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The hard leather paddle cracked against her boyfriend’s pale, white ass again and again as Leslie took her time administering his weekly discipline session late Friday night.

Standing behind him in a silky, flowing black and pink skirt with a matching brocade corset laced tightly around her waist and her favorite black patent stiletto ankle boots on her feet, the dominant girl smiled a vibrant, pink smile into the multitude of mirrors that surrounded her stage as she took a serene pleasure in the glimpse of the sexy maiden proudly reminding her man who was really in control as he meekly grunted into the bright pink ball gag between his lips, his hands and feet locked into the stocks that he himself had crafted to Leslie’s specifications, knowing all too well what she planned to do to him in them once they were completed…

It was quite clear from the moment Michael first met Leslie that she had a strong personality that was used to being on top, but when she revealed the kinkier side of her preferences by ordering him down onto his knees to kiss her boots on their third date, there was something in him that just naturally had to submit.

And she liked that very much.

The two soon became a couple and almost immediately fell into the lifestyle that Leslie had always yearned for – one in which she took care of the house while her man went to work and paid their bills, with the added perk of exerting her dominant side despite being the one spending her afternoons folding laundry and washing dishes. For her, it was time well spent because it gave her precise control over her own home, which was a must, and it also left her with copious amounts of time for planning the BDSM aspect of their relationship which the girl coveted even more than an immaculately organized house.

The stocks that her boyfriend were currently locked into were one such invention that she had designed down to the style of locking hasps and the stain on their wooden frame, along with the burgundy leather padding around every hole to ensure that he could endure their hold for whatever duration the strict girl required of him.

Her custom-designed fucking machine was another favorite, with responsive pistons to provide the perfect amount of thrust and interchangeable dildos for every mood and occasion.

*SMACK*

Leslie loved that sound of her paddle connecting with the boy’s tender flesh nearly as much as she enjoyed the beet red color that his ass turned throughout the course of the weekly ritual that she delivered sometimes to express displeasure for one or more oversights that Michael had been responsible for that week and sometimes just because at the end of the day, spanking him made her especially happy.

Such discipline helped to set the stage for the kinky plans she had concocted for him to endure the rest of the weekend, not to mention turned her on in the event that he was lucky enough to get some after his sentence was complete…

* * * * * * * * * *

For their six month anniversary, Leslie decided to lock Michael in chastity.

It wasn’t so much a request as it was an expectation, however in their relatively short time together, the girl already knew that giving up his manhood to her dominant self was an easy sell long before she presented him with the charming, pink acrylic cock and ball cage at the start of their celebratory vacation together.

“You don’t have to wear it all of the time – at least not for starters, anyways…” she had promised him after sliding the carefully wrapped gift box across the table to him in the middle of the fancy restaurant where the two enjoyed their anniversary dinner.

He had gotten her a gold tennis bracelet, she had gotten him a chastity cage, and needless to say, both were wearing their newfound accessories before they left the restaurant that evening.

Once she’d given him a chance to grow comfortable with wearing the device both at home as well as to the office as part of his daily attire, Leslie ordered a variety of the same cage in different colors that she could then coordinate either with the shirt and tie that she’d laid out for him to wear to work each day or with her own outfits on the weekend, which gave her an extra sense of glee in knowing that the plastic cage she had locked around his dick matched with the sexy and often times skimpy lingerie that she wore underneath her own clothes!

Before long, Michael had succumbed to being locked by his girlfriend 24x7, finding a new depth to his submission in giving up his manhood to Leslie while she was delighted by the everyday bondage that the simple, small acrylic cages in a multitude of shades had to offer. And though his pleasure was obviously denied for long stretches as the girl insisted that he earn the few orgasms that he was permitted under her watch, Leslie’s own sexual enjoyment was quite the contrary as she proceeded to train her man in pleasing her in ways that didn’t require his release…

One of Leslie’s favorite pastimes aside from spanking her boyfriend was in fact taking advantage of another appendage that she didn’t have under lock and key – his tongue.

In particular, sitting on the man’s face after he’d put in a long day at the office or even for a special nightcap before bed was a sublime exercise in both her own sexual pleasure as well as some tease and denial for him as Michael found himself smothered by the girl’s thighs and pussy with nothing else to do but lick and suck and enjoy the flow of her sweet juices until his dominant was utterly satisfied.

When she made the discovery of a unique type of furniture designed just for indulging in this kind of oral worship to which the domme had grown accustomed, Leslie was quick to not only add a queening stool to her collection of kinky equipment, but to also commission a number of add-on features that would make her special throne perfect for the entrapment of her submissive’s ego when he had returned home from work and managed to catch a glimpse of the sexy girl in a pair of his favorite high heels and a tight corset to match…

“You know the drill – take your place,” she spoke sternly to him as her anxious glare prompted Michael to quickly disrobe in front of his girlfriend, leaving only the powder blue plastic cage snug around his dick that Leslie had selected for him earlier that morning on account of the shiny, white and sky blue corset that she would wear during her own chores that day and the feathery mules that she’d slipped into once she’d heard his car pulling into the driveway.

