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Kim’s New Boots


Kim stretched her long, shapely legs out in front of her, grinning ear to ear as she looked for her boyfriend’s reaction to the new black, knee-high boots on her feet before settling into the couch and crossing them provocatively…

“So, what do you think?!” she asked him.  “I hope I got the right ones!”

Ryan stared down in shock at the crisp, shiny boots – just as he had remembered them from the picture online, but even better now that he was seeing them here in real life on his loving girlfriend’s feet merely inches away.  It was only the last weekend that Ryan had confessed his fetish for boots, among other things, to Kim in one of their late night phone calls, and it was still a little hard for him to believe that after fantasizing about that specific pair of boots for so long, she had actually gone out and found an exact match just in the week that they had been apart…

“Well … cat got your tongue???” she teased him as he continued to just stand there and stare, not really knowing what to say.

“I … just … wow, Kim – you’re incredible!” he stammered.

“I know!” she replied curtly with a giggle.  “You know – you can take a closer look, if you want…”  As the tone of her voice shifted reassuringly, she gestured with one of her freshly manicured fingernails to the carpet next to her.

Kim continued to beam as her boyfriend quite awkwardly gulped and then moved to kneel down in front of her, the new boots now only inches from his face.  Sensing that his nerves were going to need some further prodding, she calmly and quietly narrated…

“Now reach out and place your hands around my ankle … feel the smooth material tightly encasing my foot … trace the fine stitching that runs up the center.  Good, now cradle my heel and feel just how heavy that thick, chunky boot heel is … run your fingers around like you were massaging my feet through the boot.  Then run your fingers slowly up the shaft of the boot towards my knee, and see how it tightly wraps all the way around my calf…”

Ryan’s fingers gently explored the woman’s boot for the first time as her words seduced him.  Kim smiled to herself as she watched the transformation that was taking place – she could tell that he was much more vulnerable than usual in exploring such an intimate fetish, and yet at the same time he looked so profoundly happy at her feet, too.

“Do you like my new boots, baby?” she asked as his hands nervously traveled her booted foot.

“Yes…” he croaked out as his fingers traced her right heel.

“You know that I bought these boots especially for you, right?”

He looked up and was met with a very warm and welcoming smile as she watched him eagerly.

“Yes … I … I don’t know what to say…” he stammered.

Kim’s smile grew as she comforted him, “It’s ok … I know.  You don’t have to say anything.  Instead, I want you to do something for me…”

“What’s that?” he asked the striking 23 year-old from his knees, her booted foot lovingly in his hands.”

“I want you to kiss them,” she explained matter-of-factly with a small gleam in her eye.

He stared back at her for a moment, attempting to process her request.

“Don’t think about it…” she countered.  “Just do it!  This is your fantasy, so just close your eyes, put your lips to my boot, and enjoy it…”

Taking a deep breath, Ryan closed his eyes and craned his neck forward, feeling his lips eventually touch with the boot material wrapped around his girlfriend’s foot.  Before he could lift his head up in search of approval, Kim’s sensual narration continued…

“That’s it, baby … kiss my boots like you’re grateful to be there.  I wanna feel your lips caressing my legs as you polish my boots with your lips and tongue.  Make sure you cover every inch – even the backs … you have no idea how turned on I am right now just watching you do this…”

Kim purred as she bit her lip with that last comment, wiggling in her seat a little as her body slipped against the cool, leather couch beneath her.

“You look like you belong down there … I think I’m going to be wearing these a lot!

Ryan’s tension began to fade as his lips spent more and more time slipping along the shiny, leather-like material that encased his girlfriend’s legs. Finally settling into a pattern, he started at her toes and began slowly working his way up each boot until his lips finally met where Kim’s black stockings emerged at the top, then closing his eyes to more fully savor their new smell, he worked his way back down again until he felt his lips cradling her heel through the synthetic material…

“That’s it – now don’t forget to lick the heels, too. Those are the most important part…”

Following her command, he proceeded down the 3.5” chunky heel as Kim crossed her legs again to provide him with the optimal angle, watching him intently as he left veritably no portion of her new boots untouched. Before long she uncrossed and crossed them again in reverse, ushering him to continue his treatment with the other boot while she looked down her nose at the boy kneeling at her feet with a sly grin.

Another five minutes passed as Ryan delicately worshipped his girlfriend’s new boots before eventually she beckoned him up onto the couch next to her and pulled her legs up underneath her as she leaned in hungrily for a passionate kiss, leaning into him dominantly as it was all that he could do to sit there and receive…

“Wow…” Ryan finally murmured as Kim eventually broke away, giving him a chance to come up for air. “So I guess that means that you like your new boots?!”

“Mmmmm,” she purred as she reached in for another nibble before adding, “I like that you like them so much! I’m not sure the last time that I was this turned on. I would’ve never imagined that a simple pair of boots would have that kind of effect … they even had me fantasizing a little myself…”

“About what?”

“Well,” she replied with a bit of a blush as she looked back at the boots on her legs, then back at her boyfriend again, “when you were kneeling at my feet, I might’ve imagined that you were naked with nothing but a collar around your neck…”

“Wow,” he repeated yet again with a bit of shock, surprised at the thought that she had enjoyed the surreal experience anywhere near as much as he just had. “And that did something for you???”

“You tell me…” as she took his hand and ran it between her legs, where he quickly found that her panties were soaking wet between her thighs.

“Well then!” Ryan exclaimed with a smile as he felt the product of his girl’s arousal. “So … what do we do now?”

“Well,” she replied as she shifted in her seat, ”some of the stuff that you told me on the phone … it sounded like this is really only the tip of the iceberg....”

“That’s a fair statement,” he said, his eyes falling back to her boots that were all but hidden from view beneath her.

Leaning close to bring her lips within an inch of his ear, she asked seductively, “So how far do you want to take this, lover?”

Ryan looked into Kim’s deep hazel eyes, adrift as to how to respond to her prompt.

“What … what do you mean???” he stammered as he felt her hot breath upon him.

Kim raised an eyebrow and asked him, “If I bought you a collar, would you wear it for me?”

He felt a shiver run down his spine as more of his fantasies rushed through his head.

“I think I’d do pretty much anything you told me to right now…” he told her honestly as he hung on her every word.

“Good,” Kim grinned. “So why don’t you get back on your knees and finish what you started, then we’ll go for a ride and see what we can find…”

With that she sat up and put both of her booted feet back on the floor, then spread her legs provocatively as she lifted her skirt and led him with a glance into the desired position. Letting her skirt fall loosely over his head as she pulled her panties to the side, Kim shifted her body to the edge of the couch before lifting her thighs up onto her boyfriend’s shoulders and letting her new boots rest enduringly down his back.

She crossed her ankles and began to use them as leverage to thrust herself into his face as she neared climax, enjoying the view of her new boots cascading down Ryan’s back as he serviced her eagerly in the most intimate of ways. She ran her fingers through his hair and suddenly took a firm hold as she came, the image of him serving her naked but with a collar around his neck sending her over the edge with a wicked grin…

This was going to be fun!

* * * * * * * * * *

“It should be just up ahead on the right,” Kim pointed out as Ryan followed her directions to the adult store of her choosing. Both nerves and excitement raced through his mind after the experience of worshipping a woman’s boots for the first time, and now as he watched his loving girlfriend stepping forward to entertain even more of the darkest fantasies that up until a week ago he hadn’t dared share with a single soul, part of him felt as if he were living in a dream and that at any moment, his alarm would sound and instead he’d be forced back into reality where working in a call center dominated his day as opposed to the cheerful coed sitting next to him in a pair of shiny boots that she had sought out especially just for him…

“Here we are!” she said, directing him to one of the only stores lit up on the block in that hour. “I’ve heard good things about this place – it’s supposed to be welcoming for couples and not so much of the hourly movie rentals for seedy guys in trench coats…”

They both laughed as he pulled into one of the spaces just across from the store, taking note that the parking lot seemed rather vacant. Kim took Ryan’s hand and interlaced her fingers with his, squeezing as she grinned as if to show her excitement.

Ryan felt his own excitement beginning to stir as he heard the chunky heels of his girlfriend’s new boots echoing through the parking lot with each step that she took, reminding him that only an hour before he had been on his knees kissing those very same boots for the first time…

Walking into the store, they were immediately greeted by a man working the cash register, along with a young woman in fishnets and a pleather miniskirt who asked if there was anything that she could help the couple find.

“Bondage gear!” Kim blurted out without remorse, still clutching Ryan’s hand as his eyes wandered self-consciously to the floor. “My boyfriend and I … we’re a little new to all of this, but wanted to see what you have…”

“Of course!” the girl met Kim’s enthusiasm with a smile. “We actually just moved all of our bondage gear to the dungeon,” she explained, pointing towards a darkened room with a neon sign that said ‘The Dungeon’ over the door. “We’ve got a wide variety of items for both beginners and our more advanced customers, so just take a look – don’t be afraid to touch anything that you see – and let me know if you have any questions.”

“Awesome – thank-you!” Kim replied gingerly as she led her boyfriend past aisles of dildos and costumes and bachelorette party favors until they stopped at the sign marked ‘The Dungeon’.

“Are you ready for this?!” she asked with a grin, pulling him in close and wrapping her arms around his neck for a quick, but sensuous kiss before adding, “I just want you to know that it makes me really excited that you’re willing to open up this part of your life to me. I think we’re really going to have a lot of fun with this…”

After giving him another kiss on the cheek, she said, “Now let’s go shopping!” before pulling him into the room at the back of the store to find that true to its name, they had decorated it to resemble a dungeon in an old castle, complete with walls which had been textured and painted to look like stone and large, metal rings from which manacles hung every so often around the room. There were also several display stands holding a variety of restraints and other toys, each with a sign indicating ‘Ball Gags’, ‘Wrist & Ankle Cuffs’, and so forth.

Kim wandered around with wide eyes for a moment while Ryan recognized many of the items instantly from years of fantasy, taking quick note of both the better quality cuffs and collars made out of leather alongside the cheaper knock-offs that looked rather flimsy by comparison. ..

“Wow – this is wild,” he heard his girlfriend squeak in amazement as she reached for a pair of heavy, padded leather cuffs whose rings jingled loudly when she took them off the rack. Flexing the leather curiously around her own wrist before placing the set back on the rack and trying several others, Kim was allured by the weight and feel of the leather – up until then, pop culture had only driven her to imagine handcuffs when she thought of kink, but these appeared to be much more sensual and she was quickly starting to understand the appeal…

“So – see anything that you like?” she asked her boyfriend with a childish grin from across the room as he examined some of the heavier bondage gear that hung from one of the walls.

“Ummm, yeah – you could say that…” he said somewhat nervously, wandering over to the rack where his girlfriend was admiring the leather cuffs.

“What about these?” she asked, holding up a pair of simple, black cuffs with a somewhat rough lining on the inside.

“I’m actually got a pair kind of like that,” he told her sheepishly, adding, “they’re not really very comfortable, as you can see. Taking the cuffs from her hands, he flipped them over and rubbed the inside of one of the cuffs against the small of her wrist.

“I didn’t know that you had any of this stuff already,” Kim said with a smile.

“I’ve bought a few things here and there from random internet sites,” he commented as he hung the cuffs back in their place, “but most of them have been pretty disappointing, like these.”

“I’ve never actually used them with anyone before, though…”

Kim smiled.

“Well, that’s just because you didn’t know me before!”

The two continued to peruse the racks, with several items catching Kim’s eyes and a few that Ryan had taken a liking to as well, when eventually the sales girl from earlier poked her head into the room and chimed, “So how are you two doing back here? Is there anything that I can help answer any questions about???”

Kim welcomed her with a smile and told her, “He knows a lot more about this stuff than I do – I’m kind of the newbie here, but I’m interested in picking out a collar…”

“Excellent!” she replied as she walked over, guiding Kim to the rack where a number of different styles of collars were displayed. “So … first question’s first – which one of you will be wearing it?”

“He will,” she told the girl, lowering her voice so as to not embarrass Ryan as she noticed him wander to another part of the room.

“Ok. Now do you have any idea of what you think you might like? Heavy or thin, leather or steel, we have some of these posture collars if you’re looking for a little extra bondage feel with your collar…”

“I’m not really sure,” Kim admitted as she scanned over the collars that hung from the pegs. “I don’t think it should be too obtrusive, but I want it to be clear that it’s there, too.” Her fingers stopped on a rather non-descript collar that was little more than a strip of leather, a D-ring on the center, and a buckle on one end.

The saleslady watched as Kim took it off the rack, flipped it over a couple of times in her hands, taking note of the same rough interior that Ryan had pointed out with the cuffs, and then hung it back unimpressed on the rack.

Turning to the girl, she explained, “I guess I don’t really know exactly what I want – it’s just that this is something new for us and I kind of want it to be special…”

Responding with a warm smile, the saleslady spun the rack around to the opposite side, then reached towards the back to pull out a collar that was very similar to the one that Kim had just been examining, except that as she handed it over, it became instantly clear that the craftsmanship and the leather itself was of a much higher quality.

“Now the thing is, you really get what you pay for with this stuff,” she warned, “so the price is going to be a little more, but I think this might be more along the lines of what you’re looking for.

The collar in Kim’s hands was a 1.5” leather strap that had been padded with a thin layer of much softer leather which wrapped around the inside and was finely stitched along the outer edge. Front and center was the same classic D-ring, though she noted that the rivet holding the ring in place was hidden on the other side by the lining. The actual strap that held it in back, though, caught her attention as instead of a buckle like she’d seen on most, instead this collar had a shiny, silver post with a hole in it that the leather looped over.

“Oh,” the girl commented as she watched Kim inspecting the mechanism, “I can go grab a padlock if you want to see one – people keep walking off with them, so we don’t leave ‘em back here anymore…”

“Padlock?” Kim inquired curiously.

The saleslady grinned.

“Yes – so this one doesn’t use a buckle, as you can see. Instead, after you slip the strap into place, you actually hold it on by putting a small padlock through that hole at the tip of the post.” She demonstrated by looping the leather over on itself and then pointing out the hole that peeked through over the strap. “And if you like this one, we’ve actually got a set of cuffs to match!”

