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A Major Move and A New Neighborhood

My name is Ann Walker, and I will never forget the day when my husband Joe called me in the middle of the afternoon from his office, and said “Ann, why don’t you forget about cooking tonight, and I will take you out to dinner”.

I was a little surprised when I got his call and his suggestion to go out to dinner, because it was the middle of the week, and whenever we went out to eat, it was usually on the weekend.  My husband’s schedule during the week was usually very hectic.  As the District Sales Manager for A-1 Supply Inc., a large equipment supply company, he did not work a normal nine to five schedule, so I usually did not know what time to expect him home for dinner on any given night.

I hesitated for a moment, and then said “I was just trying to decide what we were going to have for dinner.  Are you sure that you want to go out to eat tonight?  Is everything alright?  What’s the occasion?”

Joe quickly said “Yes Ann, everything is perfectly fine.  It’s just that I have some big news to share with you, and I thought it would be nice if I took you out to dinner, and shared the news over a leisurely meal”.

I could sense the excitement and enthusiasm in Joe’s voice over the phone, so I said “That would be great.  It won’t break my heart, not having to cook tonight.  Where are we going?  Do I need to dress up?”

As soon as Joe told me that he had already made dinner reservations at Villa Amalfi in Toms River, I knew the answer to my questions.  Yes, I needed to get dressed up for dinner at that restaurant.  As I went into the bedroom to pick out the outfit which I wanted to wear, I thought that Joe obviously must have some really good news to share with me, since he made our dinner reservation at one of the finest Italian Restaurants in Ocean County, which also happened to be my favorite restaurant.

I decided to put on a short sexy little black dress, which I had recently bought, along with sheer black hose, and a pair of black pumps which had high stiletto heels.  I knew that Joe would appreciate my choice of outfits, since he always liked it when I wore a short dress, nylons, and high heels.  Most of the time around the house, I just wore jeans and a sweatshirt, and I could always tell that Joe’s eyes would light up when he would see me in a dress and heels.

When Joe came home after work, I knew that my choice of outfits was perfect, when he took one look at me, and said “Wow, you look great!”

I tried to find out what his big news was while he was freshening up and getting ready, but he wouldn’t budge at all, and even give me a hint about what he had to discuss with me.  No matter how many questions I asked him, his response was the same “You can just wait till we go out to dinner!”

An hour later, we were seated at a quiet table in the beautiful restaurant, and in addition to our dinner orders, Joe ordered a bottle of Pinot Grigio.  When the wine arrived, and our glasses were filled, Joe then proposed a toast, saying “To my new job, and to the new adventure upon which we will be embarking!”

Totally caught by surprise, I said “What new job Joe?  Did you get promoted?”

Smiling ear to ear, Joe said “Yes Ann.  I’ve been promoted to the position of Regional Sales Manager”

I was absolutely thrilled to hear the news, and I took Joe’s hand and said “Honey, that is absolutely awesome.  I know that you have worked so hard over the last few years, and have done whatever has been required of you to build the sales in your territory”.

Then, after thinking about it for a minute, I asked “Joe, since you’re being promoted to Regional Sales Manager, where is Daniel your boss going?”

Joe laughed, and said “Ann, Daniel isn’t going anywhere.  He will still be the Regional Sales Manager here in the Jersey office.  I told you that I had big news.  I am being promoted to Regional Sales Manager of the Colorado Springs and Pueblo, Colorado Markets.  That’s what I meant when I toasted to our new adventure.  We’ll be moving to Colorado”.

I almost choked on the wine I was sipping at the time, when Joe told me that I would be moving to Colorado, in such a matter of a fact way.  Don’t get me wrong.  I had nothing against Colorado.  In all of my travels around the country, I had never made it to the state of Colorado.  I understood, from what everyone said, that it was a beautiful state, with a healthy lifestyle, lots of sunshine, and definitely a much lower cost of living than what we were used to in New Jersey.

I was totally caught by surprise, however, to be told that I would be moving almost two thousand miles across the country, leaving my home, family, and friends in Toms River, and moving to a place that I had never even visited before.

Having just turned forty a few months prior, and being married to a man who was forty five years old with a good paying job, I pretty well assumed that I was stable in the house and community where I had lived for the past ten years.

My mind was racing at a hundred miles an hour, and I had so many questions for Joe, but just then, the entrees we had ordered, arrived at our table.  I had ordered the Mclenzana Parmigiana (Eggplant), and Joe ordered his favorite dish the Scallopini Capriciosa (Veal).

The food presentation was beautiful, and the quality was absolutely wonderful.  I didn’t want our meals to get cold, so I told Joe that I would hold off on asking some of my questions till after we had eaten the delicious meals which were in front of us.

After we had finished our entrees, and were sitting there waiting for the waiter to bring coffee to us, I said to Joe “So when are we supposed to move to Colorado, so that you can start your new job?”

With a little apprehension, Joe said “Actually, they want me out there next week, so that I can get up to speed quickly, since the fella who has held the job for the last five years will be leaving at the end of next week”.

I didn’t mean to raise my voice, but unfortunately, my response came out a lot louder than I had planned when I said “Next Week?  That’s not much time at all for such a major move!”

Joe tried to calm me down by saying “No, they don’t expect us to move out to Colorado next week.  They just need me to go out there, so that I can start learning the territory, so that there will be a smooth transition before George, the fellow who is currently the Regional Sales Manager leaves”.

Then Joe said “We do, however, need to get our house listed for sale as soon as possible, and the company will help with both the sale of our house, and the purchase of another home in Colorado”.

When I asked Joe what he meant by his company helping, he said “Once we get our house listed for sale, the company will send out two companies to appraise our home.  If our home doesn’t sell in sixty days, we will have the option to have the company buy our home at the average of the two prices which the appraisers put on our home, or we can leave it on the market, and try to sell it ourselves”.

I was a little relieved to hear that, and said “Well, at least that is nice.  We won’t have to worry about not selling our home, and having the money to buy a home in Colorado”.

Joe smiled, and said “Actually, you’ll be able to go out to Colorado as soon as you want, and the company will set you up with a real estate agent who will take you around and show you homes which meet the criteria which you specify.  The company will also advance us any monies we need to put a purchase offer in on the house of your choice.  They’ll let us pay them back after either our house sells, or they buy it at the average of the two appraisals”.

That immediately took a big load off of my mind.  At least we wouldn’t have to worry about the financial implications of selling one home and buying another, and I told Joe “That’s pretty nice.  It sounds like the company is going to make it easy for us to sell our home, and buy another one in Colorado”.

“Absolutely”, he said.  “You just need to let me know when you want to go out there and look for a home, and I’ll let our relocation department know, so that they can make your plane and hotel reservations, and set you up with a realtor who will take you around to look at homes”.

That took a big load off of my mind, as far as the house was concerned, but I still wasn’t very thrilled with the fact that Joe and I would be separated while he was in Colorado learning the market, and taking over his new responsibilities.

I told him that since I knew nothing about the Colorado Springs or Pueblo markets, I would start researching both of them on the internet in the morning, and that he should let his company’s relocation department know that I would like to go out there sometime in the next week, while he was out there taking over his new assignment.

By the time that we finished with dinner, I must admit that I was a little bit tipsy from having drunk too much wine, and from the adrenaline rush I was experiencing about the major change in my life which would soon be taking place.

When we got back home, Joe couldn’t wait to peel the short black dress off of me, and I was definitely ready to celebrate his new promotion with a serious bout of love making.  Once Joe had succeeded at removing my dress, he became extremely excited and aroused by my garter belt, black stockings, and stiletto heels.  We spent the next hour making hot passionate love.

First, Joe nestled his head between my thighs, and licked and sucked my clit, getting me very excited.  When he started pushing his tongue in and out of my pussy, it didn’t take long at all before I experienced a wonderful orgasm.  I then reciprocated by driving him crazy, as I worked my mouth and tongue all over the tip of his cock, until he was almost ready to explode.  Then, as Joe laid there on the bed on his back, I mounted his rock hard cock, and rode him until he exploded inside of me with a massive orgasm which not only released an enormous amount of cum from his cock, but also spurred me on to another exciting orgasm.

The next morning as Joe headed out to work, he told me that he would get in touch with a Realtor and get our home listed for sale on the market.  I spent a leisurely morning at the breakfast bar in the kitchen with a bagel and a cup of coffee, while I turned on my laptop, and began doing some research on the Colorado Springs and Pueblo, Colorado housing markets.

Joe had told me that we could live in either Colorado Springs or Pueblo, since he would be handling accounts in both cities, and unlike New Jersey, there was no time consuming commute involved in getting from one place to another.

My initial reaction after doing some quick research, was that I would probably prefer to live in Pueblo, a town which had basically the same size population as Toms River, as opposed to Colorado Springs which was about four times the size of Toms River.

Being a life-long Jersey resident, I was used to spending a good portion of my summers going to the beach and enjoying, not only the ocean, but also the boardwalks along the Jersey shore.  I had gotten spoiled by being able to spend many a summer day at either Seaside Heights, which was a short ten minuet drive across the bay from Toms River, or going down the Garden State Parkway to Wildwood where the longest boardwalk in New Jersey put many pleasures at your disposal.

I must admit that the idea of having to trade the beaches of New Jersey for the mountains and cold weather of Colorado did cause me some anxiety, until I started to do my research on the computer.

Then I was pleasantly surprised to learn that Pueblo, Colorado was actually considered the “Banana Belt” of Colorado, and unlike Denver and some of the northern areas of the state, Pueblo actually offered a very mild climate year round, and offered its residents over 340 days of sunshine per year.  Tourists and travelers came from all over the region to visit Pueblo, so that they could take advantage of its very large lake for boating, fishing, and camping.  

The other nice factor which I discovered about the Southern Colorado area, where we would be moving to, was that unlike New Jersey, which has horrendous humidity in the summer, Pueblo basically has no humidity, even when the temperatures are in the nineties.  The more that I explored the Pueblo area on the computer, the more excited I became about having the opportunity to go out there and actually see the area,

I was also pleasantly surprised to see that the downtown Pueblo area was filled with quaint shops and restaurants, and also had a Riverwalk, which was a major tourist attraction, similar to the one in San Antonio.

I gave Joe a call at his office, and told him to go ahead and let his relocation department know that I would like for them to set me up with a realtor in Pueblo for the following week, and make the necessary travel arrangements for me.  I figured that while Joe was out there getting orientated for his new position, I would let the realtor take me around and show me the different areas, and the different housing choices.

The following Monday morning, Joe and I headed to Newark Airport for our four hour flight to Colorado Springs.  After we landed at the airport and picked up our baggage, Joe got the rental car which was waiting for him, and we headed south, on our way to the Courtyard by Marriott Hotel in downtown Pueblo, where we would be staying for the next week.  The one thing which I immediately noticed as we pulled out onto the highway was the absolutely beautiful blue sky.  Puffy white clouds seem to float on the sea of blue as they rolled over Pike’s Peak which we could see to our West.  I was not used to seeing such a clear blue sky, living in New Jersey, where the color of the sky alternated between different shades of gray most of the time.

After we got checked into the hotel, and rested up for a little bit, Joe and I went out to eat at a neat little restaurant called the Rio Bistro, which was close to the hotel.  We made an early night of it because Joe had to get up in the morning for his first meeting in Colorado Springs, and arrangements had been made for the realtor to pick me up at the hotel at 9 am so that I could start looking at houses.

The next morning, a woman named Cathy from the local Re/Max office was right on time picking me up at the hotel.  I was immediately impressed with Cathy’s pleasant demeanor and very bubbly personality.  We sat down and had a cup of coffee before getting on the road, so that I could tell Cathy exactly what I was looking for in a home.  Cathy showed me on a map the different housing areas that were available to me in the city limits of Pueblo and in the suburbs of Pueblo West.  Then she showed me some of the homes in the MLS book which met the criteria that I had set for our new home.

I picked out eight homes in the book which I told Cathy I would like to visit, and she immediately made the arrangements for us to tour the homes.  We spent the entire the day driving around the city, and looking at the homes which I had picked out.  Cathy showed me how the different areas of Pueblo were laid out, and it became apparent to me right away, that I preferred the old stately homes and developed neighborhoods which were in the center of the city.  I just wasn’t attracted to the newer construction in Pueblo West, where trees had not even grown up yet, and subdivisions were still in the process of being built.

As it turned out, the home which I really fell in love with was almost a hundred years old, and was in the center of the city on 12th Street.  It was a vacant brick Tudor style home that had a large fenced in back yard filled with apricot trees, five large bedrooms, and three baths.  The home was absolutely immaculate, and it was situated on a quiet street lined with big trees.  All of the other homes on the street had manicured lawns, and it was obvious, just by looking, that the homeowners on that street took pride in how their property looked.  Cathy informed me that the owners of the home had moved two months ago due to a corporate relocation, and they were very anxious to sell the home, as long as they received a reasonable offer.

As I went through the home, I was hooked.  I loved the old architecture, the beautiful wood moldings, and the charm of the fireplaces in the living and dining rooms.  I couldn’t wait to show the home to Joe to see what he thought.  As it turned out, Joe was able to break away from his meetings for a few hours the next day, so Cathy met Joe and me back at the house the next morning.  I was thrilled when he told me that he also loved the house.  I couldn’t believe how fast everything was happening, when Joe and I followed Cathy back to her office, so that we could put together a contract to offer to the owners.

The next day, as I toured the city, while Joe was at work, I was on pins and needles, hoping that the owners of the home I loved, would accept the offer we had made.  As it turned out, we didn’t hear anything till the following day when Cathy called to tell us that the owners had accepted our contract, and that since it was a clean contract without any contingencies, we should be able to close within a month.  I couldn’t believe that we were soon going to be the owners of that beautiful Tudor in the center of Pueblo.

Joe and I went out to celebrate our new home by having dinner at the Texas Roadhouse.  We were both in the mood for a good steak, so we figured that we’d put up with the noisy atmosphere that you usually find at the Roadhouse.  The steaks were perfect, and we both had a couple of cocktails since it was a special celebration.  We discussed what had to be done in the coming days to get ready for the move from New Jersey, and also the closing on the home in Colorado.  When we got back to the hotel, Joe and I made passionate love, then I fell asleep dreaming about my new home.

I stayed with Joe in Pueblo for three more days, before I returned home to Toms River to start getting ready for the eventual move, while Joe continued to learn the new markets, and took over his new job the next week.

During the next month, I stayed in New Jersey, while the local Weichert Realtor showed our house continuously to prospective buyers, and within three weeks, we received a contract on our home from a young couple.  Joe and I were both excited that the contract was almost for the full listed price, and the couple was anxious to move in as soon as possible.

As it turned out, three weeks later, we had closings on both the sale of our home in Toms River, and the purchase of the new home in Pueblo.  Joe’s company took care of all the arrangements with the packers and the movers, and before I knew it, all of our furniture and belongings were on the moving van, on their way to Pueblo, Colorado, and my car was also being transported to my new home.

Joe had returned home two days before the movers arrived, so he and I got in his car, ready to make the two and a half day drive to Colorado.

Before we started our long journey, I asked Joe to please let me make a stop at the beach one more time, so Joe drove over to Seaside Heights, where I walked along the boardwalk, like I had done so many times over the years.  I then went down onto the beach and placed my feet in the incoming waves of the Atlantic Ocean, and I said good bye to the Jersey Shore.


I Meet My Kinky Neighbors

Our cross country trip out to Colorado went very smooth, and two days after we arrived in Pueblo, the moving van with all of our household goods pulled up in front of our new home.  The movers worked throughout the day unloading our furniture, while Joe and I gave directions to them, as to where everything should be placed.

A little past noon, the front doorbell rang, and when I went to answer it, a very attractive woman with long blonde hair was standing on the front porch holding a tray of sandwiches in one hand and a six pack of soda in the other hand.  As soon as I opened the door, she said “Hi, I’m Patricia Dolan, your next door neighbor.  Welcome to the neighborhood.  I wanted to come over and introduce myself to you.  I also thought that you might need something for lunch while you’re moving in, so I brought you some sandwiches and drinks”.

I immediately invited Patricia into the house, saying “Oh my goodness.  That is so sweet of you.  Thank you so much”.  As I took the tray of sandwiches from Patricia, I said “My name is Ann Walker, and my husband Joe is around here somewhere working with the movers”.

I led Patricia into the kitchen where we set the food and drinks on the table, and I invited her to sit down, so that we could chat.  As we talked, we learned a little about each other.  Patricia told me that she was forty eight years old, and that her husband Steve, who worked as an Accountant for the school district had just turned fifty.  She said that they lived alone, since their son who was twenty five years old, moved to Chicago to take a job as an electrical engineer after he graduated from college.

While I was wearing a grubby t-shirt and jeans, since I was in the middle of moving boxes around, I was quick to notice that Patricia was wearing a very stylish short red dress and red pumps with very high heels, which made her look very tall and very fashionable.  Women tend to be very observant of every detail when looking at other women, so I couldn’t help but notice that Patricia’s dress was rather low cut, and displayed a good portion of her cleavage.  She was also wearing a gold necklace around her neck, from which a small key hung, and nestled itself in between her ample breasts.

I was going to ask Patricia if there was any particular significance to the key she wore around her neck, but I decided that I would wait until such time that I knew her better.  I asked her if she worked, and with a big smile, she told me that no, she stayed at home, and that her job was “Boss of the House”.  I laughed, and wondered to myself exactly what Patricia meant by that comment, and also I wondered if she always dressed so chic while working around the house during the week.

Just then Joe came into the kitchen to get a drink, and I introduced him to Patricia.  I couldn’t help but notice how his eyes immediately focused on her low cut dress, her long legs, and her high heels.  I thought to myself that I would probably have to keep my eyes on Joe now that he had such an attractive sexy neighbor living next door to him.

Joe told Patricia that it was very nice meeting her, and then he got himself a glass of water, and went back upstairs so that he could continue telling the movers where different boxes and pieces of furniture were to be placed.

Patricia then said “Ann, I am a distributor for a home party company, and I am having a little get together at my home for the women in the neighborhood this coming Thursday evening, and I would love it if you could come.  Most of the women on this block will be there, so it will give you a chance to meet some of your new neighbors.  I’m sure that you will find my party and the women in the neighborhood to be a lot of fun”.

I told Patricia that I would love to come so that I could meet everyone, and then I asked “What kind of home party are you talking about?  Is this something like a Tupperware or Pampered Chef Party?”

Patricia laughed, and said “No Ann, nothing boring like that.  I think that you will find my home party to be a lot more fun than any of those.  Have you ever been to a sex toy party?”

I hoped that I didn’t blush too much when I laughed and said “No Patricia.  I can’t say that I have ever been to that type of home party”.

With a big smile, Patricia said “Well, I can assure you that you will have a great time.  I don’t hold parties to make money.  I do them just so that all the gals on the block can have some fun getting together.  Just come on over to the house around 7 PM, and you’ll see how much fun you can have with the women on this block!”

My curiosity was obviously aroused, so I told Patricia that I would come over for the party on Thursday.  She stood up, gave me a hug, and said “Great!  I’ll let you get back to your unpacking now”.  I thanked her once again for the sandwiches and the drinks, and walked her out to the front door.

Joe had only taken off two days from work to help unpack the boxes and get the house put together, so on Wednesday, he went back to work, and I continued to unpack boxes, hang pictures, and try to put the house together.  Since the new home was so much larger than the one we had in Toms River, I quickly found out that it was going to take some time before I could get the house completely presentable.

While I was plugging along, unpacking boxes, I heard the doorbell ring.  When I went and opened the door, I found a very attractive woman with long red hair, standing on my front porch, holding a pie in her hand.

I could tell immediately that she was a very bubbly and outgoing person when, with a very obvious Southern drawl, she pointed to the house which was on the right side of our home, and said “Hi, my name is Susan Michaels, and I’m your next door neighbor.  I just came over to introduce myself and bring you a pecan pie which I baked for you”.

I quickly invited Susan into the house, reached out my hand, and said “I am so glad to meet you.  I’m Ann Walker, and my husband Joe is at work today.  Gosh, that pie looks delicious.  You really didn’t need to go to all that trouble for us”.

With a big smile, Susan said “Oh, it was no trouble at all.  Patricia told me that she had already met you and your husband.  I didn’t want to bother you all while you were moving in, but at the same time, I didn’t want you to think that I was rude, by not coming over to say hello”.

I invited Susan into the kitchen, told her to have a seat, and asked her if she would like a cup of coffee.  She told me that she would love one, so I made both of us a cup of coffee using the Keurig brewer.  I then sat down with her to get acquainted while we sipped our coffee.

I was somewhat caught off guard once again, because Susan was wearing a very short floral pattern dress which had a plunging neckline, and she wore a pair of stylish yellow sandals which had high heels.  The other thing which I noticed right away was that just like Patricia, Susan also wore a necklace, only silver this time, around her neck, and a small key hung from the necklace.

As we talked, I found out that Susan was forty two years old, and that she originally was from Tucker, Georgia.  She told me that she married her college sweetheart nineteen years ago.  I also found out that she didn’t work, didn’t have any children, and that her husband Larry, who was forty five years old worked as a safety inspector for the Union Pacific Railroad in Pueblo.  They had moved to Pueblo about five years ago when Larry took the job with the railroad, and they absolutely loved the city, and the neighborhood.