Studying his every move with a close eye like a ruler watching one of her subjects, Leslie waited while he then carried the bondage stool out from their bedroom closet and placed it in the center of their living room, moving the oversized ottoman to the side so as to make his queen’s throne the center attraction. Without prompting, Michael then dropped down to his knees and delicately brought his lips to each of his girlfriend’s stylish shoes before crawling over to the wooden box and laying down on his back to position his head inside.

With his shoulders brushing the forward legs of the strange device, he then lifted his head into the leather sling that was suspended inside for the purpose of raising his face up to the precise height where his lips would soon be met with his mistress’s ass, but not before Leslie bent down and slid one of the awaiting steel handcuffs around each of Michael’s wrists, thus effectively pinning him in place underneath its unique hold and keeping his hands out of the way as the girl finally settled into her seat and spread her legs invitingly, treating her boyfriend to the succulent smell of her scent through the skimpy, light blue thong that she had been wearing all afternoon in preparation for that exact moment…

Closing her eyes deeply, the girl then relaxed her shoulders and smiled happily to herself as she felt her man’s nose brushing up against the fabric covering her asshole as he strained his neck to feel the warmth between Leslie’s folds that was now only a thin length of lace away from him.

He twitched vaguely within his chastity cage, which was of no regard to his dominant as she relished in her position of authority over him, now both literally and figuratively before eventually the domme stood up and stepped out of her panties, tossing them playfully at her man’s kept cock, and then reclaiming her throne where his tongue immediately leapt to work caressing the outside of her pussy as she groaned in satisfaction and ground her hips against the submissive’s eager face.

“That’s right – you know what I like, slave…”

The girl was quickly lost in her own world as she reasserted her place in the center of his, with Michael’s tongue massaging her wet lips and occasionally her clit while the cuffs held him underneath her … not that there was any place that he’d rather be.

While he gasped for each breath in between voracious licks as his girlfriend’s sex smothered his face, Leslie closed her eyes and rocked back and forth on her seat, savoring the gentle tease of his nose against her ass followed by deeper and deeper lapping against her wet cunt as she reached down and pressed a button on the side of the chair that slowly raised her slave another couple of inches closer so that now he was only afforded a break when the dominant girl allowed him one.

Then snatching up her riding crop from nearby, Leslie continued to incentivize the boy with a series of rapid smacks to the insides of Michael’s thighs and the underside of his balls that were left exposed by the small, blue chastity cage. Feeling the familiar jerk beneath her only motivated more strikes to his bound genitals as he could hear her openly cackling with each snap of the leather loop against his bare testicles.

“Work that clit, honey!” the girl moaned as she leaned forward into her boyfriend’s tongue, her body shuddering as the tip of his tongue traced rapid circles around her sweet spot, wincing against his cuffs with each sharp strike to his balls yet doing his best to remain focused on his mistress’s pleasure while Leslie’s moans grew louder and more intense by the minute.

“Right there … don’t stop…”

“Oh god, yes…”

“YES!!!!!!!”

Dropping her crop to the floor as she held onto the queening stool with both hands and craned her head back, the blonde dug her heels in and rode her submissive’s face as he feverishly licked and sucked at her clit which sent waves of joy coursing through every inch of Leslie’s body from her toes in her high heels through her corseted waist all the way up to her neck as her cries of pleasure filled their home.

“Good boy…” she purred as her climax subsided and she reached down to lower his head rest back to its original position, giving him a chance to catch his breath while she did the same, eventually standing up and grabbing herself a drink from the fridge but not going so far as to unlock her boyfriend before again taking her throne and this time switching on the TV in front of her to partake in a few of her favorite shows while the exhausted man continued to gingerly nibble at her sex until she was ready for round two.

By the time Leslie was ready to release Michael from his bondage and call it a night, his face was thoroughly soaked in her juices and his thighs and balls had taken on a bright pink color thanks to her riding crop, however he also had a satisfied girlfriend who snugged up against him in bed and toyed playfully with the rings in his pierced nipples while his dick ached longingly from his denial.

In the short time they’d been together, he’d quickly grown accustomed to her sadistic preference of mixing a little of his pain with a lot of her pleasure, and truth be told, it could’ve been far worse if instead she had opted to give one of her canes a workout or perhaps locked him into one of her more demanding shock collars…

* * * * * * * * * *

If the domestic goddess had one vice, aside from BDSM and controlling her boyfriend, that is, then it was quite the understatement to say that Leslie had a thing for shoes.

