drink and watched a few television shows before retiring early. I knew that the next day would be an extremely busy one for me since the attendees would be arriving from all over the country and all the vendors would be setting up their display booths. 
 
      
 
    I was up early the next morning, and the day was even busier and crazier than I thought it would be but by 4 pm everything was set up and ready for the opening session which would take place the next morning. 
 
      
 
    Before going up to my room, I stopped by Gloria’s office to let her know that all of the set up in the ballrooms and meeting rooms had gone well. Her secretary informed me however that Gloria had to leave early for some personal business but that she would be back in the next morning. I thanked her and took the elevator up to my suite, thinking that I would probably just relax and call room service for my dinner. 
 
      
 
    As I entered the suite, I noticed from the foyer that there was a bottle of wine in an ice bucket on the dining room table. Then my eyes were drawn to one of the dining room chairs where I saw that Gloria’s blazer and skirt had been placed and I also saw her high heel pumps on the floor next to the chair. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even process that, Gloria came out of the bedroom, and I am sure that my eyes popped out of my head, and I said something not very intelligent like “Holy Mackerel!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria stood there in a clinging total body black latex outfit with laces which were not tied very tightly all the way up the front. As a result, a good portion of her beautiful and abundant breasts were on display behind the laces. She looked even taller than normal because she was wearing a pair of black leather platform boots that had skyscraper stiletto heels and the gorgeous boots laced all the way up above her knees. 
 
      
 
    As if she didn’t look dominant enough already, the Black Leather Cat o’ Nine Tails Whip which she held in her hand definitely conveyed the message that Gloria meant business. When she finally spoke, Gloria said “Well slave, do you like my newest outfit?” 
 
      
 
    I quickly dropped down onto my knees on the marble floor and said “Yes Ma’am. I think that you look absolutely breathtaking!” 
 
      
 
    When Gloria crossed the living room and headed to where I was kneeling, it dawned on me that she had not called me ‘Robert’ but had called me ‘Slave’. I didn’t have to wait long to find out what precipitated the change. 
 
      
 
    As she towered over me, Gloria pushed my head down and I immediately began kissing and licking her incredible boots. She then said “I will not be addressing you as ‘Robert’ any longer. Since you have served me relatively well over the past few months, I have decided to give you the honor of being my slave and you will always address me as ‘Mistress’. Do you understand slave?” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my mouth up temporarily from Gloria’s boots and said, “Yes Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then said “Good. I am glad that we understand each other. Now slave, I just purchased this outfit and these boots from my favorite store which you recently visited with me. I want you to use that tongue of yours and make sure that you lick every inch of my boots until they shine. Now get that tongue moving a little faster!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately picked up the pace of licking Gloria’s incredible boots, working my tongue all over the top of each boot as well as working my way up and down the length of the boots from the stiletto heels to where the boots covered her knees. 
 
      
 
     It was a much more daunting task than worshipping a pair of high heel pumps. Just when I thought that my tongue couldn’t take much more, Gloria said “That will do for now. It appears that my boots are shining nicely. Now, I want you to remove your clothes and get naked!” 
 
      
 
    I stood up and started to head to the bedroom to get undressed, but I was quickly stopped by Gloria who said “You don’t need to go anywhere. Just take off all of your clothes here right now!” 
 
      
 
    Once I had removed all of my clothes, Gloria said “You may go open the bottle of wine now and pour each of us a glass”. 
 
      
 
    I went over to the ice bucket, opened the bottle of wine, poured two glasses, and presented one to Gloria who said, “I feel like a toast is in order to commemorate our new Mistress/slave relationship!” 
 
      
 
    We clinked our glasses and toasted each other, and after I had only taken a few sips of the wine, Gloria said “Now slave, I want you to go over there and face the marble column and press your body up against it” 
 
      
 
    While I was complying with Gloria’s order, I noticed that she went over to her big black bag and took out a pair of handcuffs. When she returned to me, she said “Wrap your arms around the column and hug it!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as I did as she had commanded, Gloria locked the handcuffs onto my wrists, and I was bound helplessly to the marble column. Pleased with my vulnerable situation, she said “I chose this suite specifically for you because I knew that I could put these columns to good use. I think that every new slave needs to receive an initiation whipping as a welcoming present from his Mistress”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then ran her hands first all over my back, and then and up and down my legs. When she slid her hand between my legs and took hold of my cock and balls, she said “Very nice slave. You are doing a good job of keeping yourself hairless like I insisted you do. Since that pleases me, I will reward you. I was going to give you twenty five lashes with my new whip for your initiation. But now, I’ll only give you twenty!” 
 
      
 
    As she drew her arm back and tested the Cat o’ Nine Tails by whipping one of the dining room chairs, Gloria said “You know what I expect slave. You will count out each lash from my whip and thank me for each lash you receive!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as the first strike of Gloria’s whip made contact with my back, I cried out, but quickly regained my composure and said “One. Thank You Ma’am”. 
 
      
 
    The minute I uttered those words, I realized my mistake and I tried to apologize but it was too late. Gloria said “So, you’ve forgotten your new status already slave. Have you? Well, this should help you remember!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria struck me across my shoulder blades with her whip so hard that I saw stars and I started crying. I didn’t even notice her going over to her black bag until she shoved the penis gag into my mouth and buckled it tightly behind my head and said “We will just have to forget about you counting out the lashes. I’ll have to do that myself. I am afraid that you are going to make so much noise that someone out in the hall will hear you screaming”. 
 
      
 
    Then without another word, Gloria began whipping every inch of my back, my ass, and the top of my thighs as I continued to scream louder and louder into my gag and tears ran down my face profusely. I was so relieved when I finally heard Gloria say “Twenty”, that I slumped down and knelt at the base of the marble column. The handcuffs were the only thing that kept me from falling over onto the floor in a blubbering heap. 
 
      
 
    Gloria went into the hall bathroom to retrieve some items and when she returned, she told me to stand up. She then removed the penis gag from my mouth and wiped the tears from my face with a warm washcloth. She then gently rubbed lotion all over my back, ass, and thighs and said, “Well slave, you’ll have the red whip marks from your initiation ceremony for a while”. Then with a little laugh, she said “I would just stay away from the indoor pool during the rest of your stay here at the hotel!” 
 
      
 
    I thanked Gloria for the kindness which she had just shown to me, as she unlocked the handcuffs and released me from the marble column. Then she told me that she was famished so she picked up the phone and called room service. She proceeded to order Surf and Turf Dinners for both of us and without consulting me, she told them how she wanted the steaks prepared. 
 
      
 
    When there was a knock on the door about thirty minutes later, Gloria told me to put on one of the plush hotel robes and answer the door while she waited in the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t need anyone from the hotel staff seeing me up here with you. You go ahead and let him set everything up on the dining room table for us”. 
 
      
 
    After the room service waiter left, Gloria and I sat down to the delectable dinner which she had ordered. Quite a sight to behold. Gloria in her black latex Dominatrix outfit and me in my bathrobe. 
 
      
 
    When we were finished with the delicious meal, I put all the dishes on the serving cart and pushed it out into the hallway so that no one would disturb us. We then relaxed in the living room while we finished off the bottle of wine until Gloria stood up and told me to follow her into the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    She sat down in one of the plush armchairs and told me to remove my robe and get down on my knees naked in front of her, saying “These new boots are starting to kill me. You may take them off of me now slave”. 
 
      
 
    I untied the laces at the top of Gloria’s right boot and began loosening the laces, working my way down towards her ankles until I was able to remove the boot from her foot. I then repeated the same process on her left boot until I had also removed it. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I had removed her boots, Gloria said, “Slave, you need to give my feet, toes, and legs a good massage now and make sure that you do a good job and give me some relief since I wore those beautiful boots just for you!” 
 
      
 
    For the next half hour while Gloria sat back in the chair, I massaged her feet, kneaded her toes, and worked my way up and down from her toes to her knees, while she emitted sighs of contentment. When she was completely relaxed and satisfied with the job I had done, she stood up and said “Go over to the bed and lie down on your back slave” 
 
      
 
    Once I had done what she ordered, Gloria came over to me, locked one of my wrists into the handcuffs, pulled the chain behind the post of the brass headboard and locked the handcuffs onto my other wrist. 
 
      
 
    While I laid there helplessly on the bed, Gloria began working her way out of the tight latex outfit and I was treated to a wonderful sight since she did not have anything on underneath that black latex garment. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then climbed up onto the bed, placed her pussy down over my mouth, and said “I need some serious pleasure tonight slave!” 
 
      
 
    I went to work caressing Gloria’s clitoris with my tongue and mouth for the longest time until she started rocking back and forth on my face. Then I began sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy while I continued sucking and licking her. It wasn’t long at all before Gloria started moaning and pressing her pussy down harder against my mouth until she let out a passionate scream and she experienced a long and pleasurable orgasm.  
 
      
 
    After she came back down to earth, Gloria lifted herself up off of my face and moved down and straddled my groin area. She picked up a condom and slid it down over my cock and then buried the entire length of my cock into her pussy. As she moved up and down on my cock, I became more and more excited. Then Gloria placed her fingers around both of my nipples and squeezed them tightly while she tightened the walls of her pussy around my cock. It only took a couple of minutes before my cock exploded filling the condom with an enormous amount of cum. 
 
      
 
    When it was obvious to her that my orgasm was complete, Gloria rolled off of me, gave me a kiss, and climbed under the covers. She told me to make sure that I called the front desk to arrange a 6 am wakeup call so that we could be downstairs in the morning in time to check for any last minute details which needed to be addressed before the 9 am General Session. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we received the wakeup call in the morning, Gloria jumped into the shower first and when she was finished, I took my turn in the bathroom. By the time that I came back into the bedroom, Gloria had already gotten dressed in her business attire and she was packing her bag. She soon headed out the door to the elevator and after I finished getting ready, I went downstairs about a half hour later. 
 
      
 
    At 9 am the General Session started, and I welcomed all the attendees to the Conference, gave a fifteen minute overview of what was happening in our business, and then I introduced the CEO of my company who talked for about an hour. The rest of the morning was filled with speeches by different dignitaries from our industry and then we broke for lunch at noon. 
 
      
 
    After lunch, everyone headed to the Main ballroom where all the vendor’s exhibits were set up so that the attendees could see the latest equipment innovations and speak one on one with specialists in each segment of our industry. 
 
      
 
    Gloria checked in with me late in the afternoon to see if I needed anything since she was getting ready to leave for the day and to also wish me good luck with the evening cocktail parties which were going to take place in the hospitality rooms. I spent the evening going from one hospitality room to the next socializing with the conference attendees and vendors. 
 
      
 
    The second day of the Conference followed the same schedule as the first day, and once again I only saw Gloria for maybe ten minutes during the entire day. 
 
      
 
    On the morning of the third day, we closed the Conference with a three hour General Session and then while the vendors began tearing down their exhibits, the attendees started checking out of the hotel and rushing to their travel arrangements. While I was overseeing everything, my immediate supervisor came up to me and congratulated me on how smoothly everything had gone and to express his great pleasure with the overall Conference. He then told me that he was going to put me in for a bonus for the job which I had done, and he told me to take the rest of the week off to rest and recharge.  
 
      
 
    By 2 pm all of the exhibits were torn down and most of the attendees had left the hotel. I walked down to Gloria’s office to thank her for all of her help, but her secretary told me that she had already left for the day. The secretary informed me that all of the charges for the conference would be compiled and that she would be sending the bill to my office in approximately one week for me to review. I thanked her and then I took the elevator up to my suite and started packing my bags. I figured that I would beat the rush hour traffic in the city without any problem and that I would probably be home in my apartment by 5 pm. 
 
      
 
    Then the phone on the desk in the suite rang …... 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
     I Receive the “Fateful Phone Call” 
 
      
 
    I picked up the phone, said ‘Hello’ and I was surprised to hear Gloria on the other end of the line say “Slave, will you be leaving the hotel soon?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress. I was just getting ready to head down to the front desk and check out now” 
 
      
 
    “Good. There are two things which I need you to do when you leave the hotel. You might want to get a piece of paper and a pen so that you can write down what I have to say”. 
 
      
 
    There was a pad of paper and a pen next to the phone on the desk, so I told Gloria that I was ready to listen to what she had to say. 
 
      
 
    “Slave, the first thing I want you to do is to stop by your bank and get $400. After you have the money, I want you to meet me at the following address at exactly 5 pm”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then gave me an address which was on West 18th Street in Lower Manhattan. As soon as I had written down the address, I said “Mistress, can you please tell me why you want me to get $400 out of my bank account, and why you want me to meet you at that address?” 
 
      
 
    I could hear Gloria sigh, and then in an authoritarian voice, she said “Slave, I had hoped that by now you had learned not question me when I tell you to do something. You will fully understand when you meet me at 5 pm. Make sure that you bring the money and don’t be late!” 
 
      
 
    I hesitated for a minute while I realized that it was best not to argue with Gloria on the phone, so I said “Yes Mistress. I will do exactly what you told me to do”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria said, “Very good slave”, and she hung up on the call before I could say anything else. 
 
      
 
    I checked the phone book to see where the closest Chase Bank was located and saw that there was one which was only 5 blocks from the hotel. Then I picked up my bags and headed down to the front desk to check out of the suite and I was informed that all of my charges were being taken care of by the hotel. I thanked the clerk and headed to my car in the parking lot so that I could drive over to the Chase Bank. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I was able to find a parking spot on the street close to the bank. I withdrew the $400 which Gloria had told me to get, put it in an envelope and placed it into the pocket of my sportscoat. Then I headed down to the lower West Side. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at the address which Gloria had given to me and I had parked on the street, I double checked the address against what I had written down on the piece of note paper because the building with that address was some type of a stainless steel products distribution business. I couldn’t figure out for the life of me why Gloria wanted me to meet her at that location. 
 
      
 
    I was even more bewildered when I entered the reception area of the business and saw a display of stainless steel products which the company produced consisting of bowls, plates, flatware, roasting pans, and many other items. 
 
      
 
    When the receptionist greeted me and asked if she could help me, I told her that I was not exactly sure because I was supposed to meet someone there at 5 pm. She asked me if by chance, I was supposed to meet a woman named Gloria. When I told her yes, I was, she informed me that Gloria was waiting for me, and she directed me to a small conference room down the hall. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I entered the conference room, I saw Gloria sitting at the table sipping a drink. She looked up at me and said “Slave, close and lock the door so that no one disturbs us while we are talking and then come sit down here”. 
 
      
 
    I did exactly as Gloria told me to do and when I sat down at the table next to her, she asked “Did you bring the money like I instructed?” 
 
      
 
    When I told her that I did, she held out her hand to me. I took the envelope containing the $400 out of my coat pocket and handed it to her and she placed it in her purse. Then she said, “I am sure that you are wondering why we are meeting here at this business”. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and trying to add a little levity to the situation, said “I guess we are going to buy some stainless steel pots and pans”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria smiled and said “Well, not quite. But we are going to buy something made out of stainless steel!” 
 
      
 
    Before I could ask her what we were going to buy, Gloria said “Slave, I’ve done quite a bit of thinking about our relationship, and I feel that I need to take the necessary steps to ensure that I and only I control your cock and your orgasms”. 
 
      
 
    I was obviously caught off guard by that comment, but Gloria quickly went on to explain that her good friend Linda had recommended the owner of this company to her. Evidently, he was a master craftsman at working with stainless steel and he produced custom stainless steel chastity cages, not as part of the regular business but on the side for select recommended customers. Linda had locked her husband up in a chastity cage about nine months ago and she was totally thrilled with the improvement that it had made in her married life and the control which she now exerted over her husband. 
 
      
 
    “So, you see slave, we are going to meet with Wilhelm the owner and make arrangements to have a chastity cage custom made for you so that I will never have to worry about your dedication and loyalty to me” 
 
      
 
    I could not believe what I was hearing. I shook my head and said “Mistress, you do not need to worry about my loyalty. You are the only woman who I am seeing, and I would never cheat on you”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria sighed and said “That might be true at this time slave, but I know how men are, and things could change in the future. I also know that you are cheating on me right now in a manner of speaking by masturbating without my permission. Is that not true slave?” 
 