“I think I actually do like them…” she murmured slowly as she ran her fingers over the smooth leather, glancing up at her boyfriend, Ryan, and imagining him on his knees wearing nothing but the leather collar locked around his throat with the key in her hands.

The saleslady excused herself for a brief moment, then quickly returned with a shiny, silver padlock in one hand and the accompanying set of keys in the other. “See,” she showed Kim as she locked the padlock into place over the stud in the collar, “kind of adds a little charm to an already erotic moment…”

Leaning in closer, she continued, “And if it turns out that you like the locking like a lot of girls seem to, remember that there’s all sorts of locking gear that we either have in stock or can order … locking ball gags, locking bondage hoods, locking chastity belts…”

She winked as she could tell that she had found the right collar for her customer, offering, “Would you like for him to try it on before you make your final decision?”

Kim blushed and nodded, biting her lip for fear of pushing her boyfriend too hard too fast, but then decided to throw caution to the wind and called to him, “Hey, baby – come take a look at this…”

Once he had walked over, Kim handed Ryan the new collar and asked, “What about this one?”

Taking a moment to examine both sides of the leather and noticing the fine stitching that held the padding together, he commented, “It actually looks pretty nice…”

“Good,” she smiled, “because I think that this is the collar that I want to buy you. But this lady says that you should try it on to make sure that you like it first … it’s kind of expensive…”

Ryan looked a bit shocked at the proposal before the girl piped in, adding, “It’s ok – the three of us are the only ones back here…”

Looking back at his girlfriend and the eager look on her face, he eventually took a deep breath and conceded, prompting another kiss on the cheek from Kim as she excitedly clapped her hands before motioning him to turn around, then quickly guiding the leather strap around his throat.

“Now pull it snug, but not too tight,” the saleslady guided her before handing her the padlock, which she slipped through the hasp and locked into place with a resounding *click*. The lady then handed the keys to the padlock to Kim with a small jingle as she turned her boyfriend to admire the leather collar from all angles.

“So how does it feel?” she asked him curiously. “Did I make it too tight?”

“No – it’s good,” he replied quietly, feeling himself fall into the submissive state of mind that until that day he’d only fantasized about, though this was the second time in a matter of hours that he had experienced it now and it was still incredibly overwhelming to him. Kim smiled as she tried to judge the look on his face until she was interrupted by the saleslady…

“Did you want to see the cuffs that match it, too?”

Already holding the pair of matching leather wrist cuffs out in front of her, Kim couldn’t help but reply, “Sure, why not?” before taking them from the girl, unclipping the set and handing one back in exchange for another silver padlock, then motioning for Ryan to extend his wrist for her to lock the second strap of leather around his body. After both were in place around his wrists, the saleslady offered her a special two-ended clip, which she explained couple be used to hold the cuffs together behind his back, in front of him, above his head, or wherever else she chose.

After opting to clip the cuffs behind his back, Kim next playfully took a long, leather leash from the same rack that held the collars, and clipping it to the D-ring on the front of Ryan’s collar nonchalantly, she announced, “Let’s go for a walk!” and guided him over to the part of the store that she’d seen him perusing earlier.

Knowing that he was half gone to her already as she analyzed the look on his face, Kim spoke to him quietly, “Now I know that this stuff is already pretty pricey, but I’m having a good time so I don’t want you to worry about that. I think that I’m going to buy what you’re wearing now – is there anything else that caught your eye that you want to show me???”

Looking back at his girlfriend meekly as she held the other end of his leash in her hand with a huge grin on her face, he looked over to one of the nearby racks and tried to point, but quickly realized that his ability to do so had been severely hampered with his wrists being cuffed behind his back.

Kim giggled, then asked, “Over here?” as she walked him over to the rack that he had hinted at, finding a number of different types of nipple clamps hanging from the rack.

“Oooh – you did tell me about this…” she said in awe as she examined the variety from simple tweezers to more menacing clamps with sharp teeth and heavy chains that hung between them.

“So … which pair???” she grinned as she made him lean down closer to her by pulling on the leash and then playfully tweaked his left nipple through his shirt.

“Oh, wow…” he exclaimed as he closed his eyes for a second, doing his best to keep his focus despite his increasing stimuli.

“Tell me which ones you like, and then maybe we can go someplace a little more private…” she told him through clenched teeth with a wicked grin on her face as she continued to toy with her boyfriend’s sensitive nipple.

“Those ones,” he gestured towards row with several pairs of metal clamps, struggling to keep his composure as Kim gave no sign of bashfulness with only the saleslady pretending to straighten items on the racks while she waited for them to finish.

“These?!” Kim asked with a big smile as she took a rather menacing pair with large, metal teeth from the rack.

“No – two over from those…”

She took the second set off of their respective hook and toyed with the jaws as he explained…

“They’re called Japanese clover clamps – they tighten when you pull on them.”

“Ahhhh!” she smiled as she placed one around the tip of her finger, then carefully pulled on the chain and felt the jaws tighten appropriately.

“Ok!” she grinned. “Though I think I might get this other pair, too – maybe you’ll have a good boy pair of nipple clamps and a bad boy pair of nipple clamps!” She laughed out loud as he did his best to chuckle along, watching her continue to scan the racks in front of them before finally admitting that she’d probably spent enough for that trip and ushering the saleslady that they were ready to checkout.

The girl led the couple back up front and over to the cash registers where her co-worker would check them out, oblivious to the fact that Ryan was still wearing the gear that she had helped his girlfriend put him into earlier. And yet the cashier wrung up the entire order without needing to see any of them as Ryan stood there self-consciously in the middle of the thankfully empty store.

“Wait – just one second!” Kim stopped him before swiping her credit card, dashing back to the dungeon and quickly returning with a round, leather paddle that bore smooth, black leather on one side and what appeared to be a soft, purple fur on the other.

Looking over to her boyfriend as the cashier added it to her order and placed it in a bag with the two sets of nipple clamps, she shrugged and said, “What?! It was calling to me!”

This finally did make Ryan chuckle to himself as he stood there, wrists bound with a collar locked around his neck, while Kim signed the credit card slip and then put her copy – along with the keys to her new padlocks – into her purse.

“You ready to go?!” she asked him sarcastically as she took the toy bag from the cashier, then thinking for a moment and asking the saleslady who was still standing nearby, “Hey, is it ok if he wears this stuff out the door???”

The saleslady laughed while the cashier grew a similar smile, replying, “It’s a really slow night for us, as you can see, but chances are even if you do happen to bump into anyone between here and your car, they’re likely going to be more jealous than anything else!”

Kim laughed and thanked them both, to which the lady also commented, “Hey, cute boots, by the way…” to Kim as she took the leash and strutted into the open night with her bound boyfriend in tow.

She led him over to his car without another soul in sight, reaching playfully into his pants pocket to pull out his car keys before opening the passenger door and citing, “I suppose I’ll be driving, for a change!” as she helped him into the seat, even buckling his seatbelt for him as his arms remained pinned behind his back.

Walking around the car and taking her own place in the driver’s seat, Kim placed both her purse and the new bag of goodies on her boyfriend’s lap before starting the car and proceeding to pull out of the parking lot.

“So … what now?” he asked as she pulled up to the edge of the driveway.

Reaching over to tweak the same nipple that she had been playing with earlier in the store, she grinned and told him, “I know just the place…” before pressing down on the accelerator and driving off into the night, her boyfriend now bound in the passenger seat next to her…

* * * * * * * * * *

“Here we are!” Kim announced with a smile as she pulled into a small parking area after driving through the hills that surrounded their hometown for a good twenty minutes.

“What is this place?” Ryan asked as his girlfriend turned off the car and released his own seat belt, then came around to the passenger side to help his bound figure out of the car. His eyes darted cautiously as he scanned the wilderness around them, but saw little more than the area for a couple of cars to park and a pair of nearby picnic tables that took advantage of an admittedly beautiful overlook.

“It’s ok…” Kim reassured him as she took up the leash that she’d previously used to guide him out of the sex store, “…nobody ever comes up here anymore. Back when I was in high school, it used to be a popular make-out place where guys would bring girls on dates, but it’s been all but forgotten and nowadays I’ve kind of taken it up as sort of my special place to come and get away from it all…”

“It’s nice,” he remarked as she led him over to one of the tables at the edge of the bluff. Looking out over the city lights with the moonlight illuminating the area around them, it seemed very peaceful and serene, and his nerves of being bound “in public” slowly began to slip away as he realized that no one other than the wildlife would be sneaking a peak on them on that particular night.

“I’m very proud of you, Ryan…” Kim whispered as she pulled him close – still holding the leash in one hand while his own remained bound behind his back. Bringing her lips close to his, first just for a quick brush and then a moment later plunging her tongue eagerly between his lips. “You’ve shared so much with me already,” she told him in between kisses, “but I want to see if you’ll give me a little more…”

The two kissed a few moments longer, Ryan most definitely putty in her hands as she kept a firm hold on the leash connected to his collar the entire time. Eventually her hands began to wander his body and before long she was sliding his shirt up over his head.

“Oops – that’s not going to work, now is it?!” she giggled as the shirt became stuck on his bound arms. Stepping behind him to unhook the clip holding his wrist cuffs together, she quickly pulled the shirt the rest of the way down his arms and tossed it on the picnic table before returning the clip to its rightful place and taking her spot in front of him once again, her fingers quickly drawn to his well-pronounced nipples.

Ryan gasped and jerked his head back suddenly as Kim surprised him by taking hold of both nipples and twisting them in opposite directions at the same time. A grin lit up her face as she soaked in the wonderful response from his own, and from there she proceeded to toy with him more explicitly than she had been able to in the store, running her fingernails against the soft undersides of each nipple, alternating between pinching and pulling as she savored the sounds that erupted from his lips as a result of each, and noting that he was no doubt loving every second of the attention as she felt his erection growing hard in his shorts as she pressed her body up against his while she played.

“So that’s why you wanted the clamps!” she snickered as he writhed in a combination of pleasure and pain in front of her. “Well, I’ll tell you what – make me happy and maybe we can give them a little demo here tonight…”

“Anything you want,” Ryan muttered, his eyes closed tight as he did his best to control his breathing.

“That’s good to know!” Kim replied with a grin as she finally released her grip and led him over to the table where she made herself comfortable and pointed to the ground in front of her as his own spot.

“You know, I really enjoyed watching you worship these boots back at my apartment earlier today,” she commented. “I love the effect that they’ve had on you, so you should expect to see me wearing them a lot more in the near future!”

“That said,” she grinned as she looked down at him, toying with the leather handle of the leash in her hands that connected via a dangling chain to the special collar that she had locked around his neck, “a girl can’t go around wearing dirty boots, so I’m going to expect you to keep them clean for me, and there’s really only one way to do that properly…”

Overwhelmingly impressed by his girlfriend’s new show of dominance as he looked up at her holding his leash gingerly in her right hand, Ryan felt a chill run down his back as he fell into line and reverently bowed his head to meet his lips with her left boot as she crossed her legs for him. Starting with the tip of her toe, he proceeded once again to cover every inch of her boot with his lips as Kim looked on from above, her view now taking on even more beauty as she enjoyed the look of her budding submissive knelt worshipping before her with the gorgeous backdrop of the city at night behind him.

Realizing that her own fantasy was starting to take shape before her as well, Kim began to take note of the padlocks jingling from his wrist cuffs as he maneuvered around her feet … she admired the strong lines that his arms made being pulled gently, but firmly behind his back by the cuffs … and more than anything, she absolutely loved the look of the black, leather collar which she had locked around his neck – a symbol that she controlled him, that he belonged to her, that he belonged at her feet … just like he was right then.

Sighing a blissful nod to this exciting, new facet in her life, Kim chuckled to herself as she quietly moved his leash from her right to left hand, then did her best not to disturb him as her right hand wandered up her white, flowing skirt and began to make tiny circles through her panties. Her eyes locked on the work of her new subject, she snapped, “Eyes on my boots – this show isn’t for you!” at him playfully when he finally looked up and caught her own after hearing her breathing beginning to quicken. She continued to stare down at him hungrily as her motions hastened, the tension on his leash being tightened subconsciously as she quickly arrived at her first climax as a dominant woman.

Ryan did his best to hold focus on the boots in front of him as he heard his girlfriend moan in ecstasy above him, and though his lips stayed glued to her boots, eventually his eyes did wander first to her fingers furiously stimulating herself between her legs and then to her own eyes, now glaring down at him in a disproving way as the last waves of her orgasm left her.

A clear smile still flushing her face, Kim pulled on the chain and drew him up to within inches of her face, looking him dead in the eyes as she exclaimed while still catching her breath, “That was pretty amazing … but somebody needs to be punished for not following instructions!”

Loosening her hold on his leash as she stood up, Kim led Ryan around to the edge of the picnic table and unceremoniously removed the clip holding his wrists behind his back. She then instructed him to lean forward with his legs spread and his hands on the table, and disappeared to the car for a moment, returning a second later with the bag containing the rest of the toys that they had purchased at the sex store…

Taking the new paddle from the bag, without warning Kim stepped around behind him and took her first swing at her boyfriend’s ass, the cloth of his shorts deadening most of the sound but not the impact itself as he let out a loud howl that echoed around them.

“I wouldn’t be too loud,” she cautioned him as she stepped back for another hit. “Just because there’s not anybody else around now doesn’t mean people won’t get suspicious if they hear a wounded animal crying out in these woods!”

Kim gave him several more smacks through his shorts before leaning in close to him and explaining, “Ok – now those were your warm-ups … we both know that you can’t really give somebody a good spanking through their clothes…”

Reaching down to unbutton her boyfriend’s shorts, she quickly noticed that Ryan was still quite aroused despite the pain of her initial smacks, and she made a point to tease him ever-so-slightly first with her hands, and then shortly after with the soft, furry side of her new paddle after pulling down both his shorts and his underwear to his ankles in one fell swoop.