Susan then said “Patricia told me that she invited you to our party which is tomorrow night at her house.  I hope that you plan on coming.  We gals always have a great time when we get together”.

I told Susan that I would definitely be there at the party on Thursday.  Then, against my better judgement, I took a chance, and asked her “Susan, would you mind if I asked you about that key which you are wearing on your necklace?  What is the significance of the key?  I noticed that Patricia also wore a key on her necklace when she was over here the other day”.

With a big grin, Susan said “Oh, I would be glad to explain it to you, and I am sure that any of the other women on the block would also be glad to explain why they wear a key around their necks, but why don’t you wait till tomorrow night when you come to the party.  Then, we’ll discuss the key, and what it signifies”.

I laughed, and told her that she had really gotten my curiosity aroused now, but that I would wait till Thursday night, and then let her or Patricia explain it to me.  Susan then told me that she had to be going.  She got up, gave me a hug, and said “We’ll see you tomorrow night over at Patricia’s house!”

On Thursday, I told Joe that it might be a good idea for him to grab something to eat on the way home from work because I was going next door to a party at Patricia’s house, and didn’t know what time I would be home.  He was excited to hear that, and said “I’m glad that you are getting involved with the neighbors already.  Hope you have fun!”

Around 6 PM, I went into my bedroom, and tried to decide what I should wear to Patricia’s party.  At first, I was going to put on a blouse and a pair of jeans, but then I decided against that.  From what I had seen already when Patricia and Susan visited me, I thought that I should probably wear something a little dressier.  I finally decided to wear a light summer dress and a pair of sandals with three inch heels.  I thought that might be more appropriate based on what my neighbors had been wearing when they came over to see me.

After I was dressed, I grabbed a bottle of wine from our wine collection, went next door to Patricia’s house, and rang the front door bell.

I was so glad that I didn’t decide to wear jeans, as soon as Patricia answered the door.  She looked so sexy in the outfit she was wearing.  Her long blonde hair hung down over a sheer white blouse, which did little to conceal her ample bosom.  She wore a short black leather skirt, black nylons, and a pair of black pumps with high stiletto heels.

As she welcomed me into the house, I had to say “Patricia, you look stunning.  Are you planning on going out later tonight after your party?”

Patricia laughed and said “No Ann.  I just like to keep my husband’s attention focused on me at all times, by wearing outfits which make him realize that the woman he has at home is a lot better than any other woman he might bump into while he is at work!”

I laughed, and said “Well, there’s a lot to be said for your line of thinking.  The way you look, he would be crazy to even look at another woman!”

I handed the bottle of Chardonnay, which I had brought, to Patricia, and followed her into the kitchen.  It was only a few minutes after seven, so I was surprised to see Susan and another woman already sitting at the table with a glass of wine.

Susan immediately stood up, and came over to me.  When she did, I saw that she was wearing a sheer blue blouse, a pair of tight fitting leather jeans, and a pair of black pumps with high heels.  I told her that she looked great.  She thanked me and gave me a big hug.

Patricia then poured a glass of wine for me, and as she handed it to me, she said “I’m glad that you and Susan have already met”.  Then pointing to a very attractive woman with short blonde hair, who was wearing a red blouse, black leather mini-skirt, black nylons, and red pumps with high stiletto heels, she said “This is Alicia.  She and her husband Mark live two doors down on this side of the street in the large Colonial home”.

Alicia stood up, came over to me, and she also gave me a hug, saying “It’s so nice to meet you Ann.  Patricia has already told us what a nice person you are.  Welcome to the neighborhood!”

I told Alicia that it was a pleasure to meet her, and then I thanked Patricia for the fact that she obviously had been saying some nice things about me.

I noticed right away that Alicia also had a small key hanging from the gold necklace she was wearing, just like Patricia and Susan had.  I decided that I absolutely had to have one of them explain to me later why they all wore a necklace with a key.  Also, as I looked at the three women, I felt somewhat underdressed, even though I had on a very nice sundress and heels.  They all looked so much more sexy and alluring, but I thought that it was rather odd that all three had decided to wear leather outfits on the same night.

As we all sat at the kitchen table, Patricia laid out a beautiful platter of appetizers and refilled all of our wine glasses.  I got to know each of the women better, as we talked about our husband’s jobs and how nice it was living in Pueblo, because of what the city had to offer.

I found out that Alicia was the oldest among the group of women.  She was fifty years old, but I must say that she didn’t look a day over forty.  She had two grown children who both lived in Denver.  Her husband, Mark owned a wood working business in town.  Susan asked Patricia where her husband, Steve was this evening, and Patricia said “Steve had a school board meeting tonight.  I don’t expect him to get home till at least nine tonight”.

We chatted for a while longer, until Patricia’s cell phone rang, and she stepped away to take the call.  When she returned, she said “That was Jennifer.  She was calling to apologize for not being here, and to let me know that she was running late because of a last minute meeting with a client.  She told us to go ahead and get started without her, and she’ll be here shortly.  So why don’t we take our wine, and move into the living room”.

Susan asked me if I had met Jennifer or her husband, Ted yet, and when I told her no, I had not had the pleasure yet of meeting either of them yet, Susan said “Oh, you’ll love Jennifer.  She and her husband Ted live in that big four story Victorian home on the corner across from your house”.

I told Susan that I just loved that Victorian home, and that I admired it every day.  I said “That house is so big and so stately.  How can you possibly furnish a home that large?  Do they have a big family?  I would love to see the inside of that house”.

Susan laughed, and said “Ann, just Jennifer and Ted live there, and I am sure that you will get a chance to see the inside of the house”.  We all get together once a month for a special type of party over there at Jennifer’s house, and you’ll get to see how she furnishes it, if you decide to come to the party”.

I was going to ask Susan what she meant when she said “Special type of party”, but I never got the chance.  We walked into the living room, and I am sure that the immediate look of shock on my face was apparent to all of the women.  Patricia had set up two six foot tables in the middle of the living room, and they were both covered with hundreds of sex toys.  I wish that I could tell you that I knew what every toy was, and what purpose it served, but honestly, there were things on the tables which I had never seen before, or been exposed to on television, in magazines or on the internet.

While one table was covered with lingerie, stockings, lotions, creams, vibrators of every shape and color, massagers, dildos, pumps, butt plugs, and the like, it was the other table which totally caught me by surprise.

That table was covered with every type of restraint or punishment item imaginable.  Some of the items which were on the table, I had only seen in movies which had an S&M theme, or contained bondage scenes.  Patricia had more bondage items on that table than Christian had at his disposal in “Fifty Shades of Gray”.

As I gazed at the table, I saw handcuffs, wrist and ankle cuffs made out of both leather and Velcro, different types of blindfolds, all types of gags, an enormous assortment of clamps, leather hoods, leather and steel collars, riding crops, whips, canes, floggers, round and long paddles, and what appeared to be an electrical unit which had all types of attachments.

I also noticed that there was an assortment of penis shaped contraptions which were made out of metal and plastic which had locks and locking mechanisms on them.  It was the first time that I had ever seen anything like that, and I hoped that Patricia would explain what they were for, so that I would not have to ask her, and appear to be very naïve.

As all the women gathered around the tables, while holding their wine glasses, Patricia said “Ok gals, take a look at everything I have on display tonight.  You’ll see that I have received a lot of new merchandise in since the last time we got together.  Let me just point out a few of the new items”.

Patricia then picked up a pair of ankle cuffs, and said “These are the new ‘Tom of Finland Neoprene Ankle Cuffs’.  They are very comfortable and very secure when locked on”.  She then passed the cuffs around to each of us so that we could look at them.

Patricia then picked up a black ball gag which was covered with leather, and said “This is the newest type of breathable ball gag.  You’ll notice that the ball has breathing holes in it, and that the leather strap is fully adjustable”.  She then passed that item around to us also.

Susan picked up a beautiful red and black flogger off of the table, and starting swinging it back and forth, and said “Patricia, this is new.  I just love the way it is made.  I will have to take this beauty home and try it out on Larry”.

Smiling, Patricia said “Yes, isn’t that a beautiful flogger.  It’s made out of suede instead of leather.  It’s very comfortable to use.  Then laughing, she said “Comfortable for you, that is.  Not so comfortable for the person on the receiving end!”

Then looking at me, Patricia said “Ann, I know that this is all probably new for you, since you said that you had never been to this type of home party before, but please don’t be shy.  Check everything out, and if you have questions about anything you see here, make sure that you ask either me or one of the other gals”.

I tried not to act like I had been living under a rock all of my life, and said “Wow Patricia, you have a lot of bondage and punishment items here.  Do you and the other women actually use these things with your husbands?”

As soon as I asked the question, I regretted it.  Susan and Alicia started laughing, and Patricia said “Oh you bet sweetie.  All of the time.  Have you and Joe ever done any bondage play during your lovemaking?”

Sheepishly, I said “Well, Joe did tie me to the bedposts with some of my scarves a couple of times, and also blindfolded me during sex.  We didn’t really have anything other than my scarves to use for bondage”.

Patricia immediately asked “And did you like it when he tied you to the bed during sex?”

“No, not really.  I liked it a lot better when he allowed me to tie him to the bed while we were having sex.  I did that quite a few times, and enjoyed it immensely”.

“Great”, said Patricia with a big smile.  “And why did you like it better when you had Joe tied to the bed during sex?”

“Well, I don’t like the feeling of not being in control of a situation.  So when Joe was tied to the bed, I enjoyed being able to control what happened.  I was able to hold off letting him have an orgasm until after he totally pleased me with his mouth first, and gave me my orgasm”.

“A girl after my own heart”, said Susan.  “You’re a natural for our little wives club.  You just don’t know it yet!”

With a puzzled look, I asked “What club is that?”

All three women laughed and Susan said “I know that you don’t know what it’s all about yet, but we’re hoping that you’ll decide to become part of our ‘12th Street FemDom Wives Club’!”

“FemDom Wives Club? What exactly is that?”

“That’s the name that we have given to us wives who live on this block”, said Alicia.  “Why don’t you let me try to explain it to you, since Susan brought the subject up.”

While Patricia opened another bottle of wine, and went around refilling all of our glasses, Alicia said “Here Ann, sit down on the couch, and I’ll explain what Susan meant about the wives on this block”.

I took my glass of wine, and sat down on the couch.  Susan and Alicia pulled up chairs close to me, and then Alicia said “Ann, did you ever read the book, or see the 1975 movie called “The Stepford Wives?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact, I read the book and also saw the movie”.

With a big smile, Alicia said “Great.  Well, you might say that our little neighborhood club here has turned the tables on the men.  Instead of the men being in control, like they were in that movie, and having women cater to their every need, we, the wives here on 12th Street have taken control of our husbands.  We all have the perfect marriages where the number one focus of each of our husbands is serving us and being totally attentive to our needs”.

I didn’t want to interrupt Alicia, but I thought that I would have her clarify what she was saying, by asking “Alicia, do you mean being totally attentive to your sexual needs?”

With a huge grin, she said “Absolutely Ann.  Our sexual satisfaction is the most important thing that all of our husbands focus on at all times.  Making sure that we are always sexually satisfied is the major part of what I am talking about, but it’s not the only part.  We have also trained our husbands to take care of the chores around the house, such as cleaning, dusting, going to the supermarket and doing the food shopping, and making sure that the laundry is always taken care of”.

I couldn’t suppress my surprise and enthusiasm, and said “Wow, how did you all get your husbands to start doing all those chores?  I have to beg Joe just to take the garbage out or to pick his clothes up off of the floor”

“Ann, we were all in that situation once upon a time until Jennifer showed us how to take control of our marriages.  Once we took her advice and did what she was doing, we all quickly turned our marriages into Female Led Relationships where our husbands had no choice other than to focus on our wants and needs.  That’s why any one of us will now tell you that we have the perfect marriage situation!”

I started to ask Alicia what it was that Jennifer taught them, but I never got the chance because the front door bell rang, and Patricia said “Well, speaking of the devil herself.  That should be Jennifer”.

Patricia went to answer the front door, and when she returned, a tall beautiful brunette followed her back into the living room.  While all of the women at the party looked absolutely great in their leather outfits, none could compare, however, to how Jennifer looked.  She was wearing a short tight fitting black leather dress which had a built in bustier which pushed her breasts up very prominently.  Her long legs were clad in sheer black nylons, and she towered over everyone because she was wearing a beautiful pair of black leather knee high boots which had heels that had to be at least five inches high.

When Patricia introduced me to Jennifer, I stood up, and Jennifer immediately gave me a hug, and said “I am so glad to meet you Ann.  It’ll be nice having another new member in our little wives club”.

Then Jennifer turned to the other women, and said “I am so sorry that I am late tonight.  First, I agreed to a last minute session with one of my regular clients, and then, don’t you know, he was almost an hour late getting to me.  You can be sure that I really punished him good.  He won’t be able to sit down for a few days!”

The other three women all began laughing, and then Patricia turned to me and said “Don’t worry Ann, we’ll fill you in on Jennifer.  She’s the only Professional among us, and she’s our resident teacher.  She also has an awesome playroom in her home, which we all get to take advantage of when we have our monthly party over at her house”.

I was going to ask Patricia what she meant when she said that Jennifer was the only Professional among the women in the group, but then I noticed that Jennifer, just like the other three women, had a little key hanging from the gold necklace around her neck, and I decided that the time was right to ask why all of these women were wearing a key on their necklaces.  I turned to Alicia, and said “You all have a little key hanging from your necklaces.  Does that signify that you are a member of the club you were just telling me about?”

Alicia smiled, and said “Yes, but it means a lot more.  I say yes, because the key signifies that we are all in solidarity, and control our husbands the same way.  The fact that we display the key on a necklace we wear is a constant reminder to all of our husbands that we alone are in control of their orgasms, and that the only way that they can earn a sexual release is by being totally attentive to our needs, obedient to our wishes, and giving us all the pleasure which we desire!”

Alicia obviously saw the look of astonishment on my face, and said “Come over here to the table, and I’ll try to explain better”.

I followed Alicia back over to the table which contained all of the bondage toys, and she picked up a stainless steel cock shaped cage, and said “Ann, this is a male chastity tube.  You will notice that Patricia has quite an extensive collection of them.  Some are made out of stainless steel, some are silicone, and some are plastic.  They all accomplish the same goal, however, when they are properly fitted and locked on a male.  They prevent the male from touching himself and from being able to masturbate himself.  As you can imagine, once one of these chastity tubes is locked on a man, he is completely at the mercy of the person who holds the key to the lock on his chastity tube.  Without the key, there is no way that he can have a sexual release.  That’s where we all come into the picture.  We, the wives hold the key to the chastity device which is locked on each of our husband’s cocks!”

My mouth must have dropped down open, as I said “You mean that every one of your husbands is locked up right now in one of those chastity tubes?”

All of the other women grinned, and Susan said “Yes Ann, that’s exactly what Alicia is telling you.  We all have our husbands locked in a chastity tube, and the only way that any of them can have an orgasm is if we decide to use the little key which you see hanging from our necklaces”.

“Wow!  So that’s why your husbands will do anything you ask them to do, like cleaning the house or keeping you pleased?”

“Absolutely!” said Patricia.  There’s no way that any of our husbands want to upset us by being disobedient or not taking care of our needs.  The longer they are locked up in their chastity tubes, the more attentive they are to our needs, because they want an orgasm terribly.  If they displease any of us in any way, then we will add even more days to the time period that they are locked up in their chastity tubes without a release!”

I shook my head, and said “I know that I have probably said ‘Wow’ half a dozen times already, but I am just trying to comprehend everything that you all are telling me.  I just have a hard time understanding how your husbands allow you to lock those chastity tubes on them, and take control of your marriages”.

Patricia laughed, stood up, and said “Ann, just wait a minute”.  She then left the living room and went into her den.  When she returned, she handed me a glossy paperback book, and said “Ann, I am going to let you borrow this book, and I want you to thoroughly read it.  It was written by a very famous FemDom author who lives right here in Pueblo.  After you read this book, we’ll get together for lunch and discuss it.  I think that this book will answer all the questions you may have about why we lock our husbands in male chastity tubes, and why it works so well”.

I looked down at the book which Patricia had handed me, and saw that it was called “Male Chastity – The ‘Key’ To A Successful Female Led Relationship” by Mistress Benay who also lived in Pueblo, Colorado.

I promised Patricia that I would read the book as soon as soon as possible, and thought to myself that I would love to have a marriage like they had described to me, where my husband Joe would be focused at all times on my pleasure, and would be totally obedient at carrying out all of my wishes.

Before the party was over, each of the gals picked up the things which they wanted to purchase from Patricia.  Without any pressure, Patricia suggested that I might, at least, want to get a pair of handcuffs, a blindfold, and a neat little instrument called a ‘Wartenburg Wheel”.

With a big smile, she said “You can handcuff your husband, Joe to your bed, blindfold him, and drive him crazy with this little pinwheel.  Once you do, I bet that he will give you all the pleasure that you want”.

I took my three purchases, and the book which Patricia had loaned to me, and before I headed home, I exchanged cell phone numbers with all of the gals.  When I went back to my house, I thought to myself that my first encounter with the neighbors in my new neighborhood had held a lot more surprises than I ever could have imagined.  When I picked out my house, I never had a clue that I was moving into a kinky neighborhood.


Some New Toys

When I got home from Patricia’s party, Joe was sitting in the living room watching a movie on television.  When I came through the door, he said “Hi Honey, how was your party at the new neighbor’s house?”

I told him that it was very interesting, and that I had met some of the other women who lived on our block.

Joe then said “What kind of party was it?  Were the other neighbors nice?”

I smiled, and told him “Well actually Joe, it was a sex toy party.  I had never been to anything like that before, and yes, all of the women on the block are very nice”.

I could see that Joe perked up as soon as I told him that it was a sex toy party, and he said “Really?  A sex toy party?  Wow, did you buy anything?”

With a big grin, I held up the bag which contained my new toys, and said “Yes sweetie.  In fact, I bought a couple of things which I plan on using on you!”

Joe tried to get me to show him what I had bought, but I told him that he would just have to wait to find out what I had purchased at Patricia’s party.

With a seductive smile, I said “Why don’t you go into the bedroom, get naked, and wait for me on the bed.  Then I can show you what I got for you at the party”.

I didn’t have to ask Joe twice.  He quickly went in to our bedroom and removed all of his clothes.  When I came into the bedroom, I said “Are you sure that you want me to show you what I bought tonight?”

I knew his answer right away, because his cock was standing up erect as he laid there on the bed waiting for me.  I took the blindfold out of the bag, placed it on his eyes, and tighten the strap up around the back of his head.

Joe quickly said “What’s with the blindfold?  Don’t you want me to see what you are up to?”

I pushed Joe’s head down against the pillow, and said “No honey, I don’t want you to see.  The blindfold will keep you in suspense as to what is going to happen.  Now, I want you to raise your hands up over your head!”

When Joe put his hands up behind his head, I quickly took the pair of handcuffs and locked both of his wrists together in the cuffs”.

He immediately started questioning me as to what I was doing, but I just ignored him.  I reached into my bureau, took out a scarf, and using the scarf, tied his handcuffed wrists to the brass headboard of the bed.  I made sure that the knot was very tight and that there was no way that he could get free, and then I said “Well Joe, it looks like you are my sex prisoner now!”

Joe started asking too many questions about why I had him handcuffed to the headboard of the bed, and wanted to know what I planned on doing.  I immediately wished that I would have also bought one of those gags which were on display at Patricia’s party.  All was not lost however, I slipped the panties which I was wearing down my legs, and removed them.  I couldn’t believe that they were already so wet because of my sexual anticipation about what I was going to do to Joe.  I balled the panties up, and before Joe even knew what was happening, I shoved them into his mouth.  Now he could complain all he wanted, and all of his pleas were muffled by my wet panties.

“You can just suck on my panties and lick my juices off of them, while I do what I want with you, now that you are my sex prisoner!”

I couldn’t even believe the way that I was acting, and the things that I was saying to Joe.  It was very obvious to me that Patricia’s little sex toy party had gotten me very aroused, and I could feel myself getting wetter by the minute, just thinking about what I was going to do to Joe.

As Joe laid there on the bed, helplessly restrained, blindfolded, and gagged, I climbed up onto the bed, and straddled his body.  I picked up the Wartenburg Pinwheel and began running it over his nipples.  The reaction I got out of Joe was priceless.  He immediately tried to move his body away from the wheel, but his efforts were to no avail, because his arms were restrained up over his head, and I was straddling his body.  He started moaning from behind his gag, as the pinwheel pricked his nipples, and caused them to stand up erect.

As he moaned and tried to beg unsuccessfully, I brought my mouth down to each of his erect nipples, and sucked and bit on them, causing his body to jolt up and down underneath me, while he fought against his handcuffed restraints.

I then turned around and ran the Wartenburg wheel up and down along the shaft of Joe’s erect cock, and around each of his balls.  The effect was immediate.  Joe almost came up off of the bed.  His cock was sticking straight up in the air, hard and very erect, and drops of pre-cum started dripping from the tip of his cock.  No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t escape the torment of the pinwheel as I ran it all over his cock and balls, because his wrists were handcuffed and restrained to the headboard.