      
 
    I lowered my head since I couldn’t deny that I had masturbated many times since I first met Gloria. She just smiled and said “Just as I thought slave. Well, we will never have to worry about that again once we get your cock locked up in a chastity cage and I alone have the keys to unlock it!” 
 
      
 
    I thought the whole idea was crazy and I was becoming more flustered by the minute and said “Gloria … I mean Mistress. I don’t want to have my cock locked up in some type of chastity cage. How will I ever have an orgasm?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria patted my hand and said “Slave, you don’t need to worry about that. I will make sure that you get all the orgasms which I feel you need”. 
 
      
 
    I still was not comfortable with the fact that Gloria wanted to lock up my cock in some type of stainless steel prison, so I said “Mistress, I don’t think that I can let you do it. I really don’t want to be locked up in a chastity cage”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria frowned and after a long silence said “Here is the way that it is going to be slave. Either you agree to wear a chastity cage for me, or we will part ways here and now. If I walk out that door, you will never hear from me again and I will have nothing to do with you. Do you understand what I am saying?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t believe what I had just heard. I did not want to have my cock locked up in a chastity cage, but I knew that I absolutely did not want to lose Gloria. She was the most beautiful, sexy, and dominant woman who I had ever met, and I knew that if I lost her, I would never meet someone like her again. 
 
      
 
    Finally, knowing that I could not allow Gloria to walk out of my life, I said “Ok Mistress. I will agree to having you lock me up in a chastity cage”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria smiled, stood up, headed for the door, and said “We’ve kept Wilhelm waiting long enough. Let’s go see him now”. 
 
      
 
    We went back out to the receptionist area and Gloria told the woman behind the desk that we were ready to meet with Wilhelm. The receptionist picked up the phone, dialed an extension, said something to the person on the other end, and a few minutes later a middle-aged man with long hair tied back into a ponytail came out to greet us. 
 
      
 
    When he introduced himself to us, it was obvious that his accent was very German. He led Gloria and I back to his office, where he closed and locked the door. 
 
      
 
    Addressing Gloria, Wilhelm said “So, I understand that your friend Linda recommended that you come and see me? 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Linda is very pleased with the chastity cage you made for her husband, and she has nothing but nice things to say about you and your workmanship”. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm smiled and said “That makes me very happy. Now, let’s see if I can please you as much as I did your friend”. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm walked over to his desk and picked up two different stainless steel chastity devices which he had made, held them up to Gloria and explained that the steel bars which ran the length of the devices totally prevented the slave from masturbating or having sex. The openings between the bars however, while narrow allowed the penis to be properly cleaned in the shower so there was never any need to remove the device. He then pointed out the major difference between the two chastity devices. The first one used a padlock to secure the cage portion to the ring portion while the second chastity device used an imbedded security screw to hold the cage portion to the ring. 
 
      
 
    While I stood there listening, Wilhelm totally ignored me, and explained to Gloria that he personally did not like the device which utilized a padlock since the slave could always have the padlock cut off and could then escape from the chastity device. 
 
      
 
    “Some of my clients prefer the device with a padlock strictly for the visual look so I produce what my clients want but I would strongly encourage you to go with a chastity device which utilizes a security screw and then there will be no way to remove the device without the special keys which I will give to you”. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm picked up a key from his desk and handed it to Gloria and said “This is what the special key looks like. Every key is unique. It is the only way to remove the security set screw. If someone tries to use a screwdriver or other tool to remove the security screw, they will damage the head of the screw and then there will be no way to remove the chastity device. If you decide on this type of device, I will give you two keys and then I will destroy the mold so that there will be no way to get additional keys to open the chastity device”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria liked the second chastity device and told Wilhelm that yes, she wanted the device which utilized the imbedded security screw. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm then talked to Gloria about the ring. He said that after he took his measurements, he preferred to make the ring as tight as possible without cutting off circulation to prevent the possibility of a testicle being slipped through the ring. He held his pinky finger up and said that nothing larger than the tip of a pinky finger should be able to slip through the ring. 
 
      
 
    He also handed the chastity device to Gloria and pointed out to her a special feature which he incorporated into the ring on every chastity device he produced. He showed her how the front of the ring was raised high like a little wall which fit behind the balls and acted as a pull out deterrent. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm smiled and said, “With a nice tight ring combined with my anti-pullout deterrent, there is no way that your slave will be able to get his balls out of the device”. 
 
      
 
    Lastly Wilhelm explained to Gloria about the length of the penis cage itself. He strongly recommended that the end of the cage fit right up against the head of the penis when it was flaccid. 
 
      
 
    He further explained by saying “The penis cage might look too short and tight to people but that is what you really want to prevent all erections. Also, by positioning the head of the penis right up against the end of the cage, the slave’s pee hole will line up with the opening at the end of the cage. I should mention however, that your slave will probably not be able to urinate standing up once he is locked in the cage without making a mess. Slaves usually have to sit down on the toilet to urinate just like their Mistress does”. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm asked Gloria if she had any questions and she wanted to know how long it would take to produce the chastity cage. He explained that he made chastity cages as a hobby – sort of the love of his life, and that he only worked on them at night and on the weekends. Therefore, it would take approximately a month, but he could possibly have the cage ready sooner depending on his workload. 
 
      
 
    He further explained that the $400 fee for the cage was nonrefundable since it was a custom project, but he would make as many adjustments to the device as necessary to make sure that Gloria was happy with it. 
 
      
 
    When Wilhelm asked Gloria if she wanted to proceed, she reached into her purse, took out the envelope with the $400 and handed it to him.  
 
      
 
    He placed the envelope on his desk and said “Great. Let’s get started. While I go get some things, I need you to have your slave get totally undressed”. 
 
      
 
    He then asked Gloria if she would have a pair of handcuffs available, and when she told him that she had a pair in her handbag, he said “Wonderful. I’d really like you to handcuff your slave’s wrists behind his back so that there is no way that he can interfere with me when I am doing my measurements”. 
 
      
 
    While Wilhelm left to go get the necessary items, Gloria made me strip completely naked and then she locked my wrists behind my back with her handcuffs. 
 
      
 
    When Wilhelm returned, I noticed that he had a bucket of ice, a cloth tape measurer, and what appeared to be a caliper. He told me that I needed to spread my legs and keep them spread. Then he placed a good bit of ice in a plastic baggie and said “First, I need to get a good set of measurements while your slave’s cock is flaccid”. He then proceeded to hold the bag of ice up against my cock and balls and I gave out a little yelp as I was shocked by the sudden coldness against my genitals. 
 
      
 
    He held the bag of ice against me until he was satisfied that my cock was totally flaccid. Then he began measuring it with the cloth tape measurer and noted his measurement on a pad of paper. He then wrapped the tape measurer around my balls and took note of that measurement first before closing the jaws of the caliper around my balls and taking a second set of measurements. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm then turned to Gloria and said “I like to take at least two complete sets of measurements at least fifteen minutes apart. While we wait, would you like to join me in the lounge for a cup of coffee? It will give you a chance to ask me any other questions which are on your mind, and I can give you some tips on the best way of putting the chastity cage onto your slave”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria said that she would like that, so they both left for the employee lounge, leaving me standing there naked with my arms cuffed behind my back. I kept looking up at the clock on the wall to see how much time had elapsed and twenty five minutes passed before the door finally opened and Wilhelm and Gloria returned. 
 
      
 
    Wilhelm then repeated the whole process all over again starting with a fresh freezing bag of ice on my cock and balls.  He took all of his measurements and compared them to the first set which he had taken. Then he finally said to Gloria “Ok, it looks like I have everything that I need. As soon as the chastity cage is ready, I will give you a call so that you can come and pick it up”. 
 
      
 
    When he left the office, Gloria released my wrists from the handcuffs and allowed me to get dressed. We walked outside together, and Gloria gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and said “Slave, you just made me very happy. I can’t wait for your new device to be ready. In the meantime, pick me up on Saturday night at 6 pm. We’ll grab some dinner and then go back to your place, and I’ll reward you for pleasing me today”. 
 
      
 
    I asked Gloria if she needed a ride anywhere, but she told me that her car was parked right around the corner, so I jumped into my car and started the slow trek home. I had known that this was going to be a busy week because of the Conference but never in a million years would I have imagined that my week would include me being measured for a stainless steel chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    I followed my boss’s instructions and took the next two days off from work. I caught up on my technical reading, watched some tv programs, and took quite a few naps. Between having gone non-stop with the Conference and also serving Gloria, I was a lot more tired than I realized. When I looked at myself in front of the full length mirror, I saw that the red whip marks had faded a little bit, but they were still very visible on my back, ass, and thighs, just like Gloria had told me they would be. I sincerely hoped that when I picked up Gloria on Saturday night, she would leave her Cat o’ Nine Tails Whip at home. 
 
      
 
    I arrived at Gloria’s house right at 6 pm on Saturday night and as soon as I rang the doorbell, Gloria opened the door. She had changed her appearance somewhat by putting her long blonde hair up in a bun on the back of her head and she looked awesome wearing a sheer black silk blouse, red leather pencil skirt, red fishnet stockings, and high heel black leather pumps.  
 
    I started to say, “You look incredible Mistress”, but I caught myself when I saw Gloria’s mother sitting in the living room watching the television, and I quickly said, “You look incredible tonight Gloria”. 
 
      
 
    She smiled at the gaffe which I almost made and said “Thank you Robert. Come in and say hello for a minute to my mom”. 
 
      
 
    I exchanged pleasantries with Gloria’s mom for a few minutes until Gloria picked up a large red leather handbag and said “Ok Robert. I’m ready to go and I’m hungry”. 
 
      
 
    After she slid into the car seat, Gloria said “Boy slave, you almost blew it there”. 
 
      
 
    Then she laughed and said “It probably would not have shocked my mother at all. I honestly believe that she dominated my father their entire married life. I can remember hearing what sounded like my father being whipped by her some nights and then there were the handcuffs and blindfold which I found in her nightstand one time when I was looking for something in her room when she wasn’t home. So now you know where I probably got my Dominatrix genes from!” 
 
      
 
    I laughed at the thought of Gloria’s mother wielding a whip as I put the car into gear and headed to the steakhouse which was halfway between Gloria’s house and my apartment. I opened the car door for Gloria when we arrived at the restaurant and when she swung her legs out first and started to slide out of the seat, her red leather skirt rode all the way up on her thighs and I realized that the red fishnets were not pantyhose but were thigh high stockings. I also noticed that I did not see any sign of panties between those gorgeous thighs of hers. 
 
      
 
    We had a very nice dinner. The steaks were succulent, the service was great, and Gloria was in an exuberant mood. She said that the only thing which was weighing on her mind was the fact that her mother had announced that she planned to move soon to Indiana to live with her sister. This was going to necessitate Gloria figuring out how to tighten up her budget since her mom was paying a portion of the monthly housing expenses. 
 
      
 
    Gloria sighed and said, “I really wish that my mother wasn’t moving out and I will miss her company, but I fully understand that she wants the companionship of someone more her age on a daily basis”. 
 
      
 
    Then with a big smile, Gloria said “After my mom leaves, I’ll have to move my slave into her room!” 
 
      
 
    I did not know if Gloria was kidding or not, but obviously the idea of me giving up my apartment and moving in with her would require that I give the situation a lot of thought, since it would alter my life drastically. 
 
      
 
    We finished our meal and as we were sipping our coffee, Gloria reached down into her handbag and took something out. When the coast was clear, she then said “Slave, open you hand”. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I did, she handed me a pair of alligator nipple clamps, and said “Go into the men’s room and put these on, and make sure that you tighten them up all the way!” 
 
      
 
    I could not believe what Gloria had just asked me to do, so I said “Mistress, if I put these on, will I be allowed to take them off before I have to drive home?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria chuckled and said “I doubt it slave. Do not worry. I will take them off of you sometime when we get back to your apartment!” 
 
      
 
    I went into the men’s room and went into the stall which was the farthest from the door. I took my sports coat off, opened my shirt, and snapped the alligator clamps onto my nipples. The pain I felt was instant and severe, but I knew that I had to tighten them up or Gloria would be displeased, so I turned the knobs on each of the clamps and increased my suffering even more. 
 
      
 
    When I returned to our table, I saw that the waiter had left the bill, so I quickly paid it, and then Gloria and I headed out to my car. As soon as we were both in the car, Gloria reached over, opened the front of my shirt, and checked the nipple clamps, and said “Very good slave. It looks like they are nice and tight!” 
 
      
 
    By the time that we arrived at my apartment, I wanted to cry from the pain which I was experiencing, and I begged Gloria to remove the nipple clamps. She just shook her head and said, “All in due time!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as we entered my apartment, Gloria sat down in the armchair, and said “I really do not feel like wine tonight. Do you have any liquors or cordials?” 
 
      
 
    I told her that I had a brand new bottle of Amaretto that I hadn’t opened yet, and she said “That sounds perfect. Pour me a glass and bring it to me!” 
 
      
 
    I hung my sportscoat over a chair in the kitchen, retrieved the Amaretto and poured a glass for Gloria. When I handed it to her, she said “You can go ahead and get naked now, and then get down on your knees and worship my shoes!” 
 
      
 
    I swiftly removed all of my clothing, dropped to my knees, and began licking and kissing every inch of Gloria’s high heel pumps. While I worshipped her shoes, she sipped her drink and frequently pulled on the chain connected to my nipple clamps, intensifying the pain my poor nipples were enduring. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria was content with the job that I had done on her shoes, she removed the clamps from my nipples causing me incredible pain as the blood rushed back into my teats. I was quickly distracted however because Gloria pulled her leather skirt up around her waist, spread her legs, slid forward on the chair, and said, “You can put your mouth and tongue to work now pleasuring me slave!” 
 
      
 
    I did not hesitate for a moment. I immediately placed my head between her legs, brought my mouth to her pussy and began sucking and licking her clitoris. I then slipped my tongue into her pussy while continuing to suck on her love button. It did not take long at all before Gloria started moaning and pulled my head tighter against her pussy. A few moments later, she squeezed her legs around my head and held me tightly while she enjoyed a long pleasurable orgasm. 
 
      
 
    When she finally regained her self-control, Gloria took a sip of her Amaretto and said “Slave, go into the bedroom, lay on the bed on your back, and wait for me!” 
 
      
 
    I laid on the bed for ten or fifteen minutes waiting for her before Gloria entered the bedroom and told me to raise my arms above my head. As soon as I did, she placed her handcuffs on my wrists and secured me to one of the posts on the headboard. 
 
      
 
    Then as I laid there helplessly, Gloria began doing an incredibly sexy strip tease driving me crazy. First, she pulled the hair stick out of the bun on her head allowing her long blonde hair to cascade down across her shoulders. Then she slowly unbuttoned her black silk blouse and allowed it to fall to the floor before doing the same thing with her red leather skirt. She then ran her hands all over her red bra slowly massaging her bountiful breasts before reaching behind her, unbuttoning the clasp on the bra, and allowing the bra to also fall to the floor. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then wearing only her fishnet stockings and high heels climbed up on the bed and straddled my legs right below my knees. She slowly began caressing my cock and balls until she had me rock hard. Then she began flicking her tongue all over the tip of my cock while she held both of my balls in her hands. 
 
      
 
    When she had me totally aroused and I was moaning, Gloria then took the entire length of my cock into her mouth, and she began sliding her mouth up and down the shaft getting me more excited second by second. Before I even realized that I had reached the point of no return, my cock exploded sending one stream after another of my cum into Gloria’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    As soon as my orgasm was complete, I immediately became terrified as I remembered what Gloria had told me she would do to me if I ever came in her mouth. I quickly started apologizing and explaining that it had all happened so fast that I did not have a chance to control myself. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria did not say a word, I realized that she had a mouthful of my cum. She proceeded to slide up onto my chest and when she brought her mouth down towards mine, I knew what she planned to do. I closed my mouth which obviously was the wrong thing to do. Gloria put her hand on my nose and squeezed my nostrils together extremely tight. She continued holding my nose shut until I finally had to open my mouth to breath. At that point, she allowed all of the cum in her mouth to drip into my mouth and then for good measure she added some of her saliva into my mouth. 
 
      
 
    As I laid there swallowing my cum and Gloria’s saliva, she got up off the bed and went into the bathroom where I could soon hear her gargling and washing up. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria came back into the bedroom, she retrieved her riding crop, and she began delivering blow after severe blow across my chest and my thighs. She continued striking me with the riding crop until tears were running down my face, and I was begging for mercy. 
 