“It’s nice to see that you’re enjoying this, too,” she purred as she rubbed the fur against his backside. “It’ll help me feel not nearly as guilty about what I’m about to do with your dick all hard like that…”

Smiling as she leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, Kim then resumed her position behind her boyfriend and continued with his punishment, taking joy in the much more distinctive crack that the leather paddle made against his bare flesh while he did his best to hold composure after each hit. As his bottom slowly turned from its usual pale to an alluring rosy pink, she began a narration that she’d been working on in her head ever since she’d set eyes on his collar and her fantasy began to take shape…

“Let’s get something straight,” she commanded as his paddling continued.

“When Mistress Kimberly tells you to do something, you do it.”

*smack*

“If you disobey your mistress, you’re going to be punished.”

*smack*

“When I lock that collar around your neck, you’re mine…”

*smack*

“…and if you want the privilege of worshipping at my feet, you will obey me.”

*smack* *smack* *smack*

“Or do I need to buy you a blindfold until you can learn to control those wandering eyes of yours???”

*smack*

“I think we’re going to be buying a lot more toys from that store in the near future – this is only the beginning…”

With one final blow, Kim stepped up and ran her fingers over the tenderized pink area, amazed at what she had done with just the simple paddle. Placing the paddle down on the table and instructing him to stand normally again, she looked deeply into his eyes and asked matter-of-factly, “Did you learn anything, slave???”

“Never disobey my mistress…” he said weakly as his breathing returned to normal while he found himself lost in his girlfriend’s eyes.

“Good!” Kim smiled as she gave him a short kiss on the lips before leaning down first to pull his shorts back up, and then more importantly to reconnect the cuffs yet again behind his back.

“Now … I was thinking…” she added as she reached to put the paddle back in the bag and exchanged it for the set of nipple clamps that her boyfriend had picked out at the store, “…that since you’ve taken your punishment like a good boy, you deserve to be rewarded on our ride back to my place…”

Toying with the springy jaws of the clamps as she approached and placed a hand on Ryan’s bare chest, she asked him playfully, “So … do you think you can handle these things all the way back to my house???”

Opening the jaws of the first clamp, Kim had no trouble finding a solid grip in the meat of his well-erect nipple, eliciting but a short gasp as the clamp took hold and she let it hang on its own. Her eyes lit up with delight at his reaction and she stared him down intently as she then moved to place the other, jingling the chain between the two playfully once both had been put in place.

“I hope you can!” she laughed as she let his leash fall to the side, instead hooking a finger around the chain itself as she led him back over to the car. “You know, it wouldn’t be very safe for me to be fiddling around with those while I’m driving, and your hands aren’t going to be of much use like that, so I guess you won’t really have much choice but to just sit back and enjoy it!”

Snickering as she buckled his seat belt over his bound form, paying little care when they both noticed the belt pulling tight against one of his nipples, she quickly closed the passenger door and walked over to retrieve his shirt and her toy bag, taking a moment to enjoy one last look at her favorite view … now ripe with new meaning as it also bore a new very special memory that she had a feeling was only the beginning of something much, much bigger…

Looking down at the black knee-boots on her feet and admiring their newfound shine in the pale moonlight, she couldn’t help but think that those boots were pretty much the best investment that she’d ever made.


Kim’s Chastity Diary


June 1st, 2012 – 11:32pm
I finally ordered it!!!

After dropping some subtle hints about it, he doesn’t know about it yet, but I finally broke down and ordered John a chastity belt today! He’s been letting me tie him up more and more when we’re in bed lately and he seems to really get turned on when I talk dirty about controlling him, so I’m hoping that my money wasn’t all spent in vain…

It was pretty expensive – a good several months pay on a student’s salary – but I can’t tell you how long I’ve been eyeing this thing … it’s really hot, and I really hope that I can talk John into letting me lock him up in it every now and then. It’s all shiny and made out of stainless steel, and one of the special features is this thin tube that goes down the urethra for the wearer to pee out of … the website says that the tube makes it pretty much impossible to get an erection while wearing it, and frankly that just sounds super hot to me.

I don’t know … the idea of having that kind of control is a really big turn-on to me, and so even just submitting the order gave me a huge rush – I’m not sure what I’m going to do when it actually gets here! It’s just the more that we date, I can tell that he’s kind of submissive, and I’ve been having fun tying him to the bed and “making him” eat me out before we fuck. The other day he was sitting at my feet and out of nowhere, I told him that he should kiss them, and it made me so horny looking down at him, watching him ever so carefully kissing and licking my heels.

I’m still trying to figure out the best way to introduce him to it so that he’ll actually consider trying it on for me…

June 11th, 2012 – 2:10pm
It’s here.

I came home special for lunch today just because that’s when the tracking number said that it would be delivered. The UPS guy probably wondered why I was that excited to see him, or why I didn’t feel like making small talk in the slightest once that package was actually in my hands!

From the moment that I opened the box, I couldn’t believe how shiny … and heavy this thing is! I mean, I guess it is made out of steel, but still, it must weigh a couple of pounds … the thought of it hanging between John’s legs, weighing down his balls … mmmmmm!

They also shipped it with a cute, little necklace to hang the key on, which I thought was pretty cool, along with a small book called An Introduction to Chastity for Female Keyholders.

Definitely going to be reading that from cover to cover later on tonight!

June 11th, 2012 – 11:45pm
This stuff is sounding a little more intense than I was expecting, yet I haven’t been able to put it down since I got home…

The first part of the book was pretty much what you would expect – how to put it on, how to lock it, how to clean it – basically an instruction manual … but the next part…

I’ll just give you some of the headings!

- The Benefits of Being a Female Keyholder
 - Female Supremacy and You
 - Dressing the Part of the Modern Day Dominatrix
 - Tease and Denial
 - Making Him Earn It
 - Extended Chastity Sessions

So apparently there’s this whole subculture of men who actually enjoy being locked up by their partners, and these women go to all sorts of lengths to keep them frustrated the entire time that they’re locked up. Here I thought that it would just be sexy to hold the key to his belt, knowing that he’s sitting at work or walking around somewhere with this constant reminder of me locked around his cock, but it sounds like it can be a whole lot more than that if the “keyholder” wants it to be…

…which I don’t know, but maybe I do?!

Just the thought of using this device to really keep him in line seems really hot. I mean, I love the relationship that we have now and I really think that we go great together, but if we’re just talking about the fantasy for a minute … I don’t know how long I’d want it to last, but the idea of really kicking it up a few notches and having him following me around worshipping the ground that I walk on, begging for my mercy, even though I wouldn’t be a very good keyholder if I just gave in and unlocked him whenever he begged for it…

It all sounds really dirty, and yet I don’t think that I’ve ever been this turned on in all my life.

June 12th, 2012 – 12:14pm
So I’ve been thinking about how I want to go about presenting this to John. Do I break the ice naturally and give him some time to react to it, or do I make a demand out of it and just see where it takes us?

The prim and proper way is probably to introduce him to the idea slowly and then let him see it and touch it and think about it first, but it just seems like it’d be a whole lot naughtier for me to show up at his apartment, tell him that he’s wearing it, and then have him take me out and just tease the fuck out of him all night long to help persuade his reaction to my new toy! Besides, what kind of prim and proper girl talks about locking her boyfriend up in chastity, anyways?!

So what I was thinking was this … we’re supposed to go out Friday night. I’m going to dress up the hottest that he’s ever seen me! I’ve got this sexy miniskirt and a leather corset that’s great for clubbing, maybe I’ll throw on a pair of fishnet stockings, and definitely that pair of knee-high boots that he bought for me last month because he said that they turn him on. Red lipstick to match my corset, plenty of eye shadow and mascara, and of course, my new necklace will be dangling prominently around my neck!

I’ll tell him to pick me up at my place, and when he opens the door his girlfriend will look like a page out of one of his wet dreams. I’ll tell him that things are going to be a little bit different that night … I’ll ask him if he likes my new outfit, and if he’d like to touch me in it, and when he says YES, I’ll tell him that he has to earn it first, and that’s when the little, black box will come out.

“Tonight – you’re all mine!” I’ll tell him, and then order him to drop his pants and I’ll lock him into it right there on the spot just inside my front door.

After I pull his pants back up, I’ll tell him that he’s taking me dancing that night – something that he absolutely hates to do – but I figure it’ll give me a lot of opportunities to tease out on the dance floor.

The book even suggests maybe flirting with other guys, too, because it’s humiliating for a guy to see what his girl’s other options are, especially when she’s already in control of him! I wouldn’t do anything too crazy, but if he wants to be a little sissy and not take me out on the dance floor like I think he might, then maybe watching some other guy grope me for a few songs will help to stir some intriguing feelings for him under that belt, too!

I still need to figure out the rest of my night – the book says that I should have a whole arsenal of ways to tease him at my disposal, and it actually has some pretty sexy ideas … it’s all a matter of whether I have the guts to follow through with them…

June 14th, 2012 –10:44pm
Big date night tomorrow – no chickening out now!

I’ve been trying to work through ways in my head to convince myself that I’m sexy enough to pull all of this off. I mean, it really turns me on to think of walking around with his key around my neck … but do I really have it in me to be able to hold it over his head and make all of these kinds of demands, as opposed to him just saying, “Take this off of me now…”???

The book has given be all sorts of really devilish ideas – I hope he doesn’t think that I’m too dirty by wanting to try some of this stuff, but it’s like taking dominance to the next five levels and I really think it could be fun.

I like the thought of him begging me to cum while I have as many orgasms as I want, but is that something that he would find arousing, too?

What if this is the kind of thing that you can never go back from? Like, once you lock your boyfriend up in chastity, I’ve got to think that he’s either going to love it or he’s going to hate it … so what if I love it and he doesn’t???

June 15th, 2012 – 4:32pm
Today’s the big day!

I took the afternoon off so that I could go get a manicure and pedicure to help try and get me in the mood of being pampered. I also bought some sexy, new lingerie to wear underneath my outfit, although it feels a little weird thinking that the whole point is that he won’t actually get to fuck me in them at the end of the night.

At the advice of the book, I also went to the adult store and picked out a new dildo to use in his place. I named it Rob – after the guy working the checkout who was kind of cute. I probably got one a little bigger than I should’ve, but I wanted to try something different and compared to John, it’s definitely … that!

The book had a whole section on humiliation about making your guy feel insecure by telling him how small he is and that’s why you’re keeping him in chastity. I don’t know if I’d have it in me to go to those lengths … at least not yet, anyways. I’ve always been content with John’s size – if anything, it’s more his duration that could use a little work … so maybe my new friend Rob can help me out there!

I am still looking forward to feeling its size, though – I may not rub it in his face, but I’ve totally had to hold myself back from breaking open the packaging and giving it a little test run before he shows up!

…boy, that’d be a show for him to walk in on, though it’d be better if he were already locked up when he came in to find his girlfriend spread out on the bed, fucking herself with a big dildo while calling out another man’s name…

Mmmmmm – maybe next time.

June 15th, 2012 – 6:45pm
He should be here any minute!

I look really hot! I’m really happy how my makeup turned out, and I must’ve lost some weight since I last wore this corset because it looks even better than I remember.

If he doesn’t want to fuck me looking like this, I’m sure that I can find somebody else at the club eager to step in!

Wow – I’m feeling really naughty tonight. But that’s what the book recommended, so I’m sticking with it! He should want to worship me by the time the night is through or he doesn’t deserve to get unlocked…

I just heard the doorbell – that must be him!

June 16th, 2012 – 3:32pm
That. Was. Amazing!!!

I think I must’ve hit a soft spot because would you believe that it seems like he might be just as turned on by chastity as I am?!

I could tell that he was a little nervous about the steel tube going into his urethra … and I guess I don’t really blame him about that! … but pretty much the second I opened the door and he saw me all dressed up, he dropped into sort of a submissive state and I didn’t get much for protesting from him the entire night!

I asked him if he was ok with me putting him into chastity after I closed the lock, and he just quietly told me, “Yes.” with the most sincere look in his eyes. I then told him to get down on his hands and knees and polish my boots before we went off, and I spent the next five minutes looking down on him while he licked every inch of my boots clean – it was almost just as much of a tease for me as it was for him!

It was really incredible to see the change of personality about him – I could tell that he was a lot more self-conscious because of the belt, but instead of feeling sorry for him and going easy, I guess I just went all in and pushed him even farther, which ended up being a lot of fun … for both of us, I think.

At one point while we were at the club, I remember whispering into his ear, “It must be rough knowing that you can’t even get hard in that chastity belt … while all of these other guys are free to get as aroused as they like while they’re looking at me…”

I had a couple of drinks in me at that point and was starting to feel a little cocky, so I sat him down in a booth and told him to “Just watch…” – then I proceeded to go out to the dance floor and have some fun! It made me feel really naughty because I knew what was going to happen … I ended up attracting the attention of a few built guys and before I knew it, they were grabbing my ass and trying to pull me real close. The whole time John’s eyes were locked on me, but I knew that he was having his own little moment because when I came over later and sat in his lap, I could tell that he was confused, but also really turned on…

A little later I actually dragged him out onto the dance floor to dance a couple of songs with me, and surprisingly one of the guys from before came back and asked if he could cut in! I got the feeling that he sorta knew what I was up to … to some extent, anyways … and so after giving John a big kiss and groping his belt right in the middle of the dance floor, I told him to step aside so that I could finish my dance with a real man.

I couldn’t even believe that the words had just come out of my mouth and honestly spent the rest of our dance mostly in a haze, though I do know that there was some heavy groping going on and that I was super wet when I walked away.

He kissed me and gave me his number afterwards – something that I probably shouldn’t have done, but then again, who writes the rules when a girl has her boyfriend’s cock locked up in chastity?!

And besides, I got the distinct impression that John didn’t exactly hate the little peep show, either. Ironically enough, that guy’s name was also Rob, which meant that my new dildo got a bit of an upgrade from guy who worked the register at the sex store to guy who felt me up in front of my boyfriend at the dance club, so there’s also that!

On our way back to my apartment, I asked him what he thought of the night. He didn’t really have much to say, except that, “He didn’t hate it … he just needed some time to process all of it.”

When we got out of the car, I pulled him close and told him that I didn’t feel like unlocking him that night.

He looked into my eyes and told me simply, “Ok.”