By now, Joe was crying out and begging for mercy.  Even with my balled up panties in his mouth, I knew what he was begging for, so I finally said “Joe, would you like me to stop tormenting you, and allow you to come?”

He immediately started nodding his head, indicating that yes, he wanted me to allow him to have a release.

“Ok Joe, I’ll think about letting you have a release.  But first, I need you to give me a wonderful orgasm with that mouth of yours.  If you don’t satisfy me properly, then I am going to leave you handcuffed to the bed all night, and torment the hell out of your cock and balls.  Do you understand what I am telling you?”

Joe immediately nodded his head that yes, he understood me, so I pulled my panties out of his mouth, and I slid my body up over his face.  The minute I placed my pussy near his mouth, Joe’s tongue darted out and he began to immediately lick and suck my clit.

“Take it nice and slow”, I said.  “I want to enjoy a long pleasurable orgasm.  Seeing all those sex toys and talking with the gals this evening about sex has gotten me very horny!”

Joe’s tongue immediately slowed down.  He gently sucked on my clit, and slid his tongue in and out of my pussy lovingly.  Whenever I felt myself getting close to having an orgasm, I lifted my pussy away from Joe’s mouth so that I could regain control, and savor the experience.  When I placed my pussy back down over Joe’s mouth, he immediately resumed licking and sucking me.  It wasn’t long at all before I felt those wonderful waves of pleasure starting to move through my body.  I pressed my pussy down hard against Joe’s mouth, while squeezing his nipples at the same time, and said “Ok Joe, bring me off now!”

Like a frenzied animal, Joe began sucking on my clit, and shoving his tongue in and out of my pussy.  I immediately felt the oncoming orgasm begin to overtake my body, and seconds later, a pleasurable sensation spread from my feet up to my head, as I experienced an explosive orgasm.

When I finally recovered from the wonderful release, I slid my body down, straddled Joe’s cock, and began taking the full length of his very hard and erect cock into my pussy.  As I moved my body up and down over Joe’s cock, it took no time at all before he totally lost control and began shooting stream after stream of his cum into my pussy.  Just the sensation of Joe climaxing, and the amount of cum which I could feel in my pussy, sent me over the edge with another pleasurable orgasm.

When I finally recovered from the intense pleasure, I bent over and gave Joe a long hot passionate kiss.  As our tongues met, I said to him, “Thank you.  That was absolutely wonderful!”

I then untied the scarf which held his handcuffed wrists to the bed, and unlocked the handcuffs.  As soon as I did, Joe said “Wow Ann, that must have been one helluva sex toy party which you went to.  I’ve never seen you act so sexy before, and you really drove me crazy with that new toy of yours.  It’s a good thing that you had me handcuffed to the bed while you were doing that!”

I gave Joe a big hug, and said “Well, I’m glad you liked it.  I know that I sure did.  You haven’t pleased me like that with your mouth in a very long time.  I might just have to get a few more of the toys which Patricia has available!”


Grooming Joe

The next day while I continued to unpack boxes and put things away, I couldn’t stop thinking about what I had heard the women at Patricia’s party say about how they controlled their husbands, and how they kept their husbands locked up at all times in a chastity tube.

What happened the previous night while I had Joe handcuffed to the bed definitely showed me that if Joe was forced to concentrate on my pleasure first, before I gave him any pleasure, then I would have a much more rewarding sexual experience.

I decided to take a break from my unpacking chores, and I started to read the book which Patricia had loaned to me.  As soon as I read the first chapter of “Male Chastity – The ‘Key’ To A Successful Female Led Relationship”, I was hooked.  I couldn’t put the book down.

The Mistress described in detail the changes which take place in a normal male/female relationship over time.  She detailed how the male, who may have been romantic in the early stages of the relationship, and initially was concerned about the needs of his female partner, slowly becomes selfish, and starts to give precedence to his own sexual needs first.

As I read that chapter, I was nodding my head in agreement.  Yes, everything that the Mistress said, described Joe perfectly.  While I was sure that he loved me dearly, I also had to admit that Joe had changed over the years that we were married.  He did not go out of his way anymore to help me with any of the chores around the house, and when we had sex, the faster he got his orgasm, the better he liked it.

I was so engrossed in reading the book that the day soon got away from me.  It was almost three in the afternoon before I realized that I had not even given any thought to what I was going to make for dinner.  I called Joe on his cell phone, and asked him what time he planned on being home for dinner.  He told me that he had one more afternoon meeting to attend, and that he would be home around six.

I told Joe that I had been very busy working around the house, and asked him to stop and pick up something for us for dinner.  He told me that he would ask the employees at work to recommend a good place to get Chinese food, and that he would pick some up on his way home.

I scurried to unpack a few boxes, rearranged some furniture, and then straightened up the house before Joe got home with the food.  After dinner, I had Joe help me carry some of the heavier boxes upstairs, and together we did some more unpacking.

When Joe told me that he was going to go to bed because he had an early morning meeting, I told him that I was going to read for a little while before turning in for the night.

As it turned out, I wound up staying up till almost midnight, so that I could finish reading the book about male chastity.  I was totally enthralled by the accounts which the Mistress gave of married couples, where the woman had taken control, and utilized male chastity as the primary means of achieving a Female Led Relationship.

When I read the chapter where the Mistress described and rated different Chastity Tubes, I realized that I had actually seen at least four of the devices which were mentioned in the book when I had attended Patricia’s party.  I began to wonder which of the chastity tubes my female neighbors had locked on their husbands.

I particularly enjoyed the chapter on “Tease and Denial”, and I immediately realized why Patricia and the other women wore such sexy outfits all of the time.  I now understood how it helped them keep their husbands excited and frustrated at all times, which resulted in a husband who would do anything which his wife desired, and a husband who hoped that by pleasing his wife, she might decide to unlock him and allow him to have an orgasm.

Even though it was so late when I finally climbed into bed, I still had a hard time falling asleep because my mind was racing a mile a minute.  I was really excited by what I had read, and couldn’t wait to discuss it with Patricia or one of the other women on the block.

When Joe told me on Saturday morning that he had to go into the office for a few hours, I quickly picked up the phone, and called Patricia.  I asked her if she was available for lunch, and when she said that she was, she suggested that we get together at an Irish Pub downtown called the Shamrock Brewing Company.  She laughed and said “You know how we Irish Dolans like pubs!”

Knowing that Patricia would probably be dressed up when I met her for lunch, I thought that I should probably wear something nicer than jeans, so I put on a short red dress, nylons, and a pair of red high heels.  When I got to the pub, I found Patricia sitting in a booth in the back waiting for me.  She was wearing a very revealing black dress, black nylons, and black high heel pumps, and looked great as usual.  She stood up, gave me a hug, and after we ordered our drinks and sandwiches, she asked me how things were going.

I was very excited to let her know what happened between me and Joe when I had gotten home from her party, and I said “You were absolutely right Patricia about those toys that I bought”.

Laughing, she said “Hah, so tell me.  Did you handcuff him to the bed, and take advantage of him?”

“Oh you bet I did!  I put the blindfold on him, handcuffed him to the bed, and then drove him crazy with that pinwheel.  I even decided to gag him with my panties which were damp because I was so excited after your party”.

“Oh my goodness!  I love it.  Susan said that you were a natural Domme.  I hope you made him beg for mercy while you had him handcuffed to the bed”.

“Oh, you don’t have to worry about that Patricia.  After I started using that pinwheel on his cock and balls, he was really begging for a release”.

“Did you make him please you before you allowed him to have a release?”

“I sure did!  Joe was so worked up after I tormented him, that he pleased me with his mouth and tongue much better than he had done in many years”.

With a big smile, Patricia said “Isn’t it amazing what you can get them to do once you handcuff them to the bed, and torment them!  Then with an even bigger grin, she said “Ann, just imagine what you can get that husband of yours to do after he’s been locked in a chastity tube for a couple of weeks.  You’ll have him doing chores around the house, and you’ll have him on his knees pleasing you with his mouth and tongue whenever you want.  You’ll soon be enjoying all the benefits which all of us gals in the neighborhood are enjoying every day!”

I had to laugh because just as Patricia made the comment about having my husband locked in a chastity tube for a couple of weeks, the waitress showed up, and placed our sandwiches in front of us.  I noticed that the expression on her face showed complete astonishment when she heard Patricia’s comment.

When the waitress walked away, Patricia broke out laughing, and said “Oh well, that will give her something to talk about with the rest of the help here today!”

I then pulled the book she had lent to me out of my handbag, and handed it to her, and said “I finished it already.  I couldn’t put it down after I started reading it.  The Mistress really does a great job making the case for male chastity.  Now I see why you and the other women in the neighborhood keep your husbands locked up in chastity tubes.  I would love to have Joe focus on me like the Mistress talked about in the book”.

Patricia put her hand on top of mine, and said “Ann, we can make it happen.  It’s not all that difficult.  If you are ready to take control of Joe’s orgasms, I and the other gals in the neighborhood will help guide you!”

“Really?  I love the idea of having Joe do more chores around the house, and I really love the idea of having him totally attentive and focused on my pleasure and needs.  What do we have to do?”

“Well, for starters Ann, you need to start dressing every day like you are trying to seduce your husband. But, and this is a big but, you should not allow him to have sex with you for the next week, no matter how much he begs, while we are implementing our plan.  Also, you should watch him closely when he is at home, to make sure that he does not get an opportunity to go into the bathroom and masturbate.  You need to keep him really turned on, and get him very horny.  Do you have any leather outfits, and boots or shoes with stiletto heels?”

I told Patricia that I only owned one leather skirt and a few pairs of pumps with high heels.  I really didn’t have any high heel boots that would be considered sexy.

“No problem Ann.  Why don’t we go over to the mall after we eat?  We can stop at Victoria’s Secret, and get you a “knock em dead” corset, and some lingerie and stockings.  Then we’ll go to some of my favorite stores, and get you a couple of leather outfits and a pair of leather boots with heels that will make Joe come crawling to you.  How’s that sound?”

I told Patricia that was a wonderful idea, and that I appreciated all of her help.

“No problem Ann.  I love helping another woman when she is serious about getting her husband locked up in a chastity tube.  It will be fun having you in our little wives’ club”.

As we munched on our sandwiches, Patricia continued telling me what she thought I should do over the next week, and how I should tease Joe in order to get him ready for the big night when I would lock him up in a chastity tube for the first time.

“Ann, why don’t you plan on locking Joe up in the chastity tube next Friday night?  When he comes home from work, he can find a very romantic dinner and you dressed in a very provocative outfit waiting for him.  That will give you plenty of time to get the things you need, and to drive Joe crazy during the week with your new outfits!”

I was nervous as heck about what we were planning, but I tried not to show it too much, and I said “Patricia, next Friday night sounds great.  How do I get a chastity tube for Joe between now and then?”

Patricia smiled, and said “Ann, don’t you worry about that.  Let me and the gals on the block take care of not only getting the chastity tube for you, but also putting a few other items together that we think you need.  You just get yourself some new sexy outfits, and do what I am telling you to do, and things will work out fine!”

While we finished eating our sandwiches, a thought occurred to me, and I asked Patricia “Would you mind if I asked you something about Jennifer?”

With a big grin, Patricia said “No, not at all.  I am sure that I know what you are going to ask me, but go ahead”.

“Well, the other night at your party, you said that Jennifer was the only Professional among the women on our block.  I wondered what you meant by that comment”.

“Hah, just what you probably thought I meant.  Jennifer is a Professional Dominatrix, but she only does it part time now.  For a number of years she was a Mistress at a Dungeon in Denver before she and Ted got married.  In fact, that’s how they met.  Ted was a sub who patronized the Dungeon, and he became a regular client of Jennifer’s.  The way I understand it, he saw her on a professional basis for a couple of years, before they decided to get married, and then she moved here to Pueblo, because Ted’s business as an Investment Adviser is located downtown”.

As I sat there totally intrigued by what Patricia was telling me, she continued “Anyway, after Jennifer married Ted, she basically retired from the business, but she still sees a few select clients once in a while, since she and Ted have a very elaborate and fully equipped Dungeon on the third floor of their house.  Alicia’s husband Mark is a master carpenter, and he has made some wonderful pieces of furniture for Jennifer’s Dungeon.  We all get together with our ‘Locked Up’ husbands once a month and have a play party at their home.  You’ll get to see her Dungeon, and get to see Jennifer in action for yourself if you bring Joe to one of the parties!”

Laughing, I said “Wow, I can’t wait.  My exposure to Female Led Relationships is getting better day by day.  I had no idea my life was going to go in this direction when I moved to Pueblo!”

Patricia started laughing also, and said “Well, it’s fortunate for you that you decided to buy a house on our little block.  Look at all the fun you would have missed if you had bought a house in the boring suburbs!”

When we finished our lunch, we headed over to the Pueblo Mall.  Victoria’s Secret was our first stop, where Patricia helped me pick out a beautiful black lace corset, which had wire boning, a push up bustier, and attached garters.  I also purchased a leather long-line bra and matching thong.  A few pairs of sheer black stockings and fishnet thigh highs rounded out my purchases at our first stop.

We then headed to Dillard’s, which is Patricia’s favorite department store where I not only purchased a pair of very sexy knee high black leather boots with stiletto heels, but I also found a pair of Jessica Simpson black platform pumps which had five inch heels, a pair of leather leggings, and a pair of soft hip hugging leather jeans.  While I was there, I also was able to find some really sheer sexy blouses, so I bought three of them in different colors.

As we left the Mall and headed home, Patricia said “Ann, why don’t you come over to my house on Wednesday for lunch?  I’ll tell the rest of the gals on the block to come over also, and we’ll get everything together for you that you will need next Friday night to get that husband of yours locked up in a chastity tube!”

I gave Patricia a big hug, and told Patricia that I thought that was absolutely wonderful, and I once again thanked her so much for all the help that she was giving to me.

When I got home, Joe was already there.  He saw that I was wearing a dress and heels, as opposed to my normal jeans, and said “Ann, what’s the special occasion?  You look great in that dress and your high heels!”

I told him that there was no special occasion.  I just felt like getting dressed up today since Patricia and I went downtown to a great Irish Pub for lunch.

Then Joe saw me carrying all the shopping bags in from the car, he said “Wow, it looks like someone did some serious shopping today!”

“After Patricia and I had lunch, I went to the Mall with her to get a few new outfits”

“Ann, that’s great.  You haven’t really done any shopping for clothes in a while.  So, show me what you bought”.

I quickly carried the bags into the bedroom so that I could put everything away before Joe’s curiosity got the best of him, and said “No, not now Joe.  You’ll see the outfits when I put them on, and I am sure that you will like every one of them!”

I decided to start following Patricia’s advice, so I put on one of my new outfits on Monday before Joe came home from work.  Joe came in as I was putting the finishing touches on our dinner.  I was wearing my new sheer red blouse, my leather jeans, and my pumps with the five inch heels.

As soon as Joe saw me, he let out a wolf whistle, and said “Wow, You look great honey.  Is that one of the new outfits that you bought the other day?”

I am sure that I was grinning ear to ear because my outfit had elicited the desired effect which I had hoped it would from Joe, and I said “Yes, this is one of the outfits which I bought the other day.  I am glad that you like it”.

Joe came over to me as I was standing by the stove, gave me a big kiss.  Then he rubbed his hand all over my leather covered ass, and said “Yes, I really like it.  You look great in leather!”

Throughout dinner, I caught Joe many times staring at my breasts which were very visible through the sheer material of the blouse, and I could tell that he was definitely turned on by my outfit.

When I started to clear off the dinner table, Joe even jumped up and offered to help me, something which he normally never has done.  As I rinsed off the dishes, Joe stood by my side, and whenever I looked out of the corner of my eye, I could see that his eyes were constantly moving up and down between my high heeled pumps and my bosom.  It was obvious to me that Joe was definitely enthralled by what he saw.

Joe’s whole attitude the rest of the night was so different than it normally is.  Instead of him working on his laptop after dinner, he followed me around the house, as I unpacked a few things.  He hung a few pictures and mirrors for me, and took the empty boxes out to the trash without me even asking him to do it.

When it was time for us to turn in for the night, Joe came over to me, put his arms around my waist, pulled me close, and gave me a very steamy passionate kiss, and said “I think that you look so hot in that new outfit of yours.  You really have me worked up.  I hope that you plan on doing something about it!”

It was very obvious that Joe was expecting that we would have a hot sexual encounter before retiring for the night.  I could see the bulge in his pants getting bigger by the minute.  But Patricia’s instructions were firmly ingrained in my head, so I knew that I would have to just hold him off till the end of the week.

I gave Joe another passionate kiss, placed my hand on his bulging crotch, and said “Your little friend here will just have to wait for a few days.  I have something special planned for you at the end of the week!”

Tuesday night was almost a carbon copy repeat of Monday night.  I was wearing my short little black dress, black stockings, and heels when Joe came home, and he was fawning all over me from the minute that he came in the door till the time that we went to bed.  He tried everything in his power to convince me to have sex with him, but I was resolute, and told him that he would have to wait till the end of the week for his special surprise.

On Wednesday, I went over to Patricia’s house for lunch, and all of the girls on the block were there.  After we sat down for lunch, they all got a good chuckle when I told them what had happened the last two nights when Joe had come home from work and found me dressed in a seductive outfit.

Susan said “See Ann, it’s just like we’ve been telling you.  Put on a leather outfit, stockings, and high heels, and the average man will soon be putty in your hands.  They all have a submissive streak in them.  It just takes a properly dressed woman to bring it out to the surface!”

With a big smile, Alicia said “Susan is absolutely right.  Not only will your husband be putty in your hands when you dress like that, but he will also do any chore around the house which you tell him to do, and he won’t even complain.

Laughing, Jennifer added “Not only will he do all the chores which you assign to him, but on top of all of that, if you tell your husband to get down and worship you heels or boots, he’ll be on his knees faster than you can imagine because he’ll be hoping that you will have sex with him if he pleases you!”

“And sex is exactly what you have to withhold from him, while you drive him crazy with your sexy outfits”, added Patricia.  “The longer that he goes without an orgasm, the more subservient and attentive to your needs he will become!”

At that point, Patricia went and got a gift wrapped package and handed it to me saying, “Ann, this is a house warming gift from me and all of the gals here.  It’s something that you need, and hopefully you will get a lot of pleasure by putting it to use!”

I removed the ribbon and unwrapped the box.  When I opened the box, I found a black velvet pouch which contained a Stainless Steel Bon4 Chastity Tube.  My hands were almost trembling as I took the beautiful cock cage and all of the rings out of the box, and laid them on the table in front of me.

I realized that this particular Chastity Tube cost a pretty penny, and I remembered that the Mistress had given the Bon4 Chastity Tube the highest rating when she rated the most popular devices in her book.  I got up from my seat, went to each of the gals and gave them a hug and a big Thank You, and told them all how much I appreciated the way that they were helping me take control of Joe.

Then Patricia said “Ann, just so you know, my husband Steve and Alicia’s husband Mark are locked in that exact chastity tube right now, so we can both vouch for how effective it is.  Since it comes with such a nice selection of ring sizes, it’s very easy to find the ring that’s tight enough, which will make it impossible for Joe to get the cage off without your key!”

Jennifer then added “You can’t go wrong with any of the Bon4 Chastity Tubes.  My husband Ted and Susan’s husband Larry are wearing a Bon4 Silicone Chastity Tube right now.  The Silicone one is more difficult to put on and take off, but it isn’t much of an issue for me, since I only remove it once a week for cleaning while Ted’s wrists are handcuffed behind his back, and then I immediately lock it back on him”.

As I looked at the stainless steel chastity tube which was on the table in front of me, I was very excited about what was supposed to happen on Friday night, but at the same time, I was also very apprehensive about how I was going to get that chastity tube locked onto Joe, so I said “This is absolutely awesome that you all have given me such a great gift, and that you are giving me such wonderful encouragement.  I just hope that I will be able to get Joe locked up into this chastity tube without a major fight this Friday night”.

Patricia went into one of her closets, and returned with a pair of silver cloverleaf nipple clamps, a short black braided leather whip, and a red ball gag.  She placed the items on the table and said “You probably should have got these at my little sex toy party last week.  I would strongly suggest that you get these items now, so that you have them available on Friday night.  They will help make things a lot easier when you need to get Joe locked up in his new chastity tube.  All of the girls can give you some pointers on how to use these items!”

I told Patricia that I would definitely take the items if she thought that they would help me get Joe locked up into his new Bon4 Chastity Tube without a major battle.  All of the gals then spent the next hour giving me their opinion on what each of them thought was the best way to handle Joe, and how they would go about getting him locked up on Friday night.

By the time I left Patricia’s house, I had plenty of ideas, and I definitely had the equipment necessary to get Joe locked up into chastity on Friday night.  There was no doubt in my mind that I would love to be able to enjoy the same benefits which the other gals on the block enjoyed, by having their husbands locked up in a chastity tube.  I was just hoping that I had the guts and resolve to pull it off.