      
 
    When she finally stopped hitting me, Gloria said “I do not want to head home tonight, but that does not mean that I am letting you off easy. You need to be punished for what you did, so you can stay just like you are handcuffed to the bed all night, and you better hope that I want to release you in the morning!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately tried to apologize again, but before I even had a chance, Gloria walked out of the bedroom and went into the living room. It sounded like she poured herself a drink and then I heard the television come on. I laid there handcuffed to the bed for hours while she was watching various television shows. When she finally shut off the television, Gloria came into the bedroom, removed her stockings and heels, shut off the light on the nightstand, and climbed naked into bed under the covers. 
 
      
 
    I tried to say good night and that I once again was sorry, but Gloria ignored me. She just turned the other way and settled into her pillow. I was still awake due to my uncomfortable position when she fell asleep, and it was quite a while later before I dozed off to sleep. I kept waking up however during the night because my arms kept cramping up on me being handcuffed like they were over my head. A few hours later, I also realized that I needed to go to the bathroom and relieve myself, but I was apprehensive about waking Gloria up. 
 
      
 
    When the sun finally started to come up, I just could not hold it any longer, and I started calling out to Gloria letting her know that I had to use the bathroom before I had an accident in the bed. Without saying a word to me, she got up, retrieved the key to the handcuffs and unlocked one of the cuffs. As soon as I stood up however, she locked my wrists together in front of me. Then she climbed back into bed. 
 
      
 
    After I had used the bathroom, I tried to stretch the stiffness out of my arms, and then I pulled on a pair of shorts, went into the kitchen, and put on a pot of coffee. I drank a few cups of coffee and then I finally heard Gloria stirring. She must have searched through the drawers in my bureau for something to throw on because when she came out to the kitchen, she was wearing one of my long t-shirts and nothing else. 
 
      
 
    I asked Gloria if I could pour her a cup of coffee and a glass of orange juice, and she said that would be nice. I also offered to make her breakfast, but she said that all she wanted was some toast with her coffee and juice. 
 
      
 
    As we sat there at the kitchen table, I once again told Gloria how sorry I was about what happened the night before and I asked her to please accept my apology. 
 
      
 
    She was quiet for a while and then she finally said “Slave, your apology is accepted. I want you to know however that my mouth will never make contact with your cock again!” 
 
      
 
    Then after giving it some additional thought, Gloria said “It is not appropriate anyway for a Mistress to put her mouth on a slave’s cock, so I am partly at blame for what happened last night. Let us just move on and forget it!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria told me that she could not linger very long because she wanted to get home and spend some time with her mother, especially now that she knew her mother would be moving out in the near future. As soon as we finished our light breakfast, we got our showers, got dressed and headed out to the car for the drive back to Gloria’s house. 
 
      
 
    After we arrived at Gloria’s house, she gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek and said that she would see me the following weekend. As it turned out, Gloria’s mother had to fly out to Indianna for a few days to make some arrangements for her upcoming move, so Gloria suggested that I come over to her house on Saturday night for dinner. 
 
      
 
    On Saturday night, I was pleasantly surprised to find that Gloria was a great cook, and she outdid herself making an impressive Lasagna along with garlic bread and a wonderful salad for dinner. I could not compliment her enough on her culinary skills. After I cleared the table and I helped her with the dishes, Gloria led me up to her bedroom where she told me to strip naked and get on my knees in front of the chair which was situated in the corner of her bedroom. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I was kneeling there naked, Gloria sat down in the chair, lifted up her skirt, showing me that she was not wearing any panties, and said “You can thank me for that dinner now by giving me some pleasure with your mouth and tongue! 
 
      
 
    I immediately placed my head between Gloria’s spread legs and proceeded to pleasure her for the longest time before she compressed her thighs tightly around my head and enjoyed a lengthy orgasm. 
 
      
 
    She then ordered me up onto her bed on my back and using her handcuffs she then secured me to the brass headboard. Gloria took a condom out of her nightstand, climbed up onto the bed, straddled my legs, and slid the condom down over my cock. She began kissing me and playing with my nipples, getting me totally aroused, and I thought for sure that we were going to make love, but instead, her hand then began masturbating my cock. Gloria’s tongue started probing my mouth as she kissed me long and hard, and her hand slid up and down my cock faster and faster. It did not take long at all before my cock exploded, filling the condom with my cum. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then unlocked the handcuffs, releasing me from the bed, and said “I would love for you to stay over tonight but I have to get a good night’s sleep because I have to be up at dawn to go hiking with some of my girlfriends in the morning. Next time you will get to spend the night”. 
 
      
 
    I went into the bathroom, cleaned myself up, got dressed, gave Gloria a kiss, told her that I would see her the following Saturday night, and I headed home. 
 
      
 
    On Friday afternoon, however Gloria called me at my office and told me that instead of going out for dinner on Saturday night, she would drive down to my apartment since her mother had returned from Indianna, and that it was my turn to make dinner for the two of us. She also told me that she had a surprise in store for me. I told her that was fine and then jested that she would have a chance to sample my world famous cooking. 
 
      
 
    I ran to the store on Saturday buying everything that I needed to make a meat loaf dinner with all the fixings for Gloria and then I cleaned the apartment from top to bottom and started preparing dinner. Right at 6 pm sharp, Gloria rang my doorbell. When I opened the door, her appearance once again took my breath away. Gloria was wearing a small fashionable black leather jacket with three quarter length sleeves and the jacket only partially covered the black leather bustier crop top which accentuated her abundant breasts. Her short black leather skirt highlighted her gorgeous legs which were clad in black stockings, and once again, she was slightly taller than me because of the black leather pumps with sky high stiletto heels which she wore. 
 
      
 
    As I dropped to my knees to worship Gloria’s high heel pumps, I told her that I was running out of superlative words to properly compliment her on her appearance and outfits. She laughed, and said “Well slave, you better work harder at coming up with words that flatter me properly!” 
 
      
 
    When I had worshipped Gloria’s shoes to her satisfaction, she placed the shopping bag which she had brought with her on a chair in the living room and told me not to touch it or try to look at what was in it. 
 
      
 
    After she told me that it was all right for me to stand up, I went and opened a bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon which met with Gloria’s approval and poured both of us a glass. She then said “Slave, I need you to remove all of your clothes. I prefer that my chef is naked while preparing my dinner! 
 
      
 
    I told Gloria that I was afraid that I might burn myself while cooking our dinner if I was naked, and she smiled and said “You do not need to worry about that. I brought the just thing you need to protect your precious assets while you are cooking dinner for us!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then went over to her shopping bag and retrieved a frilly pink apron and held it up to me and said, “Let’s get this onto you so that you can finish our dinner!” 
 
      
 
    Before I could say a word, Gloria slipped the apron over my head and tied it up behind my back, patted my exposed butt, and said, “Let me know when our meal is ready”. Then she went into the living room to relax and sip her wine. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the meat loaf out of the oven, mashed the potatoes, stirred the gravy, tossed the salad, and put the final touches on the table settings, and then informed Gloria that dinner was ready. Everything turned out better than I could have hoped. Gloria loved the meal and paid me great compliments. Then she said “I think that I can get used to having you cook for me. You will work out just fine as a live in slave/chef after my mother moves out!” 
 
      
 
    I did not miss Gloria’s comment which was the second time in a month that she had intimated that I should move in with her as her live in slave after her mother left for Indianna, but instead of acknowledging it, I quickly changed the subject. 
 
      
 
    After I cleared the table, cleaned the dishes and kitchen, and poured Gloria another glass of wine, she had me remove my apron and said “Slave, you can go into the bedroom now and lay on the bed on your back and wait for me. I immediately did as I was told and a few minutes later Gloria came into the room carrying her shopping bag. 
 
      
 
    She removed her leather jacket and skirt and stood in front of me in her in her black leather bustier, black leather garter belt, stockings, and heels with nothing to obstruct my view of her gorgeous pussy. 
 
      
 
    Gloria retrieved the leather cuffs from the drawer in the bureau where we kept our toys, came over to me and buckled the cuffs around my wrists and ankles. She then secured the wrist cuffs to the posts on the headboard of the bed and connected my ankle cuffs together. She grabbed a few more things out of the drawer, and when she came back to me, she pushed the penis gag into my mouth and secured the strap tightly behind my head. That was followed by Gloria snapping the alligator clamps onto my nipples which caused me to cry out immediately. 
 
      
 
    Gloria pulled on the chain connected to the clamps, intensifying the pain in my nipples, and said “You can just go ahead and cry all you want slave. That gag is highly effective at muffling the sound!” 
 
      
 
    She then climbed up onto the bed, straddled my thighs, and slid a condom down over my cock. She ran her hands all over the inside of my thighs and then began massaging my balls. My sheathed cock quickly stood straight up at attention and as soon as it did, Gloria raised herself up and lowered her pussy down onto my cock. 
 
      
 
    Gloria began rocking back and forth on my cock while at the same time pulling on the chain connected to the nipple clamps causing me to experience both pleasure and pain simultaneously. She then in one quick motion, pulled the clamps off, which made me scream into my gag from the pain which shot through my nipples. 
 
      
 
    Before I even had a chance to fully process the burning pain in my nipples, Gloria brought her mouth down onto them and began sucking on them while she increased the rhythm of riding my cock. I could not hold out against the actions of her mouth and her pussy, and I began shooting an enormous load of cum into the rubber. Gloria then enjoyed her orgasm just seconds after I experienced mine. 
 
      
 
    When I calmed down, Gloria reached behind my head, unbuckled the penis gag, and removed it from my mouth. She then lifted herself up off of my cock and removed the condom. While I was stretching my jaw to remove the pressure from having been gagged, I was unprepared for what Gloria did next. She pushed the cum filled condom into my mouth and said “Here is some dessert for you slave since you did not have any after your dinner. Make sure that you suck on it good and get every drop of cum out of that rubber!” 
 
      
 
    While I was dealing with the cum filled condom in my mouth, Gloria separated my ankles and secured each ankle cuff to a post on the footboard of the bed, spreading my legs wide. She then removed the condom from my mouth, held it up to inspect it, and said “Slave, it looks like you did a pretty good job of sucking all of your cum out of the rubber!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then went over to her shopping bag, removed a small box, held it up for me to see, and said “Well slave, are you ready for your major surprise tonight? 
 
      
 
    I could not imagine what Gloria’s surprise could be. That was until she opened the box and took out the shiny stainless steel chastity device. Then my heart sunk, and I immediately had a tough time breathing. Over the last few weeks, I had not thought about the chastity device at all. I guess I had blocked it out of my mind because I did not want to face the fact that sooner or later, it would be ready, and Gloria would then want to lock up my cock. Well, sooner had arrived! 
 
      
 
    Gloria sat on the edge of the bed next to my restrained body, held the chastity device close to my face so that I could get a good look at it, and said “Isn’t it an absolutely beautiful work of art slave? I was so surprised when Wilhelm called me on Thursday and told me that it was ready for pick up. Evidently, things were a little slow for him the last few weeks therefor he was able to get this gem finished for us.” 
 
      
 
    I was so nervous that my voice started cracking as I said “Mistress, I am not so sure that I want you to lock that onto my cock. I will not be able to have an orgasm if you lock me up in that device”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed, and said “Well slave, it is true that you won’t be able to masturbate, but I have already told you that I will make sure that you get all the orgasms which you need!” 
 
      
 
    Then without any further discussion, Gloria took the chastity cage and the box, climbed up onto the bed between my legs, took one of her keys out of the box and separated the cage portion from the ring portion of the chastity device. 
 
      
 
    She then removed a shoelace from the box and said “Wilhelm spent so much time with me the other day giving me tips on the best way to put the cage on you. He told me that the shoelace trick worked wonders”. 
 
      
 
    Before I could even ask Gloria what she meant, she wrapped the shoelace around my balls and the base of my flaccid cock and tied it tightly and said “This will keep your balls just where I need them to put the ring on. We don’t want them trying to go back into your body to hide!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then began working my balls into the ring one at a time. As she pulled on my scrotum and pushed my balls into the ring, I actually felt some pain until both balls were totally through the ring and the little ‘wall’ on the front of the ring rested between my balls and the base of my cock. The ring was extremely tight and then I remembered what Wilhelm had told Gloria about making the ring tight enough to make sure that my balls could never slip out. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria picked up the cage portion and was getting ready to put it down over my cock, she frowned and said “Well slave, it looks like your cock has started to get hard again from me working on your balls. That will not do at all!” 
 
      
 
    She got off of the bed and went into the kitchen where I heard her open and close the freezer. When Gloria returned, I saw that she had a bag of frozen corn in her hand. She immediately pressed the freezing bag of corn against my cock and balls, and it quickly did the job shrinking my cock back down into a flaccid nub. 
 
      
 
    Gloria did not waste a second. She slid the stainless steel cage down over my cock, pressed it into the groove on the ring, inserted a security screw and tightened it up using one of her special keys until the screw was imbedded into the cage and ring portions. Once the cage was totally locked onto my cock, Gloria untied the shoelace and removed it from my balls.  
 
      
 
    Gloria then held up the special key and said “Slave, I really would like you to buy me a white gold necklace this coming week so that I can wear the key to your chastity cage around my neck all the time as a symbol of my control over my slave. I will put the second key in my safe to make sure that nothing happens to it". 
 
      
 
    Then as if she just remembered something, she said “Slave, make sure that you do not forget what Wilhelm said about the hazard of trying to use a screwdriver or other tool to remove that security screw. I am sure that you would not want to damage the head of the screw and be stuck in your chastity cage with no way out for the rest of your life!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then removed the cuffs from my wrists and ankles and allowed me to get up off of the bed and she said “Slave, go look at yourself in the full length mirror. I just love how you look with your cock locked up in that cage!” 
 
      
 
    As I stood there in front of the mirror and stared at my cock locked up in the stainless steel prison, I obviously did not share Gloria’s exuberance. I could not believe how far down the road to slavery Gloria had taken me since the first time that I met her and fell prey to her dominant personality. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    My Life “Locked” In The New Steel Cage 
 
      
 
    While Gloria slept quite soundly that night after locking me into the new chastity cage, I had an absolutely miserable night and I got little sleep. I kept trying to find a position which was comfortable and one that did not put any pressure on the chastity cage. I finally had to force myself to sleep on my back which was something that I never did. Then when I finally fell asleep, I was awakened many times during the night whenever my cock tried to get hard and pressed against the unrelenting steel bars. 
 
      
 
    I finally went into the bathroom to relieve myself and made the mistake of trying to stand over the toilet to urinate. All I can say is that I made a big mess and had to get some paper towels and Pine sol to clean up the floor around the toilet. As I was cleaning up my mess, I remembered what Wilhelm had told Gloria about slaves who are locked in a chastity tube need to sit on the toilet to do their business like a female does. I was not happy at all about my first night as a locked chastity slave. 
 
      
 
    My displeasure with being locked up in the chastity cage continued when I went to work on Monday. Since my job involves sitting at a computer a good portion of the day, I was in a state of discomfort for the entire day because of the chastity tube pressing on my balls. On Tuesday I brought a pillow to work with me and put it on my office chair and that made things a lot more bearable. I had decided that if any of my coworkers asked me about the pillow, I would just tell them that I was suffering from hemorrhoids and needed to cushion things while working. I also had to be careful when I went into the men’s room to make sure that I was always able to use a stall even if the only thing I needed to do was urinate. I was finding out very quickly that the life of a slave who is locked up in a chastity cage is not an easy one. 
 
      
 
    On Wednesday, I received a call from Gloria who told me that her mother had left permanently to live with her sister in Indianna. Without even asking me what I thought, Gloria said “Slave, when you get here on Saturday night at 6 pm, we can discuss when you will be able to move into my mother’s old room”. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to tell Gloria that I was not ready to move into her mother’s old room, but I was afraid to say anything which would make her angry, especially since she held the keys to the chastity device locked around my cock. Then I remembered that she had told me that she expected me to buy a gold chain for her this week, so during my lunch hour I headed down to a jeweler located about two blocks from my office and purchased a white gold necklace just as she had instructed me to do. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at Gloria’s house on Saturday night, I was surprised to find that she was wearing nothing but a black leather bra, black leather thong, black leather garter belt, black stockings, and her thigh high black boots. I immediately dropped down onto my knees and began kissing and licking her boots. After she was satisfied with the job which I had done worshipping her boots, she told me that I could get up off of the floor, and at that time I presented her with the gold necklace. She smiled from ear to ear and said, “Let me go get the key to your chastity cage so that you can put it on the chain around my neck.” 
 