Then I told him to get on his knees and kiss my boots again. I let him stew at my feet for a few minutes longer, then leaned myself right up against his car in the middle of the dark parking lot, spread my legs, and told him to work his way upwards. When he got to my panties, I told him to stick his lips out and kiss the outside of them … which were now completely drenched … and after a few minutes of staring down at him, and thinking back to the guys in the club, and the key that hung around my neck and coolly kept brushing up against my chest – I just exploded right there in front of him in the parking lot of my apartment complex at 3 o’clock in the morning!

Taking a minute to catch my breath, and also to look around and make sure that we didn’t have any onlookers after the fact, eventually my eyes dropped back down to John and I could tell from the look in his eyes that he was mesmerized by what I had done to him … what I was doing to him.

I felt like I was on top of the world – on a roll – at the top of my game, and so without a word I reached down and rubbed my panties into myself to make sure that they were even more moist than before, then I slipped them off, gestured for him to rise, told him to open up, and slipped my soaking wet panties right between his lips like a gag.

I then handed him my purse and told him that we should go inside…

I felt like an entirely different woman as I slowly walked behind him, the click of my boots practically echoing through the parking lot as my boyfriend carried my black leather bag in his hands and my black thong in his mouth upstairs to my apartment. I felt powerful … more so than any other time that we had played. Looking back I’m still surprised that I was able to push it even further, but I know at the time I was riding high and it would’ve taken something … any kind of protest from him for me to back down.

He gave me none and just obediently followed my command, so I continued!

When we got inside, I took my purse back from him and told him, “When you’re wearing that thing in my house, clothing is no longer an option! Go to my room, strip, and wait for me there…”

I then made a bee-line for the kitchen while he nervously stumbled off to the bedroom. A minute later I arrived, pleased to find him completely naked, save his new device, and I proceeded to place several strips of black duct tape over his lips, sealing in the wet panties that were still in his mouth!

Once I had finished, I leaned in real close to him and purred, “Three more of those like I had down in the parking lot before they come out … unless, of course, you like the taste…”

It was like he was putty in my hands!

For the first one, I had him lay down on the bed, then straddled him and rubbed myself up against his chastity belt. It looks a little bit to find the right spot that didn’t pinch me down below, but eventually I did and I could tell from staring in his eyes that it was driving him crazy!

For the second one, I decided to throw him a bone and laid back myself, allowing him to finger me while I rubbed my clit vigorously. That one was ok, but definitely nowhere near the impact of the one from outside…

I knew that I needed to ramp things up a notch for #3, so for the last one I told him to get on his knees beside the bed, then I pulled my new friend Rob out of my nightstand and wasted little time getting acquainted! I didn’t call out his name or anything … at least not out loud … but at that point I pretty much tuned John out as he knelt beside me and just focused on the cock that was penetrating me over and over again. I felt really slutty, but in a very good, very naughty way, and by the end of it all I had actually blown past #3 and milked a couple of spares out of old Robbie as well!

When I finally flopped my head over exhaustedly to check in on John, I got the impression that he didn’t seem to mind the encore that I gave him, anyways…

I took a while longer to catch my breath, just smiling at him and being flirty while my panties were still taped inside of his mouth. When I was finally ready to wrap things up, I slowly pulled the tape from his sore lips, but before I removed the rest of his gag, I came in close and whispered to him, “You can tell me what you thought of all this tomorrow, but for now I just want you to undress me, then we’re going to bed.”

He nodded quietly and did exactly that once I removed the even more soaked underwear from his mouth.

He even surprised me a little bit, taking his time very sensuously with my corset, taking a moment to kiss my boots again before proceeding to unzip the zipper on each. I knew that he was still turned on because he never got his release, but he didn’t make any effort to push himself on me, either.

I gave him one long kiss before we fell asleep in each other’s embrace, though I spent quite a while laying there with a thousand questions of my own for him racing through my head, listening to him sleep softly as I held one hand on his heavy cage and the other stroking the key around my neck…

When we woke up a few hours ago, we did talk more candidly and much to my delight, he told me that he actually loved everything that I had done the night before!!!

He told me that he’d never expected so much all at once, but that he absolutely loved watching me really take charge and wrap myself around him!

He said my outfit was perfect, and that he got a real thrill seeing me so sexualized … especially at the club, even though it meant me teasing him with the other guys.

He also surprisingly got a lot out of watching me with my dildo at the end, which I thought was interesting and still need to do some digging about. He said the only thing that could’ve made that even better would’ve been for me to have tied him up somehow … so I’ll have to do some thinking about that for next time!

Then, inevitably, we came to the question of when he would be getting unlocked, and I’ve got to say that here he kinda surprised me again because unlike what I was expecting, he still didn’t ask to be unlocked … instead making some comment like, “He guessed that it was really up to me…”

I smiled and told him that if he said that enough, to know that eventually I was just going to stop asking, but told him that if he wanted to play for a bit longer, that I was happy to continue our little ruse, and after some more cuddling, I shooed him away to make me some tea while I quickly devised my plan for the rest of the day!

So far I think that it’s pretty simple, but effective. While I drank my tea, I told him to get in the shower and get cleaned up, and then afterwards had him draw a bubble bath for me. His instructions while I bath were to go out and find me three things:

- some massage oil – it has to be strawberry
 - a can of whipped cream
 - and a leather paddle

He left about 90 minutes ago, so I thought that this might be a good time to catch up with my diary … you know, in between dreaming of ways to tease him and also teasing myself a little in the process, too!

I still can’t believe everything went so amazingly well this far, and yet this is only the beginning. There’s still so much to explore in all of this together, and I consider myself very lucky to have found someone open enough to experiment in all of it with me.

Someone who’s brave enough to kiss my boots in a crowded nightclub, or horny enough to watch me get off in a quiet parking lot while he watches from the sidelines…

This is crazy. And awesome. Crazy awesome!

Was that the front door that I just heard???

He should’ve been able to get everything in about two stops, if he picked the right stores.

Let’s just see where round #2 takes us now…


A Special Fitting


Kim had been looking forward to this day for a long time.

As she drove towards the downtown area, her mind raced with images from the last time she’d been to the boutique and the amazing experience that she had had.  Kim had started shopping at the boutique a couple of years ago after being referred there by a good friend who shared her passion for corsets and other restrictive clothing, if you will.  They certainly weren’t cheap, as most of the best fetish items aren’t, but the quality was well worth saving up for and over time she’d built up quite the collection of clothing from the unique store…

Today she was finally coming in to try on a new item that she’d ordered some six months ago – it had been a long and grueling six months, but deep down she knew that her purchase that day would be well worth the wait.  It was almost something of a special occasion for her – Kim had spent the first several hours of the morning pampering herself in preparation for her “date” at the boutique this afternoon, getting her nails done, a nice facial and massage, and eventually a nice compliment of makeup to go with her latest order that she’d be receiving oh so soon.  The rush from the wild anticipation had kept her euphoric and excited since the moment she had woken up, nearly driving her to pull over and finish herself right there alongside the highway, but ultimately she knew that waiting just a little while longer until she was wearing her new ensemble would make it all the sweeter.

Pulling into the parking garage downtown, she took a deep breathe and collected her thoughts in preparation for what she had been anticipating all this time.  Kim took her small purse and proceeded down to the ground level and towards the store, the quaint sound of her heels clicking against the pavement and echoing throughout the garage behind her.  A few minutes later at a steady pace, she placed her hand on the door handle to the boutique and couldn’t help but smile as she walked inside.

She was greeted warmly in the small reception area and the young lady working the front desk buzzed back to another to let her know of Kim’s arrival.  The boutique was different from other high-end clothing stores, in that it worked by appointment only, so the street-facing room in which Kim currently sat offered little more than a small waiting area and the receptionist’s desk … but of course, Kim knew all too well that the real fun to be had was behind those doors in the back.  There within was a veritable treasure trove of exotic samples made from the finest leathers and rubbers around – each item sold by the boutique was custom made to order and their sales floor itself was invitation-only, but for the beautiful quality fetish wear that the boutique produced, if anyone could afford to be selective, they certainly fit the bill.

Within a few minutes, the door opened and Kim was met by a short blonde woman dressed quite conservatively, considering her surroundings.  She wore a tight, grey skirt down past her knees, a tall pair of black stiletto heels, and a white satin button-down blouse – just enough to provide a sexy figure while still allowing her customers to bask in the kinky spotlight that her company offered.  She introduced herself as Amy, made a short bit of small-talk in commenting that Kim looked like she was quite eager for her appointment, and then quickly lead her back through the main doors to the private changing rooms in the main area of the store.

Smiling sweetly, she pointed to a room and said, “We’ve prepared this dressing room for your visit, Miss Evans.”  Kim followed her host into the room and closed the door behind her, looking around that the familiar scenery around her to see what it held for her during this visit.  Due to the “unique nature” of their products, the boutique’s dressing rooms were considerably larger than any standard department store dressing room, allowing not only the extra room needed to even don many of the items sold there, but also to grant the extra space that some customers desired to “test” their new items similar to how they would soon be used in their own lifestyles.

For this visit, Kim noticed that she’d been placed in the dressing room that also featured a black, leather bondage table – a comforting, yet secure piece of furniture that she’d had the pleasure of being secured to at various play parties, but never specifically at the boutique.  She didn’t think much of it, though, and quickly turned her attention to Amy, who had retrieved a hanger from a hook on the wall that her garment had been ever-so-carefully prepared on.

The item – an ornately-detailed corset in premium black leather – reassured Kim before it had even touched her body that the price tag was well worth it.  The bodice featured an intricate design, also in black, embroidered into the leather, along with reinforced bones to ensure that it would remain tight in all of the right places.  Amy smiled at her customer’s beaming satisfaction, then encouraged her to remove her clothing so that she could try it on.

Surrounded on all four walls by floor to ceiling mirrors, this dressing room would’ve been enough to make most women uncomfortable even fully clothed, but Kim was very secure with her body and actually looked forward to stripping down to her underwear because she knew that next came the feeling that she craved every time she stepped foot through the boutique’s front door in search of a new garment to satisfy her latest fetishes.  To her, being dressed in such items, especially by a beautiful woman, was just as much of a thrill as the scenes to follow, and she relished the expertise that the boutique had to offer with regards to not only making the best fetish clothing in town, but also in helping to mold those items to the bodies of their new owners.

“Uh uh – the underwear too, honey,” Amy told Kim with a wink as she watched the girl remove the last of her clothing.  “What’s a new corset without a matching pair of panties?” she laughed.  Kim took the leather thong, also emblazed with the same embroidery as the corset itself, and slipped them up over her hips to rest against her most intimate of areas.

She gazed longingly at her breathtaking figure in the mirrors around her as Amy removed the corset from its hanger and prepared to lace her into the torturous item – this was her feminine desire to truly enjoy clothes and shopping taken to an entirely new level, albeit much more sexual and in her mind, likewise much more fun!  As she stood there in nothing but black leather panties, her dark hair tied up into a bun neatly at the top of her head, Kim began to fantasize about how she would look once wearing her new leather corset.  Would she take the part of the strict dominatrix, riding crop in one hand and the leash of a loyal slave in the other?  Or would she assume the role of the submissive, forced to wear such revealing and intimate clothing by a dominant master, who would then proceed to tie her down and ravage her while she lay there helpless both from leather restraints and also the unforgiving bindings of the corset itself?

Her mind toyed with these arousing ideas until she heard Amy’s voice finally interrupt teasingly, “It’ll be even better once you’ve got it on – I promise…”

Kim blushed slightly, then took a big breath and raised her arms to give Amy the access she needed to wrap the leather around her silky figure.  She took one last deep breath, then felt her entire body shutter as Amy first touched the leather to her skin.  She closed her eyes and allowed herself to become encapsulated by touch as she first felt the leather press against her tummy and sides, then up around her breasts, and finally to her neck as Amy lightly tied the neck corset around her throat to hold the garment in place as she situated everything else.  Kim patiently stood tall as Amy threaded the laces through the many eyelets of the corset – back and forth, back and forth – until they zigzagged up the entire length of her back.  She then began to tighten the laces, stopping every so often to readjust the leather around Kim’s mid-section or seat her breasts more comfortably in the built-in cups as the leather adjusted to her body.

Entranced by the feelings both of the leather wrapping around her body and also of the young woman’s hands gliding ever-so-gracefully around her, Kim cherished these moments as she felt the corset drawn tighter and tighter around her body, restricting her breathing and sending those ever-delightful chills up and down her spine, before she finally felt Amy tying a knot at her back.

“It’s still got a ways to go,” she explained, “but we have to give the leather a chance to warm up and conform to your body a bit.”  As her hands wandered upwards to the neck corset to remove the temporary knot and secure it properly around Kim’s neck, she asked, “Do you know what you want to try for footwear with this?”

Kim’s face went blank, then she admitted, “Actually, I hadn’t really thought about it.  What do you think?”

Amy smiled and asked, “Well, do you want shoes or boots?” as she finished tying the neck corset, forcing Kim’s posture even further by holding her head up tall.

“Hmmm, I think we’ll go with shoes this time,” she decided, noticing that her deep breaths had become much more shallow now that her breathing was effectively restricted by the tight leather both around her waist and neck.

“Perfect.  I’ve got just the thing – you just wait here and enjoy, and I’ll be right back!” Amy replied enthusiastically.  As the door shut behind her, Kim had a chance to really take in her leather-clad figure, her eyes having been closed up until that point as she savored Amy’s handy work.  The image wasn’t quite complete without a pair of heels, she agreed, but she was nonetheless amazed at the shape that her already-slim figure assumed once bound under the leather.  Her hands caressed the embroidery along her waist, then proceeded up her chest to finally the neck corset, which held her head relentlessly straight and tall.  The neck corset itself had been a last-minute add-on that she had decided to treat herself to after a particularly rough month at work.  Previous to that, she had never tried a neck corset that was actually built-in to a corset itself – only posture collars and such on their own – and she still hadn’t really decided if this was to be more of a dominant or submissive item, but the saleswoman had assured her that the collar would actually work both for dominants and submissives and now that it was secure around her neck, she definitely felt like it had been a good recommendation.

Her admiration was interrupted as the door opened and Amy came returned with a box of shoes in her hands.  “I also brought you a pair of stockings,” she explained, “why don’t you sit down there on the end of the table and we’ll get this finished up.”