By the time that Friday afternoon arrived, I was almost a nervous wreck, because of all the worrying which I had done about what was going to happen on Friday night.  I had played and replayed the scenario on how I would get Joe locked up in his chastity tube in my head a hundred times, and I had considered all of the different endings which were possible.

The one ending which scared the hell out of me was the one where Joe was totally repulsed by my attempt to lock him in a chastity tube, and he told me that I was a perverted sicko, and that he no longer wanted anything to do with me.

While that was the worst case scenario, I didn’t really think that would happen, even though it was a possibility.  From the reaction which I had already gotten from Joe when I had dressed up in some of my new outfits, I knew that he would be highly aroused, and looking for sex on Friday night.  I had reviewed in my mind all of the advice which the gals on 12th Street had given to me, and I was pretty sure that I could pull it off.  I felt that I could get Joe locked up in that Bon4 Chastity Tube, and then I could start to enjoy a Female Led Relationship like all the other women on the block did.

Now, I had to put all of my fears aside, and take the great advice which I had been given from women who had already locked their husbands up in chastity tubes, act on it, and take control of my marriage, and get Joe locked up in the new Bon4 Chastity Tube.


Joe Becomes My Chastity Slave

As I worked on the special dinner I was preparing for Joe on Friday afternoon, I finalized in my mind just how I was going to go about seducing Joe, using him for my pleasure, giving him a great orgasm, which would be the last one he would enjoy for quite a while, and then getting him locked up in his new chastity tube.  I finally felt comfortable with what I had to do, because all of the great advice and encouragement which the gals had given to me had bolstered my confidence.

I checked the clock and saw that it was almost 4 PM, so I went into my bedroom to get dressed and ready for Joe to arrive home at 5 PM.  I had already decided to blow Joe’s mind when he came home, so I laid out the new black corset, the miniscule thong, black stockings, and my new black boots with stiletto heels.

After I took my shower and dried my hair, I sprayed on some “Red by Givenchy” Perfume, which Joe always told me was his favorite, and then I dressed in my new outfit.  The corset was absolutely incredible.  It not only pulled my figure into a perfect hourglass shape, but the bustier portion of the corset pushed my breasts upwards, making them look even more ample than they were.

As I stood in front of the mirror, and looked at myself, clad in the corset, garters, thong, stockings, and boots, even I could not believe the transformation which had taken place.  I no longer saw a boring housewife wearing jeans looking back at me from the mirror.  Instead I saw a tall alluring Dominatrix who would soon turn her husband into a subservient slave, who would be ready to serve his wife and fulfill all of her wishes and fantasies.

In preparation for what I had planned for Joe, I took the pair of handcuffs and tied them to the brass headboard of the bed, and I put the nipple clamps and gag under the pillow.  When I brought Joe into the bedroom later, there would be no doubt as to who was in control of what was going to happen.

I placed the velvet bag which contained the Bon4 Chastity Tube, along with a razor and a can of shaving cream in the nightstand next to the bed.  Then I returned to the kitchen to put the finishing touches on the dinner before Joe arrive home.

When I heard the garage door open right around 5 PM, I held my breath, and waited to see what Joe’s reaction would be when he came into the kitchen.  His reaction was even better than I could have hoped for.  He stopped dead in his tracks, looked me over from head to toe, and said “Oh my god Ann, you look incredible!”

Joe came over to me put his arms around my waist, and our lips locked in a long passionate kiss.  Then while he held my hand, Joe stood back and admired my outfit once again, and said “I don’t think that I even care about dinner right now.  You look so awesome.  Why don’t we go have some dessert first?”

I pushed him back, handed him two chilled wine glasses, and said “Well my dear husband you will just have to wait for your dessert till after this dinner.  Right now, you need to go and pour a glass of wine for each of us while I get ready to serve you this meal which has taken me all afternoon to make for you!”

While Joe poured the wine for us, I brought the Caesar Salad, Chicken Marsala, and Linguine to the table.  I was really proud about the way that the meal turned out, and with great enthusiasm, Joe continually complimented me about how wonderful the dinner was.

All during our dinner, I noticed that Joe couldn’t take his eyes off the top of my corset where the bustier exposed half of my breasts.  I thought that I would add to his excitement by placing the tip of my boot between his legs.  As I pressed on his crotch, it was very evident to me that Joe was already sporting a very hard and erect cock, and I broke out laughing when Joe said “Ann, you are killing me.  I don’t know if I can finish my meal.  You have gotten me so horny!”

While we continued to eat, Joe kept telling me how absolutely awesome I looked.  I had to smile when at one point, he said “You never dressed like this before when we lived in Jersey.  Colorado must really agree with you.  It has really brought out the sexy part of my wife”.

He was correct to a certain extent, even though he had no idea at that point as to what was going on in our new neighborhood.  When we were finished with our meal, I got up from the table and told Joe that I had a few things to take care of.  I blew him a kiss, and said “You can clear the table and rinse off all of the dishes, and put them in the dishwasher!”

I didn’t even give Joe a chance to respond to my command.  I went into the bedroom, where I dimmed the lights with the rheostat, and then I lit candles and placed them on both nightstands.

I picked up the braided whip, which I had bought from Patricia, and looked at myself in the mirror, as I practiced swinging the whip back and forth.  I liked what I saw, so I headed back out to the kitchen where Joe was just about finished loading the dishwasher.

When he saw me standing there with a whip in my hand, he let out a gasp.  In a forceful tone of voice, I said “That will do for now.  You can finish cleaning up the kitchen later.  Right now, I want you to get out of those clothes!”

Joe gave me a quizzical look, and asked, “You want me to get naked right here in the kitchen?”

I swung my whip, hitting Joe on his ass.  I knew that it wouldn’t hurt very much since he was fully dressed, but I was trying to make a point with him, and I said “Yes, did you not understand what I just told you to do?”

Evidently I made my point with him.  Joe immediately began removing his clothes until he stood there in just his underwear briefs.

I laid my whip on the bulge in his briefs, and said “You can take them off also!”

Joe removed his briefs, and when he did, his cock sprung out straight, hard, and erect.  I ran my whip over his cock, and said “Obviously, you must like how I look tonight, judging by how hard you are”.

“Oh my god Ann, you look incredible.  I’ve never seen you look this sexy!”

“Well, I am glad to hear that Joe.  You can show me just how much you like my new outfit, by getting down on your knees and kissing my new boots!”

Joe started to resist my order by saying that he couldn’t believe that I wanted him to do something like that, so I swung my whip and brought it down across his bare ass cheeks.  I knew that he had gotten the point because he let out a yell, and immediately dropped down onto his knees in front of me. 

“Joe, don’t make me repeat myself when I tell you to do something.  That was a love tap.  Next time, you will find out how really painful this whip can be.  Now, start kissing my boots!”

I didn’t have to say another word.  Joe began kissing the tops and sides of both of my boots.  He may have resisted initially, but I could tell that he was really turned on because he was feverishly planting kisses all over my boots.  I also noticed that a stream of pre-cum was hanging from the end of his cock.

I lifted one of my boots up, rubbed it over the tip of his cock, and said “Look what you’ve done now Joe.  You messed up my new boot by getting cum all over it.  Get that tongue of yours working right now, and get my boot cleaned off!”

Joe quickly placed his tongue on the top of my boot, and began licking it clean.  When all of the pre-cum was gone, I said “Very nice job.  My boot is shining now.  While you’re down there, you may as well shine my other boot with your tongue also!”

Joe went right to work on my other boot, licking it with his tongue until it also was shining.  Then I said “You did a nice job shining my boots, and obviously it turned you on, judging from how hard you are.  Would you like to make love to me tonight?”

“Oh please Ann.  You’ve never turned me on as much as you are doing tonight”.

“I am glad to hear that Joe.  Ok, if you want to make love to me, then first you will have to show me how much you can please me.  Get up on your feet!”

Joe quickly got up off of the floor.  When he did, I took a hold of his very hard cock, and said “Follow me!”

As I walked down the hall, and into our bedroom, I held my whip in one hand, and Joe’s cock in the other.  When we reached the bedroom, I said “Get up onto the bed on your back, and place your arms over your head.  Without saying a word, Joe did what I told him to do, and I immediately locked both of his wrists into the handcuffs, which were attached to the headboard of the bed.

Once Joe was secured helplessly to the bed, I removed my skimpy thong, and climbed up onto the bed.  I sat on Joe’s face so that I was facing his cock, and said “Ok Joe, show me how much you want to make love to me.  I want you to pleasure me nice and slow, and give me an awesome orgasm!”

Joe immediately went to work, kissing and sucking my clit, and sliding his tongue in and out of my pussy.  I let his mouth and tongue do their magic until I felt myself getting close to an orgasm.  Then I reached under the pillow and retrieved the nipple clamps.  Joe never knew what hit him when I snapped the cloverleaf clamps onto both of his nipples, and pulled on the chain connecting them.

Joe’s body started jumping up and down from the initial pain of the nipple clamps, and he let out a yell, which was muffled by my pussy.  I pressed my pussy down hard against Joe’s mouth, and he began sucking and licking me, and sliding his tongue in and out of my pussy like crazy.  As I continued to pull on the chain connected to the nipple clamps, Joe sent me over the edge with one of the best orgasms I had ever experienced.

I then slid my body down off of Joe’s face, and straddled his groin area.  I removed the clamps from his nipples, and he cried out loudly as the blood rushed back into his nipples.  I placed my mouth over each of his nipples, and sucked on them, making his cock bounce back and forth against my body.

I raised myself up and slowly began sliding Joe’s hard and erect cock into my very wet pussy.  When I had lowered myself completely down over Joe’s cock, he began moving his body up and down, while I rubbed my pussy against his cock.

I took a hold of both of Joe’s nipples, and began squeezing them tightly while I rode his cock faster and faster.  It only took a few minutes before Joe started saying “Oh my god!  Yes Ann.  Oh god yes, please let me come!”

As I dug my fingernails into his nipples, Joe began shooting load after load of cum into my pussy.  It felt like he was never going to stop filling me with his cum, and the sensation of him having such a violent orgasm, gave me another terrific orgasm of my own.

At that point, I couldn’t help but think how right Patricia was when she told me not to allow Joe to have any sex for a week.  I had never before seen Joe so excited or shoot so much cum into me when we had made love. If that’s how much he needed a release after only a week without sex, I could now fully understand how compliant and subservient to my wishes he would become after weeks without a release while he was locked in a chastity tube.

I lifted myself up off of Joe’s cock, slid my tongue into his mouth, and gave him a long hot kiss.  I then got up off of the bed, and went into the bathroom to get a washcloth and a pan of warm water, so that I could move onto the task of locking Joe into his new chastity tube.

As Joe remained there helplessly handcuffed to the bed, I took the can of shaving cream and spread the shaving foam all over his cock, balls, and groin area, and I picked up the razor.  As soon as Joe saw what I was doing, he said “Ann, what are you doing with that razor?”

“You just lie there, don’t move, and be quiet sweetie.  I am going to get rid of all this nasty hair, and get your cock and balls nice and clean, I wouldn’t move if I was you while I am shaving you!”

Joe started to argue with me, and tell me that he didn’t want me to remove all of his hair, so I reached under the pillow and retrieved the ball gag.  I pushed the ball gag into his mouth, and tighten up the strap around his head, and said “Honey, I told you to be quiet.  Now, you just relax until I get you all cleaned up!”

I then went to work, removing all of Joe’s hair first from his cock and balls, and then removing all the hair from his groin area.  I rinsed him down with the warm water, and when I was finished, I stood back and admired my handiwork.  Joe was as clean and hair free as a new baby.

I picked up my phone, and using the camera took pictures of Joe’s hairless cock and balls, so that I could show them to the gals on the block.  Then I reached into the nightstand, and removed the pouch which contained the Bon4 Stainless Steel Chastity Tube.

The second that Joe saw what I was holding in my hand, he started wrestling against the handcuffs which held him to the bed, and crying out to me, but the gag muffled his pleas.

I started trying out the different sizes of hinged rings, and I eventually found that the next to smallest size ring seemed to be the perfect fit for Joe’s balls.  I put the ring around his balls, pushed the pin through the ring, and slid the cage portion over Joe’s now flaccid cock.  As soon as I had the pins on the cage lined up with the holes in the ring, I locked everything together with the brass lock which was included with the Bon4.

I pulled on the chastity cage, testing it to see how secure it was, and I was glad to see that there was no way that Joe would be able to take it off.  Since the ring around his balls was so tight, the only way Joe would get out of the chastity tube was if I unlocked it with my key.  I snapped a few pictures which I would also share with the gals on the block.

I then went over to my jewelry box, and took out the gold necklace which Joe had given me as an Anniversary gift two years earlier.  There was a small heart on the necklace which was engraved, and said “You Own My Heart”.  I put the key which opened the padlock to Joe’s chastity tube onto the gold necklace next to the heart.  As I put the necklace around my neck, I thought to myself “Well Joe, now I don’t only own your heart.  I also own your cock!”

Using my phone camera, I took some selfies, which clearly showed me wearing the key on the necklace.  I then sent those pictures and all of the pictures showing Joe locked up in his chastity tube to all of the gals on the block.  They would now be able to see that I had officially joined their 12th Street FemDom Wives Club.

I then went over to Joe, removed the ball gag from his mouth, and sat down on the bed next to him.  He immediately said “Ann, what the hell are you doing to me?  Let me out of these handcuffs!”

I placed my hand on his chest, and said “Joe, no, I am not going to release you yet.  I want you to calm down so that I can talk to you.  When we are done talking, then I will unlock the handcuffs”.

Agitated, Joe said “Why did you shave my cock and balls?  Why did you lock my cock up in that contraption?”

I held up phone, first showing Joe the pictures of his shaved groin area, and then the pictures which showed his cock locked in the Bon4 Chastity Tube, and I said “I shaved your cock and balls so that you wouldn’t have a problem with hair causing you to be uncomfortable while you are locked in your new chastity tube.  Also, I really like the way your cock and balls look without any hair!”

“Why did you lock my cock up in a chastity tube?”

“Joe, if you will be calm, I will explain everything to you.  First, I want you to answer some questions for me, and I want you to answer them honestly, ok?”

Joe nodded his head, and said “Ok”

“Good.  First, do you like the way that I have been dressing this past week?”

“Absolutely Ann.  I told you that your new outfits look great, and that they really turn me on”.

“I am glad to hear that.  Have you also found that my new dominant appearance and approach are exciting for you?”

“Yes Ann.  I told you that you were driving me crazy.  The way that you have been dressing and acting has kept me very horny”.

“Good.  That’s what it was supposed to do.  Now, did you like it when I made you kiss and lick my boots?  You better be honest because your cock gave you away!”

Sheepishly, Joe said “Yes Ann.  I’ll admit that I did find it to be a real sexual turn on when you made me get down and worship your new boots.  I had never done anything like that before, and I didn’t have a clue that it would get me so excited”.

“Joe, I am glad that you are being honest.  I knew that you were turned on, and liked kissing my boots because you were dripping like crazy.  Now, answer the big question.  When I finally allowed you to have sex with me after driving you crazy for a week, how was it?  Was it better than normal?”

I am sure that Joe didn’t intend to let me see it, but a smile came across his face, when he said “Yes Ann.  It was incredible.  I don’t ever remember being so excited and worked up before, like I was tonight when you had sex with me”.

“You can smile Joe, because I don’t ever remember you being so hard, and shooting so much cum into my pussy like you did tonight.  It was not only a turn on for you, but it was also a great turn on for me!”

With a big grin, I said “Joe, wouldn’t you like it to be just as exciting for you, as it was tonight, every time that we have sex?”

Joe hesitated for a second, and then he said “I guess so.  I don’t ever remember being as worked up and horny as I was tonight”.

Smiling, I said “Exactly Joe.  That is why I have locked you up in a chastity tube.  If I keep you locked up in the chastity tube, then every time that I allow you to have a release, it will be just as explosive for you and me”.

I then asked Joe if he had tried to masturbate during the past week while I was driving him crazy with my sexy outfits.  I knew that he was being honest when he said “Well Ann, there were a couple of times that I wanted to play with myself, but you were always around, and I didn’t get the chance to get myself off without you knowing what I was doing”.

“See Joe, that’s another reason that I have locked you up in a chastity tube.  If you would have been able to masturbate, then you would have cheated both of us out of having an awesome sexual experience.  As long as your cock is locked up, and I have the only key to release it, then I am sure that you are being faithful to me!”

I then explained to Joe that all of the other husbands on our block were also locked up in chastity tubes, and that their wives also controlled their orgasms because only the wives had the key which would unlock their chastity tubes.  I could tell that Joe was blown away by this revelation when he said “Ann, you mean to tell me that every man on this block is locked up in a chastity tube similar to the one that you just locked on my cock?”

“Absolutely Joe.  There is no way that any husband on this block is going to get a sexual release unless his wife unlocks his chastity tube!”

I let that information sink into Joe’s head for a while, and then I said “Here’s what I would like for you to do.  You just went a week without an orgasm, and look at the great orgasm which you were able to experience.  You have to agree that the sex we just had, was the most explosive sex which either of us has ever experienced.  I want you to agree to stay locked up in your chastity tube for the next two weeks, fourteen days without a release”.

Continuing, I said “Joe, I want you to allow me to not only be in charge of your cock for the next two weeks, but I also want you to be under my complete control during that time, and obey me, regardless of what I tell you to do.  Are you following me so far, and understanding what I am telling you?”

Hesitantly, Joe said “Yes Ann.  I understand what you are saying”.

“Good, and while you are locked in your chastity tube, you will address me as Mistress Ann or Miss Ann.  Do you understand?”

Joe nodded his head and said “Yes Mistress Ann”.

I smiled, and said “Very good Joe.  I think that you will learn very fast how to please me, and reap the rewards of our new relationship.  If however, at the end of the two weeks, you tell me that you don’t want to be locked up any longer in your chastity tube, and that you don’t want to be under my control, then I will release you.  Things will then go back to the way that they were before we moved here.  You won’t be locked up in a chastity tube, and I won’t wear all of these sexy leather outfits which you obviously like!”

Joe thought about what I had just said, and then he said “Ann ….”  He stopped, and quickly corrected himself, and said “Mistress Ann, you mean that I have to go to work every day wearing this chastity tube?”

“Absolutely Joe.  You will stay locked up in your chastity tube, for at least the next two weeks before I release you.  At least you’ll have this weekend to get used to wearing the chastity tube, before you have to go to work on Monday”.

I could see Joe’s mind working overtime.  He obviously did not want to be locked up in the chastity tube, but at the same time, he didn’t want things to return to the state where they were before I discovered the power of leather outfits, male chastity, and Female Domination.

When he finally replied, he said “Ok Mistress Ann.  You win.  I’ll agree to allow you to keep me locked up in this chastity tube for the next two weeks, but if I ask you to unlock it and take it off at the end of two weeks, do you promise that you will do that?”

I bent over, gave Joe a big kiss, and said “Joe, you will be my locked up chastity slave for the next two weeks.  During that time, if you do whatever I tell you to do, without any arguments, then at the end of the two weeks, I will let you make your own decision as to whether or not you want to continue as my chastity slave, or whether you want things to return to where they were before we moved here”.

I then unlocked the handcuffs and allowed Joe to get up off of the bed.  He immediately gave me a big hug and as he wrapped his arms around my corseted waist, he said “Mistress, I must tell you again that you look absolutely incredible!”

I smiled, thinking to myself that it was probably going to be a lot easier keeping Joe locked up and excited than I initially thought it would be when I brought the chastity tube home.  I thanked Joe for his compliment, sat down on the end of the bed, spread my legs, and even though I knew that my pussy was full of his cum, I said “Why don’t you show me one more time how much you like my outfit by getting down on your knees, and giving me another orgasm with that mouth and tongue of yours!”


“Breaking In” My Slave

On Saturday morning, my cell phone came alive, as I received one text after the other from the gals on the block, as they responded to the pictures which I had sent them Friday night.

Susan said “I love the pictures.  So nice to see another husband on the block get locked up in a chastity tube.  Welcome to our club!”

Alicia said “I knew that you could get that husband of yours locked up in a chastity tube.  Now you need to take advantage of him being locked up, and train him to serve you properly.  Congratulations!”

Jennifer said “I’m so excited to see that key hanging around your neck.  Another locked up male on 12th Street.  Can’t wait for you to bring him to my next play party!”

Patricia said “I am so proud of you.  I knew that you could do it.  Now we’ll work on taking that husband of yours to the next level, so that you don’t have to lift a finger around your house.  Welcome to our little wives club!”

Joe was up early because he had to go into the office for a Saturday meeting.  When he got out of the shower, he came over to me, and said “Mistress Ann, are you really going to make me wear this chastity tube to work today?”

I took a hold of his locked up cock, and said “Yes Joe, is there something that I said, which you don’t understand?  I thought I made it very clear last night that you will be locked up for exactly two weeks.  Now go get dressed.  I don’t wish to discuss the issue any more!”

Once Joe had left for the office, I sat in the kitchen drinking my coffee, and reading all of the messages on my phone.  I must admit that I was rather proud of myself at that point.  Yes, I had gotten Joe locked up in the Bon4 Chastity Tube without much trouble at all, but I knew that there was still a lot of work ahead for me if I wanted to turn him into a true subservient slave to me.  I had tasted the appetizer portion of Female Domination, and I had decided that I really liked it, and that I now wanted to enjoy the whole meal.