      
 
    When Gloria had retrieved the key, she slipped it onto the necklace and she had me close the clasp around her neck and said “Now, every time you look at me, you will be reminded that I control that cage which is locked on your cock!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then told me that she had not felt like cooking, so she had ordered a pizza from the Italian restaurant down the street from her house. She handed me a bottle of wine which I opened and shortly after I had poured both of us a glass of the wine the doorbell rang, and Gloria told me to get the pizza and take care of the delivery charge which I did without any argument. 
 
      
 
    While we were sitting at the table eating our pizza, I found it hard to concentrate on my meal because of Gloria’s sexy and enticing appearance. I was getting very aroused, and I quickly found out that the chastity cage was very unforgiving when my cock tried to get hard. It had only been one week since my last orgasm but as I sat there looking at Gloria in her skimpy and provocative outfit, I felt like it had been a lot longer than a week. I hoped that as soon as we were finished with our meal, Gloria would unlock the chastity cage, free my cock, and ride it wildly until I came.  
 
      
 
    My thoughts were quickly interrupted when Gloria said, “So slave, do you have a lease on your apartment?” 
 
      
 
    I told Gloria that I did not. My lease had expired quite a while ago and I was now on a month to month basis. 
 
      
 
    When she heard that, Gloria said “Oh, that’s great news slave. Then you will not have any problem at all moving in with me here.” Then after a few minutes, she asked “How much do you pay for rent?” I told her that my rent was $500 per month. She thought about that for a second, and said “And I assume that you have to pay your utilities also?” I told Gloria that she was correct. She exhibited a big smile, and said “Ok slave, I will only charge you $300 per month for your room and board here”. 
 
      
 
    I honestly did not know how to respond to Gloria, and I did not want to start an argument with her because I was extremely hopeful that she would unlock my chastity cage and allow me to cum after we finished our meal. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria told me to go into her bedroom, strip naked, and lie on the bed after we ate, I could feel my cock instantly getting excited. I hurried into her bedroom, removed all of my clothes, and laid down on the bed. Gloria soon came into the room, and when she handcuffed my wrists to the headboard of her bed, I was sure that it would only be a brief time before I would experience a satisfying orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, things did not work out like I had envisioned them. As soon as I was restrained to the bed, Gloria removed her thong, climbed up onto the bed, and placed her pussy over my mouth and used my mouth and tongue for her pleasure. After Gloria had experienced her explosive orgasm, I was sure that she would then turn her attention to releasing my cock from the locked cage and making love to me, but that is not what happened. 
 
      
 
    Instead, she went out to the kitchen to refill her wine glass and when she returned, she sat down on the edge of the bed next to me. She began running her long fingernails all over my chest, paying particular attention to my nipples, getting me increasingly excited. Then Gloria said, “So slave, when do you think that you can put all of your furniture in storage or get everything sold?” 
 
      
 
    I was totally flustered by Gloria’s question and said “Mistress, I haven’t had a chance to give any thought to this at all”. 
 
      
 
    I could immediately detect the icy tone of Gloria’s voice when she said “Slave, what is there to think about? You can move in here with me and you will then be available to serve me at all times. We will not have to drive back and forth each weekend to see each other, we can take the same train into the city together in the morning, and I can just tell people that you are renting a room from me if anyone should ask. Give it the thought you need slave, but I’ll expect an answer from you by the middle of this coming week!” 
 
      
 
    Then Gloria unlocked the handcuffs and released me from the bed, and I knew immediately that she had no plans to unlock my chastity cage or allow me to cum. Instead, she took a long satin robe out of her closet, put it on, and went out to the living room. I put all of my clothes back on and when I went out to the living room, Gloria was sitting on the couch sipping her wine and looking at a magazine. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and with a lot of apprehension said “Mistress, do you have any idea as to when you might unlock my cage and allow me to have an orgasm?” 
 
      
 
    Without even looking up at me, Gloria said “We can discuss that next week after you make your decision about moving in with me here. Good night slave!” 
 
      
 
    I let myself out of Gloria’s home and I had a miserable ride home due to my sexually aroused and frustrated condition. I did not sleep much at all that night. I kept thinking about everything that Gloria had said during and after our dinner and I kept weighing the pros and cons of giving up my apartment and moving in with her. Then after a sleepless night, I repeated the whole thought process over and over again many times on Sunday.  
 
      
 
    Finally, by Sunday night I had made a decision, and as I look back now at that important decision, I realize that I let my cock and not my brain control me. Gloria’s gorgeous looks and sexy dominant personality won out over logical reasoning. 
 
      
 
    On Monday, I called Gloria at her office to let her know that I would be moving in with her as she wanted. She was elated and said “Slave, I am glad to hear that you have made the right choice and that you have decided to make yourself more accessible to serve me properly!” 
 
      
 
    After calling Gloria, I told my boss that I needed to take off on Tuesday to find a storage unit. He had no problem whatsoever with my request. On Tuesday I rented a storage unit which was large enough to manage all of my furniture and personal items. I then asked all of my softball friends if they would help me move everything which I owned to the storage facility on Saturday, and they all said that they would help me. 
 
      
 
    The next phone call which I made was to the leasing company which oversaw my apartment complex to advise them that I would be moving out of my apartment. The woman who represented the leasing company was very cordial and said that since I had been a long term perfect tenant, they would return my security deposit once the apartment had been inspected. I called Gloria on Tuesday night to let her know that everything would be out of my apartment on Saturday and that I could be over to her house late in the afternoon.  
 
      
 
    Gloria was excited to hear the news and said “Well, when you get done moving everything into storage, come on over and I will have a special dinner ready for us so that we can celebrate properly”. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately for me, all of my softball friends showed up bright and early on Saturday morning and started loading all of my furniture and belongings into the truck which I had rented. By 3 pm, we had moved everything I owned into the storage unit which I had rented. I then returned the rental truck, picked up my car, and I then headed over to Gloria’s house with all of my clothes and personal items which I needed to bring with me, as well as the box of ‘toys’ which Gloria had purchased over the months since we had been together. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived at Gloria’s house, she greeted me at the front door wearing a black fishnet total body stocking and black high heel pumps. Her wonderful breasts were fully visible through the fishnet body stocking and her nipples actually were poking out through the openings in the material. The key to my chastity device which hung from around Gloria’s neck was also visible through the sexy fishnet material. She also was wearing a small black satin apron which covered her body from her waist to midway down her thighs. Gloria told me that I could unload and bring everything up to my room before I worried about worshipping her high heels. 
 
      
 
    I unloaded everything from my car and carried it all up to the room which her mother had previously occupied, except for the box containing our ‘toys’. I put that box in Gloria’s bedroom next to her bed. As I placed my possessions in the room, which was now going to be mine, I was quick to notice that Gloria had attached leather wrist and ankle cuffs to the four bed posts and that should have been enough to let me know right off the bat how she viewed my living with her as a tenant. 
 
      
 
    Once everything was unloaded and carried upstairs, Gloria said “Boy, you are very sweaty and grimy. Go ahead and take a shower, but do not bother putting on too many clothes. Then when you come down, I will have a drink waiting for you and you can properly worship my heels” 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, once I had gotten cleaned up, I slipped on a pair of shorts and went downstairs where Gloria had a Bourbon on the rocks waiting for me. I took a quick sip of my drink, and then dropped to my knees and began kissing and licking Gloria’s black high heel pumps until she told me that I had done a respectable job and that I could stand up.  
 
      
 
    Gloria then gave me a big hug and a hot passionate kiss and told me again how happy she was that I had decided to abide by her request, and then she instructed me to sit down as she brought out the dinner which she had prepared. She had made an incredible Fettucine Alfredo with salad and garlic bread. The dinner was wonderful, and I told myself that I could really get used to eating such wonderful homemade Italian meals. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we were finished eating, Gloria poured herself another glass of wine and before going into the living room to relax, she said “Slave, after you get the table cleared, the dishes done, and the kitchen all cleaned up, let me know so that I can inspect your work to make sure that it meets with my standards!” 
 
      
 
    Before I could say a word, Gloria turned on her heels and retired into the living room. As I was managing everything in the kitchen, I wondered if everything that I would do in the future while living in her home would be under the close scrutiny of Gloria. Little did I know at that point what the future would really hold for me. 
 
      
 
    When I was finished with the after dinner chores, I notified Gloria, and she came into the kitchen and inspected everything. Except for not wiping some water off of the tile counter tops, Gloria said that I had done a relatively decent job. She then told me to go upstairs to her bedroom, remove my clothes, and wait for her on my knees so that we could properly celebrate my first night as her slave living in her home. 
 
      
 
    I did not have to be told twice. I was so horny after two weeks without an orgasm that I could not wait to ‘Celebrate’ to use Gloria’s terminology.  
 
      
 
    After kneeling on the floor for about fifteen minutes, I finally heard Gloria coming up the steps and when she entered the bedroom, I saw that she had removed that small black satin apron. I then understood why she had been wearing it. The fishnet body stocking was actually crotchless and Gloria’s beautiful pussy was now fully visible. 
 
      
 
    Gloria picked up a pair of handcuffs, ordered me to place my arms behind my back, and when I did, she locked my wrists together in the handcuffs. She then sat down on the chair in the corner, commanded me to crawl over, and to pleasure her with my mouth and tongue. While I was licking and sucking on her clitoris, Gloria said “Slave, since this is such a special occasion tonight, I’ll expect you to give me at least two fantastic orgasms!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then made sure that she held me to what she had said. After she enjoyed her first explosive orgasm, she continued to hold my head tightly between her thighs and I started once again to work my tongue into her pussy while I licked and sucked her clitoris. When Gloria finally started moaning, shaking, and squeezing my head tightly with her thighs as she enjoyed another fulfilling orgasm, I guess that I had been on my knees between her legs for about forty five minutes. 
 
      
 
    Gloria finally leaned back in the chair, smiled, and said “That was nice slave. You may get up now, go over to the bed, and lay down on your back and I will see if I can reward you now!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately did as Gloria had ordered, but when I laid down on the bed and my body pressed against my handcuffed arms, I realized that it was not the most comfortable position, but I was not about to complain since I was highly anticipating the pleasure which Gloria had hinted about. 
 
      
 
    As I intently watched Gloria, she slipped her necklace over her head and held up the key for me to see. She then slid the key into the side of my chastity device and began removing the security screw. A few moments later, Gloria pulled the cage portion off of my cock, but she left the ring portion in place around my balls. My poorly neglected cock quickly sprang up into the air ready for action. 
 
      
 
    Gloria chuckled and said, “That was pretty instantaneous the way that your cock immediately got hard as soon as I removed the cage”. 
 
      
 
    I nodded my head and said “Oh yes Mistress. That is probably because I have been so extremely horny since I have been locked up and not able to have an orgasm”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed and said “Slave, you have only been locked up without an orgasm for two weeks. I would hardly call that a long time. My friend Linda told me that she sometimes keeps her husband locked up without an orgasm for two to three months”. 
 
      
 
    I was horrified by what Gloria had just said because I couldn’t even begin to comprehend how I would ever be able to survive being denied an orgasm for that long. Fortunately, I didn’t have to think about such things right then and there because Gloria climbed up onto the bed, positioned herself over my legs, and rolled a condom down over my cock. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then began playing with my nipples. First, she ran her fingertips over them, then she squeezed them tightly, and as I began to get overly excited; she began sucking on both of them until I started whimpering from the pleasure which she was giving to me. 
 
      
 
    She then lowered her pussy down onto my cock and began riding me, slowly at first and then gradually increasing the pace until I was in a state of total arousal. When Gloria reached down and started digging her long fingernails into my nipples while she moved back and forth on my cock and her stiletto heels began digging into my legs, I went totally over the edge and started filling the condom with my cum. 
 
      
 
    When I finally calmed down, Gloria lifted her pussy up off of my cock. She then removed the condom, held it up inspecting it, and said “Not bad for only being deprived for two weeks slave. You put quite a bit of cum in this rubber” Then she chuckled and said, “I wonder if you could fill it up if I made you wait a month for your next orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    I did not say anything because I truly hoped that Gloria was only kidding around with me and that she was trying to intimidate me. I did wonder however how long Gloria would now make me wait before I could experience another orgasm. While I laid there helpless with my thoughts, Gloria went into the bathroom and soon returned with a warm washcloth, and she cleaned my cock. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then picked up the cage portion of the device, wiped it down with the washcloth, and then began sliding it down over my flaccid cock. I quickly said “Mistress, could you please leave the cage off of me just for the night?” 
 
      
 
    She thought about my request for a moment and then said “Slave, if I leave the cage off of your cock, then I will have to keep your arms handcuffed behind your back. Anytime that your cock is not locked up, you must be restrained so that there is no way for you to touch yourself and get in trouble. However, since I am feeling magnanimous tonight, I will allow you to decide whether you want your cock free or your wrists free when we go to bed!” 
 
      
 
    I really wanted my cock to remain free, but I knew that there was no way that I could tolerate having my wrists handcuffed behind my back for the entire night, so sadly I said, “I guess you can go ahead and lock up my cock Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria smiled and said “Slave, I think that you made the proper choice!” She then pressed the cage portion into the ring, inserted the security screw and tightened it up with the special key so that once again I was trapped in the stainless steel prison. As I watched, Gloria then slid the necklace with the key back over her neck. She then retrieved the key to the handcuffs and freed my wrists. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then kicked off her high heels and began removing the fishnet body stocking. As she then stood there naked in front of me, she said “Slave, you need to understand something. I am allowing you to sleep in my bed with me because tonight is a special occasion. You should know however, that you will be sleeping in your own bed most of the time because I need a good night’s sleep every night so that I am well rested in the morning when I go to my stressful job. If you serve me in an outstanding manner every day, I may reward you by allowing you to sleep in my bed some nights.” Gloria then shut off the light and slid naked into the bed next to me. 
 
      
 
    I had no idea at the time how true Gloria’s words would be. I would say that after that night, during the next three years, that I only had the opportunity to sleep in bed with her once every couple of months. Usually when Gloria did allow me to have coitus intercourse with her, it took place in my bed with me cuffed to the bed posts. 
 
      
 
    On Monday morning, I made my first commute into Manhattan utilizing the train along with Gloria from Hackensack to Penn Station. We both had to take our cars and leave them at the train station since Gloria and I would finish our workdays at various times, but we rode into the city together on the same train. When we arrived at Penn Station about forty minutes later, and we prepared to head in our different directions, Gloria said “Slave, if you get home before I do, make sure that you prepare something for dinner.” 
 
      
 
    I arrived home around 7 pm and I realized that was the same time that I used to get home when I commuted from Edison each day. Gloria was not home yet, so remembering what she had told me, I quickly tried to figure out what I could make for dinner. There were some cooked chicken breasts in the refrigerator, so I pulled them out, cut them up, and began grilling them in a frying pan while I chopped up vegetables for a salad. Just as I had finished making two attractive grilled chicken salads and setting the table, Gloria arrived home. 
 
      
 
    When she walked into the kitchen, I immediately dropped down onto my knees and began kissing her high heel pumps. Gloria smiled broadly and said “That is the way that I love to be welcomed when I come home slave. Lots of kisses on my shoes and a nice dinner waiting on the table for me. You may go ahead and stand up so that we can eat dinner now!” 
 
      
 
    As we sat there eating dinner, we both talked about what happened during our days at work. It seemed like a very normal occurrence for two people who lived together until Gloria said “Slave, I think that you should prepare a weekly dinner menu for us each week so that you can go shopping on the weekend and get everything that you need to make the meals for us throughout the week” 
 
      
 
    I did not know what to say other than “Yes Mistress. I will do that for us.” 
 