It was true that even only partially-laced, there was no way that Kim would be reaching down to her toes on her own, so she gladly sat down on the table and extended her legs one at a time to allow Amy to slide the new fishnet stockings up her inviting legs.  Kim closed her eyes once again and relished in the feeling of the woman running her hands up each freshly shaved and thoroughly massaged leg as she encased them in the sexy stockings, finally ushering her back up off the leather-covered table momentarily so that she could attach removable garters between the stockings and the bottom of Kim’s corset.  Amy then helped her back on the table once more so that she could help her put on the glorious high heels that she had picked out for her.

Opening the box that she had brought in with her, Amy first pulled out one of the shoes and handed it up to Kim for her approval – it was a black peep-toe sandal to show off her new pedicure, also in a matte black leather to match her corset, with a heel that had to be pushing six inches.  Kim was well accustomed to torturing her feet in the name of beauty, however, and smiled approvingly as she handed the heel back to Amy who proceeded to slip each shoe on Kim’s feet and tighten the buckles accordingly around her ankles.

Once she finished, Kim stood back up from the table and looking in the mirrors all around her, beamed with happiness as she saw the simple transformation that the six-inch heels had done to her already tight figure.  Her hips were lifted forward, tightening her butt and making her feel the hold of the leather around her waist all the more; her breasts seemed to stick out from her chest even more provocatively, and she almost wished that Amy would excuse herself for a minute so that she could enjoy her new clothes and relieve a bit of excitement that had been built up over the last week!

Amy knew the look on Kim’s face and reassured her, “We’re almost done, dear.  Let’s just get that corset tightened the rest of the way and then you’ll be all set!”  Taking Kim’s hand and walking over to a horizontal bar that had been set into the wall, she offered, “You might want to hold onto that for support for this last part…”

Kim reached out and placed both hands firmly on the bar in front of her, spreading her legs to get as good of a footing as she could as she prepared for Amy to finish tightening the corset.  She felt the laces give a little as Amy untied the temporary knot that she had placed in the center of her back, then the leather’s grasp on her body returned even stronger as Amy worked the last few inches of give out of the laces, bringing the eyelets of the corset tightly together along Kim’s spine and giving her an hourglass form that would turn any head in a room.  She reached forward to adjust Kim’s breasts in the cups one last time, then finished cinching the corset and tied off the laces behind her back.  Finally, she re-checked the neck corset to make sure that it was snug, but not too tight, and then also adjusting the shoulder straps that criss-crossed behind her shoulders to ensure that her breasts would stay lifted up tightly in front of her.

Stepping back, she smiled as Kim opened her eyes and took in her new look from all angles around the room.  The immaculate leather hugged and highlighted every curve, lifting her body in all of the right places and creating a figure that simply exuded sexuality.  From her glossy red lips and fresh makeup all the way down to the teetering heels laced on her feet, Kim looked incredible in her new outfit and she couldn’t thank Amy enough for all of the great craftsmanship that the boutique had done to make yet another addition to her wardrobe so special.

After admiring herself for more than a few moments, she let out a small sigh, knowing that she couldn’t very well wear her new clothes out in public back to her car without getting jumped, she began to turn back to Amy so that she could begin unlacing the garment when she was interrupted.

“Actually, Miss Evans,” Amy started, “if you want to keep this on just a bit longer, we’ve got a bit of a surprise for you.”

Kim’s brow perked up as she turned back towards Amy curiously.

“It’s just that you’ve been such a great customer for us over the years, we thought it would be nice to put together a little something special as our way of saying thanks for all of your business.”  With that, she produced a small gift box a little bigger than a shoebox from underneath the bondage table that Kim must’ve just overlooked up to that point.

“You guys didn’t have to do that – everything you’ve sold me has been just fabulous and worth every penny…” Kim gushed.

“No, no – we insist!” Amy replied.  She set the box on the table and opened it up to reveal what appeared to be a set of bondage restraints inside.  She began to remove the items from the box and spread them out on the table, handing one over to Kim to examine.

“Oh wow – these are gorgeous!” Kim exclaimed.  In her hands she held a black leather wrist cuff that had been decorated with the same ornately stitched designs that were featured on the corset that she wore tightly around her waist.  The leather seemed to be made of the same soft leather from her corset as well, although it had somehow been reinforced to make the cuff more rigid when put into place.  She began to wrap the cuff around her left wrist to see how it felt when Amy spoke up.

“Here, allow me.”  She took the cuff from Kim’s hand and gently wrapped it snug around her wrist, pulling the silver buckle through to hold the cuff in place.  Amy then reached over near the box and took one of several small, silver heart-shaped padlocks and slipped it through the buckle of the cuff, thus locking it in place and preventing Kim from removing it without the key.  “The other?” Amy asked, to which Kim obediently obliged, offering up her right wrist so that Amy could apply the second cuff just as securely.

Kim held her wrists up close to the corset and marveled at how coordinated the cuffs matched the corset, saying, “This is really great, Amy.  Thank you…”

“We’re not done yet,” Amy replied with a wink, reaching for one of the ankle cuffs before bending down to secure the cuff around Kim’s ankle.  She proceeded to do the same with the other ankle, and soon the dark-haired woman stood before her not only wearing a tight corset to die for, but also a full set of cuffs to match.

Kim ran her hands once again up and down her leather-clad body, admiring the sharp contrast between her bright red finger and toenails and the black leather cuffs that now encircled her wrists and ankles.  She was clearly aroused beyond belief when Amy broke her trance once again by offering, “You look amazing.  Do you want to lay down and try everything out for a bit?” motioning her hand back towards the leather table that she’d previously only used for support throughout the dressing.

Kim bit her lip gently as she thought for a moment, then decided that she simply couldn’t pass up a moment like this.  She was already nearly bursting with excitement and she had been wondering what the boutique’s table felt like down and personal, so she replied, “Sure – what the heck.  Do your worst!”

Amy laughed, “If you insist – the customer always gets what she wants!”  She helped Kim’s leather-clad figure up onto the table, then allowed her a moment to lay down and stretch out on its leather surface before adding the restraints.  The table was of a size where its victim could actually stretch out both arms and legs spread-eagle without the need for extensions that some other tables utilized, and Kim took advantage of that as she extended her arms as far as she could.  She hadn’t realized just how much restriction the neck corset and shoulder straps did to her arms, but she was finally able to spread herself out nicely and enjoyed the feeling as she laid there flat on the table’s cool surface.

She smiled as she watched Amy draw up cables from the sides of the table and attach them to her cuffs, nudging her gently on the inside of her leg as she hinted that she’d need to spread them even further so that she could secure her ankles as well.  Kim very much enjoyed both perspectives of BDSM and quickly fell into her submissive role as she felt herself stretched out on top of the table, exposing all that she had to Amy despite still wearing her new leather corset.

"Are you ready?" Amy asked her, gazing into the woman’s deep brown eyes.  Kim quietly nodded her approval and as her captor's hand slipped down out of sight beneath the edge of the table, she began to feel the cables that had been locked to her wrist and ankle cuffs tightening, thus stretching her even fuller and pulling her quite securely into the soft and inviting leather of the bondage table.  Kim closed her eyes for a moment and enjoyed the rush as her body was pulled taught against the table, then quickly opened them when she discovered yet another feature of the table that she hadn't noticed before.

Looking straight up, as even her head movement became limited as her bonds tightened, Kim saw that even the ceiling in this dressing room had been covered in mirrors, now displaying the sensuous body of a beautiful, young woman who had been tightly wrapped and bound in leather.  The motors under the table finally stopped and she felt the increasing tension on her arms and legs finally stabilize, although in a meager attempt to tug at her bonds, she found that she wasn't able to move her body in the slightest and that was something that turned her on even further.  She normally opted to assume the dominant role in her own personal life, but for those special occasions when she went the other way, she preferred her bondage to be complete and unyielding – a no doubt extension of her passions for leather and tight fetish wear.  Kim strained her muscles as she vainly attempted any type of movement possible other than her head, but knew that she wouldn't be going anywhere until Amy said so.

Overwhelmed by the sensations, she felt her moistness increase underneath the new leather thong and hoped that it wasn't enough for her saleswoman to notice.

"Now I've just got a few more toys for you, sweetie, and then I'll leave you to enjoy this for a while," Amy reassured her.  The woman sifted through her box of goodies, now out of Kim's range of vision, and eventually produced a mess of straps that Kim could only assume was some sort of gag.  Upon closer inspection as she watched Amy untangle the straps, she saw that it was a ballgag harness with a variety of straps and D-rings to help it stay secure around the wearer's head – within a short matter of time, Amy had sorted out the mess and was holding the bright red ball invitingly to Kim's glossy red lips awaiting her submission.

Kim's face flushed with joy, as she loved more than anything about bondage the feeling she felt as she was made increasingly helpless by all of the various devices, and giving Amy a wink, she opened up her mouth seductively and settled her lips around the ball.  She saw in the mirror above that her lipstick almost perfectly matched the color of the ball, contrasted sharply by the black leather straps that Amy proceeded to weave around her head.  It was difficult with the neck corset for Kim to lift her head more than an inch or two off the surface of the table, but it was just enough for Amy to tighten the straps and secure the gag deeply into Kim's longing mouth.  One strap around the back of her neck, another two that traced her cheekbones up to the bridge of her nose, then split off to encircle the top of her skull, with a final strap tucked just below her chin to ensure that her mouth would remain thoroughly clamped around the ball at all times.  Kim moaned slightly into the gag, enjoying her new position as Amy put the finishing touches on the gag and drove the ball even deeper into her mouth, the leather straps wrapped slightly around her face.

When she was satisfied, Kim then noticed another feature that was overlooked as Amy proceeded to pull yet another cable from underneath the table, this time connecting it to a D-ring that was located between the two straps that crisscrossed right at the top of Kim's head.  Amy tightened this cable by hand, watching Kim's posture straighten even further as her head was secured down to the table, thus also limiting her movement to only the tips of her fingers and toes, and possibly her nose if she strained hard enough.  "This is awesome!" Kim thought as she felt herself hugged by all of the leather straps, unable to move even if she did want to.  Her eyes then darted back to Amy, who had began rustling around in the box again and soon produced a pair of black fabric discs about the size of her hands that she had absolutely no idea what they were.

"Now, you told me to do my worst," Amy teased, "but rest assured, this is still only a small taste!"  Amy reached towards Kim and unbuckled the shoulder straps of her corset, allowing her to flip down the cups of the garment and expose Kim's supple breasts.  Amy smiled as she noticed that Kim's nipples were hard as rocks, but resisted the urge to play with them as she ultimately had something even more sinister in mind.  Taking the black discs that she'd found in the box, she placed one squarely over the center of each breast before flipping the cups back into place and securing the corset’s shoulder straps once again.  Kim gave Amy a puzzled look, who just giggled as she ran a small wire from each pad to a control panel out of sight on the edge of the table.

She laid there restrained and confused until suddenly she gasped as she felt a series of sharp pains across the surface of her left breast.  Her eyes darted over to Amy, who was now laughing, and within a few more seconds, she felt the startling sensations dancing across both of her breasts.  It reminded her somewhat of the pair of vampire gloves that a mistress had used to scratch up her body one night, the feeling of needles coming so close but not actually breaking the skin.  Amy then proceeded to explain that the pads she had placed on Kim's breasts were, in fact, filled with hundreds of tiny needles each, which when plugged into the control box built into the table, could produce sensations anywhere from a mild tingling to something “much more interesting.”  She smiled as she patted Kim's breasts through the corset, giggling as her eyes got real wide and she moaned into her gag.

Amy then left Kim to sweat in her needle-filled torture as she moved to the foot of the table and prepared her final item for the woman.  Kim did her best to gather herself and watched in the mirror above as Amy pulled what appeared to be some sort of boom out from under the table and positioned it between her legs.  The arm was adjustable in a number of places, as Kim watched Amy extend it so that the end was located squarely over her pussy.  It took her only a moment to realize what the item was, and as she watched Amy screw a large ball-shaped head into the end of the arm, Kim knew that the device had to be some sort of vibrator.

The ball must've been six inches in diameter and was large enough to not only touch her clit, but also most of her pussy and the insides of her thighs at their peak.  Kim had a feeling she was in for quite the ride as she watched Amy tighten down the arm at each of its joints after pressing the ball firmly into her sex – she knew that given her current restraints, she was completely helpless to whatever the device had to offer.  Once she had finished, Amy reached underneath the table once more and pressed a series of buttons to turn on the vibrator, and suddenly Kim felt not only a very pleasant vibration on her clit but also a warming heat along the insides of her thighs as well.  As she laid there getting used to the device, she felt the vibration actually seem to trace lines across her clit, down the most intimate areas of her thighs and across the lips of her pussy.  She'd certainly never felt a vibrator like this before ... but after only a few seconds, she definitely wanted one!

Amy came back to the head of the table and explained, "Well, you should be all set!  The vibrator and the breast cups are all controlled by the table together, so you'll feel them sort of work together to keep you going as you lay there.  I've programmed them to give you a nice mix of pleasure and pain, although believe me that this thing can certainly dish out quite the torture sequence when some of the other attachments are used!  But we'll save that for another day..."

With that, Amy bent over and gave Kim a quick kiss on the cheek, saying, "Just relax and enjoy the ride, sweetie – I'll be back later to check on you."  The young blonde then turned and left the room, closing the door behind her with a loud click that seemed to seal Kim's fate. 

As she laid there on her back unable to move a single muscle, Kim took a series of deep breaths while she attempted to take in all of her surroundings.  The warm vibrations between her legs, the tingling waves that gently circled her areolas, the tight embrace of the new leather corset that hugged her every curve – each complimented and enhanced the other sensations as they filled her body.  Her eyes met themselves in the mirror overhead, giving her a very visual reminder of how helpless and vulnerable she really was as they first traced each of the cables from her wrists and ankles off to the corners of the table, then settled on the rubber ball that held her deep red lips open most provocatively.