I picked my phone up, and dialed Jennifer’s number.  I figured that there was no one better than her to give me some pointers on training Joe over the next two weeks.  When she answered the phone, I said “Jennifer, thanks so much for your text message.  I appreciated it”.

“Ann, you are quite welcomed.  We are all so proud of you.  Judging from the pictures you sent to us, it is obvious that you took everyone’s advice to heart, and acted on it”.

“Well Jennifer, you and the rest of the gals really helped me tremendously, and gave me the confidence to do it.  Listen, by any chance, would you be free to come over to the house for lunch this afternoon?”

“Yes, as a matter of fact I am free.  Ted has to go into the office today to meet one of his investment clients, so I would love to come over and have lunch with you”.

“Great, how about noon?”

“Ann, that’s perfect for me.  See you then”.

I took my shower, and then got dressed.  I decided to wear a tiny black tank top which showcased my breasts, my new black leather leggings, and my black high heel pumps.  I grilled some chicken breasts, and made a nice grilled chicken salad for Jennifer and me.  I also chilled a bottle of Chardonnay to go along with our lunch.

Right at noon, the front doorbell rang, and I when I opened the door, Jennifer was standing there wearing a red blouse, leather jeans, and red pumps with stiletto heels.  We gave each other a hug, and I asked Jennifer if she wanted a tour of the house.

She told me that she would love to see what the inside of the house looked like, since she had never been invited over by the prior owners.  I told her that she would have to excuse all the boxes which we still had not unpacked, and I showed her around the house.  When we went down to the unfinished basement, Jennifer smiled, and said “Ann, this basement would be perfect for a great Dungeon.  If you ever decide to outfit it as a Dungeon, let me know, and I’ll help you lay it out.  Also, Alicia’s husband Mark makes wonderful Dungeon furniture.  You’ll see some of his work when you come over to my house”.

While we ate lunch and sipped our wine, Jennifer gave me her ideas on what I should do to train Joe properly over the next two weeks.  She told me that if I handled him properly during this initial period where he had consented to being locked up in the chastity tube, then I could be assured that I would have him locked up in a chastity tube as my loyal slave for the rest of our married life.

With a big smile, Jennifer said “Ann, you need to be very tough on him during the next two weeks, and not cut him any slack at all when he disobeys or disappoints you.  Every time that he does something wrong, you need to add another day to the time that he will be locked up without a release”.

I looked at her with a confused look, and said “But Jennifer, if I do that, won’t he become disenchanted with the whole idea of being locked up in a chastity tube, and want out of it forever?”

Jennifer shook her head, and said “Absolutely not, if you handle it properly.  If you continually keep him aroused and teased by your outfits and your actions, you will find that he will accept not only additional time on his lock up periods, but also any corporal punishment which you decide to give to him”.

I hope that my look didn’t show Jennifer how confused I was when I said “Corporal Punishment?  You mean like whipping him?”

Jennifer started to laugh, and said “Yes Ann, I mean corporal punishment like giving your husband a good whipping!”

She then went on to clarify her remark by saying “Ann, all of us gals on the block have to punish our husbands at one time or another.  Sure, we can always keep adding days to the time that they are locked up in their chastity tubes without a release, but that can become counter-productive.  Sometimes, you need to give your husband a good old paddling or whipping to show him that you mean business.  I don’t know if Patricia or any of the other girls have explained that part to you yet, but I have a regular Punishment Night once a week for my husband Ted”.

The light bulb went off in my head, and I said “Yes, I remember reading about Punishment Nights in the book which Patricia lent to me”.

“Absolutely”, said Jennifer.  “If your husband has been perfect all week, then you can reward him, if you so desire, but from my experience, there are very few weeks where any husband is perfect for a whole week in serving his wife!”

Jennifer and I then spent the next hour discussing how she felt I should handle Joe during his initial two week lock up in the Bon4 Chastity Tube.

“Ann, your goal is simple.  At the end of Joe’s initial lock up period, you want him to beg you to keep locking him up as your chastity slave.  My husband and all of the other husbands on this block couldn’t even fathom living any other way than as locked up slaves to their wives!”

Just then I heard the garage door open, and realized that Joe had returned home from the office.  When he came into the kitchen a few minutes later, he came over to me, gave me a kiss, and he told me that he loved my outfit.  When he saw Jennifer sitting at the kitchen table, he said “Oh, I am sorry.  I didn’t realize that you had company”.

“Yes Joe, this is Mistress Jennifer.  She and her husband Ted live in the big Victorian home on the corner of our block”.

With a big smile, Ted stuck out his hand, as if to shake hands with Jennifer, and said “Hi, I’m Ted Walker.  So nice to meet you”.

With a frown on her face, Jennifer said “No Ted. That is not how you greet a Mistress.  I realize that you are rather new at all of this, but whenever you come into contact with a Mistress, the proper way to greet her is to get down on your knees, and to request permission to kiss the Mistress’s shoes or boots!”

Joe immediately looked at me, as if to ask me what he should do, and I quickly said “Joe, did you not understand what Mistress Jennifer just told you?”

With a somewhat of an embarrassed look on his face, Joe got down on the kitchen floor, and asked Jennifer “Mistress, may I kiss your shoes?”

Jennifer smiled at me and said to Joe “Yes slave, you may kiss my shoes.  In fact, they haven’t been cleaned in a while, so why don’t you also lick them and make them shine while you are down there on your knees!”

Joe brought his mouth down to the top of one of Jennifer’s red pumps and began kissing the top and sides of the shoe.  Jennifer immediately showed her displeasure with the way that Joe was worshipping her shoe by saying “I told you to lick them clean.  I don’t see your tongue moving.  If I have to correct you one more time, I am going to borrow a whip from Mistress Ann!”

That was all that Joe had to hear.  He began moving his tongue all over the top and sides of Jennifer’s pump, licking it while he also planted small affectionate kisses along the entire length of her shoe.  When Jennifer was satisfied with the job that Joe had done on her first shoe, she pushed her other pump against his mouth, and told him to lick that one clean as well.

As I sat there watching Joe licking and kissing Jennifer’s pumps, I was somewhat amazed at how far we had brought him along in one short week.  Watching him take orders from a woman who he had just met, really bolstered my confidence some more, and I was really looking forward to training Joe to take over most of the household chores.

When Jennifer told Joe that her pumps were cleaned to her satisfaction, he started to get up.  When he did, she put her hand on his head, and pushed him back down to the floor saying “Did you forget something slave?”

I could see that Joe was totally confused by Jennifer’s question, so I decided to help him out a little by saying “Whenever a Mistress allows a slave to worship her, or whenever a Mistress gives a slave pleasure or pain, the slave should properly thank the Mistress”.

Joe quickly apologized to Jennifer, and said “Mistress Jennifer, thank you for allowing me to clean your beautiful shoes with my mouth and tongue”.

With a big smile, Jennifer said “You are quite welcomed slave.  You may get up now!”

Joe turned to me, and said “Mistress Ann, would it be alright if I went upstairs and started working on unpacking some more boxes?”

“Yes Joe, that will be fine with me, but before you go upstairs, I want you to show Mistress Jennifer how you look in your new chastity tube”.

A look of absolute horror came across Joe’s face, and he started stuttering while he asked me not to make him display his chastity tube.  I figured that there was no nice way to handle his resistance other than saying “I didn’t ask you if you wanted to show Mistress Jennifer your new chastity tube.  I told you that I wanted you to show it to her.  If your pants and your briefs aren’t down around your legs in ten seconds, I will add a week to the time that you will be locked up in your chastity tube without a release!”

Joe very quickly unbuckled his belt, dropped his pants, and pulled down his briefs fully exposing his locked up cock.  Jennifer took a hold of his Bon4 Chastity Tube, and said “Well Mistress Ann, it appears that your slave here must have liked shining my high heels with his mouth and tongue.  Look how his cock is pushing up against the metal bars while it tries to get hard, and oh my, look at all of the pre-cum which is on the end of his chastity tube”.

Then Jennifer ran her fingers all over the tip of the chastity tube, picking up the drops of pre-cum, and before Joe even realized what she was going to do, she slid her fingers into his mouth, and made him lick them clean.  Then she said “Mistress Ann, one of the things which you want to do is to always make your slave eat anything that comes out of his cock.  You might keep that in mind when you decide to finally allow him a release!”

I thanked Jennifer for her advice, and said “Yes Mistress.  That’s exactly what I read also in the Male Chastity Book which Patricia loaned to me.  I will definitely plan on teaching this slave to eat all of his cum whenever he is allowed a release!”

I had to smile when I saw the look of horror which appeared once again was on Joe’s face while we talked about making him eat his cum.  I told him that he could pull up his pants, and go upstairs to start working on unpacking those boxes, and he didn’t waste a minute getting dressed and getting away from Jennifer and me.  As soon as he was out of hearing range, Jennifer and I both broke down laughing so hard that tears were running down my face.  Then Jennifer said “Ann, you are going to love your new life once you get your husband totally trained.  Nothing but pleasure, satisfaction, and fun for you!”

I told Jennifer that I honestly couldn’t wait till I had Joe trained like all of the other husbands in the neighborhood.  That’s when Jennifer said “Oh Ann that reminds me.  Everyone will be coming over to my house next Saturday night for our monthly play party in my Dungeon.  I hope that you will come and bring Joe”.

I told Jennifer that I would definitely be there with my slave husband to join in the fun.  She then gave me an idea of what normally happens at her play parties, how the Mistresses and slaves are dressed at the parties, and what I should bring for the dinner.  I asked her for a recommendation as to where I should buy leather clothing, and she told me which website I should visit for myself, and where to shop for Joe.  We talked for a little while longer before she had to leave.  She gave me a hug, and thanked me for lunch, and I thanked her for demonstrating to me how I should handle my slave husband.

As soon as Jennifer left, I grabbed my laptop, sat down at the kitchen table, and went on line to the website called LeatherObsession.com which she had recommended so that I could find a dress to wear to her play party.  I bought an incredible black lace up leather dress which would expose most of my bosom through the laces.  The dress was sinfully expensive, but I charged it to Joe’s credit card, since I figured that he would get a lot of enjoyment out of seeing me in the dress.  While I was perusing the website, I decided to also buy a black leather halter bustier, and a black leather paddle.

I then went on to Amazon, as Jennifer recommended to buy some black leather briefs for Joe, since Jennifer had told me that the slave husbands were only allowed to wear skimpy leather briefs when attending her parties.  I couldn’t believe the great selection of sexy leather briefs which Amazon had for sale.  I bought three different types for Joe, and couldn’t wait to see him wear them.  I was glad to know that all of my purchases would arrive well before next Saturday’s party.

After spending so much time discussing sexy topics with Jennifer, then seeing Joe locked in his chastity tube, and finally looking at sexy items of clothing, I decided that I needed some relief of my own.  I went into the bedroom and retrieved the handcuffs.  Then I called up to Joe, and told him that I needed to see him in the bedroom right away.

When he came down to see what I needed, I said “Joe, take a break from the unpacking.  I need you to take off all of your clothes right now!”

He gave me a funny look, but then he removed his shirt, pants, and briefs, and stood there in front of me naked.  I ordered him to put his hands behind his back, and when he did, I locked his wrists together with the handcuffs.

I sat down on the edge of the bed, and said “Joe, I want you down on your knees in front of me, and I want you to kiss my pumps and my legs.  Then I want you to beg me to allow you the right to worship my pussy!”

Joe quickly got down onto his knees in front of me, and began kissing my pumps.  He worked his mouth all over the top and sides of both shoes.  Then he started planting gentle kisses up and down my leather leggings.  As I watched his cock, locked in the chastity tube, I could see that he was getting very excited, and his cock was straining against the metal bars.  I raised one of my five inch heels up to his mouth, and said “I want you to suck on my heel, and don’t you dare put any bite marks on my new heels!”

As Joe took my heel into his mouth, I slid it back and forth so that he could worship all five inches of it.  I then removed that heel, and replaced it with the other heel, and told him to also worship that one.  By the time that he had sucked on both of my heels, his cock was dripping.  I ran one of my heels all over the tip of the chastity tube, and then slid it into Joe’s mouth so that he could suck all of his pre-cum off of my heel.

Joe was visibly worked up, and started begging me by saying “Mistress, may I please kiss and worship your pussy?”

I kicked off my heels, stood up, and removed my leather leggings.  I sat back down on the bed, spread my legs, and said “You may worship my pussy now, and I expect you to give me a wonderful orgasm!”

Joe didn’t need any further encouragement.  He immediately placed his head between my thighs, and began sucking and licking my clit.  He then slipped his tongue in and out of my pussy, while at the same time sucking and licking my clit with more enthusiasm.  I laid back onto the bed, and said “Ok slave, bring me off now!”

Joe became a wild man.  He started sucking on my clit and pushing his tongue in and out of my pussy at a feverish rate, and I closed my thighs tightly around Joe’s head.  It only took another minute or two before I felt the massive wave of an orgasm sweep over me, and I cried out while I was in the throes of a pleasurable release.

When I finally regained my composure, I released the pressure on Joe’s head, stood up, and unlocked the handcuffs, freeing his wrists.  I gave Joe a big kiss, and said “Thank you slave.  You may now go back to your unpacking work upstairs”.

Joe remained kneeling on the floor, and said “Mistress, would it be possible for you to also allow me to have a release.  I am so worked up and horny after pleasuring you?”

I laughed, patted Joe on the head, and said “Absolutely not slave.  You haven’t even been locked up in your chastity tube for twenty four hours yet.  We’ll see about giving you a release after your two weeks are up!”

I then put my leather leggings back on, slipped my feet back into my platform pumps, and I went out to the kitchen to get a glass of wine.  As I left Joe kneeling there on the floor, I smiled to myself knowing that every time he had to pleasure me without getting a sexual release himself would further engrain into his psyche the fact that he was now becoming a submissive slave to his wife, and that his wife’s pleasure was paramount to any pleasure which he hoped to experience.

Over the next week, I made a point of putting on a very sexy leather outfit, and either my boots or high heel pumps, every day before Joe came home from work.  My outfits had just the desired effect which I hoped that they would.  All I had to do was tell Joe to get down on his knees and worship my heels, and he would soon be begging me for a sexual release when he was finished kissing my high heels or using his mouth and tongue to give me the pleasure which I desired from him.

On Wednesday, UPS showed up and delivered my new leather dress and the leather briefs for Joe.  I tried on my new dress, and when I looked in the mirror, even I couldn’t believe how sexy and dominant I looked.  I hung it up in my closet, and knew that it would blow Joe away on Saturday night when I put it on for the play party at Jennifer’s house.

On Wednesday night, I decided that I would give Joe a real “Tease and Denial” Session like the Mistress described in her Male Chastity book.  I was wearing my black corset, black stockings, and my knee high black boots when Joe came home from work.  The effect on him was instantaneous as soon as he came in the door.  I made him get down and worship my boots before we sat down to dinner.

Throughout our meal, I could tell that Joe was very discombobulated, and worked up as his eyes kept focusing on my breasts which were pushed upwards by the bustier of the corset.  I further added to his discomfort by pressing the tip of my boots against his crotch throughout dinner.

Once we were finished eating, I told him to clear the table and load the dishwasher, and then he could meet me in the bedroom.  Once again, I think that Joe set a speed record for getting the table cleared, the dishes rinsed, and the dishwasher loaded.

When he came into the bedroom, I told him to remove all of his clothes, and it was very obvious that his cock was straining against the bars of the chastity tube.  With a devious smile, I said “Joe, would you like me to remove your chastity tube tonight?”

He didn’t hesitate for a second, and said “Oh yes please Mistress Ann.  I would love for you to remove it!”

I told Joe to lie down on the bed on his back.  When he did, I handcuffed his wrists together, and then I tied the handcuffs to the headboard of the bed.  I pushed the ball gag into his mouth, and secured it tightly around his head.  Then, making quite a show of it, I removed the necklace which I wore, and took the key which unlocked the padlock, and while Joe watched intently, I unlocked the padlock on his Bon4 Chastity Tube.

When I removed the cage from his cock, and the ring from his balls, Joe let out a moan which was still audible even though he had the ball gag in his mouth.  I began gently stroking his cock up and down, and within seconds, his cock sprung up erect, and became hard as a rock.  I rubbed his balls for a while, and then I began running my tongue all over the tip of his cock.

As soon as I saw that Joe was all worked up, and his breathing was rapid, I moved away from his cock, and began nibbling on his nipples.  By then he was moaning uncontrollably, and fighting against the handcuffs which kept him restrained to the bed.

I then turned my attention back to his cock once again.  I slowly began to rub the shaft of his cock up and down while I put my mouth near the tip and blew warm air across his cock.  I continued pumping his cock until I could tell that Joe was getting ready to come.  Quickly, I removed my hand away from his cock, and he let out a very loud groan, and started pumping his groin up into the air trying to make contact with my hand.  Then I said “Oh well Joe, it doesn’t look like you want to come tonight, so we’ll try another time!”

He started violently shaking his head and begging me to let him come.  Even though he was gagged, I could still understand his pleas, and I said “I am so sorry Joe, I tried to make you come!”

I went into the kitchen and filled a zip lock bag with ice cubes, and returned to the bedroom.  I placed the bag against Joe’s cock and balls, and he began to cry out, begging me once again to let him come.  As soon as I saw his cock return to a flaccid state, I put the ring of the Bon4 Chastity Tube back around his balls, slipped the cage over his cock, and put my padlock through the pin.  As I snapped the padlock shut, once again trapping Joe’s cock in the chastity tube, I could see tears running down his face.

I removed the ball gag from Joe’s mouth, and gave him a warm passionate kiss, and said “Maybe next time, I’ll let you come!”

I unlocked the handcuffs which were around his wrists, and when I did, Joe put his arms around me, squeezed me tight, and said “Please Mistress Ann, I am going to go crazy.  I don’t think that I can wait the full two weeks for a release”.

I held him tight, gave him another kiss, and said “My dear slave. You are doing very well.  These two weeks will seem like nothing when you consider that we have a whole lifetime together where you can serve and please me!”


The Neighborhood Play Party

I was so excited when Saturday finally arrived, and we got ready to attend Jennifer’s play party.  I had spoken to both Patricia and Susan during the week, and they each had given me some insight as to what to expect when attending one of Jennifer’s play party.

Each of the wives on the block were to bring a dish for dinner, and Jennifer and Ted were supplying the steaks for a Bar-B-Que.  I told Jennifer that I would bring home made potato salad, so I worked on making a big batch during the afternoon.

I had told Joe on Friday night that we would be going to a play party on Saturday at Jennifer’s house, but I did not give him very many details.  I told him that he would have a chance to meet all of our neighbors, and I did tell him, that like him, he would find that all of the males on the block would be locked up in their chastity tubes.

We were supposed to be over to Jennifer’s house at 6 PM, so around 5 PM, I went into the bedroom to get dressed.  I put on my new black lace up leather dress sans panties, a pair of thigh high black fishnet stockings, and my black platform pumps with the five inch heels.

After I dressed and came out to the living room where Joe was sitting, his eyes just about popped out of his head, and he said “Holy mackerel!  Mistress Ann, you look incredible in that dress”.

I thanked Joe for his enthusiastic compliment, and then I handed him a pair of leather briefs, and said “Ok Joe, you need to go put these on over your chastity tube!”

Joe took the briefs from me, and then said “You are all dressed up, and look incredible.  What should I wear to this party tonight?”

With a big smile, I said “Joe, it won’t really matter because I’ve been told that after we get there, all of the husbands on the block will be required to strip down to their leather briefs, and that is all that the men will be wearing tonight at the party!”

As Joe held up the leather briefs in his hand, he looked at me like I was from outer space, and said “Only these leather briefs?  You mean to tell me that the men aren’t allowed to wear any other clothing after they get to this party tonight?”

“Yes Joe that is what I have been told.  Now, go put on your leather briefs, and wear whatever you would like over them till we get to the party.  Once we are there, they will tell the men when to get undressed!”

Joe realized that it was fruitless to argue with me, and he went into the bedroom and put on the leather briefs, and then he put on a casual shirt and a pair of slacks.  Once he was dressed, I handed him the big bowel of potato salad which I had made, and we walked down to the corner to Jennifer’s house.

When we got to Jennifer’s house, Jennifer greeted us wearing a sheer white blouse, a short black leather skirt, black stockings, and black pumps with high stiletto heels.  Her hair was pulled back in a severe bun, and she looked gorgeous and very dominant.  As soon as she saw me, she said “Oh my Ann, I have that exact same black leather dress.  It looks incredible on you!”

Jennifer then introduced me and Joe to her husband Ted, and she told Ted to take the potato salad from Joe, and bring it into the kitchen.  Patricia and Susan were already there, and they introduced me and Joe to Patricia’s husband Steve, and to Susan’s husband Larry.  Both Patricia and Susan were wearing tight leather slacks with knee high black leather boots.  While I talked with the gals, Joe started chatting with the other three guys.  A few minutes later, the doorbell rang, and Alicia and her husband Mark showed up for the party, and were introduced to me and Joe.  Alicia, like me, had donned a black leather dress, black stockings and high heel pumps for the party.