      
 
    After dinner, Gloria took a glass of wine, went into the living room to watch some television programs while I cleaned up the kitchen. Around 10 pm, she got up and said “Good night slave. See you in the morning.” Then she retired to her bedroom. I shut off all of the lights and then headed to my own bedroom to go to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Our schedule during the rest of the week was the same except for one night when after dinner, Gloria said “Slave, I really need some pleasuring tonight. Get down on your knees and use that mouth and tongue of yours to give me the relief which I need!” 
 
      
 
    After I did what Gloria ordered and had given her a satisfying orgasm, she patted me on the head and said, “Very nice slave.” Then she went up to her bedroom to retire for the night. 
 
      
 
    During the first two weeks that I lived with Gloria, there never was any mention about my needs. I found myself getting very horny from being around Gloria, especially since she always was dressed either very provocatively or she paraded around the house in just a bra, panties, and high heels while I suffered in my locked up condition. I tried not to get aroused by Gloria, but it was a losing battle. My cock was constantly trying to get hard only to be stopped by the stainless steel bars of the chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Serving Mistress Gloria and Mistress Linda 
 
      
 
    During the third week that I lived with her, Gloria announced “I need you to purchase some special appetizers and canape´s and pick up a few nice bottles of white wine. My dear friend Linda is going to come over to visit with me at 6 pm on Saturday night and I want her to have an enjoyable time since I am very thankful to her for referring me to Wilhelm. We would not have that wonderful chastity cage if it was not for her!” 
 
      
 
    I did not reply to Gloria’s comment, but my silent thought was that I didn’t have anything to be thankful about when it came to Linda referring Gloria to Wilhelm. All it did was result in me being locked up in a chastity cage. In spite of how I felt about Linda coming to visit, I did exactly what Gloria told me to do, and I actually went beyond in the hope that Gloria would reward my efforts with an orgasm after Linda left. By 5:30 pm on Saturday, I had arranged a wide selection of appetizers including Shrimp Cocktail, Smoked Mackerel, Seared Beef, Stuffed Mushrooms, and some dessert items including Mini Lemon Tarts and Dark Chocolate Mousse. I also set two bottles of wine in an ice bucket so that they would be chilled properly before Gloria’s guest arrived.  
 
      
 
    Shortly after all the food was set up on the table, Gloria came down to the kitchen and she looked fabulous wearing a little black dress, black hose, and black patent leather pumps. The only jewelry which she wore was the necklace from which the key to my chastity cage hung. She loved the arrangement on the table and genuinely complimented me for my efforts, but then my heart sank when she handed me the frilly pink apron and said “This and your chastity cage are all that you need to wear tonight slave while you serve Linda and me. Please go ahead and get out of your clothes and put the apron on before Linda arrives!” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to argue with Gloria, but I did not want all of the money which I had spent on the food and all of my efforts at setting everything up to be in vain and cause me to forfeit an opportunity for a release from my chastity cage and an orgasm, so I quietly took the apron and went upstairs to my room and put it on after removing all of my clothes. 
 
      
 
    Just as I was coming back down the stairs, the doorbell rang, and Gloria said “Slave, please go open the door. That is probably Linda”. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and apprehensively opened the front door, not knowing how Gloria’s friend would react when she saw me standing there wearing only a frilly pink apron. I did not need to worry since Linda acted like nothing at all was out of the norm. I had to admit that Linda was absolutely beautiful with her long red hair and a body which was accentuated by her outfit. She wore a little black dress just like the one that Gloria was wearing, only Linda accessorized hers with black hose and knee high black leather boots which sported some dangerous looking stiletto heels. Linda quickly rushed past me over to where Gloria was standing, and the two women hugged each other for the longest time. 
 
      
 
    When they finally broke their embrace, Gloria looked at me and directed her eyes down to the ground in front of Linda. I knew exactly what she wanted me to do, so I turned to Linda and said “Ma’am, would you like this slave to worship your beautiful boots?” 
 
      
 
    A big smile crossed Linda’s face, and she sat down in a chair in the living room and said “Yes slave. I would like that very much!” 
 
      
 
    I quickly dropped down onto my knees in front of her and I began to kiss and lick the tops and sides of Linda’s boots working my way from the tips of her boots up to where they met her knees. After I had worshipped every inch of Linda’s boots and thought that she would tell me that she was satisfied, I was dismayed instead when she crossed her legs and said “Slave, you totally forgot to suck on my heels and clean the soles of my boots. I am sure that there is quite a bit of dirt and grime on them from me walking to and from the car.” 
 
      
 
    I could not believe my ears. Gloria had never made me lick the soles of her high heel shoes or boots, so I looked up at Gloria hoping that she would come to my defense, but that did not happen. All she did was nod her head indicating that I was to follow Linda’s order. 
 
      
 
    Knowing that I had no choice, I first took the stiletto heel into my mouth and sucked on it until I was sure that it was clean. I then began licking the sole of Linda’s right boot, and sure enough my tongue immediately was covered with some dirt and grime which had deposited itself on the bottom of her boot. I did not want to do it, but I was forced to swallow what was in my mouth. Linda then crossed her legs the other way and placed the sole of her left boot in front of my face and I had to repeat the whole demeaning task all over again with the heel and the sole of that boot. 
 
      
 
    Finally satisfied with the job which I had done, Linda said “Well Gloria, now I have nice clean boots and I am ready for a drink”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria told me to stand up and go open the wine and pour a glass for both her and Linda. I immediately went into the kitchen, but before opening the wine, I quietly rinsed out my mouth with water from the sink. When I returned to the living room with the two glasses of wine, Gloria and Linda were sitting on the couch talking and laughing like a couple of schoolgirls. After I presented them with their wine, Gloria said “Slave, you can start bringing the trays of appetizers in here to us in about ten minutes.” She then waved her hand towards the kitchen dismissing the hired help. 
 
      
 
    When I went back into the kitchen, I quickly ate a few pieces of food and drank some wine because I had a feeling that I was not going to be invited to join them as they ate. After waiting about ten minutes, I started carrying the trays of food out to the living room and I placed them on the cocktail table in front of the two Mistresses. I then scurried back into the kitchen, grabbed the bottle of wine, and returned to the living room where I refilled the glasses for Gloria and Linda. 
 
      
 
    As I was getting ready to return to the kitchen, Gloria said “We have everything that we need slave. You can just kneel here next to me now.” I said, “Yes Mistress” and got down on my knees next to where Gloria was sitting. As I knelt there I just listened to the conversation between Gloria and Linda. It centered on the merits of Female Led Relationships and Linda was quite animated as she was telling Gloria some of the techniques which she used to dominate her husband and keep him under control. 
 
      
 
    After indulging in some of the desserts which I had laid out on the cocktail table, Linda acted like she had suddenly remembered something and said “Gloria, I just realized that you haven’t shown me the chastity cage which Wilhelm made for your slave!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed and said, “That’s because we haven’t stopped talking since you arrived; but we can fix that right now!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then told me to stand up and remove my apron. I wanted to die since no one other than Gloria had seen me locked up in the chastity cage up to that point, but I knew better than to argue with Gloria, so I stood up and took the apron off. Gloria then told me to go over and stand in front of Linda. 
 
      
 
    As I stood there in front of Linda, she inspected my chastity cage and said “Gloria, it is a beauty. Wilhelm does such wonderful work, doesn’t he?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria told Linda that she was very pleased with the way that the chastity cage turned out and she thanked Linda once again for referring her to Wilhelm. 
 
      
 
    Linda then placed her hands on the chastity cage and after running her hands all over the cage, she then raised the cage up and began to rub my restrained balls, immediately causing me to get very aroused. After a few minutes of rubbing my balls, Linda said “Gloria, I am a little surprised that your slave’s balls are not blue at all.” 
 
      
 
    When Gloria asked Linda what she meant, Linda said “Dear, you must be giving your slave too many orgasms. I would have thought that by now his balls would have started to turn blue from being locked up and deprived!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria admitted to Linda that I had been allowed to have an orgasm the prior week, and looking shocked, Linda said “Gloria, if you want to get the best results out of owning a slave, you need to keep him frustrated. I think that initially you should limit him to one orgasm a month!” 
 
      
 
    I am sure that when I gasped at Linda’s comment, it was probably audible to the two Mistresses, but nothing was said because Linda immediately said to Gloria “I hope that you are at least making him pleasure you on a regular basis with his mouth and tongue!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then said “Oh, you can be sure that I am doing that. In fact, my slave does quite an admirable job of pleasing me with his mouth and tongue.” 
 
      
 
    Then, with a little chuckle, Gloria said “I would let you try my slave out for yourself, but I wouldn’t want to cause a problem for you with your husband.” 
 
      
 
    Linda started laughing and said “Gloria, I control all of my husband’s orgasms, but he has absolutely no say about how or when or from whom I decide to take my pleasure!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria smiled and said to Linda “Well, if that is the case then you are welcome to use him right now for your after dinner pleasure!” Then Gloria turned to me and said “Slave, go up to your room and lie on the bed. We will be up shortly!” 
 
      
 
    I was totally shocked by the way that the evening was developing but I did not say anything except “Yes Mistress”. Then I turned and went up to my bedroom and laid down on the bed, not exactly sure about what was going to happen. 
 
      
 
    Gloria and Linda must have continued talking to each other because I laid there on the bed for about fifteen minutes before I heard them coming up the stairs. When they entered my bedroom, they both had a glass of wine in their hands. Gloria set her glass down on the nightstand and then buckled the leather cuffs onto my wrists and ankles, securing me spreadeagled to the bed. She then picked up her glass, toasted Linda and said, “He’s all yours!” 
 
      
 
    Linda set her glass of wine down, hiked up her dress exposing her curly red pussy, and climbed up onto the bed and said to me “Slave, I hope that you do a good job pleasuring me or I will have to borrow a whip from your Mistress!” 
 
      
 
    She then placed her pussy down over mouth and I immediately began to suck her and lick her with my tongue for a few minutes. When she started to rock back and forth on my mouth, I began sliding my tongue in and out of her vagina while I continued to suck on her clitoris and that quickly caused her to get more aroused and she started digging the stiletto heels of her boots into the side of my body. Then I was totally surprised when Gloria began massaging my restrained balls while I was pleasuring Linda and that drove me absolutely crazy. I began licking and sucking Linda faster and sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy at a frantic pace for the next few minutes. It was not long at all before Linda started moaning loudly and pressing her pussy down onto my face harder and harder until I actually felt her pussy squirt into my mouth as she experienced an intense orgasm. 
 
      
 
    When Linda finally regained control of her faculties, she slid down off of my face and stood up next to the bed and said, “Well Gloria, I must say that he did an ‘admirable job’, to use your words. You got yourself a slave who knows how to use his mouth and tongue!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed and said, “I am glad that you approve Linda. You must have really enjoyed that judging from the marks which your heels made on my slave’s body.” Then she smiled and said, “But I am so horny from watching you, that I now need some pleasure myself!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria handed something to Linda and said “Here, put these on my slave after he starts pleasuring me.” Then as I laid there helplessly restrained, Gloria climbed up onto the bed, lifted her dress and placed her pussy down onto my mouth. I started sucking and licking her slowly for a while before sliding my tongue in and out of her pussy getting her very aroused. Then I was totally caught off guard when Linda snapped a pair of alligator clamps down onto my nipples. I cried out loudly, but my cries were totally muffled by Gloria’s pussy which was grinding on my mouth. When Linda started pulling on the chain connected to the clamps waves of hot pain seared through my nipples and I started licking and sucking Gloria at a frenzied pace while I plunged my tongue in and out of her pussy faster and faster. In a matter of minutes Gloria started whimpering, rubbing her pussy across my mouth like a wild woman and then she enjoyed a powerful orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Once Gloria was totally composed again, she got up off of the bed and she removed the clamps from my nipples, but she immediately began sucking and nibbling on them while I howled from the new torrent of pain which spread through my nipples. When Gloria finally removed her mouth and stood up, she took a sip of her wine and said “Well slave. I would say that you’ve had a busy night and that you seemed to have passed the test with flying colors!” 
 
      
 
    Linda laughed and said “Slave, I have to agree with your Mistress on that one!” 
 
      
 
    I was thrilled to hear that from both Mistresses, and I hoped that meant that either Gloria or Linda would now allow me to also enjoy a sexual release. That hope was quickly dashed however when Gloria and Linda turned on their heels, and headed back downstairs, leaving me highly aroused and bound helplessly to the bed. 
 
      
 
    I am not sure exactly how long I was left lying there restrained on the bed, but I am guessing that it was about two hours. During that time, I knew that Gloria and Linda were laughing and talking downstairs, but I could not make out a word which was being said. Then I finally heard the front door open and close and suddenly it was totally quiet until I heard the sound of Gloria’s heels coming up the stairs. When she entered the bedroom, she said “I am so sorry slave. I forgot all about you up here because Linda and I were totally engrossed in our conversation.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then unbuckled the wrist and ankle cuffs, and I was able to sit up on the side of the bed and hoped that she would now give me some pleasure. Instead, she said “Slave, I already shut off all the lights downstairs. You need to make sure that you set your alarm to get up earlier than normal tomorrow morning so that you can do the dishes and clean up the kitchen before we leave for work!” 
 
      
 
    She then turned to leave, and I quickly said “Mistress, I am so aroused from everything that happened tonight. Is it possible that you can give me any type of pleasure?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria gave me a stern look and said “No slave. It is not possible. You obviously have already forgotten what Linda said earlier tonight about slaves and how often they should receive an orgasm” 
 
      
 
    As if I was not dejected enough by that comment, I really became demoralized when Gloria said “Linda gave me a lot of really good advice and ideas tonight. In the next few days, I plan to write out some rules for our relationship which I will then review with you when they are finished. Good night slave!” 
 
      
 
    After Gloria left me sitting there on my bed totally horny and crazed by unfulfilled sexual desires, I wanted to absolutely rip the chastity cage off of my cock but after realizing that was not possible, I then began plotting a way to get my hands on the key to my device when Gloria was not wearing it on the necklace around her neck. 
 
      
 
    ……….. 
 
      
 
    On Monday morning after Gloria and I got off the train at Penn Station and before we went our separate ways, she said “Slave, you obviously have forgotten to give me the rent money this month. Please make sure that you get it today and bring it home to me tonight!” She then headed up the escalator before I could even say anything. 
 
      
 
    I made a point of running over to Chase on my lunch hour and withdrawing $300 so that I could bring the rent money home to Gloria. When I entered the amount into my checkbook, I became depressed at my balance. From the day that I had met Gloria, I had been constantly spending my money on restaurants, outings, groceries, liquor, sex toys, jewelry, and clothing for her and any other expense which she told me to take care of. I knew that I would have to discuss the situation with her eventually. I just did not know how to broach the subject with her. 
 
      
 
    When I arrived home that night, I was surprised to see Gloria’s car in the driveway because I usually arrived home before her. When I entered the house, I saw that she was dressed casually and that she had a stack of papers in front of her on the kitchen table. It looked like she was working on some type of document. I set my briefcase down and went over to her and gave her a kiss on her cheek. Then I handed her the envelope which contained the rent money and asked her if she had been home awfully long. 
 
      
 
    Without looking up at me, Gloria told me that she had used some of her personal time and had left the office at noon. Then I became apprehensive when she said “The other night while you were upstairs, Linda and I discussed many things about how a Mistress/slave relationship should function. I wanted to get home today and get those thoughts down on paper while they were still fresh in my mind.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria told me to sit down and then said “Slave, based on everything Linda and I talked about the other night, I have drawn up a ‘Mistress/slave’ agreement which I want you to read and sign. I will then make a copy of the signed agreement tomorrow when I go into the office. I believe that this agreement will clarify what I expect from my slave, and it will make it easier for me to decide if and when you deserve to be given a release from the chastity cage and an orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    While I sat there somewhat in shock, Gloria went on to explain that she would constantly be evaluating my performance as her slave during the month for every item outlined in the agreement and that she would be awarding either favorable points (which would probably result in me receiving an orgasm) or demerits (which would increase the time that I would remain locked up without an orgasm). She said that at the end of each month, I would either receive a punishment session or be allowed to have an orgasm based on how I had performed during the month. 
 
      
 
    She then slid the handwritten document over to me and said “Slave, take your time and read each item carefully so that there is no misunderstanding of what I expect from you. Let me know when you are finished reading everything.” She then got up and poured herself a glass of wine and went into the living room while I sat there reading the document with a definite sense of foreboding. 
 