A shoe fetish was closer to reality, but an obsession might’ve been the best way to describe her attraction to sensual and enticing and particularly sexy footwear. She loved strappy sandals and cork heels, peep-toe stilettos and boots of all sizes. Even before she had begun dating Michael, she had already amassed an impressive collection that dominated most of the space in the closet of her old apartment, however taking advantage of both his own desire of women’s shoes along with his handiwork with a hammer and saw, it wouldn’t be long before the walk-in closet attached to the spare bedroom in their new, shared apartment had been retrofitted to put the girl’s full collection on display!

While keeping their home neat and tidy was primarily Leslie’s responsibility, staying on top of the cleanliness of the dominant’s shoe collection was decidedly part of her boyfriend’s role – tended to mostly on weekends when the blonde found herself out of the house and needed something to keep her submissive’s hands busy for an afternoon.

Leslie enjoyed seeing the visceral relationship that he had with something simply worn on her feet, not to mention having someone else to handle all of their cleaning and organizing just gave her more time to focus on things that were a lot more fun – like things to do with her loyal submissive once he had completed his tasks in her shoe closet.

Walking into the room to find her boyfriend sitting on the floor, polishing a pair of black patent Mary Janes featuring a thick, chunky heel in his hands, Leslie grinned with delight before announcing, “I want to go shopping for some new shoes today. We’ve got your company picnic coming up next weekend, honey, and I’ve got this cute, little sun dress that I want to wear, but I could use a new pair of wedges to go with it…”

“Of course, my dear,” Michael nodded, continuing to shine the hefty black heels as he looked up at his girlfriend from his place at her feet on the floor.

“Finish what you’re doing there,” she told him curtly, “and then meet me in our bedroom. Make it quick because if we have enough time, there are a few other stores I’d like to visit while we’re at the mall…”

Once he had finished with the pair of shoes at hand and returned them to their proper place on the shelf, Michael found his mistress freshening up her makeup at the small vanity in the corner of their bedroom, his eyes quickly taking note of the black metallic ring that sat deliberately on the edge of his girlfriend’s makeup table.

“Before you get changed,” the girl said astutely as she applied a soft pink eye shadow across her lids, “I think after our last shopping trip, you need something to help keep your attention focused on the task at hand…”

Leslie was referring to an afternoon a few weeks prior where on more than one occasion, he had wandered off to look at something he was curious about himself instead of standing ready nearby to carry her selections through each store, as was one of the rules that the couple had established. At the time, he had thought he’d gotten off lucky as she had foregone his punishment on account of them getting home late, but in hindsight as he stared at the devilish device while he waited for his dominant to get ready, it turned out that she was just waiting for the best time for her lesson to make the most impact.

Taking down his pants and underwear without a word, Michael stepped closer as his girlfriend finally turned towards him and took the device from the table just as his dick now locked in a translucent green cage now hung within her reach. Using a small key that hung from the sparkling bracelet around her wrist to unlock his cage, Leslie only partially removed it before fitting the black ring over the base of his chastity device and then replacing the cage overtop.

After locking it securely back in place, the girl smiled sarcastically at her submissive as she reached for a small remote control hidden in her purse that hung on the back of her chair and pressed a couple of buttons, flashing a small, red light that a moment later dropped her boyfriend to his knees as he winced in pain at the electrical shock that she had delivered through the disciplinary device.

Patting him reassuringly on the head as he took a deep breath and rested it against her leg, Leslie chimed, “Now as long as we don’t have a repeat of last time, we won’t have any trouble … right, honey?”

“Yes, goddess…” the man murmured as he delicately kissed the girl’s thigh before standing up and pulling up his pants, then retrieving her coat and shoes as directed, his head lowered into a more submissive pose than before which Leslie appreciated as she slung her handbag over her shoulder and walked out to the car with her boyfriend in tow, smirking as he first opened her car door and helped her inside before stepping around to the driver’s side to get in himself.

Once they had arrived at Leslie’s preferred shopping mall of choice, the two quickly fell into their usual ritual of Michael walking quietly behind the dominant as she led them to the stores that she wished to visit, with him taking up her bag at each stop so that her hands were free to browse and shop while he waited – more patiently than last time – for her selections which he would carry until she had made her final choices and then after checkout all the way until they had gotten back to the car.

Aside from the occasional question of which color he liked better or which piece of lingerie he found sexier, they didn’t really speak throughout their shopping trip. As far as she was concerned, when they were out and about shopping it was the man’s job first to pay, and then to assist the woman, and she didn’t really need his assistance save for carrying the numerous boxes and bags that she accumulated with each new swipe of Michael’s credit card.