“Mmmmmm!” she moaned playfully into the gag, knowing that there was no one around to hear her, but enjoying the sounds of her own plea nonetheless.  Kim attempted to thrash against her bonds as best she could, but was humbled and aroused even further as she watched her own figure remain motionless in the mirror – her freshly-painted finger and toenails the only source of movement on the black backdrop.  Still, she fought for a while longer all the same, savoring the unrelenting hold on her body as her mind raced, anticipating one fantasy after another that featured the young woman bound aggressively against her will…

An elusive spy for a powerful organization, she had found herself caught by her arch nemesis and was being sexually tortured to give up a worldly secret which she had discovered.

A slave in medieval times, she was bound and put on display in the town’s square after dishonoring her master.

Having drawn the short straw at her local bondage club’s free-for-all night, she was being subjected to one torture after another by all of the men and women who shared her own kinky desires.

As each of these scenes teased her subconscious, Kim became too distracted to realize that the vibrations around her thighs and the needles on her breasts were becoming all the more intense to the point where eventually her mind envisioned that she was being both ravaged and tortured at the same time.  She begged for the least bit of give in her restraints so that she could buck back at the her invader or wiggle away from the needles that now pierced her poor breasts, but a prisoner she remained as they pushed her without mercy until she was overwhelmed with pleasure.  Her eyes opened wide just in time to see the frantic look on her own face as wave after wave crashed down over her entire body, the girl’s toes clenching as one of the last free outlets that she could still control.

Eventually after what felt like the climax of a lifetime, the sensations faded back to a warm hum just enough to remind her of their presence while she attempted to catch her breath amidst the shallow breaths that the corset allowed.  She saw her skin glistening in the mirror overhead, still held taught by the leather restraints, with the smallest part of a gigantic smile peeking out from behind the tight ballgag between her lips.  As the sensations now gently massaged her most tender of regions as they throbbed from the attention, Kim half-wished that they would ramp up and give her one more ride, but at the same time also knew that she probably would’ve been more than she was able to take.

Catching her own eye in the mirror once more and ogling the strict restraints, she winked at herself thinking, “Right now it doesn’t matter if you think you can take anymore or not, Kim – that’s the beauty of bondage…”

She laid on the table a short while longer, relishing in her helplessly happy position until she finally heard the door to the room open and saw the saleswoman appear looking down at her.  A smile on her face as well, Amy cupped Kim’s soft cheek in her hand and spoke, “Awwww – it looks like somebody had herself a good time!”  She playfully touched the girl on the nose, then walked down to the other end of the table to begin removing her restraints.

As the large ball came to a stop and then was eased away from the girl’s thighs, Kim whined into the ballgag, to which Amy laughingly responded, “I know, I know … but hey, come back and buy something else from me and I’ll let you take her for another spin – that’s how we get you in this business!”

Kim chuckled to herself as Amy returned to her side once again, this time to remove the needle pads from beneath the girl’s corset.  Kim gasped as the pads were pulled from her tender breasts one by one, with Amy responding, “Oooh – they got you good!” once both pads had been removed and the indentations of varying depths were now visible across the girl’s skin.  Attempting to sit up to see the damage for herself, Kim was reminded once again that she was still under the control of another as her head was held fast by the cable at the crown of her head harness.

“Finally, these are the ones that you’ve been waiting for…” Amy smiled as she pressed a button on the side of the table that released the tension in all five of the cables that had been holding her tight against the leather.  Her heart sank just a bit as she felt her wrists move and realized that she was able to stretch on her own again, though she didn’t do much more than bring her arms down to her sides and relax her legs a little while Amy walked around her and detached the cables from each of her cuffs.  As the woman released the cable at her head last, Kim gave the leather-clad goddess in the mirror above one last lustful gaze before Amy helped her to sit up and move to the edge of the table so she could finish removing the restraints.

After unbuckling a magnitude of straps that had since become entangled in the girl’s hair, Amy finally forced the shiny ball out of Kim’s mouth with a pop, ushering a sigh of relief from the girl as she took her first breath through her mouth in what seemed like ages.  “That was incredible – thank you so much…” she gushed as Amy used her keys to remove the small, silver locks that held on the wrist and ankle restraints.  While at her feet, Amy also removed the spike heels from Kim’s feet and set them on the table beside her with the other gear as she stood up.

“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it!” she told Kim.  “We aim to please around here and from the look of that smile, I think we might’ve succeeded this time…”  Kim nodded her head emphatically while massaging her jawbone and taking note of the indentions that the leather straps had left around her face.  “Now let’s get you out of the rest of this stuff and I’ll leave you alone to clean up for a few minutes while I get everything boxed up for you.”

With that, Amy motioned for Kim to stretch out her legs so that the stockings could be removed, then helped her up onto her feet and over to the lacing bar once again to offer her some support while she released the laces that held the immaculately designed corset tightly around the girl’s body.  Kim felt Amy’s fingers first pull at the knot holding the attached collar that had been laced around her throat, then she moved down to the those holding the corset itself.  Soon those laces, too, began to slip and within instants she was feeling relief as the leather gave up its ironclad grip around her torso.

“Whew!” she exclaimed as Amy finally pulled the leather away from her body, both now taking a step back to awe in the visible stress that she had just gone through, from the leather harness marks circling her head to the pin-cushion appearance of her breasts and culminating, of course, with the deep pink lines where the corset itself had dug into her mid-section – the sweetest embrace of them all…

Kim stood there for a moment, staring off into space at her nakedness in the reflection until Amy spoke, “I left a towel over there in the corner with your clothes if you want to take a moment to clean up a bit.  When you’re ready, I’ll be up front with these.”  That said, the blonde woman slipped out the door with all of the leather items piled in her arms, leaving Kim alone with her thoughts.

She stood complacent for a moment, taking a deep breath as she reveled over the wild trip she had just experienced, then came back to Earth with a smile as she began to ponder how to spend the rest of her evening.  Kim toweled herself off and slipped back into the clothes she had worn there, then ran her fingertips wantonly over the leather tabletop one last time before leaving the room to meet Amy back at the receptionist’s desk.  Thanking her again profusely for not only the beautiful corset, but also the boutique’s gift and her special “experience,” the two chatted for a short while before saying goodbye.

As she walked back to her car with her cell phone in one hand and the elegantly-wrapped gift bag in the other, she dialed her best friend Christy’s number…

“Wait ‘til you see what I just bought!”


Kim’s New Toy


It’d been nearly three years since Ryan had seen Kim when he received her email randomly about meeting to catch-up over dinner out of the blue. Although the two had dated quite seriously while they were both in college, they’d drifted apart after graduation and ended up going their separate ways – each diving head first into their new careers and, unbeknownst to the other, also wondering from time to time how things might’ve turned out different had they kept in better touch as their worlds transitioned from student life into adulthood…

Both long overdue for a bit of nostalgia, they agreed to meet up at one of their favorite watering holes near their old campus where many a long night had been spent washing away the stressors of research papers and exams before they would inevitably wander back to Kim’s apartment nearby to finish out the evening in a manner fitting for two drunken college students in love. The food wasn’t very good, but the beer was cheap and the ambiance brought back old memories where before they both knew it, the two had spent the better part of the evening updating the other on the latest in their lives as well as sharing some laughter over stories from their collective past.

When the waitress circled back and was ready to offer up a third round of drinks to accompany their long since eaten burgers, Kim interjected and mentioned that although she didn’t live quite as close to campus anymore, maybe they might continue their reminiscing back at her apartment. Not only had she gotten into wine since they’d graduated and insisted that they could probably do a bit better on drinks at that point, but she also hinted that she had something else that she wanted to show her former boyfriend, and after all that they’d been through on top of three hours of great conservation with his old friend, there was just no way that he was going to pass up an invitation like that!

Back at Kim’s place on the other side of town, Ryan began to settle into place on a couch in her living room while she prepared two glasses of wine when he heard her call out from the other room, “Don’t get too comfortable – there’s something in the other room that I want to show you!”

"What's that?" he replied as he gazed around the room that featured photos and trinkets, some familiar and some foreign to him.

"I got something in the mail the other week that I think you would appreciate," Kim explained as she walked into the room carrying two glasses of wine. "Follow me..."  She winked and smiled warmly as she handed him one of the glasses, then motioned for him to follow her down the hall nonchalantly into what appeared to be her bedroom…

He quickly noted in this particular room that Kim's tastes had changed a bit since they had first met.  Out were many of the trinkets and stuffed animals that had adorned her room during her college days – with only a handful of her favorites clearly relocated to her living room – leaving her private quarters now with more conservative furnishings and framed artwork on the walls, although the many candles, especially around the bed, still remained.  Of course, it was the bed in particular that caught his eye the most, resulting in a flurry of flashbacks as he was reminded fondly of the more sensual aspects of he and Kim’s past. The bed itself was a large, sturdy-looking bed with an iron frame and posts at all four corners – quite possibly the perfect bondage bed – and it didn't help that Kim's color choices for the room were red and black, right down to the deep red satin comforter that covered her place of sleep.

That bed reminded him of many nights that the two had spent entwined in a web of bondage restraints, and he would soon find that it was also the reason why his ex-girlfriend had beckoned him back to her new home to begin with…

“So … I hope I’m not being too forward, and I don’t know if you’re still even into this stuff, but I thought that you might be able to appreciate this…” Kim said with a smile as she reached deep into her closet and pulled out the very special item that she had wanted to show him. From the heavy-duty hanger that she held with both hands hung a black leather straitjacket that must've cost a fortune. "I've been working really hard lately, so I decided that it was time to reward myself!" she boasted, turning the hanger so that he could see the back as well.  "It's got a nice posture collar built in, which I absolutely love, and all of the straps – even around the crotch – are lockable.  Just feel how soft this leather is," she said, holding out the jacket invitingly.

As he stroked the straitjacket admiringly, Ryan glanced up to notice her biting her lip, almost as if she had been anxiously awaiting his reaction to this moment. He caressed the arms and their adorning buckles a bit further before fully realizing the opportunity at hand here, then finally responded, "You certainly still have good taste.  So how does it feel?"  She blushed a bit, then laid the jacket down ever-so-gently on her bed.  Half expecting a storybook-esque "Let me show you..." he was a bit surprised when instead she sat down at her computer nearby and called him over...

"I'll let you judge for yourself – we took these a few nights ago," she explained as a gallery of photos came up on the screen.  Kim gestured for him to sit down at the computer as he gazed at the first picture – one of Kim staring into the camera stark naked.  As he scrolled through the images, he saw Kim getting dressed into one of the hottest outfits he’d ever seen her in, thus enforcing his opinion that women can be more beautiful with clothing on than completely naked.  She rolled fishnet stockings up her legs, followed by a pair of black, high-heeled, knee-high boots that laced up the front ... possibly the same ones she’d been wearing casually that day that he couldn't help but not keep his eyes off of...

As she stood back up, whoever had been taking pictures must've put the camera on a tripod because the pictures continued to progress as a very attractive blonde came out from behind the camera to help lace Kim into a dark red corset piped in the same black leather that matched her boots.  The woman herself was quite attractive as well, though he didn’t recognize her as any of Kim’s female friends that he’d ever met in college. Nonetheless, she was no match for the show that Kim put on as the corset was tightened nearly closed and Kim looked wantonly into the camera.  She smiled as her friend went back behind the camera so that she could follow her over to her makeup table to decorate her face for the evening.

An evening of bondage had always been very much a production to Kim – simply throwing on a pair of handcuffs or some nipple clamps just wouldn't do.  She had always insisted on looking her best before the two played – whether she was the top or the bottom – and as he recalled while watching the images flip by on the screen, the results were always well worth the wait.  As newest photos showed Kim finishing up her lipstick and winking suggestively to her friend, she put her hand on his shoulder and giggled, "I don't pretty up half bad, do I?"

"You can say that again..." Ryan murmured in reply.  It was at this point when he really got the feeling that something other than friendly wine and conversation was going to happen that night when Kim suddenly broke in and interrupted, "Ok – here's where it starts getting good..."

The next photos showed again her friend coming from behind the camera, this time to lock her into her straitjacket.  Apparently they had rigged the camera to take new photos every few seconds, so he watched on the screen as Kim first worked her freshly-painted red fingernails into the sleeves of the jacket, quickly covering her arms and then her entire body as it came up over her shoulders.  The straitjacket that Kim had purchased spared no expense, seen as her friend first ran a zipper up the back of the jacket to hold it in place before tightly securing the many straps around Kim's increasingly helpless body.  As Kim was turned to face the camera so that her friend could secure her arms in the classic bear hug fashion, the nipple flaps were now much more prominent with Kim's breasts underneath and only held back by a pair of zippers.  Ryan remembered Kim being a fan of breast play as much, if not more than he enjoyed nipple play himself … which was saying an awful lot, so he couldn't help but imagine what her friend might eventually do to those supple breasts once Kim was completely helpless.

After buckling Kim's arms into place, the blonde showed an obvious smile towards the camera as it became clear which straps she would be working on next.  Two straps hung between Kim's legs, anxiously waiting to be buckled tight – it was very obvious that both girls were really going to enjoy this part – however before she would tighten the crotch straps into place, the blonde eagerly produced a sizable dildo and a handful of photos later, it had slid between Kim’s lovely folds with ease and strapped into place by the pair of heavy, black leather straps – the final photo in the set simply of two shiny, silver padlocks that hung securely from their hasps against her otherwise bare ass…

* * * * * * * * * *

"So, what did you think?!" Kim asked suggestively as Ryan turned the chair around in her direction.

"What can I say?  I'm jealous!" was all he could manage to reply, wondering intently on just where it all was going.

Biting her lip again, Kim replied laughing, "Well, which one of us are you jealous of – her or me?!"

"Both!  I'd take either one on a rainy day," he laughed, hoping that I hadn't just crossed a line, despite the fact that his ex-girlfriend had just spent the last ten minutes showing him pictures of her latest lesbian bondage adventure!  "I mean, it looks like you guys had a lot of fun..."

"We did," she replied curtly.  "And I don't think there's much chance of rain tonight, but are you in much of a hurry to get home?  I haven't been on the giving side of this thing yet and I wouldn’t mind seeing some of those buckles fastened down from the other side..."