      
 
    ……….  
 
      
 
    Agreement between Mistress Gloria and slave Robert 
 
    
    	 Slave will pay his rent on time each month without the Mistress having to ask for it. 
 
    	 Whenever the Mistress arrives home while wearing high heel shoes or boots, the slave will immediately drop down to his knees and worship the Mistress’s footwear. 
 
    	 Utilizing his mouth and tongue, slave will make sure that he provides sufficient pleasure to his Mistress on a consistent basis throughout the month. 
 
    	 Slave will make up a Dinner Menu on a Weekly basis and submit it to his Mistress for her approval before proceeding with the menu. 
 
    	 Slave will purchase all needed food ingredients to properly prepare dinners as outlined on the Weekly Menu which was approved by the Mistress. 
 
    	 Slave will ensure that he keeps a sufficient supply of wines on hand in the house of the type preferred by his Mistress. 
 
    	 Slave will take Mistress out to Dinner on a regular basis to a restaurant of the Mistress’s choosing. 
 
    	 Slave will ensure that he performs relaxing foot rubs and back massages for his Mistress on a regular basis throughout the month. 
 
    	 Slave will be responsible for totally cleaning the house to include dusting, vacuuming, scrubbing, and mopping of all rooms and bathrooms as needed to maintain a perfectly clean home. 
 
    	         Slave will be responsible for making sure that all laundry is washed, dried, and folded on a weekly basis with special attention (hand washing) given to the Mistress’s intimate apparel items. 
 
    	         At least once per month, slave will remove all shoes and boots from the Mistress’s closet and thoroughly clean them so that they shine like new. 
 
    	         Slave will sexually pleasure any and all women when he is directed to do so by his Mistress. 
 
    	         Mistress will have the right to receive sexual pleasure from whomever she so desires, and slave does not have the right to object to Mistress receiving such pleasure. 
 
    	         Slave fully understands that any and all releases from his chastity cage and any sexual pleasure which he may be granted is strictly at the sole discretion of his Mistress and his Mistress will also determine in what manner he will receive that pleasure if she decides to grant him an orgasm. 
 
    	         Mistress agrees to keep a record of all demerits and favorable points earned during the month by the slave and at the end of each month the slave will either receive a punishment session (if Demerits outweigh favorable points) or will be given a sexual release (if favorable points outweigh Demerits) 
 
   
 
    By his Signature Below, slave Robert affirms that he fully understands all items contained in this agreement and that he will expect Mistress Gloria to enforce this agreement fully and fairly. 
 
      
 
    ………. 
 
      
 
    I could not believe what I had just finished reading. I kept rereading the document over and over again to make sure that I fully understood what Mistress Gloria was presenting me with. I still have my copy of that document in my possession to this day and whenever I look at the document, it is hard for me to believe that I would have agreed to such excessively harsh terms which were all formulated in favor of the Mistress. 
 
      
 
    I finally got up from the table and went into the living room with the document in my hand, and said “Mistress, I have read the agreement which you have prepared”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria looked up from the magazine which she was reading and said “Good slave. Do you have any questions?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress. My first question is will I be made aware each time you give me either demerits or favorable points during the month?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria shook her head and said “Absolutely not slave. You are a intelligent man, and you should know when you have either fulfilled your obligations or you have failed at pleasing me!” 
 
      
 
    I was not happy with Gloria’s response but then taking a big chance and hoping that I would not make her mad, I said “Mistress, this agreement puts a tremendous burden on me. You are asking me to do everything around the house while still maintaining my job. How am I supposed to get all those chores done, spend time pleasuring you, and go to work at the same time?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria frowned and said “Slave, you can do all the food shopping, laundry, and cleaning on the weekend when you are off from work. I do not really see that there is any problem at all with the agreement. You just need to organize your time.” Then in an authoritative tone, Gloria said “You should be honored that I would devote my time to keeping you as my slave and helping you to learn the proper way to serve me!” 
 
      
 
    I honestly did not know what to say at that point in response to Gloria’s statement, so I meekly said “Mistress, I don’t know if I can agree to all the terms in your document.” 
 
      
 
    With a scowl on her face, Gloria said “Well slave, that is your decision. There is nothing in that document which is negotiable. If you decide not to sign the agreement before tomorrow morning when we leave for work, then I will expect you to have everything out of your room by the next day and I will be done devoting my time and attention to you!” 
 
      
 
    I could not believe that Gloria had given me such an ultimatum, and I said, “If I have to leave, I assume that you will unlock my chastity cage for me before I pack up my things”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed and said “No slave. You assume wrong. You are free to decline signing the agreement and you are free to leave, but do not expect me to unlock that chastity cage. If you feel that you can live without me, then I am sure that you will figure out how to live with your chastity cage!” She then stood up and said “You can make yourself something to eat. I am going up to my room. See you in the morning slave!” 
 
      
 
    That night was the worst night of my life. I spent most of the night down in the kitchen, looking at the agreement, which was staring me in the face, and trying to figure out what I was going to do. I loved how dominant Gloria was. I loved the incredible outfits which she wore, and I loved pleasuring her stunning body. I also realized that if I left her, I was homeless. I could always go to a hotel while I tried to find new housing, but I would have to deal with being locked up in the chastity cage since Gloria said that she would not give me the keys to the device. I wish that I could tell you that I was man enough to take a stand, and do what was right, but unfortunately in the morning, before we were leaving for work, I handed Gloria the document with my signature agreeing to all of her terms. 
 
      
 
    After she looked at the document to make sure that I had signed and dated it, Gloria said “I am glad that you made the proper decision slave. I will make a copy for you when I am at the office today” 
 
      
 
    Over the next two weeks I really focused diligently on trying to fulfill all of the items which Gloria had included in the Mistress/slave Agreement. I made sure that I worshipped her heels each night when she arrived home from work. I pleasured her with my mouth and tongue at least six times over the two week period. I gave her long and caressing foot rubs three times during the same period. I did all of the food shopping, house cleaning, and laundry each week. I realized that I had not taken Gloria out to a restaurant during the two week period because I was totally exhausted on the weekends after performing all of my chores and I had forgotten to remove all of her shoes and boots from the closet and clean the footwear. I made a mental note to myself to do both things the coming week.  
 
      
 
    The following Saturday when I returned home from the supermarket after having done the weekly grocery shopping, I was surprised to see that Linda’s car was in our driveway along with a truck which had a contractor’s name on it. As I pulled up, a burly man was carrying lumber into the house. When I entered the living room, I heard Linda tell the man, who she addressed as Thomas, to go ahead and bring the lumber and all of his tools and supplies down to Gloria’s basement. 
 
      
 
    I saw that Linda was wearing a red silk blouse, black leather slacks and a pair of black ankle boots with stiletto heels, so as soon as I had placed the groceries on the kitchen table, I returned to the living room, and I knelt down and began worshipping her boots. Fortunately, after I had licked and kissed every inch of Linda’s boots, she allowed me to get up without requiring me to lick the soles of her boots. She smiled and said “So nice to see you again slave. I hope that you are preparing something good for lunch since I have a long day ahead of me”. 
 
      
 
    I assured Linda that I would be starting to prepare lunch in about an hour, and she then went down the steps to the basement, just as Thomas went out to his truck two more times and returned with some more lumber, steel materials and lots of chain which he then brought down to the basement. I really wondered what was going on in the basement, but I waited until Gloria came down to the kitchen while I was putting the groceries away and I questioned her about what Linda and Thomas were doing in the basement. 
 
      
 
     Gloria told me that Thomas was an expert carpenter and craftsman who many months ago had built a Dungeon in Linda’s basement so that she would have a play place where she could discipline her husband. After Gloria found out about Linda’s Dungeon, she got extremely excited and asked Linda if she would see if Thomas could do a similar project for her. 
 
      
 
    After hearing Gloria’s explanation, I said “Isn’t it extremely expensive to have something like that built in your basement?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria laughed and said, “No slave. It is not going to cost me a penny!” She then explained that Thomas was actually one of Linda’s slaves and that he got paid for his work by receiving Bondage, Domination, and Discipline sessions from Linda in her basement Dungeon. Gloria went on to explain that Linda had convinced Thomas to build a similar Dungeon for Gloria and had promised him that he would have the opportunity to be dominated by not just one but by two Mistresses after the Dungeon was completed. 
 
      
 
    It seemed like every time that I thought that Gloria could not surprise me with something new, she managed to do just that. I had mixed feelings about Gloria dominating another slave in her basement right under my nose, but at the same time I found myself getting aroused when I thought about Gloria and Linda clad in leather outfits putting a slave into bondage and whipping him right there in the basement. 
 
      
 
    I quickly had to put those thoughts out of my mind and get busy preparing the Lobster Bisque and Garden Salads for lunch. When everything was ready, Linda came up and joined Gloria and I at the table but said that Thomas had brought his lunch with him and that he wanted to continue working on the Dungeon furniture. While we ate, I could hear the non-stop sounds of an electric saw and hammering coming from the basement. 
 
      
 
    As soon as we finished with lunch, Linda headed back down to the basement to oversee the job which Thomas was doing. Gloria retired to the living room with a glass of wine to relax and I cleaned up the kitchen before starting a load of laundry and vacuuming the upstairs rooms.  
 
      
 
    Around 5 pm, Thomas carried all his tools out to his truck and returned with a shop vac. I then heard him vacuuming up the basement and assumed that he was done working for the day. As it turned out, Thomas had actually completed the entire project in one day. Before he left, Linda told him that she would give him a call the following week so that they could schedule his session in the new basement Dungeon once it was decorated. 
 
      
 
     Linda then said to Gloria “Well girl, Thomas is finished with all the furniture. We just have to go out tomorrow and buy the décor furnishing and lighting. Are you ready to see the furniture in your new Dungeon?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria squealed with excitement and Linda led her towards the basement door, but before going down the steps, Linda said to me “You stay right where you are slave. You are not allowed down in the basement until your Mistress takes you down there!” 
 
      
 
    When Linda and Gloria finally came up from the basement, Gloria locked the door to make sure that no one was able to go down to the Dungeon, and she put the key in her pocket. When Linda was ready to leave, she said “Gloria, I will pick you up tomorrow morning around 9 am and we will go shopping for the items which you need to complete the ambiance in the Dungeon. By the time that we get home, the varnish on the furniture should be completely dry.” 
 
      
 
    Sure enough, at 9 am on Sunday, Linda showed up and before she and Gloria left for a day of shopping, Gloria held out her hand to me and told me that she needed my credit card. I hesitated a little too long getting it out of my wallet for her, and Gloria said “Slave, give me your credit card. You do want me to furnish the Dungeon nicely for you. Don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    Even though I worried about how much Gloria would charge on my card, I handed it to her and said, “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Instead of having a leisurely day to myself while they were gone, I went to work on the rest of my weekly chores and even managed to clean the overwhelming number of pairs of Gloria’s shoes and boots which were in her closet. Late in the afternoon, Gloria and Linda returned home carrying so many shopping bags that they had to make two trips out to Linda’s car. When I saw all the bags as well as the lamps which they were carrying down to the basement, then I really began worrying about how much Gloria had charged to my credit card. 
 
      
 
    Gloria and Linda wound up spending the next three hours working on the décor in the basement Dungeon. At one point Gloria came up and told me to open a bottle of wine and as soon as I had poured two glasses, Gloria took them down to the basement for her and Linda. Finally, around 7 pm, they came up from the basement and Gloria locked the door once again. As Linda was leaving, she turned to me and said “Well, the Dungeon is ready, and it looks great. All we need now are some slaves to discipline!” 
 
      
 
    When we rode the train to Manhattan the next morning, I thought that Gloria would mention something about the Dungeon and when I would get to see it, but she did not utter a word about it. I had a busy week at work, and I did not think much about the Dungeon because I was totally preoccupied with the projects on which I was working. By the end of the week, I wondered when and if ever I would get to see Gloria’s new acquisition in the basement. I did not have to wonder long. 
 
      
 
    On Saturday morning while I was doing my chores, I answered the doorbell when it rang, and Linda marched into the living room wearing a black leather jacket over a skimpy black leather bra, a short black leather skirt, and thigh high black leather boots with stiletto heels. As soon as I closed the door, I dropped down onto my knees and spent a considerable amount of time kissing and licking those extremely high leather boots.  
 
      
 
    Just as I was finished with worshipping Linda’s boots, Gloria came down the steps from upstairs dressed in a black corset, black leather miniskirt, black stockings, and black high heel stiletto pumps. She walked over to where I was kneeling in front of Linda and said, “While you are done there on the floor slave, you can worship my shoes also!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately began kissing and licking Gloria’s pumps until she told me that she was satisfied with the job that I had done and that I could stand up and go finish working on my chores. 
 
      
 
    Shortly thereafter, the doorbell rang again and before I could answer it, Gloria opened the front door and said “Come on in Thomas. We have got some nice whips downstairs that we are dying to try out on you!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria unlocked the door to the basement, and then she and Linda led Thomas down the steps. I have to admit that at that moment, I felt extreme jealousy towards Thomas since he would soon have the undivided attention of two beautiful leather clad Mistresses. I knew however that I needed to get busy doing my chores since I was so far behind schedule accomplishing them at that time. 
 
      
 
    A little while later while I was mopping the kitchen floor, I could not help but put my ear close to the door leading to the basement and I could hear Thomas moaning loudly while one of the Mistresses was whipping him. I quickly moved away from the door and went back to cleaning the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    I had just totally finished cleaning the first level of the house when I looked up at the clock and realized that Gloria and Linda had been down in the basement with Thomas for almost three hours. I knew that I had better get busy preparing some lunch before Gloria and Linda came back upstairs. Fortunately for me, I had just finished preparing a tuna salad and setting the table, as well as opening a bottle of wine, when the basement door opened, and the two Mistresses came out with Thomas following them. As Linda escorted Thomas to the front door, I heard him thanking her, and then heard her say “You are quite welcome slave. Next month you can come over to my Dungeon and I will see if I can put even bigger whip marks on that back of yours!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria and Linda then came into the kitchen, sat down at the table, and Gloria said “I am glad that you had lunch ready for us slave. We both worked up an appetite. Punishing a slave can be strenuous work!” 
 
      
 
    After Gloria and Linda finished their lunch, they both refilled their wine glasses and went into the living room to relax while I cleared the table and cleaned up the kitchen. When I was finished, I started to go upstairs to do more chores, but Gloria said, “Come here slave” and I immediately went over to see what she needed. When I did, she handed me a pair of leather wrist cuffs as well as a pair of leather ankle cuffs, and said “Go downstairs to the Dungeon, get completely naked, put these cuffs on, and wait on your knees on the black mat for us to come down!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately went downstairs to the basement but when I got to the bottom of the stairs, I had to wait for my eyes to focus because the lighting provided by the lamps in the corners and the red overhead light bulbs in the Dungeon were very muted. As soon as I could see everything clearly, I was extremely impressed with the furniture which Thomas had made and also with the way that Gloria and Linda had decorated the Dungeon. 
 
      
 
    A large St. Andrew’s Cross stood upright against one wall with hooks attached to the four corners of the X. Right in the middle of the Dungeon was a long bondage table with hooks attached to all sides of the table and chains which were attached to the ceiling hanging down over the table. Against another wall was a spanking bench with hooks attached to each of the four legs of the bench. The final piece of furniture which Thomas had crafted was a large Throne like chair with red cushions attached to the back and seat, as well as a footrest at the base of the chair. 
 
      
 
    Directly behind what I assumed would be Gloria’s throne were ceiling to floor black curtains which did an excellent job of separating the rest of the basement from the Dungeon portion to which shelves had been added on one wall and which now held many items which the Mistress would use to punish and torment her slave. I was so enthralled by everything in the Dungeon that I almost took too long to get all of my clothes removed and get the cuffs buckled around my wrists and ankles. I was just buckling the last cuff when I heard the Mistresses coming down the steps. I quickly fell to my knees on the black mat just as they entered the Dungeon. 
 
      
 
    As the two Mistresses towered above me, Gloria said “Well slave, what do you think of my new Dungeon?” 
 
      
 
    I kept my eyes focused on her high heels and said, “It looks like you and Mistress Linda have done a wonderful job and slave Thomas made some beautiful furniture”. 
 