When they finally arrived in Leslie’s favorite shoe store, however, it was time for him to play a more active role as the girl first browsed the store and spotted several pairs of strappy wedge sandals that she thought were cute, and then took her place in one of the fitting chairs while Michael set her shopping bags to the side and waited for the salesman to bring the new shoes out for his girlfriend to try on…

Taking the boxes from the clerk and placing them on the chair next to his domina, the submissive felt like all eyes were on him as he then proceeded to drop to his knees in front of Leslie and take her right foot in his hands, his eyes locking on the thin, brown straps woven around his girlfriend’s delicate foot before gently loosening the buckle at her ankle and sliding the well-worn sandal off of her foot while Leslie watched down on him approvingly.

Then removing one of the new shoes from the first box on the stack, the man carefully discarded the packaging from inside of the wedge’s soft purple straps and placed it back in the box before guiding his girlfriend’s freshly pedicured toes into the sandal, taking further care to fit the new web of purple straps around her foot before finally looking up at her only after he had fastened the buckle around her ankle.

After doing the same with her other foot, Michael sat back on his knees as he watched his goddess take a tour of the store with the cute, but also sexy 4” cork platform sandals, his eyes alternating between her smile and her feet until suddenly he felt a small jolt in his chastity cage beneath his pants. Not realizing that Leslie had taken the remote control from her purse while he was fitting the first pair of shoes, the boy quickly took to his girlfriend’s correction and dropped his eyes to the floor, now feeling her staring gaze as she continued to pace back and forth a while longer, and then returned to the seat in front of him to try on the second pair.

While the electric shock delivered by the device that she had locked onto his cage wasn’t nearly as debilitating as the warning he’d gotten back at their apartment, it was still enough to send his heart racing as each gaze from the girl seemed a little bit sterner and his position at her feet felt a little bit lower as he did his best to focus on removing one pair of shoes and replace them with the next, though still earning himself another shock when he fumbled fitting her toes into the peep toe of the black patent stilettos that she’d chosen to try on next.

Michael couldn’t help but steal a glance at the shiny, black heels on his dominant’s feet as she turned the corner and walked around one of the displays away from him, yet somehow still Leslie knew and a few seconds later a slightly stronger shock hit his genitals while he could hear her snickering to herself as she chatted with one of the salesgirls.

The final pair for this visit was one that made the submissive’s dick swell inside of its translucent, green cage as he opened their box to reveal a sexy pair of ankle boots in a sharp, black leather with laces up the front and, again, a peep toe to show off his girlfriend’s newest pedicure.

He could now feel the girl’s powerful gaze diminishing him from above as he first removed the shiny black heels and replaced them in their box, only to introduce the rich, black leather ankle boots that seemed to hug her feet perfectly and just begged to be kissed as the tips of Leslie’s red-painted toes peeked out from inside of each boot as he finished snugly lacing them up her sexy feet.

Striding around the mostly empty store, Leslie made no effort to hide the remote in her hand as she knew that her boyfriend would be unable to resist the sexy boots on her feet, tapping on the button every couple of steps as she looked over her shoulder and saw him wincing, still on his knees, while the sales clerks went about their business and mostly ignored the couple’s unique relationship dynamic.

When she returned back to her seat, the girl finally broke their silence as she asked her boyfriend while crossing her booted ankles in his lap, “What do you think of these, honey? Because I kind of love them!”

Michael rested his hands on the boots that were only inches from his groin, immediately taking notice of the quality leather that made this pair stand apart from the other shoes that they’d seen around the store, then looked up at Leslie and nodded, “Yes – these are nice.”

Feeling a bit playful as she raised her hand with the remote underneath her thumb, the girl asked with a smile, “Nice enough to buy them for me???”

He locked eyes with the seductress and took three consecutive jolts to his cock and balls before croaking out, “Of course, dear – that would be my pleasure…”

Leslie grinned, satisfied as she tucked the remote control safely back into the top of her purse, but stopped her slave just before he was about to start removing the boots from her feet so that they could complete her purchases…

“Oh no no no…” the girl shook her head as she pulled her feet back from his hands before resting them in his lap once again.

“There’s one more thing you need to do to these boots before you take them off my feet and put them away.”

The man shrunk at her feet, glancing around to the various clerks in the store as he quickly knew what it was that Leslie was referring to.

Pleading with her through his eyes to no avail, eventually met with a raised eyebrow when his hesitance had carried on for too long, seeing the dominant reaching back for her purse and his remote that finally pushed him to lean forward and press his lips to one of the leather boots on Leslie’s feet – just above where the black leather broke away to show off her sexy toes.

Closing his eyes as he enjoyed the sweet scent of his girlfriend’s perfume mixed with the rich boot leather, a few seconds later he was jolted back with a much more mild shock as Leslie told him, “Good boy…” and hinted that he now had permission to remove the provocative boots from her feet and purchase them to add to her collection.