Jennifer’s husband Ted then took up his position at the bar in the living room, and began filling drink requests from everyone.  Jennifer waited until I had gotten myself a glass of white Zinfandel, and then she asked me if I would like a tour of the big Victorian house.  I told her that I had been dying to see what the house looked like on the inside, and that I would absolutely love for her to give me a tour of the house.

The home was built in the early 1900’s so there was an abundant amount of intricate wood paneling, crown moldings, and chair rails throughout the home.  Jennifer took me through the first and second floors, showing me each room, and then, as she led me up the stairs to the third floor, she said “Hopefully, this floor won’t shock you too much”.

When she reached the top of the stairs, and she opened the door to the third floor, I must have let out a gasp, even though I tried to act very cool, because Jennifer said “I guess you’ve never seen a fully equipped Dungeon before!”

Boy she was right with that statement.  As I looked at the large room which laid before my eyes, and encompassed the entire third floor of the home, I couldn’t believe what I saw.  It looked like something you would see in a movie about medieval Dungeons, and had furniture which might have been described in an Edgar Allen Poe novel.

The centerpiece of the large expansive room was a suspension device which hung from the ceiling, and was controlled by a box on the wall.  Also in the center of the room stood a long padded bondage table which had restraints attached to the top, bottom, and sides of it, and the table had a long horizontal cage underneath it.  In one corner, I saw another large dog cage, and along that wall, there was a floor to ceiling jail cell which contained a small bed, sink, and toilet. 

As I stepped into Jennifer’s Dungeon, I noticed many pieces of furniture along the other wall including a spanking bench, and a set of stocks which would immobilize a slave’s head, wrists, and ankles.  In the middle of that wall was a very large St. Andrew’s Cross which was mounted to the wall, and had restraints hanging from it at all of the pivotal points.  All of the rest of the available wall space was covered with racks which held metal and leather cuffs, hoods, gags, whips, paddles, canes, and instruments of torment, many of which I was not even familiar with at this point in my novice introduction to Female Domination.

“So how do you like my Dungeon?” Jennifer asked me.

I was almost speechless, and said “Wow, you definitely have quite an assortment of furniture and toys to torment a slave”.

“Yes, I do.  Alicia’s husband Mark has made a lot of this furniture for me in his woodworking shop.  Before the night is over, you’ll see how a lot of this equipment is used, when we bring our husbands up here to have some fun!”

Jennifer and I went back down to the living room to join everyone else, and when everyone had a drink in their hand, she made a toast to me as the newest Domme in the neighborhood, and then she toasted Joe as the newest sub in the neighborhood.  After that, she said “Ok Ted, you can take all of the men down to the guest bedroom where you all can get rid of those clothes, and strip down to your leather briefs.  Then while I and the gals relax here,  you can start working on the steaks, while the rest of the men get the dining room table set, and get the food laid out!”

Joe gave me a quizzical look, like he was asking me what he should do. I pointed to Ted, and then I said “Follow Ted, and go do what Jennifer just told all the men to do – Go down to the guest bedroom, and strip down to your leather briefs!”

I could tell that he wasn’t too happy about what I said, but I thought to myself that he was probably going to be a lot unhappier before the night was over, now that I had seen that Dungeon upstairs.

After about ten minutes while I was sitting in the living room talking with all the gals, Ted led all of the men back down the hall towards the kitchen.  As soon as Jennifer saw them on their way to the kitchen, she said, “Ted, before you all get started on dinner, bring all of those slaves in here, so that I and their wives can see what they look like!”

Ted led the other four husbands into the living room, and all of us girls gave them a big round of applause with some hooting and hollering.  You could clearly see that each of them had a big bulge in the crotch of their leather briefs where their chastity tubes were protruding.  As we were having our fun, I noticed that Joe’s face was as red as a tomato.  Finally, Jennifer said “Ok Ted, that’s enough for now.  You go get those steaks going, and get the rest of the guys working on setting the dinner table!”

While the husbands set the dining room table, and laid out all of the dishes which we wives had brought, Ted set up the grill in the back yard, so that he could grill our steaks.  It’s a good thing that there was a six foot fence surrounding his back yard or people would have been able to see him standing over the grill wearing nothing but a miniscule pair of leather briefs.  Ted came into the living room and asked each of us how we liked our steak cooked.  Once we had given him our orders, he went back out to the backyard and began preparing the steaks for us.

When the steaks were finished, and all of the plates with the food were set on the dining room table, Ted notified Jennifer that everything was ready.  As we all sat down to dinner, Jennifer went around the table with a box in her hand, and handed each of the woman a pair of regulation police handcuffs.  As she handed a pair to me, she said “Ann, I know that this is your first dinner party with us.  This is a tradition that we started some time ago.  All the women lock the handcuffs on their husbands at this time, and we don’t take them off until after the party is over”.

I followed the lead of all of the other women, and told Joe to hold his wrists out to me.  When he did, I locked the handcuffs onto his wrists.  I thought that it was a very nice symbolic gesture, and I enjoyed watching all of the men at the table having to eat their dinner with their wrists locked in handcuffs.  Over the years, I had told Joe many times that he ate his meals too fast.  I noticed right away that by having their wrists handcuffed, it made the men eat their meal a lot slower, because it was much more difficult for them to eat.  I could see the benefit right away of having the men handcuffed during dinner.

During dinner, whenever Jennifer would give him a cue, Ted would get up, get the wine bottle, and come around to each of the woman and offer to refill their wine glasses.  Steve, Larry, and Mark would also jump up whenever their wives needed something which was down on the other end of the table, or to remove a plate from the table once their wives were finished with it.  When we were all finished with dinner, and before the wives retreated to the living room, Jennifer said “Ted, you can serve coffee to me and the women in the living room, and Joe, you can wash the dishes and load the dishwasher while Steve and Larry clear the table, and straighten up the kitchen!”

I smiled to myself, and felt very proud when Joe’s response was “Yes Mistress Jennifer”.  One week of Joe being locked in the chastity tube had already started working wonders in my mind.

I followed Jennifer and the rest of the gals into the living room, and shortly thereafter, Jennifer’s husband Ted rolled a cart into the living room which contained a pot of coffee, condiments, and cups and saucers.  When he placed the cart near the couch, Jennifer said “Ted, you can just leave it there.  We will help ourselves when we are ready.  When the other men are finished with their chores, make sure that you inspect the kitchen, and that it is totally clean and meets my standards.  Then you can take them up to the Dungeon, and wait for us there on your knees”.

While we helped ourselves to coffee, Jennifer explained primarily for my benefit, that when everyone went up to the Dungeon, a different wife was in charge of directing the play party each month, and that the action revolved around whatever the wife who was in charge wanted.  She said that this month, Susan was in charge of the play party, so when we went upstairs, Susan would take the lead in telling the men what she wanted done.

As we sat there in the living room talking, and sipping our coffee, we saw all of the husband go down the hall.  They were evidently on their way up to the third floor Dungeon.  Susan said “Let’s give the boys ten minutes to get up there, get down on their knees, and worry about what is going to happen to them tonight.  Then we’ll all go up!”

When we finished with our coffee, all of us gals headed up to the Dungeon.  When Susan opened the door, I immediately saw that all five of our husbands were on their knees in the middle of the Dungeon.  As soon as we all entered, Susan said “Ok boys, let’s get out of those briefs.  Let’s see how you are all doing in your chastity tubes!”

As all of our husbands stood up, removed their briefs, and then immediately got back down onto their knees, it was very obvious that they all were very excited, as evidenced by the fact that their cocks were straining against the ends of their chastity tubes.

Susan then told all of the women what she had planned for the evening.  She had made up sticky nametags with numbers, and she went over to each of our husbands, and stuck a nametag with a number onto his chest.  Steve was #1, Larry was #2, Mark was #3, Ted was #4, and Joe was #5.

Then Susan asked each of the women to draw a number out of the bag she was holding in her hand.  Patricia drew number 2, Susan drew number 4, Alicia drew number 5, Jennifer drew #3, and I drew number 1.  Susan explained that we would each be dominating the husband whose number we drew out of the bag, which meant that I would be dominating Patricia’s husband Steve, while Alicia would be using my husband Joe for the evening’s activities.

Susan then ordered each man to get a folding chair from the corner of the Dungeon.  Once they did, they were told to open it, place it in the center of the room, and then kneel down in front of the chair.  When the five men were kneeling in front of the chairs, Susan said “Ok ladies, go get yourself a riding crop, whip or paddle off of the wall, and then sit down in front of whoever is your slave for this evening”.

I selected a riding crop from the vast collection which hung on the wall of the Dungeon, and then I sat down in front of Patricia’s husband Steve.  After all of the other gals had also selected an implement of punishment from Jennifer’s collection, they also sat down in front of the man whose number they had pulled from the bag.  I noticed that Alicia who was sitting in front of Joe, had selected a short braided whip, and I hoped, for his sake, that Joe wouldn’t make her have to use it very much on him.

Susan stood up for a minute, and said “Ok slaves, the first thing that you need to do is to clean your Mistress’s shoes or boots with your mouth and tongue, and you better do a good job, or else your Mistress will punish you severely!”

As soon as Susan had given the command, Steve brought his mouth down to the tip of one of my pumps, and began licking and kissing it.  I could tell immediately that Steve had a lot of experience cleaning the shoes of his Mistress, because he worked his tongue feverishly across the top and sides of my shoe without ever slowing down.  After my first shoe was shining brightly, I tapped him on his butt with the riding crop, and said “Ok slave, I have another shoe that is waiting for attention!”

Steve immediately brought his mouth and tongue down onto my other pump, and began licking and kissing it with quite a bit of enthusiasm.  I couldn’t help but look over to see how Joe was doing on Alicia’s pumps, and just as I did, I saw her smack his ass very hard with the braided whip, and say “You are not showing very much adoration to my shoes, slave.  If you don’t get that tongue moving a lot faster, I am going to royally whip your ass!”

I smiled to myself and thought that after tonight, and everything that Alicia would probably subject Joe to, he would definitely know how to clean his Mistress’s shoes or boots properly.  While Steve worked on my pumps, I noticed that Susan was pushing the high heel of one of her boots into Ted’s mouth, so I lifted up one of my stiletto heels, and at the same time, brought the riding crop down on Steve’s ass, and said “Ok slave, my shoes are shining very nicely.  Now I need you to suck on my heels, and show me how much you love them!”

Steve didn’t hesitate a second.  He quickly took all five inches of the heel I placed near his mouth, and began gently sucking on it.  I worked my heel back and forth like a cock into his mouth, until it was shining to my satisfaction.  Then I removed it, and slid my other heel into Steve’s mouth, so that he could properly pay worship to it also.

We kept the men on their knees worshiping our shoes and boots for at least fifteen minutes before Susan announced “Ok gals, it’s time for us to get these men restrained for a little punishment session to show them that we mean business!”

Susan then gave us some guidance as to what she had in mind, when she said “I’ll strap Ted face down onto the bondage table.  Patricia, you can get Larry secured to the spanking bench.  Alicia, why don’t you get Joe strapped up nice and tight to the St. Andrew’s Cross.  Jennifer and Ann, the two of you should get Mark and Steve hung up onto the bar of the suspension device”.

While the other gals went to work securing their slaves to the different pieces of bondage equipment in the Dungeon, I waited until Jennifer came over to me, and told me what we were going to do to Mark and Steve.

Jennifer ordered both men onto their feet, and led them over to the middle of the Dungeon, underneath the bar, which hung from the overhead suspension device.  Jennifer handed me a ball gag, which I tightly secured into Steve’s mouth, while she took a penis gag, shoved it into Mark’s mouth, and tightened the strap around his head.  Jennifer then attached Mark’s handcuffs to the bar, and I followed her lead, attaching Steve’s handcuffs to the same bar, so that the two men were facing each other as their arms were restrained over their heads.

Once both of the men were restrained to the overhead bar, Jennifer then went to the control box on the wall, and raised the suspension bar up a little bit so that both Mark and Steve were forced to stand on the tips of their toes to keep the pressure off of their arms.

Jennifer then, without giving Mark any warning, brought her riding crop down hard across one of his ass cheeks, and he let out a howl which was muffled by his penis gag.  Jennifer then nodded at me, and I hit Steve just as hard with my riding crop across one of his ass cheeks.  He yelled, but because of the ball gag in his mouth, we only heard a muffled cry.

Jennifer looked at me, and said “Ok Mistress Ann, let’s see if we can get the butts on both of these slaves nice and red.  I think that about ten strokes on each ass cheek should accomplish that!”

I just followed Jennifer’s lead, since I had never really punished anyone very seriously in the past.  Every time that she brought her riding crop down on Mark’s ass, I likewise, brought my crop down hard across one of Steve’s ass cheeks.  I must admit that I did get somewhat of an adrenaline rush being able to actually dole out so much punishment.  Every time one of our riding crops landed on Mark or Steve’s ass, they would actually start swinging from the bar of the overhead suspension device, and we would hear their muffled cries for mercy.

By the time that Jennifer and I had administered all twenty strokes of the riding crop to our two slaves, I could feel the wetness building up between my legs from the excitement, which I was experiencing.  I never would have thought that punishing someone would get me so sexually excited, and I found myself aching for a release.  I was also quick to notice that the punishment was having a similar effect on Mark and Steve, judging from the pre-cum which was dripping down from their chastity tubes.

I had been so engrossed in what Jennifer and I were doing to the two slaves, that I hadn’t even looked around the Dungeon at all of the other action which was taking place.  When I finally did, I realized that all of the men who were being whipped or paddled were also gagged.  That’s why I really didn’t hear any cries of anguish coming from them.

When I looked over towards the St. Andrew’s Cross, I saw that Alicia had obviously subjected Joe to some real punishment with her whip.  His back and ass were covered with rows of red whip marks.  I wondered if Joe had also gotten sexually aroused by the whipping that Alicia had given to him.  I found out the answer soon enough, when Susan told us to release all of our slaves, and she then ordered all of the men back down onto their knees in front of the chairs.  As Joe walked over to the chairs to kneel down, I saw that he had been dripping quite a bit from his chastity tube.

Once all of the men were back on their knees, Susan told the women to take their seats once again.  I sat back down in front of Steve, and wondered what Susan had planned next.  I only had to wait a minute before she said “Ok men, it’s time for you to show your Mistresses how thankful you are for the punishment which you received.  We’ll find out now how well your wife has trained you to use your mouth and tongue to give pleasure.  Any Mistress who does not get the orgasm she desires, will punish you severely!”

Susan’s announcement did catch me somewhat by surprise, since I had never had anyone except Joe place his mouth on my pussy.  I figured that since I had just got done punishing Steve, I had to see what effect that punishment would have on his eagerness to please me.  I pulled my leather dress up, and opened my legs.  I did not have to even say a word to Steve.  He immediately brought his mouth to my pussy, and began licking and sucking on my clit.  It was obvious that Steve had received a lot of oral training from Patricia because he used his tongue wonderfully.  He tantalized my clit by licking it in circular motions, while he also sucked on it tenderly.

Since I was already worked up from the punishment which I had given to Steve, I quickly became very excited, as he worked his tongue over my clit, and I said “Get your tongue into my pussy slave!”

Steve didn’t hesitate.  He began pushing his tongue in and out of my pussy, while he continued sucking on my clit.  I totally forget where I was, and only concentrated on the wonderful sensations which I was experiencing from Steve’s mouth and tongue.  I started moaning loudly, and I pulled his head up tight against my pussy.  I quickly felt the waves of pleasure sweep all over my body, as I came with an explosive orgasm.  I tightly held onto Steve’s head until I finally regained my composure.  Then I released him, and allowed him to breathe normally.

Steve immediately lowered his head, kissed the tips of both of my shoes, and said “Thank you Mistress Ann for allowing me the privilege of serving you with my mouth”.

I patted Steve on the head, and said “You are quite welcome slave.  You did a very nice job using that mouth and tongue of yours to give me the pleasure I needed!”

I had been so enthralled by the job that Steve had done giving me pleasure with his mouth and tongue, that I had been oblivious to what else was going on in the Dungeon, until all of the other gals started standing up, and Susan asked “Well ladies, are all of you satisfied with the job that your slave did giving you pleasure?”

I, like all of the other women smiled, and nodded my head to indicate that yes, I was very pleased with the job that the slave had done, so Susan said “Well then, I guess you can remove the handcuffs on these men.  After you do, each wife can then release her husband from his chastity tube, and allow him to have his monthly orgasm!”

As each of the wives went over to their husbands, and removed the handcuffs, and then began unlocking the chastity tubes which their husbands wore, I went over to Susan, and said “I can’t unlock Joe tonight, and allow him to come.  I told him that he would be locked in his chastity tube for two weeks, and he is not scheduled to be released till Friday night”.

Susan smiled, and said “Good for you Ann.  I agree.  In that case, you can go ahead and remove his handcuffs, but you should make him wait till the full two weeks is over”.  She then turned to Joe, and said “You can just go over and kneel by Mistress Ann, until we are finished with our husbands!”

As Joe knelt on the floor in front of me, I unlocked the handcuffs, and freed his wrists.  He looked up at me, and said “Please Ann, I am so worked up from everything that has happened here tonight.  Could you please let me have a release?”

I smacked Joe very hard on his ass with my riding crop, and said “First of all, you just addressed me improperly.  Why would I want to unlock your chastity tube?”

Joe quickly realized his mistake, and said “I am so sorry Mistress Ann.  Please forgive me.  I would be so grateful if you would allow me to have a release”.

I smiled, bent down, and gave Joe a kiss, and said “Oh, I am sure that you would be grateful, but the answer is still no.  You agreed to stay locked up in your chastity tube for two weeks.  We’ll talk about a release this coming Friday night!”

With a defeated look, Joe hung his head, while I watched what was going on with the other couples in the Dungeon.  It appeared to me that the other wives were all following a ritual because of the manner in which they allowed their husbands to masturbate.  While each man was pumping his cock with his hand, at the same time, he was also kissing his Mistress’s shoes or boots.

When each of the husbands ejaculated, he held his cock over his wife’s shoes or boots, making sure that none of his cum landed on the floor.  Then when given the order, he began licking up all of his cum, and shining his wife’s shoes or boots with his tongue.

As each husband finished cleaning up his cum, he was ordered to stand up.  His wife then put him back into his chastity tube, and reinserted her padlock.  When all of the men were once again locked up in their chastity tubes, Susan said “Ladies, shall we go downstairs and have a glass of wine, while our men get this Dungeon cleaned up?”

I followed all of the gals back down to the living room, where we refreshed our glasses of wine and talked for a while, until all of the men came back down.  When they did, Jennifer asked her husband Ted “Is the Dungeon all cleaned up and presentable?”

When Ted told her that everything had been cleaned up, and that all of the equipment was returned to its appropriate place, Jennifer said “Ok men, you may go ahead and get dressed in your street clothes now!”

Once all of the men had gotten dressed, we all prepared to leave.  I gave each of the gals a big hug, and thanked them for the education that they had given me so far.  I made a special point of telling Patricia that her husband Steve had done a wonderful job of pleasuring me with his mouth and tongue.  Patricia smiled, and said “I am glad to hear that.  If you would have told me that he didn’t give you an awesome orgasm, I would have whipped him royally when we got home!”

After hearing Patricia’s comment, I figured that I better at least ask Alicia if Joe had properly serviced her.  I went over to Alicia, and thanked her for disciplining Joe during the Dungeon play, and said “I hope that Joe performed up to your expectations”.

Alicia gave me a hug and said, “I cut him some slack tonight because I knew that this was his first Dungeon party, and that he probably hadn’t serviced a woman other than you before.  Yes, I finally got my orgasm, but I had to keep pushing him.  Next time, I’ll expect him to be a lot more enthusiastic in pleasuring me, or else he will be on the receiving end of my whip!”

I told Alicia that I would make sure that Joe understood what was expected of him before he came to another party at Jennifer’s house.  Then with a big smile, I said “You can bet that between now and then, I will make the boy practice quite a bit on me!”

When we got home, I couldn’t believe it, but I was so excited about what had transpired at Jennifer’s party, that I found that I was still wet between my legs from everything that I had been exposed to.

When Joe and I walked into the bedroom, I sat down on the edge of the bed, pulled my leather dress up to my waist, and said “Slave, from what I was told by Mistress Alicia, you need to practice more on giving proper oral pleasure to a Mistress.  You can start right now.  Get down on your knees, and I expect you to give me an awesome orgasm!”


Building A Female Led Relationship

During the week following Jennifer’s party, I started to put special emphasis on chores around the house which I expected Joe to do.  I told him that since I was cooking every day, he would be expected to clear the table and clean the kitchen after every meal, without me having to ask.  I also told him that he should plan on dusting and vacuuming the house, and cleaning the bathrooms on either Saturday or Sunday morning when he did not have to go to work.

When Joe started protesting about the extra responsibilities he would have to assume, I very calmly told him that maybe I should forget about giving him a release at the end of the two week period.  That brought an immediate end to any protesting from him, and he quickly said that he would do whatever I asked of him.