Ryan was speechless at that point, faced with the scenario that had danced through his mind randomly over the last three years … but with a kinky twist that he had a feeling he wouldn’t possibly be able to deny! Some of his best memories with the woman before him now had been the time that they spent exploring their sexualities together and while Kim had clearly continued down that path even after he had made his departure, Ryan hadn’t enjoyed a similar fate and instead had watched his own desires for leather and bondage take a backseat as his more recent dates simply didn’t show the same enthusiasm for sexual restraint as Kim had during their college years.

In his best attempt to keep his cool but also show his interest, Ryan looked up at her and calmly replied, “I suppose I wouldn’t mind taking her for a rest drive … what would you like me to do?”

Kim’s smile grew to a huge grin in response, then laughed and took a step back as her guest stood up before adding, “Well, for starters I think we’re going to have to get you out of those clothes! I think you’ll find that the leather fits much better against bare skin, if you’re really looking for the full effect…”

And it officially began, Ryan thought as he admired the more familiar look on his ex’s face as he somewhat timidly pulled off his t-shirt and tossed it on the chair, then after pausing for a brief moment and catching a glimpse of Kim’s grin, unbuttoned his pants as well and deposited them in the same place. He began to feel a long-since forgotten feeling as he stripped before her – although they did trade off and play both roles from time to time, she always had a way with him when he played the submissive to her dominant, and it was only now that he was beginning to retrace those familiar features – those boots, that smile, a grin that inferred that their get-together that evening hadn’t just been some casual opportunity to catch-up like it had been originally suggested…

“You’re almost there!” Kim laughed seductively as she walked towards him, pointing down at his underwear as all that still remained between him and complete nudity. “Don’t be shy now – you know they have to go if you want to get the full effect. And besides,” she added, placing one hand on his now clearly erect cock as she leaned in close and whispered into his ear, “it’s not like I haven’t seen it before or anything…”

Kim casually traced her fingernails around Ryan’s shoulder as he met her eyes with his own and then nervously reached down to remove his boxers and placed them with the rest of his clothes.

“Good!” she affirmed with a smile as she looked down at his naked figure, then quipped, “Now let’s get you into something a little less comfortable!”

Ryan watched from his place as Kim laid the heavy straitjacket down on her bed, then quickly worked her fingers to unbuckle the numerous straps that ran down the back in thick, latigo leather. Catching himself swallowing hard as he counted the buckles and realized just how secure the jacket would be, he was nearly in a daze as he suddenly realized that Kim was already holding the restraints out in front of him and a moment later, his hands and arms were slipping into the cool, leather sleeves like clockwork.

"Feels nice, doesn't it?" she asked seductively as she moved behind him to begin fastening the buckles that would securely hold him in place.  She was right – the soft leather did feel very nice up against his bare skin, and Kim extenuated the feeling by reaching around his body to straighten out the leather between buckles to ensure the tightest possible fit.

"Just remember, you've got it easy!" she chuckled as she tightened the straps across his back.  "I was tight-laced into a corset before I got strapped into this thing..."

"Yeah, but you looked gorgeous and I'll bet it felt just great," Ryan retorted as he felt himself becoming calm once again with his surroundings, as if nothing had changed between the two of them and this was just another random night of bondage.  "I know you've always had a thing for being bound as tightly as possible – just the clothing itself is a layer of bondage to you!"

"That's true," Kim admitted.  "It's like I just become this sexual being when I do this – I could probably get off on just the looking in the mirror alone after putting on the corset and the boots and all of my makeup, and then to be bound so tightly that I'm absolutely helpless?!  Mmmmm, I'm getting a little excited just thinking about it..." she flirted as the last buckle was cinched just above his hips.

"Well, just let me know if there's anything I can do to help!" Ryan joked, surprising even himself as he looked into the mirror nearby and was taken aback by his newfound predicament.

"Oh, don't you worry about that!" she smirked back with a chuckle.  "Once all of these straps are good and tight, I’ll pretty much be able to do whatever I want with you!”

“Now hug yourself," she ordered, grabbing hold of the leather straps at the end of each sleeve as he brought them around the front of his body.  Kim calmly attached the straps together, then slowly cinched them closer and closer to one another, showing him the true strength of her purchase.  Satisfied for the time being, she turned him around and ran her hands down his bound chest, commenting, "That's a good start, but we've still got a long ways to go!"

*gulp*

With the crotch straps still hanging free between his ex-lover’s legs, his cock now beyond hard, Kim stepped back behind him and took the opportunity to give his bottom a few increasingly hard swats with her hand.  "You always did have a nice ass," she said.  "I used to love the spankings that I could give you that would have you zoning off at work about me for days – so delicious, to be able to instill that kind of lust in someone about receiving pain."  He winced as she gave a few more smacks before returning to the task at hand.

"You know – I just might…" she said trailing off, stopping as she began to tighten the first of the two straps through his crotch. The next thing he knew, Kim had left him standing there bound and half naked while she was rummaging through boxes in her closet until what seemed like twenty minutes, she finally returned triumphantly.

"I knew it was in here somewhere! I’ll bet you remember this…"

The opening of a small jar confused him, but as soon as he heard the snap of the rubber glove, he knew distinctly what that devious woman had in mind.  "We used to have all sorts of fun with this," Kim said seductively, "remember when you used to call me at work, trying to beg me to let you run to the bathroom to take it out without your co-workers figuring out what we were talking about?  I used to touch myself at my own desk after those calls, knowing what kind of a position I had you in.  I'll bet you didn't know that I still had this little guy..."

Of course, the term "little guy" was certainly up for debate, as Kim had found one of her favorite toys from their hay day – a very special butt plug that she had purchased for Ryan on a whim during a long road trip one summer.  While its size wasn't too bad, what made this plug special was the wireless vibrator that it contained.  It wasn't one of those cheap ones that only had a range of 20 feet and sounded like a chainsaw in your pants – this one had been recommended to Kim by a young salesgirl who she had struck up a conversation with and wanted to try and help spice up their cross-country trip.  After explaining to Kim that she could lock it inside of him and not only would it stay silent while vibrating, but it would also continue to vibrate should she go out of range with the remote until either she returned or the batteries died, it was an easy sell despite the high price tag.  That trip, they learned that Kim could still control the vibrations on the opposite side of the largest shopping mall she could find, thus giving her a much more entertaining way of getting his attention that simply calling his cell phone…

"So have you worn one of these things in a while?" she asked as small talk, all the while rubbing anal lubricant into Ryan’s asshole with her gloved fingers.

"Not really," he remarked, recalling the pleasure and pain that they both used to derive from those often not-so-little, rubber plugs…

"Well, don't worry – it's just like riding a bicycle ... one that penetrates you, anyways..." she said as the tip of the butt plug began to enter his most intimate of areas.  Looking at Kim in the mirror as she pushed the plug deeper and deeper into his rectum, Ryan noticed a glow on her face that he hadn't seen in a very long time.  She really was enjoying this, and not just for her own pleasures, either.  As the plug finally narrowed, with the base reaching its limit, Kim chimed up sweetly, "See, that wasn't so bad, was it?"

Knowing that simply putting it in compared nothing to what she could do with it later, Ryan opted to keep his mouth shut as she cinched the crotch straps around the base of the plug, forcing it even deeper into his body.  Satisfied with her work, she stood up and looked over his shoulder at the two of them in the mirror – him hugging himself in leather as she had done nights earlier with her friend, her standing dominantly behind him like the girl next door who had just caught her prey.  She smiled, then kissed him on the cheek, saying, "You look great, but are you ready to kick it up a notch?"

His mind reeled as she went to her closet for more digging, then returned with another large piece of leather in her hands.  She stood in front of him and held out a rather strict-looking discipline hood – a model that he'd certainly never seen before.  The leather hood had a removable gag and blindfold, not to mention several straps running this way and that to ensure the tightest of fits, but what he noticed the most – and what admittedly scared him just a little – was all of the extra padding by the ears, meaning that whoever donned this hood not only gave up sight and speech, but also the ability to hear as well.  It was commonly believed that one’s senses would become more honed and sensitive if others are lost, and this was a headspace that Kim just loved to get off in.  There was nothing like controlling someone's every sense – sight with a blindfold wrapped tightly around their eyes, blocking out all possible light; sound with a pair of headphones like those found in this hood; taste and smell with the intoxicating sensations from having one’s face incased and even their mouth filled with leather; and lastly touch, which is lost to dozens upon dozens of leather restraints.  Kim honestly loved having hers taken away just as much as she loved dominating others, but tonight she was in charge and it gave her a very special power that she hadn't enjoyed in quite a while.

"So how much do you trust me?" she asked, grinning ear to ear.  She stroked the hood lovingly, as if to imply that she would be gentle when it was on his head.  Ryan knew from experience that this wouldn't be the case, and yet somehow it made him want her even more...

There was no turning back now and despite our rocky past, Kim has always been the most responsible bondage partner he'd ever had.  She could be extreme and she loved to push his limits, but somehow he knew that she'd never do anything to seriously hurt him, and so gazing back into her eyes, half in subspace already due to the straitjacket and the butt plug, he spoke, "Completely, Mistress."

The seductress in front of him stepped closer so that she was nearly on top of him, licked her lips, and then wrapped both arms around him as she shoved her tongue deep down his throat.  Everything she did now would be an expression of her power over him, including a porn-worthy kiss that left him feeling somewhat violated as she finally removed her lips from his.

She grinned even bigger and said, "You're amazing," as she retrieved a small box from her nightstand.  She pulled out two small balls of wax and proceeded to place one in each ear, thus taking the first step at removing his senses.  "You'll still be able to hear my voice when I want you to," Kim explained, "but these will cancel out pretty much everything else."  She held her hands over both of his plugged ears and kissed him square on the lips again, then picked up the discipline hood and slipped it over his head.

The leather smelled vaguely like perfume, leading him to believe that either Kim herself or one of her female friends had worn it not too long ago.  Ryan remembered Kim going through a period where she would wear her old hood to bed at night, as she preferred the solitude that it could provide.  On his head, however, it took a much stricter stance as Kim flattened the leather around his face and began lacing it up the back.  He knew that a good hood could be laced so tightly that it makes its wearer forget the rest of his or her bondage, and he felt like this one fit that particular bill even before she began buckling the straps around the hood itself!  Although the blindfold was already in place, Kim had chosen to apply a gag after she had finished lacing – and her choice of a leather penis gag sent him even deeper into submission.  He wished that he could see the look on her face as she tightened that gag into his mouth, commenting how he was even more of a slut than she was.  She had loved making him feel dirty, like a bound woman feels, and Ryan certainly couldn't say that he disliked the experience, either...

After tightening the gag to the point where her ex- almost did gag, she turned her attention to the other straps waiting to encapsulate his head – one across the eyes to further secure the blindfold, and another running from under the chin up to the top of the hood, forcing his mouth even tighter down on the leather penis within.  It was clear that Kim certainly knew how to choose them – such a beautiful hood and Ryan could only dream of what she might've looked like when wearing it with her friend days ago.

The last strap tightened, she patted him on the head and reached for his throat.  Ryan recalled her earlier getting all weak in the knees about the straitjacket's built-in posture collar and felt a similar experience as she raised his chin with two fingers to allow for the collar to surround his neck.  It wasn't so much about the leather itself around one's neck, although that did make an impressive presence also, but more so Kim's turn on was the symbolism of a locking collar marking the dominant's ownership of her slave.  She tightened the collar secure, but not too tight, around his throat, then slipped a padlock through the buckle and closed it with a *snap* that he heard even through his hood.

He didn't know where the key to that padlock was, and at that very moment, he didn't care...

Kim then methodically proceeded down the jacket, tightening its straps to match the sensation that the discipline hood was giving his head.  When she had first tightened them, she was half-playing and didn't exactly know where their games might lead, but now that she had him in her grasp, she had decided that she was going to enjoy it.  She gave his ass a rather hard slap when she tightened the last of the straps at the crotch, then led him by the ring on his collar over to a footstool to sit down.

While she was extremely turned on right now and could've had multiple orgasms simply by humping her leather-clad slave, Kim also strived on the details of her bondage and knew that while his head and upper body were well within her control, she still had a ways to go below the belt.  Fortunately, another light bulk came on and she rushed back to her closet to find more implements of destruction…

One thing Kim and Ryan learned while they were together was that while her figure was a bit smaller than his, her shoe size was nearly identical, meaning that she could "force him" to wear her shoes on a whim.  And while she loved what a nice heel did to her own calf and all the way up, she still felt that he needed to sacrifice as well because he often encouraged her to wear such painful heels.  She first started incorporating them into his bondage like any other restraint, but then moved on to making him wear them outside of their scenes, such as while he was cleaning their apartment.  One road trip, she even pushed the envelope further, wearing some sexy heels out to the car only to announce a few miles down the road that they'd be switching shoes and that he was to wear her pumps until they reached their destination, including through all gas and restroom breaks!  His feet had hurt so bad by the end of the day that he couldn't wait to take them off, but instead Kim had just smiled and informed him that due to the complaining, they wouldn't be coming off until the following morning...

For this evening, however, Kim's mind had jumped to a very special pair of boots that a girlfriend had bought her and proceeded to torture her in – her ballet boots.  The black leather was soft and supple, much like the straitjacket that Ryan was already wearing, however unlike her 4" heels that she had made him wear that night, these boots would prove to be much less forgiving.  The thigh-high boots laced all the way up and boasted nearly an 8" heel, pretty much eliminating any ability to stand up by one’s self, especially when already in the predicament that he found himself in.

Kim indicated for Ryan to extend his right leg out straight, then he felt her sliding the black leather up the lower half of his body.  He'd also worn some of Kim's boots before, but never anything thigh-high so this was a new experience for him.  His foot surprisingly didn't feel too bad as it settled into the bottom of the boot, but then Kim started tightening the laces up his leg and it was then that he began to truly feel the power that the boots had.  His leg muscles tensed as Kim proceeded towards his thigh, to the point where he wasn't sure if he could even bend his knee anymore in its tight, leather prison.  Though he could no longer see the pleasure on her face, Kim smiled as she tied that final bow at the top of the boot nearly ten minutes after starting, recanting that he would definitely be wearing the boots for a while if they had taken her that long to lace!