* * *

Upon arriving back home after another several hours of shopping, Michael’s first order after unpacking his girlfriend’s bags was to run her a hot bubble bath - something that he particularly enjoyed, as it gave him a chance to pamper his goddess and enjoy a bit of sensual one-on-one time at her side as well…

After starting the water running in the welcoming, clawfoot garden tub in their bathroom, he then went to the pantry to select from Leslie‘s large variety of bath salts and bombs and gels to help make her experience as luxurious and relaxing as possible. He thought for a moment and then finally chose a jar of salts appropriately labeled Tease, unscrewing the cap and taking a whiff of the aromatic scents of vanilla and rose petals and amber, which he knew his girlfriend would love, pouring a generous amount into the tub as it swirled with the slowly rising water while he then made the rest of his preparations for her bath.

An inflatable pillow to rest her head, a soft sponge for when it was time to help bathe her, and even a special bath gel that matched the salts that were slowly brewing in the tub.

He took pride in everything being perfect for Leslie‘s bath because it was so important to her for everything else around their home to be the same way, and although he couldn’t always keep up with all of her organizational demands, if there is one thing that he could do … besides polish her shoes and keep them well organized … it was run his lady a relaxing bath that would help her to forget about her troubles and float away to a good night’s rest.

“Nice job, slave…” Leslie purred playfully as she walked in to find him finishing his work, the soothing aroma of the salts already filling the room as she dropped her dress to her feet with a smile and stepped out of her sandals, putting her hair up while she waited for his assistance to unlace her from the tight corset that she had been wearing all afternoon…

“Oh, that feels better,” she said with a giggle as she slowly slipped into the hot water, feeling her body already releasing its tension as she slid down until her head came to rest on the pillow behind her and the vanilla-scented waters were nearly up to her neck.

“How about some nice classical music tonight?” she asked of her boyfriend, who took a few moments to set some calm and relaxing music playing on the speaker that sat in the corner of the bathroom before asking, “Is there anything else I can do for you, goddess? Perhaps get you something to drink?”

Leslie smiled warmly.

“A glass of that strawberry wine in the fridge would be great,” she told him, playfully shooing him away with her hand as she closed her eyes and settled down into the water to enjoy her bath.

Michael walked softly back into the room a few moments later, quietly setting the wine glass down on the edge of the tub and retreating without receiving so much as a glance, where he then waited nearby in the bedroom reading until at last she called out for him to help bathe her…

Kneeling beside his girlfriend’s tub like the obedient servant that he was, Michael gently washed first her shapely legs, applying some of the scented bath gel to the soft sponge and savoring his proximity to his goddess as he gently scrubbed between her thighs all the way down to the bottoms of her feet, where he paid a little extra notice as she often expected him to.

Then proceeding up her body, Leslie let out a soft moan as he soaked up her breasts and casually brushed the sponge against her bright nipples, where she encouraged him to linger as it was clear that on top of being blissfully relaxed, she was slowly getting aroused.

Eventually having her lean forward so that he could equally scrub her back, which she very much enjoyed though in a far different way than her chest, Leslie then dismissed him once more so that she could step out of the bath and quickly rinse off in the shower, making her appearance a while later in their bedroom now wearing a silky, light blue robe as she looked at her boyfriend suggestively from across the room, once again holding the remote control attached to the shock collar in his chastity cage as she pressed the button briefly in order to get his attention.

“I must say that you behaved fairly well this afternoon at the mall,” she told him as she sauntered across the room while he instinctively removed his clothes and dropped down to his knees before her, “so I’m inclined to give you a bit of a reward, however I don’t think I’m quite ready to unlock you from that little cage of yours just yet.”

Michael hung on her every word as he pondered what reward the girl could have in mind for him, watching her as she then walked over to the armoire that held their collection of kinky toys, opening the doors and browsing with a mischievous grin on her face before eventually producing something that she employed admittedly more often than he would’ve preferred - a strap-on harness with one of her favorite 8” dildos already loaded and ready for action.

But thankfully it wasn’t intended for him, at least not to receive this time as the girl then handed him the phallic replacement with a smile as she told him sweetly, “Why don’t you put this on, honey, and give me what I need tonight and then maybe if you’re real good I’ll let you take its place tomorrow!”

As Leslie got comfortable in the center of the bed, Michael slid the leather straps around his legs and positioned the strap-on so that it sat squarely on his hips above the chastity cage that was still locked around his own dick very securely in place.

It was undeniably humiliating to have a larger cock hanging between his legs for his girlfriend while his own was locked away, and yet as he slid up on top of his girlfriend after applying a generous amount of lube to the fake cock, he groaned as Leslie reached up and grabbed onto his nipples with both of her sharp fingernails, quickly guiding the larger cock inside of her as she herself began to groan a different tune as she spread her legs wider to receive the full girth of her favorite toy…

“Oh god, that feels good!” the girl moaned as he slowly slid the cock in and out of her wet pussy. “Why can’t you be this big, slave?!”