      
 
    “Yes slave. I am quite happy with the way that everything turned out. I also have great news for you slave. You may not have realized it, but we have reached the end of a month so tonight we can initiate the new Dungeon by reviewing the demerits and favorable points which you earned during the month, and I am so glad that Mistress Linda is here to help me with any discipline which needs to be administered!” 
 
      
 
    I obviously was not happy at all to hear that Linda would be participating in my monthly review, but I also knew that there was not a thing that I could do about it. Gloria then told me to lie on my back on the black mat and when I did, she began pressing one of her high heels into my right nipple. I immediately cried out as her sharp heel hurt my sensitive nipple. She then did the same thing to my left nipple only even harder. I started begging her to stop but then I was immediately distracted by new pain when Linda slid one of her stiletto heels through the bars of my chastity cage and started pressing down hard onto my cock. I started screaming from the pain which I was experiencing. That only made Linda press down on my cock even harder, and made Gloria say “Slave, we are just getting started with our fun. Do I need to gag you right now?” 
 
      
 
    Before I could answer, Gloria lifted her high heel up off of my nipple and Linda removed her heel from my cock. Then they each slid one of their heels into my mouth at the same time and Gloria said, “Start sucking slave and you better not put any bite marks on either of our heels!” 
 
      
 
    As I laid there on the floor, I gently sucked on both heels at the same time making sure that I was careful to keep my teeth away from the two heels until the Mistresses removed them from my mouth and replaced them with the other two heels. After the Mistresses were pleased with the job that I had done on their heels, Gloria told me to get up onto my feet. She then led me over to the St. Andrew’s Cross, had me face the cross, and said “Ok slave. It’s time to review your performance for the past month!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria quickly attached my wrist cuffs to the hooks on the top two corners of the cross while Linda assisted by securing my ankle cuffs to the hooks on the two bottom corners of the cross. Then Gloria wrapped a wide leather belt which was attached to the center of the cross around my waist and buckled it, pulling my body tightly against the cross and further immobilizing me. 
 
      
 
    Then Gloria announced “Ok slave. First, I will discuss the demerits which you earned, and we will administer the appropriate punishment for those!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately tensed up when Gloria said, “You did not take me out to a nice restaurant for dinner once during the past month, so you will get a lash for each week you neglected me!” 
 
      
 
    I quickly tried to explain how busy we had been and that our schedules never really allowed us to go out on the weekend, but Gloria would not hear anything of what I had to say. Instead, she grabbed a leather penis gag, shoved it into my mouth, and buckled it tightly around my head and said “Slave, I am not interested in any of your excuses tonight or what you have to say. The only thing that matters is what I have to say!” 
 
      
 
    She then turned to Linda and said “Mistress, would you be so kind as to give him five lashes?” When Linda said that she would love to do that, Gloria handed her Cat o’ Nine Tails Whip to Linda. I did not even have time to prepare for the hot searing pain which I felt when Linda swung the whip and brought it down incredibly hard across my back. She quickly followed up with four more lashes of incredible intensity which caused me to start screaming loudly but all of my howling was muffled by the penis gag in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    Gloria thanked Linda and then said “Ok slave. Next on my list. You did give me some foot rubs, but you totally neglected to give me any body massages during the month.” 
 
      
 
    She then turned to Linda once again, and said “Mistress, would you please give him five lashes for me?” 
 
      
 
    I never heard Linda answer Gloria, but I immediately felt the leather whip come down hard across my ass cheeks and I saw stars from the pain. Linda wasted no time in administering four more severe lashes across my butt, causing tears to run down my face as I sobbed into the gag. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then said “Good news slave. There was only one more area where you earned demerits during the month. You did do the laundry every week, however, you mishandled my expensive intimate garments. You did not properly hand wash and air dry my lingerie. I need to give you some follow up training on that issue, but right now, I need to give you five lashes!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria took the whip from Linda, swung it, and immediately brought the leather tentacles of the whip down hard across my back. She then alternated the remaining four lashes between my ass and my back. By the time that Gloria removed the penis gag from my mouth, I was a sobbing mess. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then said “Slave, is there something that you would like to say?” 
 
      
 
    I knew that there was only one appropriate response to Gloria’s question, so in between my whimpering, I said “Thank you Mistress Gloria and Thank you Mistress Linda for punishing me for the demerits which I earned.” 
 
      
 
    Both Mistresses smiled broadly and released my wrist and ankle cuffs from the hooks on the St. Andrew’s Cross. Gloria then led me over to the long wooden bondage table and ordered me up onto it on my back. As soon as I had laid down on the table, Gloria secured my wrist cuffs to the hooks above my head and Linda secured my ankle cuffs to the hooks at the bottom of the table. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then said, “Well slave, since your positive points for the month outweighed your demerits, you have earned an orgasm.” She then slipped the necklace with the key to my chastity cage over her head, and I was absolutely thrilled as she began removing the security screw from the chastity device. I was sure that Gloria would soon climb up onto the table and mount my cock. That unfortunately did not happen. 
 
      
 
    Instead, Gloria removed the cage portion of the device and slipped a condom down over my cock and said, “I can’t have you making a mess in my nice new Dungeon when I masturbate you!” She then began stroking my cock slowly at first, and then gradually moving her hand up and down my shaft faster and faster. All of a sudden while Gloria was masturbating me, Linda placed her hands on both of my nipples and dug her long fingernails into them. Instantaneously my cock exploded and began shooting a steady stream of cum into the rubber. When I finally calmed down and Gloria was sure that I had reached my climax, she removed the condom from my cock, held it up to the light, and said “Look at that slave. I told you that you could fill the rubber with your cum if I made you wait a month for an orgasm. Now, there is one more thing that you need to do!” 
 
      
 
    On cue, as if they had discussed what to do ahead of time, Linda squeezed my nostrils tightly together and held my nose shut until I opened my mouth to breathe. At that point, Gloria poured the entire contents of the condom into my mouth and told me to swallow all of my cum. After she had me open my mouth so that she could make sure that I had swallowed everything, Gloria then pushed the chastity cage back down over my cock, inserted the cage portion into the ring, and she used her key to tighten the security screw back once again into the device.  
 
      
 
    Gloria and Linda then released me from the bondage table and Gloria told me not to bother putting on any of my clothes. She shut off all the lights in the Dungeon and the two Mistresses went up the steps with me naked except for my chastity cage following them. 
 
      
 
    That was the last time that I am aware of that Mistress Linda ever visited the Dungeon in Gloria’s basement. Gloria religiously took me down to the Dungeon at least once a month over the next two years where unfortunately I received much more punishment than pleasure. I also know, that in addition to punishing me, Gloria took part in domination activities in Linda’s basement Dungeon many times over the next two years. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Financial Ruin or Permanent Chastity? 
 
      
 
    I worked very diligently each month to please Gloria and I did my best to take care of all my obligations around the house in addition to going to work every day. It seemed however, that no matter how hard I tried, Gloria always managed to find fault with either my chores or the way that I had pleasured her during the month. 
 
      
 
    As a result, when she took me down to the Dungeon at the end of the month, she said that my demerits outweighed my positive points for three months in a row. Thus, I was denied a release from the chastity cage and an orgasm. I was absolutely going crazy. I had never been so horny in my life and had never gone so long without an orgasm. As you can imagine, my situation was also exacerbated by the fact that Gloria was always dressed in sexy outfits and my cock was always pushing against the stainless steel bars of the chastity cage especially every time that I was required to get down on my knees and worship Gloria’s high heel shoes or boots. 
 
      
 
    I knew that I had to do something to get some relief and I saw an opportunity to get out of my chastity cage one Saturday night when Gloria came down to the living room dressed in a black leather bustier, short black leather skirt, and her thigh high black leather boots. She was carrying her large black leather bag and as I studied her gorgeous leather clad body, I noticed that she was not wearing the necklace with the key to my chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    Gloria told me that she was headed over to Linda’s house for cocktails and that they would then be disciplining some slaves in Linda’s Dungeon. 
 
      
 
    I hung on each word, when Gloria said “I expect that it will be an extremely late night and that I will probably just stay at Linda’s house tonight. You do not need to wait up for me!” 
 
      
 
    As soon as Gloria’s car pulled out of the driveway, I swung into action because I was determined to find the key to my chastity cage since she was not wearing it when she left the house. 
 
      
 
    I started my search in Gloria’s bedroom where I looked through each and every drawer of her bureau. I then searched in her armoire. I went through her closet from the shoe boxes on the shelves, through the pockets of all of the hanging clothes, and then through every pair of shoes and boots on the floor of the closet. I then looked through all of the drawers in the two bedside nightstands. I came up empty handed in Gloria’s bedroom, and I was quite dejected because I had been sure that the key would have been in the bedroom somewhere. 
 
      
 
    I then moved into Gloria’s office where the safe which held the second key to my chastity cage stared me in the face. Taking a chance and hoping that maybe she had left the safe unlocked, I tried to open it, but found that it was securely locked and there was no way that I could get into it. I looked through every drawer in her file cabinet and every drawer in her desk. Once again with no success at finding the key. 
 
      
 
    Being despondent, I went downstairs, made myself a drink, and sat on the couch, trying to figure out where Gloria could have hidden the key. After racking my brain and producing no answers, I finished my drink, shut off the lights, and went up to my bedroom. I had a tough time falling asleep because I was so horny, and I did not know how much longer I could continue being denied an orgasm. I finally fell asleep after many hours of lying there and then I actually slept rather soundly until I was awakened in the morning when Gloria stormed into my room and said “Slave, get your ass out of that bed right now!”  
 
      
 
    I wiped the sleep out of my eyes, looked at the clock on the nightstand and saw that it was 8 am. As I slid out of my bed, I said “Good Morning Mistress. Did you just get home?” 
 
      
 
    With one of the meanest looks on her face which I had ever seen, Gloria said “Do not give me that Good Morning shit slave. I want you naked right now!” 
 
      
 
    I had absolutely no idea as to what Gloria was planning, but I just assumed that she was in a domination mood because she had spent the night discipling slaves in Linda’s Dungeon, so I quickly complied and removed my underwear. 
 
      
 
    As soon as I was naked, Gloria pulled a pair of handcuffs out of her black bag which hung over her shoulder, slapped the handcuffs onto my wrists, locking them together in front of me, and pushed me towards the door and said, “Get your ass down to the Dungeon right now!” 
 
      
 
    As I went down the steps to the first floor and then down the steps to the basement, Gloria would give me a shove whenever she felt that I was not moving fast enough, and I almost fell a couple of times. As soon as she had me in the Dungeon, Gloria placed a step stool underneath a chain which hung from the ceiling and told me to get up onto the stool. As soon as I did as she ordered, Gloria placed another step stool next to me, climbed up onto it, and using a padlock, secured my handcuffs to the hanging chain. 
 
      
 
    Then much to my horror, she placed her hand on the step stool on which I was standing, and yanked it away, causing me to hang helplessly from the chain with my feet about a foot off of the floor. The handcuffs immediately began digging into my wrists as the weight of my body pulled me down towards the floor. 
 
      
 
    Gloria picked up her riding crop, pointed at my face, and said “I would have thought that after being with me for all these years, you would have known by now that I am a stickler for details. Everything in its place and a place for everything!” 
 
      
 
    Fear quickly spread through my body as I had a feeling that I knew where Gloria was taking the conversation. Unfortunately, my feeling was correct when Gloria said, “How dare you go through everything in my bedroom and in my office!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately started cursing myself because obviously I had been so horny the night before when I was looking for the key that I did not take note of how things were arranged in Gloria’s drawers, closet, file cabinet, and desk. She then said, “What were you looking for slave that you so carelessly rifled through all of my possessions?” 
 
      
 
    I knew that she was well aware of what I had been looking for, but I was afraid to actually answer her question and confirm it, so I remained quiet. That turned out to be a big mistake. Gloria became totally infuriated and began hitting both of my nipples extremely hard with her riding crop. She continued punishing my nipples while she kept repeating the question “What were you looking for slave?” 
 
      
 
    I was so overwhelmed by the pain in my nipples, that I started crying and as tears began running down my face, Gloria reached into her bag, pulled out the necklace with the key to my chastity cage, and said “This is what you were looking for slave. Isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    I began nodding my head, and in between my weeping said, “Yes Mistress. I am sorry.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then lowered her arm, and suddenly hit me in the balls with the riding crop so hard that I felt like I was going to pass out from the incredible pain and just as I was starting to regain control of my senses, Gloria slammed the riding crop into my balls once again. I screamed at the top of my lungs and as I was reeling from the excruciating pain, Gloria said “Slave, do you think for a moment that I am stupid enough to leave the key lying around the house when I am not home?” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then picked up her Cat o’ Nine Tails Whip and started striking me all over my back, my butt, and my thighs. The force of the whip’s tentacles punishing my body caused me to start swinging from the overhead chain to which my handcuffs were attached. She continued striking me with her whip until every part of my body felt like it was on fire. Then she set the whip down and calmly said “I am going upstairs to make myself some breakfast before I do some serious harm to you. You can just hang there and think about what you did!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria left me hanging there in the Dungeon for at least a good two hours. I was in such extreme pain that I could not stop myself from sobbing. When Gloria finally came back down the stairs to the basement, I worried that she would resume punishing me once again, but instead, she stood on her step stool, unlocked, and removed the padlock from the handcuffs, and I immediately fell down onto the concrete floor in a heap. My arms were useless like rubber after hanging from them for so long. My nipples and balls hurt terribly, and I was sure that my back, butt, and thighs were covered with marks from Gloria’s whip. 
 
      
 
    Gloria reached down, unlocked the handcuffs, and removed them from my wrists and said “Instead of whipping you some more slave, I have just decided to add an additional three months to your chastity sentence. You better walk a straight line and not get any more time added between now and then or you will forget what an orgasm feels like!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria turned on her heels, went up the steps, and left me there lying on the Dungeon floor. As I laid there in pain, all I kept doing was cursing myself for being so stupid. I had thought that three months without an orgasm was horrible but now I was looking at six months and could not even comprehend how I would be able to survive such a sexual drought. 
 
      
 
    Over the next two months, I thought every day about Gloria’s warning that I had ‘better walk a straight line’ and I went out of my way to go beyond the requirements of our Mistress/slave agreement. In addition to doing all of my chores perfectly, I pleasured Gloria with my mouth and tongue, gave her body massages and foot rubs, and catered to all of her needs nonstop, and she was extremely cordial and pleasant with me, but not enough to allow me to have a release from my chastity cage. On that matter she was sticking to her edict. 
 
      
 
    As I neared the end of the additional three months which Gloria had added to my chastity sentence, I started to get excited and hopeful that I would soon get to experience some relief. The week before my sentence was due to expire, I noticed that Gloria became noticeably quiet and uncommunicative. She obviously had something weighing on her mind. 
 
      
 
    After half a dozen unsuccessful attempts on my part to get her to talk, she finally opened up and told me that due to the lousy economy which we were experiencing, the convention and meeting business had fallen off dramatically. Then she said, “The hotel informed me the other day that they will be cutting my position down to twenty hours a week starting next week and reducing my pay to half of what I have been earning.” 
 
      
 
    I told Gloria how sorry I was to hear the news and asked her if there was some way that I could help with the situation. After a few moments of silence, she nodded her head and said “Yes slave there is. I have been thinking about it and if I raise your rent to $600 per month, then I will still be able to meet all of my budget obligations without a problem”. 
 
      
 
    I gulped when faced with the prospect of having my rent doubled, especially since I was also buying the groceries, household supplies, and liquor on a weekly basis. But I was the one who had opened my big mouth asking if there was some way for me to help out with the situation. Fortunately, I had received two salary increases in the past year because of how well our company and my department were doing, and I had never mentioned those increases to Gloria, so I told her that I would start paying her the $600 per month for rent as she had requested. 
 
      
 
    She was so happy at my response, that she jumped up and gave me a long hot and passionate kiss and told me how grateful she was. Then she totally surprised me by placing her hand on my chastity cage and said “Slave, we do not have to wait another week to unlock this. Go on up to my bedroom, get undressed and wait for me on my bed!” 
 