I made sure that I was wearing a seductive outfit, accompanied by either high heel pumps or boots with stiletto heels every night when Joe arrived home from work.  I kept him aroused from the minute he walked in the door, not only by what I was wearing, but also by teasing him with sexual innuendoes constantly.  When he would come over to me to give me a kiss, I would put my hand on his crotch, feel his locked up cock, and say “So sweetie, did you get excited today thinking about me, and what I might do to you tonight?”

Invariably, Joe would start to get worked up when I teased him like that, and he would tell me that I was driving him crazy with my outfits, and that he couldn’t wait for the end of the week to arrive, so that I could let him out of his chastity tube so that he could make love to me.  I would just smile, and say “Well, we’ll just have to wait and see.  In the meantime, if I was you, I’d be on my best behavior between now and Friday night!”

Every night after Joe had cleaned up the dinner dishes, I had him come into the living room, strip down to only his chastity tube, and sit on the floor by my feet while I read.  Some nights, I would make him worship my high heels, and on other nights, I would have him remove my shoes, and give me a long relaxing foot massage.  Inevitably, whenever I would look down at his chastity tube, I could see that he was very aroused, and that his cock was fighting against the bars of the tube trying to get hard.

I made a point of keeping my riding crop on the end table next to the couch, in case I had to use it to motivate Joe to work a little harder on worshipping my heels or massaging my feet.  I only had to smack him on his ass once during the week when he was not showing the proper level of enthusiasm kissing my heels.  Most of the time, however, he got so excited just from worshipping me that his cock would be straining to get erect in his chastity tube and it would start dripping.  Whenever I saw him dripping, I would place the end of the riding crop over the tip of his chastity tube, pick up his pre-cum, and make him lick my riding crop until it was perfectly clean.

On Friday night, while Joe was cleaning up the kitchen, I went into the bedroom and changed into my black leather halter bustier, black stockings, and my black pumps with the five inch heels.  I had decided that before I released Joe from his chastity tube, and allowed him to have an orgasm, that I needed to have a discussion with Joe about what had transpired over the past two weeks since I first locked him into his chastity tube.

When I was finished getting dressed, I took a pair of handcuffs and my black leather paddle into the living room with me, and sat down on the couch.  As soon as Joe was finished cleaning up the kitchen, I called him into the living room, and said “So slave, do you like this outfit?”

Joe was almost panting when he saw how I was dressed, and as his eyes fixated on my exposed pussy, he said “Mistress, you look so incredibly sexy!”

“Well then, take off all of those clothes, and get down on your knees, and let me see how much your cock likes this outfit!”

Joe didn’t hesitate for a second.  Before I knew it, his clothes were in a pile on the living room floor, and he was down in front of me on his knees.  I told him to hold his arms out in front of him, and when he did, I locked his wrists together with the handcuffs.

As I looked down at Joe’s crotch, I could see that his cock was as hard and erect as it could possibly get while locked in the chastity tube.  I placed my hand on Joe’s chastity tube, and said “So, tonight is supposed to be the big night for you slave.  Is your cock trying to get hard already?”

With a look of anticipation on his face, Joe said “Yes Mistress.  You have been driving me crazy for the last two weeks, and it has been so uncomfortable every time that my cock tries to get hard while I am locked up.  Hopefully, you’ll unlock the chastity tube tonight, and allow me to make love to you”.

I bent over, gave Joe a kiss, and said “Well, we have all night to get around to that.  First, I want to talk with you about what has taken place the past two weeks, and find out how you feel about the things that you have been exposed to”.

As Joe knelt there in front of me, I pushed his head down to the tips of my pumps, and said “You can show me how much you appreciate the fact that I let you serve me by kissing my shoes, while I ask you some questions!”

Joe quickly lowered his head, and began kissing the tips of my pumps, and licking them with his tongue.  As he worked on my shoes, I said “First question for you.  Have you found the past two weeks to be exciting, and have I kept you sexually aroused?”

Joe lifted his head for a moment, and said “Oh yes Mistress.  I don’t ever remember being so constantly aroused and excited, as I have been the past two weeks”.

“I am very glad to hear that Joe.  I assume that you like the outfits that I have been wearing for you the past two weeks?”

In between licking my shoes, Joe started nodding his head, and said “Absolutely Mistress.  Your outfits have kept me so aroused, that I have wanted to rip this chastity tube off, and make love to you!”

With a big smile, I said “Well slave, I am glad to hear that my outfits have achieved their desired effect.  Would you like me to continue wearing my leather outfits and heels?”

“Oh yes.  Please Mistress.  You have looked incredible in the outfits which you have been wearing.  I can’t wait to get home each night, and see what you will be wearing”.

“Well Joe, it is a possibility that I will keep dressing like this.  It will depend on your answers, and what you decide before tonight is over”.

I let that sink into Joe’s head for a while, and then said “I noticed at Jennifer’s party the other night, that you were pretty excited, when Alicia gave you a good whipping.  Did you like being whipped?”

Joe raised his head and said “Mistress, I have to tell you that the idea of being whipped did not please me at all until Mistress Alicia actually did it.  Then once she started whipping me, I found that it actually caused me to get sexually aroused.  I never would have thought that being whipped would be a sexual turn on”.

“Yes, I was able to see that when I looked over at you, and saw how hard you were, and how much your cock was dripping onto the floor of the Dungeon.  You obviously are a pain slut. You just didn’t know it or admit it before.  Would you like me to whip you as hard as Alicia did at the party?”

Sheepishly, Joe said “It if pleases you Mistress, then I will accept any punishment which you think that I deserve”.

I thought that there was no time as good as the present to see if Joe really meant that, so I told him to get up, and bend over the cocktail table in front of the couch.  When he did, I picked up my new leather paddle, and brought it down hard across one of his ass cheeks.

Joe immediately let out a howl, and I threatened him that if he did not be quiet, I would have to gag him.  When I brought my paddle down just as hard on the other cheek of his ass, he stifled his cry somewhat.  I then picked up the pace, bringing my paddle down harder and harder across his ass until both cheeks were bright red, and I realized that I had smacked him about twenty times with the paddle.

I ordered him back onto his knees in front of me, and immediately noticed that a long stream of pre-cum was hanging from his chastity tube.  As I scooped it up with my fingers, and shoved it into his mouth, making him lick my fingers clean, I said “Well there’s my answer.  No matter what you may say about receiving punishment, your cock has given you away.  You are truly a little pain slut!”

Joe hung his head down, and said “I suppose that you are correct about that.  Thank you Mistress for punishing me”.

I told Joe that he was quite welcomed, and thought to myself that while I may have just proven that receiving pain excited Joe, I had also once again showed myself that administering punishment caused me to get very excited.  I felt the moisture building up between my legs, so I spread my legs, grabbed a hold of Joe’s head, and pulled him in between my thighs, and said “Show me how much you appreciate the pain that I just gave to you by pleasuring me with your mouth and tongue!”

Joe quickly put his mouth to work sucking on my clit, while he shoved his tongue in and out of my pussy.  I laid back on the couch, enjoying the sensations which began to spread over my body as Joe worked his mouth and tongue feverishly all over my clit, and in and out of my pussy.  It only took a few minutes before I grabbed Joe’s head, pulled it tight against my pussy, and enjoyed a wonderful orgasm.

When I had recovered from the explosive orgasm, I opened my legs, and released the pressure on Joe’s head.  Then I stood up, and told Joe to follow me on his knees to the bedroom.  I couldn’t believe how much of a turn on it was for me to see my husband crawling behind me with his wrists cuffed together, as I led him into our bedroom.

When Joe followed me into the bedroom, I ordered him to get up on the bed on his back.  I then had him raise his hands up over his head, and I took a piece of rope and tied his cuffed wrists to the headboard, restraining his arms above his head.

I took the blindfold out of the nightstand, and secured it tightly around his eyes.  Then, knowing that he had no idea as to what was going to happen to him, I snapped the pair of cloverleaf clamps onto each of his nipples.  Joe let out a loud cry as the clamps bit into his nipples, and he begged me to take them off.  I smacked him on his thighs with my riding crop, and said “That kind of noise is unacceptable.  Now, I will just have to gag you!”

I took the ball gag out of the nightstand, shoved it into Joe’s mouth, and tightened up the strap behind his head, so that there was no way that he could push the ball out of his mouth.  I then retrieved the Wartenburg pinwheel and started running the wheel up and down his legs.  As Joe reacted to the pricks of the wheel, he started moving his legs up and down, trying to avoid the pinwheel.

I decided that I would fix him so that he was not in a position to move at all.  I went into the laundry room, and got a length of clothesline.  When I returned to the bedroom, I tied Joe’s ankles together very tightly, and then I pulled the cord taunt, and tied it to the footboard of the bed.  Now with his arms restrained to the headboard, and his feet bound to the footboard, Joe was helplessly restrained on the bed.

I then went back to work with the Wartenburg pinwheel, running it all over Joe’s legs, chest, and arms.  He was moaning behind the gag, and trying unsuccessfully to move his body away from my touch.  He also was not prepared for what I did next.  I yanked on the chain connected to the nipple clamps, and pulled both clamps off of his nipples in one swift motion.

He just about came up off of the bed, and screamed into the ball gag as the pain caused by the blood rushing back into his nipples hit home.  Then when the shock of having the clamps removed finally subsided, I began running the pinwheel over each of his nipples, causing him to cry out and beg for mercy.

When I was finished tormenting his nipples with the pinwheel, I then brought my mouth down to each of Joe’s nipples, and first sucked on them gently, and then tantalized each of his nipples with my teeth, while he squirmed on the bed, and emitted cries which were a reaction to the pleasure and the pain which he was receiving.

Finally, I said “Well my dear slave, you made it through the two weeks of being locked up.  Would you like me to unlock and remove your chastity tube?”

Joe immediately began nodding his head that yes, he wanted me to unlock his chastity tube, and I could hear him saying “Please Mistress”, even though the words were muffled by the gag in his mouth.

I bent over, took the key which was on my necklace, inserted it into the padlock, and unlocked the Bon4 Chastity Tube.  When I pulled the cage portion off, Joe’s cock immediately sprung up hard and erect in the air.  I removed the ring from behind his balls, and then I began massaging his cock and balls gently.

As I worked my hand up and down the shaft of Joe’s cock, he tried to pump his cock in my hand even faster.  When he did that, I completely removed my hand from his cock.  He let out a moan, but I waited till he had settled back down before placing my hand onto his cock once again.

I could see that Joe was extremely worked up, and I knew that he wouldn’t last long at all, if I continued playing with his cock, so I climbed up onto the bed, and straddled him.  I placed my pussy over his cock, and I began lowering myself down very slowly.  As soon as Joe felt his cock slip into my pussy, he began raising himself up off of the bed, trying to pump his cock into my pussy.

I pulled myself up off of his cock, and said “That’s no way for a slave to act who wants to receive pleasure from his Mistress.  I am the one who is in control here, and I will decide if I let you come or not.  If you do that one more time, I will lock you back into your chastity tube.  Do you understand me?”

Joe nodded his head that yes, he understood, and he immediately settled down back onto the bed, and he allowed me to control the action.  I once again began lowering myself down onto Joe’s cock, but this time, he remained completely still, while I worked my pussy up and down, and back and forth against his cock, pleasuring myself.

It didn’t take long at all before I felt the sensations of an oncoming orgasm, so I grabbed a hold of Joe’s nipples, squeezed them tightly, and said “Ok slave, I want to feel you push that cock of yours all the way up into my pussy now, and you better give me all of your cum!”

That was all that Joe had to hear.  As I continued squeezing his nipples, he pumped his cock up and down faster and faster in my pussy.  It only took about another minute, before I felt the force of stream after stream of cum bombarding my pussy from the powerful orgasm he experienced, and that in turn sent me over the edge with another wonderful orgasm of my own.  I had never before seen Joe shoot so much cum, but then I had never known him to go two weeks without an orgasm before.

When Joe finally calmed down after his explosive release, I reached around his head, undid the straps, and removed the ball gag from his mouth and the blindfold from his eyes.  Then I raised myself up, sliding off of his cock, and I positioned my body up over Joe’s face so that my pussy rested over his mouth, and I said “Since you filled me up with so much cum tonight, you can just go ahead and lick it all out of me and swallow it now, before I release you!”

I could sense the hesitation on Joe’s part, but I was not going to give him a chance to protest.  I pressed my pussy down tight over his mouth, and rocked back and forth.  Joe knew that he was not in a position to argue, and that he didn’t have any choice other than to do what I had told him to do.  I soon felt his tongue work its way into my pussy.

As I sat there on Joe’s mouth, he worked his tongue in and out of my pussy, licking and sucking me, until I finally lifted myself up off of his face, and gave him a long passionate kiss, and said “Thank you very much for all of the wonderful pleasure you gave to me tonight.  I don’t think that I have ever seen you so excited before, and have never seen you shoot that much cum!”

Joe smiled, and said “No, thank you Mistress.  That was the most mind blowing orgasm that I have ever had, and you are correct when you say that I never shot that much cum in the past.  The only bad thing was that I had to eat all of it!”

We both laughed about Joe swallowing so much cum, and then he asked me if I could unlock the handcuffs and release his wrists.  I said “Not just yet Joe.  You still have something to decide before I take the cuffs off of you”.

When Joe asked me what I was referring to, I held the Bon4 Chastity Tube up in front of him, and said “I need you to tell me that you want me to put you back into your chastity tube now, and for you to tell me that you want me to control your orgasms.  I also need you to tell me that you will be subservient to my wishes and desires while I keep you locked up in the chastity tube”.

With a tentative look on his face, Joe said “Mistress, if I ask you to lock me back up in the chastity tube, how long will it be before, you give me another release.  Will it be two weeks again?”

I shook my head, and said “No Joe, that was an initial two week trial which you just went through.  Once I lock the chastity tube back onto your cock, only I will decide how long you will be locked up for.  I might let you have a release in two weeks, depending on your behavior and attentiveness to my needs, or I might decide to keep you locked up for a whole month at a time, and only allow you to have one orgasm a month like the other wives on this block do with their husbands”.

I could tell right away from the frown on his face, that Joe didn’t like hearing that he might only get one orgasm a month.  In my own mind, I knew that I probably would not make him wait that long for his next release, because everything that I had read, said that I should gradually build up the period of time that he would go between orgasms.  I threw the one month number out to him, just so he would know that if I decided to keep him locked up without an orgasm for a month, then that would be my decision, and he would have no choice in the matter.

I bent over and gave Joe a kiss, and I tried to add a little levity to the situation by saying “In the book I read about Male Chastity which was written by a famous Mistress, she suggested that women should only give their male partners one orgasm for every ten orgasms they receive from their partner.  So if I was you, I’d make sure that you keep on pleasing me with that mouth and tongue of yours when I lock you back up in your chastity tube!”

Joe sort of chuckled, and then in a more serious tone said “Mistress, I really like the change in you since we moved here to Colorado.  I love the way that you now dress.  I love how sexy and sensual you have become.  I have experienced the most explosive sex of my life with you since we moved here, and you have taken control.  When I am locked in that chastity tube, I get so horny just looking at you, and I want out of the tube so bad, but at the same time, I am so attracted to your new dominant demeanor, that all I want to do when I am locked up is to please you”.

With a big smile, I said “Joe, to have you please me, be attentive to my needs, and to obey me are the key reasons why I want to keep your cock locked in a chastity tube at all times, and want us to have a Female Led Relationship like the other couples here on the block have.  Do I discern from what you just said then, that you want me to lock you back up in your chastity tube?”

“Yes Mistress Ann.  I don’t want things to go back to the way they were before you took control.  I know that it will be very tough for me at times, but I love you dearly, and I only want to make you happy”.

I held Joe’s face in my hands, gave him a long kiss, and said “Joe, I love you very much, and I am so glad to hear you say that you want to continue being locked in your chastity tube, and yes, it will make me very happy”.

Then in a solemn tone of voice, I said “Joe, there is one thing that I want you to do for me before we embark on our new life of me controlling your cock and your orgasms.  I want you to think of a Safe word.  A Safe word is a word that you would never use under normal circumstances”.

“If next week, next month, or next year, you ever honestly did not want to continue our Female Led Relationship, then you would say that word to me, and at that point, all of this would come to an end.  I would unlock you at that point and get rid of the chastity tube.  I would stop being your leather clad Mistress, and you would no longer be my slave who was expected to obey me without question”.

Joe started objecting to what I was saying, and said “Mistress, that won’t ever happen.  I love you just as you are now, and I want you to continue holding the key to my chastity tube”.

Smiling, I said “Joe, I really appreciate hearing you say that.  Still, I want you to pick a Safe word.  If you never use it, I’ll be very happy, but I want you to have one”.

Joe laid there quiet for a long time, obviously contemplating on what his Safe word would be, and then he said “Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious”

I broke out laughing so hard that tears were running down my face, and I said “Well, that’s a word that I’ve never heard you say before.  It’s also a word that I have never used, but then again, I never knew Mary Poppins to dress in leather or carry a whip.  Maybe she does however, here in this kinky neighborhood, so that will be your word!”

When I regained my composure, I went and got a warm washcloth, cleaned Joe up, and then placed the hinged ring of the Bon4 Chastity Tube behind his balls.  I slipped the stainless steel cage down over his cock, inserted the pin, and locked everything back up once again with the brass padlock.

I then untied Joe’s ankles, and unlocked the handcuffs, freeing his wrists.  As Joe went into the bathroom to get ready for bed, I slapped him on the butt, and said “You don’t need to wear anything to bed tonight except what you are already wearing!”

I then kicked off my high heel pumps, and slid under the covers still wearing my leather lingerie and stockings.  I figured that I may as well start making Joe uncomfortable in his chastity tube right away now that he was going to be locked up for a much longer period of time.  I had read in the book on Male Chastity that if you keep your partner locked up, and keep him horny, he’ll do anything you tell him to do.  I definitely planned on following that advice now that I officially was in charge of a Female Led Relationship.

When Joe climbed into bed, we gave each other a big hug and a long passionate kiss, and said good night.

Then before I rolled over, I said “Joe, I think that I will have breakfast in bed tomorrow morning.  Two eggs over medium, bacon, toast, and coffee will be fine.  You can serve it to me, and then you can start cleaning the house!”


Three Months Later

As fall approached, and I looked back over the three months which had elapsed since the night that I locked Joe into his chastity tube on a permanent basis, even I was surprised by how far I had taken him into submission and obedience to me.  I was truly enjoying my marriage which was now structured as a Female Led Relationship.

I felt like I was on top of the world being married to a man whose primary focus every day was on pleasing and serving me.  Yes, there were hurdles which we had to overcome along the way, but overall, I was very pleased with the way that Joe acclimated to being locked up in his chastity tube, and the way he adapted to his new role in our marriage.

By the end of the second month that Joe was locked up in his chastity tube, with me controlling his orgasms, I was able to get him on a regular schedule whereby he was cleaning the house every weekend, going to the supermarket each Saturday to do the food shopping, and keeping up with the laundry each week.

Those chores which he started accomplishing very well, were in addition to him always being ready to get down on his knees, wherever and whenever I dictated to give me pleasure using his mouth and tongue.  I would say that during the average week, I probably received at least four or five explosive orgasms from Joe, while I eventually got him weaned down to a schedule whereby he only received one orgasm per month.

For his one orgasm a month, I was letting him have intercourse with me, to show him that I appreciated how well he was doing being locked in the chastity tube, and serving me properly.  I did make it clear to him, however, that he would not always get to have sex with me when I decided to give him a release, and that when I did have intercourse with him, then he should consider that a bonus.

During that same period of time, I expanded my leather wardrobe and dramatically increased the collection of toys which I owned.  Joe never knew what to expect when he came home each night.  One night he would find me wearing a leather mini-skirt and boots, and then another night, he would walk in, and see me standing there in leather lingerie and high heels, with a whip in my hand.  I also made a point of subjecting Joe to at least one Tease and Denial Session each week, where he thought that he was going to get a release, but I knew ahead of time, that the only purpose of the session was to increase his frustration level while keeping him locked in his chastity tube.

Did he complain about being locked up?  Did he beg me to let him out of his chastity tube?  Absolutely yes to both questions.  I kept Joe so horny and aroused that he was constantly begging me to let him out of his chastity tube, and begging me all the time to let him cum.

I handled those requests just the way that all of the experienced FemDom wives on the block had suggested that I handle them.  The first time that Joe asked to be let out of the chastity tube, I gave him a stern verbal warning, and admonished him for whining.  The next time that he begged for a release, I added additional days to the time that he would be locked up in his chastity tube without a release.  And unfortunately for him, the next time he asked for the right to come, I subjected him to a sound whipping.

From my perspective, life was good.  I, in a short period of time, had managed to take my husband, and turn him into my adoring, subservient slave who was always attentive to my needs, and ready to obey any command, in the hope that if he pleased me properly, then I might let him have an orgasm.

Right before Labor Day, Alicia gave me a call, and told me that she was inviting everyone on the block over to her house for a Bar-B-Que on Labor Day.  When I asked her if there was anything that I could bring, she said “No Ann, this is a different type of Bar-B-Que.  None of the wives on the block are going to lift a finger.  All of the husbands on the block will be expected to totally prepare all of the food and beverages for our get together.  If you plan on coming, then you need to tell Joe to check with my husband Mark, and see what Mark wants Joe to make and bring to the Bar-B-Que”.