“Maybe if you were, you might spend more time inside of me instead of being locked up in that cage, having to use a dildo to please me instead…”

He shuddered at the girl’s taunts, bracing himself against the bed as she attempted to pull him closer by his nipples while he thrust back-and-forth into her, his own dick aching inside of its cage just a few inches away from her sweet pussy while instead the hefty, silicone phallus slid in and out of her rapidly.

“Harder … faster…” Leslie moaned as the big pink cock slid effortlessly between her folds while she rocked her hips against each thrust, eventually releasing her vice grip on his nipples to instead drop one hand down to her clit as she furiously made circles around it while her dirty talk continued…

“That’s right, give it to me … own that pussy!” she moaned as her boyfriend’s heart raced while he thrust the strap-on around his waist harder and faster, moving his hands to pin the girl down to the bed as Leslie then reached up and grabbed one of her own nipples, pinching down hard as she told Michael to use his teeth on the other.

Twirling his tongue around her engorged nipple several times before finally digging in his teeth at the same intensity that she pinched with her own fingernails, he felt the girl suddenly begin to spasm hard underneath him as she cried out in pleasure…

“Oh god yes!”

“Oh fuck - that’s it!”

“Harder – please don’t stop!” she moaned as he pushed with even more force with his last remaining thrusts, grinding his front teeth into the base of her nipple as her body shook violently one final time, moaning out in ecstasy until finally she was spent and she quickly moved her hands to push him off of her, the long cock sliding out of her pussy with a noticeable sound as Michael ended up on his back next to her.

After they both took a while to catch their breath, with Leslie beaming happily as her body tingled in the afterglow, she took up the remote control that she had left on her nightstand, turning it up midway and holding the button down to give her submissive a series of shocks until he got up and crawled to the end of the bed, lifting her thighs over his shoulders as he buried his face in her pussy once more, softly licking at her recently fucked lips as only then did she let up on the remote, softly moaning as she closed her eyes, “That’s a good slave - you know what I like…”

* * * * * * * * * *

Leslie wasn’t happy when Michael walked in the door at three o’clock in the morning after staying out with his friends, despite her reminder about their plans the next day.

“Where have you been? Do you have any idea what time it is?!” Leslie scolded him with an angry scowl on her face.

“You could’ve at least sent me a text - I’ve been worried sick!” she said, staring back at him from the couch where she had been waiting for him for the past several hours as he sheepishly walked in and took his shoes off.

Before Michael could say a word, his girlfriend stood up and walked past him to the bedroom, clearly upset as she called out over your shoulder, “You just earned an afternoon in The Box tomorrow for this…”

The box was probably her most diabolical discipline device to date, combining bondage and isolation and torture all at once, and often times spread across many hours in a day to help get her point across. Michael dreaded his time in The Box, which was Leslie‘s intention as she designed the corrective measure to be a last resort in the event that her boyfriend crossed the line with a severe infraction.

When he woke late the next morning, his girlfriend had already gotten out of bed and had her breakfast, and was tidying up around the house when he came down into the living room to find where she had already laid out the devices that would make up his punishment for staying out late the previous night.

He knew better than to try and argue with her, stepping into the kitchen to have a quick banana and a glass of juice, knowing it would be all that he got to eat until his punishment had been completed. Then walking back out where his girlfriend was waiting, he removed his clothes until only the bright pink chastity cage that he had worn the day before remained, dropping to his knees and bringing his lips to Leslie‘s pointed leather shoes as he begged for a mercy that he already knew he wouldn’t receive…

“I’m sorry for staying out late last night and making you worry, Mistress.”

“I deserve the punishment that you’re about to give me today because of my actions yesterday.”

Leslie smirked.

“Well at least now we’re on the same page,” she told him as she gestured for him to stand up, taking the key to his chastity cage from her charm bracelet and removing the pink cage, placing it to the side before picking up the first part of the bondage that he was about to endure.

First in her hands was a heavy leather discipline helmet which fit snugly over his head, with a special inflatable butterfly gag that went inside of his mouth. The inflatable element was a common theme to the tortures of The Box, as each piece of his bondage could be inflated independently but were also designed to integrate with The Box that he would soon be trapped in to ensure maximum isolation and compliance.

Michael winced as the rubber gag filled his mouth completely, with Leslie cinching the laces down tight behind his head, feeling a bit of her anger with each pull as she made the leather conform tightly to his skull before any of the inflatable bladders within the hood were even put to use.