      
 
    I do not think that I had ever moved so fast in my life before. I ran up the steps, into Gloria’s bedroom, and removed all of my clothes and laid down on her bed. A few minutes later, Gloria came into the bedroom, secured my wrists to the headboard with leather cuffs, and then removed all of her clothes before climbing up on the bed and straddling me. 
 
      
 
    She slipped the necklace over her head, took the key, removed the security screw, and pulled the cage portion off of my cock. She then rolled a condom down over my cock and slid her pussy down over my shaft. I immediately started moving my crotch upwards to push my cock further into Gloria’s pussy, but she sat firmly on my crotch without moving and said “Slave, let us take it nice and easy tonight. You have not had an orgasm in almost six months, and I do not want you shooting your cum into that rubber before I have a chance to enjoy myself!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then slowly began rocking back and forth on my cock while she ran her hands all over my chest and began tenderly caressing my nipples. I laid back and allowed Gloria to totally control the pace of our lovemaking, and she slowly began to slide her pussy up and down on my cock, gradually increasing the pace until she started moaning. Then she started pounding my cock into her pussy and started pulling on my nipples. It did not take long at all after that for both her and I to achieve wonderful orgasms together. 
 
      
 
    As I laid there totally satisfied after a drought of almost a half year, Gloria slid off of my cock and collapsed onto my chest totally content like me and we both fell asleep while my wrists were still restrained to the headboard. Neither of us stirred until the morning sun came through the drapes. Then Gloria jumped up and said, “Oh slave, I am so sorry that I fell asleep and left you bound to the bed all night.” 
 
      
 
    She quickly went into the bathroom, retrieved a warm washcloth, removed the condom, and washed my cock down and also wiped out the chastity cage. Then she slid the cage down over my cock, inserted the security screw and tightened it up with her key. As soon as she had me securely locked back up in the chastity cage, she unbuckled the cuffs so that I could lower my arms. When I did, I had hardly any feeling in either of my arms because they had fallen asleep while I was restrained all night. 
 
      
 
    Gloria suggested that we get into a nice hot shower together and when we did, she lathered me up and rubbed me down paying particular attention to my arms to get all of the circulation to return to both of them. She then allowed me to soap up her beautiful body and wash her. As I did, I found that I was getting aroused once again but unfortunately my cock could not get hard because of the steel barricade of my chastity cage. It then dawned on me that this was the first time in over three years that I had ever been allowed to share a shower with Gloria and I was overcome with happy emotions and filled with the hope that my relationship with Gloria was going to improve for the better and allow me to reap more benefits. 
 
      
 
    I really concentrated on being attentive to Gloria’s needs over the next six months and our Female Led Relationship went rather well even though I only earned an orgasm about once every other month when Gloria reconciled the demerits and positive points which she had awarded to me for my performance. 
 
      
 
    The one thing which started to worry me was that Gloria was spending more and more time over at Linda’s basement Dungeon. At least two or three times a week, Gloria would come downstairs all decked out in her most dominant attire and announce that she was going over to Linda’s house for the evening. I began to wonder who Linda and Gloria were actually dominating down there in the Dungeon, other than Linda’s husband or Thomas. Gloria had mentioned a couple of times that Linda’s Dungeon was twice as large as the one in our basement and that it had a lot more bondage furniture. I have no way of proving it, but I honestly believe that Linda and Gloria had moved up to professional Domme status and that they were operating a House of Female Domination in Linda’s home. 
 
      
 
    I knew one thing for sure and that was that Linda was a bad influence as far as I was concerned. She always put too many ideas into Gloria’s head and Gloria usually listened and abided by what Linda told her. That fact became painfully true when Gloria announced to me the latest idea which Linda had given her. 
 
      
 
    Gloria and I were sitting at the table one night and had just finished a nice dinner which I had prepared when she said “Slave, Linda and I were discussing Female Led Relationships the other day, and she had a particularly good point. Linda encouraged me to have you put my name on your banking accounts since we have been living together for so long. I think that is a good idea in case I need to make a purchase for us or pick up something that we need”. 
 
      
 
    I about spit out the coffee I was sipping at the time but did not say anything. After waiting a while for my response, Gloria said “Well slave, don’t you think that’s a good idea?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t think that was a good idea at all, especially since I had seen over the years how Gloria could spend money on any new outfit or toy that she felt like buying without giving it a second thought, but I kept my feelings to myself and said, “I’ll have to think about that since that would be a major step for us in our relationship”. 
 
      
 
    Gloria obviously was not happy with my response, but she dropped the subject, poured herself a glass of wine, and went into the living room. 
 
      
 
    Over the next two weeks, Gloria never brought up the subject about me putting her name on my banking accounts, so I was relieved and hopeful that she had dropped the idea. Unfortunately, about a week later after Gloria had been over at Linda’s house, she came home, poured herself a glass of wine, and then said “Slave, Linda was asking me if you had made a decision yet about putting me on your banking accounts. She said that in any true Female Led Relationship, the woman should be able to take control of the finances when necessary. Have you given it the necessary thought yet?” 
 
      
 
    I immediately felt myself getting very tense and tried to choose my words carefully. After a short pause, I said “No Mistress, I really have not had a chance to give it much thought. I have been extremely busy at work these past few weeks and occupied here at home doing my chores and making sure that I have been catering to all of your needs.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria obviously did not like my answer because with a disapproving voice said “Slave, that is all well and good, but you have had enough time to make the decision which is proper for our relationship. I expect you to get the necessary forms from your bank this coming week so that I can be added to your accounts!” 
 
      
 
    Every day when I went into the city to work the following week, I kept thinking about the ultimatum which Gloria had given to me, but I just could not bring myself to stop by my bank and pick up the necessary forms. I gave it serious thought and I knew that there was absolutely no way that I wanted to add Gloria to my banking accounts. In fact, the more that I thought about it, I was getting tired of shelling out so much money on a monthly basis just to live with Gloria as her locked up chastity slave. I even wondered if it was time for me to move on and end my relationship with Gloria. I decided that if she brought up the subject again, I would flat out tell her that I was not willing to add her to my banking accounts. 
 
      
 
    The following Friday night when I arrived home, I had absolutely no idea that it would turn out to be the worst night of my life. Gloria met me at the door attired in her black leather mini dress, black hose, and black leather high heel pumps. As soon as I set my briefcase down, I immediately got down on my knees and kissed and licked her pumps until she was satisfied with my worship and told me to get up. She then told me to go downstairs to the Dungeon and remove all my clothing and wait for her. I joyously assumed that Gloria planned to give me a sexual release even though it was not time for her to evaluate my monthly performance and I quickly headed down to the Dungeon and removed all of my clothes. 
 
      
 
    About ten minutes later, Gloria came down to the Dungeon and told me to get up onto the bondage table and lie on my back. As soon as I had done as she said, Gloria secured my wrists into cuffs above my head at the top of the table. Then she restrained my ankles into cuffs at the bottom of the table. As I anxiously waited for her to climb up onto the table and make love to me, she began running her hands all over my chest and tantalizing my nipples, and then she said “Slave, I am disappointed that you did not do what I expected you to do during the last two weeks.” 
 
      
 
    Puzzled by her statement, I asked her what she meant, and she said, “Did you ever pick up the forms from your bank to add me to your banking accounts?” 
 
      
 
    With much trepidation in my voice, I said “No Mistress. I never got around to it.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then sighed, walked over to a table on the other side of the Dungeon, and when she returned, she had two sheets of paper in her hand, and said “Fortunately, I found your checkbook and your savings account book in your room last week and I took them with me to your bank the other day. The genuinely nice man at Chase Bank typed up these forms with your name, my name, and the account numbers for the two accounts, so all you need to do now is sign them and then I will have full signatory approval on both accounts”.  
 
      
 
    As Gloria held the two forms and a pen in front of my face, I began to shake, and I knew that a major conflict was facing me, but I said “Mistress, I do not think that is a good idea, and I do not want to sign those forms.” 
 
      
 
    Gloria looked at me with daggers in her eyes and a scowl appeared on her face, and she said “Slave, this is not a request anymore. You are going to sign these forms or suffer a severe consequence!” 
 
      
 
    At that point, I should have remained cool, but unfortunately, I got very mad and said “Gloria, I am not signing a damm thing. I am fed up being used by you. All I want you to do is release me from this table, release me from this darn chastity cage, and let me leave. You and I can go our separate ways starting tonight!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria’s face turned bright red, and steam was coming out of her ears when she said “How dare you being so disrespectful to me after everything that I have done for you slave. You are not going anywhere. You are going to sign these forms, or you will regret it for many years!” 
 
      
 
    At that point, I was totally fed up with Gloria’s attitude and said “I already told you that I am not signing anything. Get me out of these cuffs right now!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria then started walking towards the door and said “I am going to give you thirty minutes to change your mind. When I come back, you will either sign these forms or you will force me to do something which you will regret for many years to come!’ 
 
      
 
    Gloria proceeded to go up the steps to the first floor and I began pulling on the cuffs, hoping that I could release them from the hooks attached to the bondage table. I quickly found out however that they would not budge at all. My only hope was that when Gloria came back, some reason would prevail, and that she would release me from the bondage table. 
 
      
 
    About a half hour later, Gloria came back down the stairs to the Dungeon, approached me, and said “Well slave. This will be the last time that I will ever ask you to reconsider signing these forms. Are you ready to sign these forms now?” 
 
      
 
    Once again, I told Gloria that I was not going to sign a damm thing and told her that she needed to release me from the bondage table and from the chastity device immediately. 
 
      
 
    Gloria just shook her head and said “I am so sorry to hear that slave. We have had many nice times together. It is a shame that it has to end like this. Fortunately for me, thanks to Linda, there are a number of slaves ready and able to take your place!” 
 
      
 
    She then slid the necklace with the key for my chastity cage over her head and then added the second key which she had retrieved from her safe. She held it up for me so that I could see that both keys were now on the necklace. Gloria slid the necklace over my head and said, “Here’s the two keys to your chastity cage slave and you can also keep the necklace!” 
 
      
 
    I immediately breathed a sign of relief assuming that she was then going to release me from the bondage table and allow me to leave, but those feelings of relief were short lived, when Gloria held up a bottle of Loctite Red and said “Linda gave this to me to use in case you refused to sign the bank forms. Enjoy those keys slave. Not that they will ever do you any good once I seal up the security screw and the ring with this Loctite!” 
 
      
 
    I could not even believe my eyes and what Gloria planned to do. I ignored the fact that I was helplessly bound to the table, and I became totally enraged and screamed “Do not be such a stupid bitch Gloria. Put that down and release me from this table right now!” 
 
      
 
    Gloria just shook her head and said “You just be as disrespectful as you want Robert. I have no further use for you now!” 
 
      
 
    I realized that Gloria had stopped calling me slave and that she had addressed me by my first name, indicating to me that I was in serious trouble. Sure enough, Gloria then opened the bottle of Loctite Red and covered the head of the security screw with the sealant. She then applied a generous amount of the Loctite into the grove where the cage portion was inserted into the ring. 
 
      
 
    Gloria then headed for the stairs and said “I will be back down in a little while after that Loctite has a chance to harden up some. Do not go anywhere slave!” 
 
      
 
    As I laid there bound to that bondage table totally helpless, I began sweating profusely when I realized that there was nothing, I could do to stop that sealant from hardening up and making me a permanent prisoner in my chastity cage. I lost track of the time, but I would assume that it was four or five hours later before Gloria came back down and released my wrists from the cuffs on the bondage table. 
 
      
 
    However, she quickly pulled my arms behind my back and locked my wrists into a pair of handcuffs. I was in no position to stop her since my ankles were still restrained in the cuffs at the bottom of the table. Once my wrists were locked behind my back, Gloria then released my ankles and allowed me to get off of the bondage table and said “I am heading over to Linda’s house and will be spending the night there tonight. I released you so that you can have full run of the house and use the bathroom if you need to. I will set you free in the morning when I return home and then you can pack up and get out of my house!”  
 
      
 
    When Gloria left the Dungeon, I climbed up the stairs in my naked and handcuffed condition and went into my room. When the full realization of my situation hit me, I fell face down onto my bed and began sobbing uncontrollably. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    It has been over a year now since that horrible night when Gloria sealed my chastity cage and sentenced me to a life of no sexual releases and unspeakable frustration. 
 
      
 
    When Gloria finally returned home that Saturday morning and removed the handcuffs from my wrists, she looked at my chastity device and commented how nicely the sealant had hardened up. I immediately began packing up all of my possessions and carrying them out to my car. Since it was the weekend, I knew that there was no one available for me to contact who could give me advice about how I could break free from the Loctite sealed chastity cage. 
 
      
 
    I was forced to check into a motel so that I could get ready for work the next day, and as it turned out, I had to stay in the motel for three weeks before I was able to rent a one bedroom apartment in North Jersey and get all of my furniture out of the storage facility. 
 
      
 
    I made countless phone calls to the Loctite office in Ohio trying to find out the best way to dissolve the sealant. I obviously never mentioned the fact that their product was causing a chastity cage to be inescapable. Each time I called and got a different customer service representative, I received the same disappointing news when I was told that the only way to free a screw which had been sealed with Loctite Red was to heat the head of the screw to at least 500 °F. Needless to say, that was not a viable alternative if I valued my genitals at all. 
 
      
 
    I also managed to get an appointment with Wilhelm one afternoon and after he patiently listened to my tale of woe, he said that he definitely had the saw which could cut through the stainless steel ring of the chastity device, but that there was no way that he would ever take a chance doing such a risky procedure. He explained that the saw would get extremely hot cutting through the steel and that any miscalculation on his part could result in me losing my balls. I offered to sign a release of liability if he would attempt to remove the device, but he did not want to have anything to do with such a perilous undertaking. I left his office totally dejected and I had no idea as to even where to go next to find a solution to my problem. 
 
      
 
    Most days for me are bad being locked up in this chastity cage and some days are absolutely horrible and I want to climb the walls because I am so horny and there appears to be no hope for me on the horizon. I will keep researching my problem and keep hoping that I will find a solution so that someday I can once again gain control of my cock and enjoy the orgasm which has eluded me for so exceptionally long. 
 
      
 
    If you should start down a path similar to mine in search of a Dominant Female, make sure you think more than twice before you allow her to lock you up in a chastity device, and do not ever forget what happened to me. All it takes are a few mistakes on your part and the same thing could happen to you! 
 
      
 
    Slave Robert 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Exciting FemDom Books by Preeminent Mistresses on Amazon 
 
      
 
    DSC Publishing is proud to have released so many Exciting and Sensuous Books dealing with Female Domination, Female Led Relationships, and Male Chastity. 
 
      
 
    Most of the Books which we have released were authored by Preeminent Mistresses and are Top Selling Books on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    You will find it well worth your time to check out two of the Best Selling FemDom Authors who have been published by our Company 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mistress Benay 
 
      
 
    Mistress Benay was a well-known and sought after Dominatrix who was an Ardent Believer in Female Domination for many years. She also established herself as a successful Author of full length Novels covering Topics such as Female Domination, Male Chastity, and Female Led Relationships. During the last three years of her life, Mistress Benay brought Twenty Two Exciting Novels out to her loyal Readers, and her books continue to appear on an Amazon Top 100 List. 
 
    Mistress Benay turned her real life husband into a Willing Slave who worshiped the ground that She walked on, and he catered to all her needs. In her Top Selling Book "At Her Beck and Call - The Whole Story", Mistress Benay told her true life story, and explained how any Woman could also take control of her Relationship and turn her husband or partner into a willing slave. 
 
    Mistress Benay caused quite a stir which resulted in an international movement with women, by publishing her book titled "Male Chastity - The Complete Bundled Primer To Female Led Relationships". Women everywhere immediately began to heed her advice, and they began enjoying the benefits of taking control of their partner's orgasms, and building Female Led Relationships with their partners. 
 
    Make sure that you check out the Author’s Page on Amazon for Mistress Benay 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mistress Vanessa 
 
    After a Successful and very Eventful Twenty Year career as a Professional Dominatrix in New York City and Philadelphia, Mistress Vanessa recently retired and moved to Virginia, where she enjoys a Female Led Marriage with her new husband and has now started a new career as an Author, writing about her life experiences as a Professional Domme and the submissive men she catered to at various houses of Female Domination where she worked. 
 
    Make sure that you check out the Author’s Page on Amazon for Mistress Vanessa 
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