As she had finished lacing the second boot, however, Kim found herself faced with a problem that many bondage enthusiasts often face.  While the scene was still only developing in her head, she did know that she wanted him on her bed in the immediate future, however after spending the last hour securing Ryan’s immobility, she wasn't about to loosen anything to allow him to climb up himself and she certainly wouldn't be lifting him up on her own.

It was then as she pondered the predicament at hand that Kim heard her apartment door opening, signaling the arrival of her roommate, Christy, and a solution to the situation at hand began to form…

* * * * * * * * * *

“Don’t go anywhere…” Kim smirked as she left Ryan bound and gagged in her bedroom to greet her roommate. After chatting casually for a few minutes about Christy's plans for that evening, they finally came to her own plans and ultimately why she needed her best friend’s assistance…

"Wait – you've got him in your bedroom right now?!" Christy chuckled.  "This is the guy you were telling me about earlier ... the one who got you into bondage in the first place???"

"Yeah, that's him," Kim sighed.  "I don't know – dinner was nice and we had a good time, and so when he came back to chat I thought it might be fun to show him my new straitjacket..."

"Sweetie, you did look hot in that thing the other night!"

"I know!" Kim exclaimed.  "In fact, I showed him the jacket and I could tell that he was getting aroused, so I decided to show him the pictures that we took, too.  He was speechless!"

"So how long is he staying, and more importantly – why are you out here talking to me?!" Christy insisted.

"Well, he's staying as long as I want him to stay.  I actually have him tied up right now, which is why I need your help..."  Kim explained how she had gotten him exactly where she wanted him, but then realized that he was too heavy for her to actually move onto the bed all by herself.

"So you want me to help you move your ex-boyfriend onto the bed, who you just happened to have bound from head-to-toe in black leather in the other room?" Christy summarized with an amused smirk on her face.

"Yeah, that about covers it!" Kim laughed.  "Come on, I'll make it worth your while..."

"I’ll bet you would, too!" Christy professed.  "It's too bad that I already have plans tonight, but if you can keep him around for the weekend, I'd love to join in on the fun, if you don't mind."

"I have a feeling I can probably convince him to stick around for a while…"

"Hell, if you're lucky maybe I'll even tie the two of you together and let you share in all of the nastiness that you're no doubt going to do to him tonight..." Christy offered suggestively, winking at Kim. 

Kim closed her eyes for just a moment, imagining herself wrapped up in her sexiest leather corset and heels, bound face-to-face with her ex-boyfriend while her best friend tortured the two of them mercilessly.  She remembered the two of them submitting together to another woman once when they were together and it had extremely hot.  In fact, it was one of the things that she wished they had done more of while they were together, so this seemed like a great opportunity to make up for some lost time!

…not to mention the fact that while their Mistress that one time had been very cautious and reserved, as the couple had come to her as very much newbies to the scene, she knew in the back of her mind that Christy would be much less relenting on the pair, as they shared many of the same sadistic qualities...

"Come on," interrupted Christy, jolting Kim back out of her daydream, "I wanna see this man of yours!"

Kim lead Christy back into her bedroom where they found Ryan just exactly as Kim had left him, although no doubt sweating just a bit more than before.  The silence was almost deafening from beneath the leather discipline hood, as he had been seemingly lost in space ever since Kim had finished lacing her ballet boots onto his feet.  He had already experienced quite the surreal feeling, being completely helpless just sitting there, but little did he know that Kim and Christy were about to take him yet another level deeper into the rabbit hole…

"You can say whatever you want – he can't hear you unless you’re right next to his head," Kim explained as she motioned towards the tight padding on each side of the discipline hood, nearly salivating herself over the thoroughness of her work.  She was rather proud of what she had done so far and her mind was going at a million miles a minute trying to decide what would be in store for her former lover next.

"So what's the plan, then?" Christy asked.  "After you get him up on the bed, then what?  More restraint, pleasure, torture???"

"Yes!" Kim replied enthusiastically.  "Well, first I want to secure him down to the bed so that he won't be rolling anywhere - I've got lots of locking straps for that.  Then, as much as I'd like to tease him even further, I'm gonna have to get a little of mine because I'm getting damn horny myself!" she giggled.

"Given your handiwork here, I think you're allowed that," Christy snickered.

"But how about I up the ante just a little?  I'll help you get him on the bed and you can fuck him like the sexy, little bitch that you are, and then on goes your chastity belt for the rest of the night.  I’ll take all of your keys with me to the club, so you can do whatever you want with your little boy toy here except release him or pleasure yourself, and in the morning I’ll come home to take possession of my two slaves who will have bound themselves to each other after a night of sexual frustration and longing!"

Kim thought long and hard – Christy's offer was orgasmically tempting, but at the same time she had really wanted to fuck her ex- all night with reckless abandon.

"How about this?" Kim negotiated.  "I wear the chastity belt, but with the vibrator attachment that you can control from your cell phone wherever you are, so you can tease me all night long, but I still get to cum a few times along the way, too…”

Christy eyed Kim for a moment, then finally agreed.  "Ok, then let's get this guy to his final resting place so that you can get to work!  And I told somebody I'd meet them in about an hour, so you'd better be quick about it," Christy threatened playfully.

"Oh, that's not going to be a problem," Kim replied as she took her position on one side of her exes’ leather-clad body.  "How I haven't came already just looking at all of this, I have no idea!" she laughed.

For the first time in maybe as long as half an hour, Ryan felt contact with the outside world once again as he felt a pair of hands reach under his armpits, and a moment later he felt another set of hands under his legs and soon realized that he was being picked up! 

‘Who was this other person?’ he wondered. ‘Was Kim even there anymore, or did something happen to her?!’

Ryan briefly panicked, but it quickly subsided as he landed not long after, realizing that he had just been moved over to Kim’s bed so that he could properly lay down. Soon after, he felt his legs being spread towards what he assumed were the iron posts at the corners of the bed and a moment later, the two pairs of hands began to buckle numerous straps around his legs as Kim and Christy expanded even further on his leather bondage with a pair of bondage leggings that happened to provide a variety of attachment points to ultimately lash him thoroughly down to the bed itself…

Kim then gathered a small pile of locking leather straps from the corner and, with Christy's help, began running them from the multiple D-rings running down both of his legs and the straitjacket itself to fixture points on the side of the bed.  Ryan gasped as he felt the tight leather compress even further - as if his bondage wasn't already stringent enough - as the two girls ratcheted the straps down tight, making him feel like a permanent part of the girl’s bed.

For one final touch, Kim took a short, thin strap and ran it from the D-ring at the top of his hood up to her headboard, then pulled it tight as well.  Between the strap at the top of his head as well as one on either side of his collar, Ryan now couldn't move his head a single inch in any direction.

Fortunately, Kim had a rather comfortable bed to help soothe his position, but deep down he had the feeling that his comfort wasn't exactly at the top of the woman's agenda...

"I don't think he's going anywhere now!" Christy chuckled as they closed the last of the locking hasps on the straps, ensuring that not even the straps would be removed without the approval of the keyholder.  "If you want to get a little relief, I'm going to go get changed…" she said.

As Christy walked out of the room and closed the door behind her, Kim grinned and slipped off her blue jeans, then made little work climbing on the bed, coming to rest straddling her ex-boyfriend’s thigh and taking a distinct delight as the creaking of his leather cocoon echoed through her cozy bedroom.

“I honestly didn’t plan for it to come to all of this when I invited you out for dinner to catch-up,” she confessed, leaning in close so that her lips were close to Ryan’s ear through the layers of leather, “...but I’m really glad that it did!”

Reaching down to take his firmly erect cock in her hand, she began to massage him as she continued, “I’ve been thinking about you a lot recently … about the things that we used to do … about everything that we had. We can talk more about it later, but remember – just like the first time I locked that collar around your neck when we were in college, until it comes off again, you’re mine!”

Kim cackled as she watched her ex-boyfriend squirm in vain beneath her, then as she glanced over at the clock and realized that Christy would be back soon, she quickly reached to grab a condom from the drawer of her nightstand and within a matter of seconds, he was inside her, her cries erupting through the entire apartment and bringing smiles both to Christy in her own bedroom and even Ryan as his lips stretched out wide around his leather gag.

His touch was a sensation that she had missed for years on a number of levels, and it didn’t take long as she ground her hips aggressively against his bound figure for her to collapse in a mind-blowing climax over his leather-bound figure.

“Well, that didn’t take long…” she soon heard Christy say over her shoulder, Ryan’s cock still inside of her as she lay relaxed trying to catch her breath.

“Is it time already?!” Kim protested as she looked up at her friend, who was now fit to go dancing in a short skirt and high heels, save for the steel chastity belt for her roommate that she held in her hands.

“Sure is!” Christy replied with a snicker. “Here – put this on … I’ve got to get going. You can insert his plug and get him off … if you want … after I’m gone…”

Kim sighed and reluctantly reached down to pull Ryan’s still-erect cock from her soaking wet pussy, eliciting a second set of protests from him as she left him hanging to take the belt from her friend’s hands.

“I’m going to regret this, aren’t I?” she asked Christy, sticking out her tongue as she slipped the steel band around her hips, then guided the long, phallus-shaped vibrating attachment easily between her legs, taking advantage of the excitement that she had been building over the last couple of hours.

“Just remember,” Christy warned as she slipped the small, silver padlock around the hasp at her roommate’s waist and unceremoniously clicked it shut, “you’d better enjoy yourselves tonight because I’m going to put the both of you through your paces tomorrow!”

“Yes, ma’am…” Kim recited as she got used to the attachment invading her privates, casually dropping to her knees and bringing her lips to the toes of Christy’s scarlet stilettos before rising back up to embrace and give her a more intimate kiss goodbye.

A moment later, Kim felt a *buzz* as the vibrator came to life between her legs while she was still entwined with her friend, who savored her aroused state a moment longer before pulling away and taunting her, “Have fun!” as she backed out the door.

Dancing up to the head of the bed while her privates tingled just enough to wet her juices, Kim leaned over to Ryan’s bound head and whispered seductively, “I hope you don’t have anywhere to be this weekend … because I just committed us to a weekend of serving my roommate together.”

“You saw her in the photos … I think you’ll like her … she’s a great kisser, and she knows how to tease and torment the fuck out of someone like it’s nobody’s business…”

“I’m wearing a vibrator that she can control from her phone wherever she’s at, so my orgasms right now belong to her … kind of like how your orgasms right now belong to me!”

“Of course, I’m a generous girl,” she continued to taunt as she caressed his leather figure from head to chest, “so I think a little release for you is in order about now…”

Climbing back onto the bed, Kim straddled her lover with her belted pussy only inches from the air holes that led into his hood, leaning forward to nonchalantly roll the condom off of his still erect cock and bobbing her head down on it in one fell swoop. She smiled as she heard him groan with delight, and just as she began a steady rhythm that she knew from memory would bring him quickly to orgasm, she felt the vibrator inside her own intimates come alive and almost instantly spark her towards another orgasm, her enthusiasm and vigor on top of him also pushing Ryan over the edge as he exploded violently inside of his ex-girlfriend’s mouth, the both of them wiggling again his heavy bondage until collapsed in a heap together where they were.

Finally lifting herself up and turning around so that she could cuddle with his bound form, she leaned in and told her friend through his bondage, “This is going to be fun!” and laughed as he struggled in vain to nod his head back at her.

“I’ve missed you…” she purred as she traced her fingers around the seams of the leather, knowing all too well the sensations that they would be transmitting to their wearer within. Wandering down to the straitjacket’s nipple flaps, she carefully tore each of them off and set them beside her on the bed, continuing as she began to toy with his nipples playfully, “You used to love it when I played with your nipples! Who plays with your nipples now???”

Sliding her leg up over his as she rolled her body on top of him, Kim then brought one of his nipples to her lips and began biting at it with her teeth while she dug her nails in with her other hand.

“Mmmmmm…” she began to purr as the vibrator came alive, though quite faint, within her once again, leading her to slowly grind herself against his leather-clad leg as she offered him up a proposition that he was in no position to refuse…

“I’ll make you a deal,” she said dreamily, casually nibbling on his nipple while the vibrations below gently teased her. “For every time that I get to cum, you get to cum, too. While we wait, I’ll just have to do lots of this…” The girl then laughed through her teeth as she bit down hard, causing Ryan to cry out and struggle against her as he winced in pain.

“Ooooh – that felt kind of nice!” she exclaimed as she rode the boy like a horny cowgirl. “If this belt doesn’t get me off, I’m sure enough of that would do the trick!”

Kim teased Ryan with her fingernails and teeth for the next ten minutes, knowing that if it hadn’t been for the belt, her vibrator would’ve slipped out of her long ago, until finally she estimated that Christy had reached her destination and upped her voltage before making her way into the club where she was to meet her friend.

Bursting out in joy as the sensations overwhelmed her once again, Kim grabbed hold of the ring in the middle of Ryan’s collar and pulled against him with all of her might as she humped his leg as if her life depended on it. The entire bed shook as she screamed against her second orgasm of the night, overwhelmed with the love of her life bound beneath her, everything around her at that very moment surrounding her with sex in all of the very best ways.

In total she counted 14 that night before Kim eventually collapsed from sheer exhaustion, curling up as best she count around Ryan’s still-bound form, wishing that she hadn’t given his keys to Christy so that the two could enjoy a well-deserved cuddle. Running her fingers gently over his body as they both lay there quietly, she had so much that she wanted to talk to him about … it felt like their little dinner may have very well been the start of something much bigger after all…

But that would all have to wait until later, she knew, as her alarm clock counted down the hours until morning, when she had already begun to plan her own bondage in anticipation for her roommate’s return. Gagged on his cock with a strap around the back of her head, she would be laying on top of him, pricker pads over his nipples as well as inside of her corset to add a touch of spice. That would also position her crotch directly over his head, hopefully offering up her old friend a scent of just how much she’d been enjoying their time together thus far!

She knew that she had to get her bondage extra tight, else she’d be paying for it later once Christy returned home to find her new toys.

Their sadist ballet made her feel all warm and tingly inside as she savored the familiar comfort of being in Ryan’s presence, and then just as they were both about to drift off to sleep together, Kim squealed as she felt her vibrator instantly skyrocket from low to its highest setting once more…
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