Overtop the hood she buckled a heavy leather posture collar that held his head completely upright, though he knew that the restriction of The Box itself would hold his head firmly to the same result.

Next waiting on the coffee table for her delicate hands to cinch into place was an equally heavy, steel-boned leather corset made custom to fit Michael’s figure and run from his armpits to below his hips, with the special feature of a set of pin pricks lining the chest area over his nipples that would dig cruelly into his body once the corset was tightly laced around him.

Truth be told, Leslie took a certain pleasure from lacing her boyfriend into garments such as this because it gave him a taste of what she wore to create her own curvaceous figure every day, not to mention in the case of discipline, knowing how the spikes drove into his sensitive nipples also served to help the girl get her authority across which today was unfortunately a necessity.

Expertly pulling the laces for several minutes, Leslie paused to allow the leather a few moments to warm up to his skin while she then prepared the last parts of his special uniform before being placed into The Box…

It was very uncommon for Michael to go without being in chastity for long, however an exception was made when instead she required him to don the special leather cock strap that strangely resembled his discipline corset, both in how it laced tightly up around both his dick and balls as well as how it was lined with the same sharp spikes as those piercing his nipples, which he knew all too well proved to be rather excruciating if he dared to get a hard-on while he was wearing it.

After carefully lacing his member into its spiked, leather prison, Leslie snickered to herself as she knotted the laces in place, his entire dick including its head and also his balls surrounded by the painful spikes which would come into play more in just a few minutes.

Next came a similarly intimidating, inflatable butt plug, which she quickly smeared with a large dollop of lube and then not so carefully inserted up her boyfriend’s ass, feeling a bit wicked as she took two leather straps that hung from his corset and ran them between his legs, pulling them tight to drive the 3” rippled plug deep inside of her tortured slave’s body so that he was pierced on one side and penetrated on the other.

Then returning to the corset laces behind him as he held his hands high above his head obediently, the girl continue to cinch his laces down until he could barely breathe in the tight leather, only satisfied when the two edges came together nearly touching along his back before she finally tied them off and covered them with the leather privacy panel which zipped into place and then took its own special key to ensure that there would be no removing the garment without Leslie’s express permission.

Now that he was dressed for the occasion, she was ready to commit him to his sentence as she stepped over and unlocked The Box which stood proudly in the corner of their living room…

From the outside, The Box was actually a life-size sarcophagus that had been painted with bright, bold colors by a family friend to match the rest of her décor, however when the latches on the outside were unlocked, its interior was revealed to be far more sinister as she opened its lid to show a small, padded interior just big enough for her boyfriend to stand in while wearing all of his bondage.

Leather sleeves were built into the heavily padded chamber for both his arms and his legs, which she led him to step into and then serenely zipped into place, locking each zipper securely with more locks matching the one that held his corset in place.

After clipping a ring on the top of his bondage hood to the top of the sarcophagus and buckling a strap through the D-ring of his posture collar to hold him in place by his neck, Leslie then proceeded to attach a series of hoses from each piece of his bondage gear to special ports that could be found on the inside of The Box. Multiple hoses ran from his hood, including the gag inside of his mouth, within his corset, to the plug in his ass, and of course, within the spiked strap around his genitals, which along with the padded interior of The Box itself were all set to inflate and deflate programmatically throughout the course of his punishment that day.

Set on a timer to inflate and deflate automatically, the various bladders that surrounded his body would create an immense isolation by squeezing him tight to the point of nearly crushing him as well as further driving the nasty spikes into his body, while simultaneously flexing the thick butt plug inside of his ass and squeezing his head in the bondage hood like a vice.

After checking all of her work to ensure that every lock was secure and every air hose was firmly attached to its nozzle, Leslie closed to the lid of the special sarcophagus and once again locked each of the heavy, steel hasps the ran along the right side of the box into place. When the device was secure, she flipped open a small panel that was hidden on the side and punched in eight hours as the amount of time that she would require for him to spend in punishment that afternoon.

Due to the soundproofing added to The Box, though she could hear a slight rumbling as the compressor kicked on and filled inflated the bladders around her submissive boyfriend for the first time that day, any crying out or struggling was nicely muffled between the gag in his mouth and the multiple layers of leather padding that isolated him from the outside world.

Leslie wasn’t happy to be having to punish her boyfriend in such a severe manner, but she tried to make the best of it and first finished up tidying the living room as she had been when he had come down before eventually retreating back to her bedroom for a special treat that little to his knowledge she had grown accustomed to indulging in whenever she required Michael to spend time locked up and tortured inside of The Box…

Reaching high on one of the shelves in the bedroom closet, Leslie took down a large box that had been mixed in with the rest of her hat boxes, though as she opened it with a small smile on her face, instead she stared down at her very own chastity belt that was equipped with two large dildos that she rather enjoyed belting herself into while her boyfriend spent his time in isolation.