I told Alicia that I would love to come, and that I would instruct Joe to get in touch with Mark about the arrangements.  Then I said “Anything else I need to know at this point?”

Alicia laughed, and said “Well Ann, by now you know how I am, so you can be sure that we gals will have some fun activities planned for the day!”

I chuckled at her comment, and told her that I was sure that there would be some surprises, and couldn’t wait to come.  I then filled Joe in on the fact that we would be going to Alicia and Mark’s house on Labor Day, and told Joe that he needed to get in touch with Mark to find out what he was supposed to bring to the party.

The next day Joe contacted Mark, and found out that Mark wanted him to cook up a big pot of baked beans, and to also bring a large salad to the party.  I was curious about this type of get together, so I gave Patricia a call to see if she had any idea as to what was going to happen at Alicia’s house during the Bar-B-Que.

Patricia laughed, and said “Oh Ann, you can be sure that our husbands will not only be cooking and serving us, but that they will also be entertaining us.  Don’t say anything to anyone, but I hear that Alicia is having her husband Mark build a set of stocks and a whipping post just for the Labor Day party in her back yard!”

I was definitely a little surprised to hear that, and said “Wow, is that right?  I guess when your husband owns a woodworking shop, you can have him make some fun toys for your party”.

Patricia chuckled, and said “Isn’t that the truth!”

Then before she hung up the phone, she said “By the way Ann, I was going to call you today anyway because I wanted to ask you something”.

“What would that be Patricia?”

“You know the big colonial home with the white columns out front?  The house at the other end of this block?”

“Yes, I know what house you are referring to.  It has a sold sign on it, but it’s been vacant for the last few months”.

“Well, it’s not vacant anymore.  If you look down the block, you will see that there’s a moving van out front, and it appears that a couple is moving into the house right now”.

While I was on the phone with Patricia, I walked out onto my front porch and looked down the block, and sure enough Patricia was right.  There was a moving van which was being unloaded, as we spoke on the phone.

I said “Patricia, I see what you mean.  That’s nice that someone is moving into that house.  It looks like a great house from the outside”.

“Yes, it is a very nice house.  I was in there many times before the prior owners moved out of Pueblo.  Anyway, I wanted to ask you if you would like to go over there tomorrow with me to welcome the new owners to our block”.  Then after a short pause, Patricia laughed and said “You know what I mean Ann.  You and I could go over and talk with the wife, and welcome her to our little neighborhood!”

I laughed and said “Yes Patricia.  I know what you mean.  Welcome her like you and Susan welcomed me – Hah?”

“Exactly Ann. We need to make sure that she gets off on the right foot now that she’s living on our block, and maybe we’ll pick up another member for our FemDom Wives Club!”

“Awesome Patricia.  I’ll bake a cake tonight to bring over there with us tomorrow”.

“Sounds great, and I’ll put together some sandwiches for them tomorrow.  How about going over there around noon tomorrow?”

“That will work just fine for me.  I’ll see you tomorrow Patricia”.

“See you then Ann”.

The next morning, after Joe left for work, and I finished my chores, I got dressed to go down and meet the new neighbors with Patricia.  So as to make a nice first impression, I put on a sheer blue blouse, black leather skirt, black stockings, and a pair of black pumps with high heels.

Then I went over to Patricia’s house right before noon to get her.  When she came out, she was wearing a white blouse, red leather skirt, black stockings, and a pair of red high heel pumps.  The two of us then walked down the block carrying the peach pie which I had made the night before, and a box of sandwiches which Patricia had prepared.

When we reached the colonial home at the end of the block, and rang the bell, the door was opened by a woman about five feet seven inches tall with short black hair who appeared to be in her forties.  While she was very attractive, and had a cute hairdo, she was dressed in a t-shirt and a pair of jeans, and looked somewhat disheveled.  You could tell that she had been unloading some of the boxes which were piled up in the foyer and living room.

Patricia said “Hi, we’re your new neighbors, and we just wanted to stop by and welcome you to the neighborhood.  My name is Patricia Dolan, and this is my next door neighbor Ann Walker”.

Patricia then pointed across the street to show the woman which house belonged to her and which one was my house.  I stuck out my hand to shake hands, and said “I thought that you might like some peach pie, so I baked one for you, and Patricia made some sandwiches for you, so that you would have something for lunch”.

The woman was somewhat surprised by our visit, but then she lit up with a big smile, shook Patricia’s hand, and said “Oh, that is so nice of both of you.  My name is Marsha Gordon, and my husband Robert isn’t here right now.  He had to go into work today.  Please come on into the house!”

Marsha led us through the living room, and into the kitchen, where we set the pie and sandwiches on the kitchen counter.  She looked at what we had brought, and said “Oh everything looks wonderful.  That is so sweet of you both to bring these things over to me.  You have to excuse my appearance.  You both are dressed so exquisitely, and I look like a mess, since I’ve been unloading boxes”.

I smiled and said “We completely understand Marsha.  I just went through the same thing moving here a few months ago.  Where did you move from?”

Marsha explained that she and her husband had lived for the last ten years in Naperville, Illinois.  Her husband Robert worked for a National Security Contracting Company, and he had just been relocated to the Colorado Springs office.

Patricia and I talked with Marsha for about fifteen minutes, and found out that she was forty four years old, and that her husband Robert was forty six.  They had one daughter who was married, and lived in San Diego.  We also answered some of Marsha’s questions about shopping, doctors, and other necessary things which she wanted to know about Pueblo, and then we exchanged phone numbers with her.

As we were working our way back towards the front door to leave, Marsha said “Please excuse me Ann and Patricia, if you think that I am being too forward by asking you something, but I couldn’t help but notice that both of you are wearing a small key on each of your necklaces”.

“Would you mind telling me if there is any significance to the fact that you both have a key on your necklace?”

Patricia and I both smiled broadly, and Patricia said “I’ll tell you what Marsha.  Next Thursday night, I am having a little party at my home for the women in the neighborhood.  It will be a lot of fun for you.  You will have a great time with the gals who live on this block.  I would love it, if you could come to my house for the party, and I promise you that before the night is over, we will completely explain to you why we all wear a key on our necklace”.

The End


A Look At Another Novel of Mine

Please check Amazon for new additions to my Female Domination Series as they are added.  I promise to continue bringing you exciting and arousing full length FemDom Novels and to also keep you aroused with my short stories where I give you all the spicy details about what goes on in my new BDSM Dungeon and my Bed & Dungeon Inn located in Pueblo, Colorado

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

Here are Some Excerpts from my trend setting Novel which is available in Kindle Version, and also as a Beautiful Glossy Paperback:

“Male Chastity – The ‘Key’ To A Successful Female Led Relationship”

Unfortunately when a male becomes comfortable in his relationship with his partner, and this is especially true in most marriages after some time, he then becomes lazy and complacent and stops thinking about the emotional, romantic, and sexual needs of his partner.  Every woman who I have talked with, has found this to be true, without exception.  They all say that their partner gives his own needs and wants a much higher degree of importance, than he gives to their emotional and sexual needs.

The other fact which seems to receive a consensus among my female friends is that the only time that their partner really goes out of his way to be romantic or do something special for them is when he wants sex.  As if that was not bad enough, they also have found that as soon as their husband/partner gets that sex, in most cases, he immediately reverts back to his inconsiderate or uncaring attitude towards his wife/partner’s needs.

Everything I just stated is pretty much based on the reality which exists in most male/female relationships, and should be noted as reason number one why a woman should implement Male Chastity into her marriage or relationship as soon as possible.

The next fact is one that I state often, and that is, that the male is more controlled by the head which is between his legs, than the head which is on his shoulders.  Most men do not think with their brain when it comes to sexual matters.  If they feel that they have a need for a sexual release, then they will act on it.  Men cheat on their women in two ways.  The first way is what we all recognize as traditional cheating, that is, having an affair with another woman outside of his marriage or his relationship with his partner.

The second way men cheat, and the most prominent reason why they need to be locked up in a Chastity Device is because most men will masturbate whenever they feel the desire or need for a sexual release.  Think about that.  If a man is masturbating and taking pleasure on his own whenever he wants it, then it is obvious that he does not give much thought to the needs or wants of his female partner.

Men are selfish.  There is no way to sugarcoat that fact.  If they are horny, they will take the situation into their own hands with no regard to whether or not their partner also has sexual needs which needs to be addressed.

The next fact which you need to consider is to honestly evaluate your mate’s demeanor and attitude prior to you having sex with him, and then evaluate his attitude and behavior once again after you let him put that cock of his into your treasured vagina.  If you are honest, here’s what you will find.  Before you have sex with him, he is doting, he is sweet, and he appears to be totally centered on your needs.  After you allow him to have sex, he becomes distant, he becomes aloof, and he doesn’t really seem to be concerned about your needs.  He’s ready to pick up the remote and watch his favorite show or go play on the computer, even if you would prefer that he cuddle with you for an hour after sex.

Another thing I need to point out to you which I have heard over and over again from my female friends is this: If you ask him to do something around the house with the implied promise of having sex with him when he is done doing your requested chore, he will hurry to do whatever was requested of him.  Try asking him to do the same thing an hour after you gave him sex, and he will drag his feet or tell you that he will take care of it later.

Ladies, this unfortunately is reality.  Now let’s look at the alternative where you, not him are in control of what happens, and how to turn the situation around so that your needs and your pleasure are the main focus of his every thought and action.

When you lock his cock up in a Chastity Tube and hold the Key to that lock on the tube, and enforce true Male Chastity, here is what happens.  First, he finds out very fast, that he can no longer masturbate and get a quick sexual release when he feels that he needs it.  At first, he may think that this is a sensuous sexual game, and might even be turned on by the fact that you locked up his cock.  He may believe that all he has to do is ask you to unlock him and that you will do it, and then the two of you will have sex.  If you are serious however, about truly utilizing Male Chastity to make a Female Led Relationship a reality where you are in control, then he will find out very fast that this is not a sex game where you are going to unlock his Chastity Tube and let him come whenever he desires.

**********

Since Michael had said that he liked CBT, I knew exactly what I was going to do to him.  I led him over to my bondage table and bound him down helplessly to the table so that he could not move any part of his body and blindfolded him.  Then I put a pair of clamps onto his nipples and adjusted them as tight as they would go.  I could tell that, even though he had put nipple torture on his questionnaire, he really was not used to severe nipple pain because he immediately started moaning and begging me to take them off.  Luckily, the penis gag muffled his cries, and I just ignored his request.

I then took a pair of scissors and cut the plastic lock and removed his Chastity Tube.  I started to torment Michael’s cock and balls with my favorite little instrument of torture called the Wartenburg Wheel.  As I ran it up and down his cock and balls, and allowed the pin wheel to dig into his skin, he fought against the restraints which were holding him down to the table, to absolutely no avail.  I continued the torment with the pin wheel until he was moaning from behind his gag, and I decided to really turn up the torture.

First, I removed the nipple clamps with one quick pull.  If Michael hadn’t been so securely bound down to the table, he would have jumped off, as the blood rushed back into his nipples and the pain made him yell out from behind his gag.  I turned on my Violet Wand and began sending jolts of electricity to each of his now erect nipples.  I always love watching the sparks fly as you move to about an inch of the target.  His body kept jumping up and down every time that I brought the wand close to one of his nipples.

I then turned my attention to his cock and balls, and began first running the waves of electricity from the wand up and down the shaft of his cock, and then all around his balls.  After about ten minutes of torment from the wand, even though he was gagged, I could tell that he was actually sobbing as he begged for mercy.  He may have been in torment, but his cock was sending other messages as more and more pre-cum kept escaping from the tip of his cock.

I decided that I would really see if Michael had been locked up for thirteen days as he had told me.  First, I went and got a condom and slid it down over his cock.  Then I plugged in my favorite Wahl electric vibrator and put a suction cup on the end of it.  I started up the vibrator slowly at first and put the cup down over the tip of Michael’s rubber covered cock.  As the vibrator went to work on his cock, Michael started moaning and trying to push his cock up harder against the cup of the vibrator.  When I saw that Michael’s cock was hard and erect, I pushed the switch to give the vibrator full power, and he started pulling against all of his restraints as the vibrator took a serious hold on his cock.  It was only a few minutes, before Michael started filling the rubber with his cum.

When he was finished coming, I removed the rubber and held it up and said “Wow Michael, maybe you were telling the truth about being locked up for thirteen days.  You really filled this rubber with quite a load of cum!”

I unbuckled the penis gag and removed it from his mouth, and then, before he even had a clue what was coming next, I held the rubber upside down over his face, and allowed all of Michael’s cum to drip down into his open mouth.  He tried to resist, but it was too late, all of the cum fell into his mouth.  I held his mouth closed, and ordered him to swallow everything.  When I released my hold, I made him open his mouth to make sure that he had swallowed all of his seed.  Even after seeing so many slaves in my Dungeon over the years, I still really enjoy forcing them to eat their own cum.  Most of them hate it, but to me, it’s a real symbolic act which lets the slave know just who is truly in charge!

**********

When they returned home, Kathy had Roger made a drink for each of them while she went into the bedroom to get ready.  She placed all of the items she would need in the drawer of the nightstand next to her bed so that they would be readily accessible.  When Roger brought her drink to her, she gave him a big kiss and told him to get undressed.  As he stood there naked, she was once again amazed at just how excited he was, judging by his hard and erect cock.

She ordered him to kneel down in front of her, and he quickly complied.  As she towered over him in her high stiletto boots, Kathy told him to hold out his arms in front of himself.  When he did, she took the handcuffs and locked his wrists together.  Then she sat on the bed in front of him and pushed his head down to the tips of her leather boots.  She asked him if he liked her boots, and he told her that he loved how she looked in them.

“Great”, she said.  “I want you to show me how much you love my boots and how much you desire me by worshipping my boots with your mouth and tongue!”

Roger immediately objected and asked her if she was crazy.  He said that he didn’t do that kind of thing.  That’s all Kathy had to hear.  She immediately stood up and took the riding crop out of the drawer, and brought it down hard across Roger’s ass.  He let out a yell, but before he even realized what was happening, Kathy hit his ass again and again with the riding crop and said “No, I am not crazy.  If you want to get any pleasure tonight, you’ll do exactly as I say!”  She then gave him two more very hard smacks with her riding crop and asked him “Are you ready to do what I want and worship my boots?”

He quickly begged her not to hit him again, and told her that he would do whatever she wanted.  She told him that she was glad to hear that, but warned him that if he didn’t clean her boots with his tongue and mouth properly, she would really show him how hard she could hit him with the riding crop.  That’s all Roger had to hear.  He immediately brought his mouth down to the tip of one of her boots and began licking it and kissing it.  As she directed him, he worked his tongue all over the top, sides, bottom, and heel of the boot.

Kathy spurred him on by telling him that she wanted to see her boots shine when he was done cleaning them with his tongue.  When she was satisfied with the job he had done on the first boot, she then placed the other boot in front of his face.  She made sure that he cleaned and worshipped the second one as well as he had done with the first boot.

When she was pleased with the job that Roger had done on her boots, Kathy removed her leather dress and bra.  She stood over him in her garter belt, stockings, and boots.  She rubbed her body up against him teasingly, pressed her breasts against his mouth, so that he could lick them, and told him that now it was time for him to give her some pleasure.  As he knelt there looking at Kathy in her dominant attire, his cock jutted out even more erect than it had done before.

Kathy took the blindfold out of the nightstand and placed it over Roger’s eyes.  Then, totally unexpected by him since he could not see, she took the nipple clamps out of the drawer and snapped one of the clamps onto his right nipple.  He let out a yell, but before he could even recover from the shock of the first clamp, Kathy snapped the other clamp onto his left nipple.  He let out another yell and started begging her to take them off.  She told him that she would be more than willing to remove them after he had used his mouth to give her an awesome orgasm.

Roger may have been caught totally off guard by the nipple clamps, but as Kathy pulled on the chain connected to the clamps, she noticed that his cock was bouncing up and down very excitedly.  She placed her hand on his cock and said “Honey, your cock must like these nipple clamps.  Look how excited it has gotten!”

She pulled the chain connected to his nipple clamps towards her as she sat down on the edge of the bed and told him to follow his nipples.  As he crawled towards her, she pulled his head in between her legs and pressed it against her pussy.  “You know what to do”, she said.  “And you better give me a lot of pleasure if you want me to take these clamps off of your nipples!”

Roger wasted no time following her order.  He started licking and sucking on her clit while running his tongue in and out of her pussy at a frenzied pace.  Kathy reached down and yanked on the chain connected to the nipple clamps and told Roger to slow down.  “I want you to worship my pussy nice and slow for a long time, and show me how much you love giving me pleasure with your tongue!”

He immediately slowed down his pace and began to lovingly lick and suck her clit when he slid his tongue in and out of her pussy.  Kathy laid back and enjoyed the oral adoration for the longest time until she felt the waves of pleasure building up between her legs.  When it almost reached the point where she knew that she was going to go over the edge, she grabbed Roger’s head and pressed her pussy up tight against his mouth.  He instinctively began to suck her at a faster pace and pushed his tongue deeper into her pussy.  It only took a few minutes then, before she was pushed over the edge, and she enjoyed a tremendous orgasm.

She held Roger’s head tight between her legs until she finally regained her composure, then when she sat up, Kathy released the clamps from both of his nipples very quickly.  He cried out in pain as the blood rushed back into his nipples which had been clamped for almost a half hour.  Kathy added to his torment by first running her tongue over each nipple, and then sucking on his nipples while he knelt there whimpering.

She reached down and took a hold of his very erect cock, and while playing with it said “Obviously, your cock must have liked the pain.  You look like you’re ready to explode.  Would you like to come now?”

Roger quickly told her that she was driving him up the wall and yes, he would love to come.  Kathy helped him up onto his feet and said “Ok, let’s see what we can do with this cock of yours!”

Kathy guided him up onto the bed on his back and made him place his cuffed wrists over his head.  When he did, she took a length of cord and tied the chain of the handcuffs to the headboard of the bed so that Roger’s arms were secured helplessly above his head.  She left him bound like that to the bed while she went into the bathroom to get a pan of warm water, a wash cloth, a can of shaving cream, and a razor.

When she returned to the bedroom, she began playing with Roger’s cock, pumping it up and down slowly and running her tongue over the tip.  It wasn’t long before she could tell that he was getting very close to coming, so she removed her hand and stopped stimulating him.  He let out a moan and asked her to please bring him off.  Kathy told him that she would be glad to do that, but first she had something else she needed to do.

She ran the cloth with warm water all over his groin area and then rubbed shaving cream all over his cock and balls.  With the razor, she began shaving all the hair off of his genitals.  Roger asked her what she was doing, but all she said to him was that he would find out soon enough.  Kathy worked the razor up and down his cock, around his balls, and all around his groin area.  When she was satisfied that Roger was totally hair free, she took some pictures of his hairless cock and balls with her phone camera.

She then wiped him down with the warm cloth.  As she rubbed his cock and balls with the wash cloth, he started getting hard and erect once again, so Kathy put down the cloth and began pumping his cock up and down, slowly at first, and then at a faster pace.  Roger was obviously so excited by everything which had happened to him so far that it only took about a couple of minutes before he was moaning, and then he  started shooting a large load of cum into Kathy’s hand.  She squeezed his cock, making sure that she got every drop of his cum, and before he even knew what was happening, she slid her cum covered fingers into Roger’s mouth.

When he realized what was happening, he tried to pull his mouth away from her hand, but Kathy held his head down with her other hand while she pushed her fingers deep into his mouth.  She told him “Honey, you shot your cum all over my hand, so now you can just clean it all off!”

Kathy slid her fingers in and out of his mouth, making him lick every drop of cum off of them, then she made him lick the palm of her hand until it also was totally clean.  “Very good Roger.  I am glad that you cleaned up your mess so nicely.  If you hadn’t, I would have had to put those nipple clamps back on you!”

Having received the sexual release that he was looking for, Roger then asked her if she would please release him from the cuffs, and Kathy told him that she would shortly, but that she had one more very important thing to do first.  She went over to the night stand and took out the Stainless Steel Chastity Cage, the three rings, and the gold padlock.

While Roger laid there bound and blindfolded, Kathy began trying the rings around his balls to see which one would work the best.  I had cautioned her to make sure that she used a ring that was a little tight to ensure that there was no way that he could slip his balls out of it.  Kathy decided that the 1.75 inch ring fit nice and snug, so she placed it around Roger’s balls, slipped the stainless cage over his cock, and locked the cock cage to the ring with her padlock.  Roger kept asking her what she was doing as she was locking him into the Chastity Cage, but Kathy just ignored his questions.  Once she secured the lock, she pulled on the cage and tested it.  She was pleased with the result.  There was no way that her husband would be able to get it off without having the key.

**********


Final Note

I hope that you enjoyed the excerpts from my Male Chastity Novel.  I know that you’ll love the book once you have a chance to order it from Amazon.  If you have not read it yet, you should also check out:

“His Fall From Power”

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

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

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

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

You can reach me by email at:

MistressBenay@outlook.com

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

www.MistressBenay.com

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