The large, coral-colored phalluses were quick to lube up and even quicker to slide inside of her as she anxiously slid up her dress with the intention of wearing the belt underneath while she worked around the house that day.

She took a deep breath as the last couple of inches of each plug slowly slid into place inside of her, smiling a bit more as she enjoyed their fullness before plucking up the small padlock from the bottom of the box and slipping it through the hasp that held the steel bands of her belt together.

Noticeably absent from the box was the key to her chastity belt, which in fact was hidden away in a special pouch on the inside lid of The Box to ensure that she didn’t get released until her boyfriend had finished with his punishment.

Dropping the skirt back down around her waist, feeling the plugs sliding inside of her as she took a few steps before walking back down the stairs to the living room, Leslie grinned mischievously as she reached over to the panel on the sarcophagus and pressed a small, red button, also pressing the same on the front of her belt which synced the two devices together, meaning that her own belt would come to life periodically whenever the bladders were set to increase or decrease around Michael inside of The Box.

Satisfied that her punishment for him was now set in motion, Leslie retreated to the kitchen where she began working on that morning‘s dishes, enjoying the low hum of the plug tightly up her ass as she washed and dried the few dishes that she had dirtied making herself breakfast that morning while her boyfriend had slept in.

As she worked her way through her chores and the first hour nearly came to pass, she found herself benefiting from one of the particularly cruel parts of her program, as every hour on the hour whoever was trapped inside of the box would feel all of the bladders slowly deflating just as they did if the program had ended and it was time for them to be released … but of course as he was still in the early stages of his discipline and nowhere near release, once they had all drained, a few moments later they would start to refill once again, this time with a bit more pressure than before, thus leaving the occupant increasingly frustrated as well as also tormented as the release of pressure typically gave the spikes just enough time to relax against his body before then being driven into his skin a little harder than they had the previous round.

While this was taking place, the dildos inserted inside of the dominant girl took a much more active role, vibrating and thrusting as they alternated randomly between teasing her and bringing her to orgasm over and over as the day progressed, her own intensity increasing a little bit with each new hour that passed.

Thankfully for Leslie, by the time the afternoon hours had rolled around she was pretty much done with her chores for the day and spent the rest of the day lounging in her hammock out on the patio, reading a romantic novel, which got all the more interesting when her belt sprang to life on its hourly schedule!

By the time that his punishment was finally complete, Leslie had added an additional two hours onto his time, selfishly mostly because her own orgasms inside of her belt gradually had grown stronger and more intense than any she had felt in months - probably since the last time that Scott had spent time in The Box.

Finally releasing him just in time for a late dinner, Michael fell to his knees immediately once he had been relieved of the torturous garments she had locked onto him, kissing the shoes on her feet reverently while Leslie smirked at the deep lines decorating his flesh caused by the heavy compression that he had suffered during his time in The Box.

His nipples were on fire and his balls looked like a pin cushion, but something told her he wouldn’t forget to call the next time he wanted to stay out with his buddies a little later than normal … namely because both of them knew that his punishment would be even more severe if it ever happened again.

* * * * * * * * * *

Leslie ran a strict house, however It was hard to deny that her firm hand was exactly what Michael needed as their relationship continued to blossom with punishments more frequently given for her own amusement than for correction, and even him earning the occasional reward for staying in her good grace.

Blowjobs in the car were a personal specialty of Leslie‘s, as he never saw them coming and there was always a bit of thrill when he found her pulling out his chasity key on a long stretch of highway and releasing him just long enough to suck him off before replacing the cage again with a playful grin so that he could walk into wherever they were going locked up tight, just as he had left the house with her earlier that day.

And of course, nothing was better than sex - not even her famous strawberry cheesecake, which often proved to be a great dessert after she had spreadeagled him to the bed and ridden him until they were both thoroughly exhausted, thanks to the unique penis extension that she often had him wear to give his dick the little extra girth and length that she enjoyed.

Not to be outdone, occasionally she would even request for him to tie her to the bed, where he would often enjoy a quick blowjob himself before then gagging his girlfriend with a shiny red ball gag and sliding her fucking machine into position at the end of the bed, leaving it to thrust one of her favorite dildos into her pussy for hours on end, only interrupting to add some extra lube as he otherwise knelt beside the bed as instructed, watching his dominant cum over and over again, which was quite a spectacle once he had locked himself back up in the chastity cage that Leslie had already chosen for him.

Their relationship was unconventional, and occasionally downright painful whenever she had to brandish one of her canes to get her point across, but as he knelt at her feet staring up at his goddess with his bright pink ass still searing from his punishment, deep down inside he knew that there was no place that he would rather be and even more importantly, the satisfied grin on her face as she stood over him let him know that she felt the same way, too.
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