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My heart sank as I listened to the voicemail that my recently ex-girlfriend had left on my phone…

“Hey – I just realized that I have a couple of your things that I forgot to bring over when I got my stuff the other night. I’ll meet you at your place after work and drop them off…”

I still couldn’t believe that it was over. Anna and I had dated for nearly a year and I absolutely loved that girl to death, but in the last couple of months she slowly started drifting farther away until finally declaring last weekend that she wanted to see other people.

I didn’t dare to ask, but there was a part of me that wondered if she had already started with that concept herself. Strangely enough, the sex between us had only gotten better more recently – or at least the sexual tension did. We had both come to the table with quite an interest in kink and over time Anna had proven herself to be quite the tease, and in the most recent months her intensity had seemed to grow exponentially, so maybe it was because there was more venom behind her humiliations than I thought was actually real … I don’t know.

What I did know was that it was going to be another very long day, and I wasn’t quite sure yet if I was excited or even more depressed in knowing that I would be seeing her one last time at the end of it…

* * * * * * * * * *

She looked amazing when I opened the door, just as I knew she would. From the beaming smile on her face, you’d have never guessed that she had just broken up with her boyfriend … that glossy, pink smile seemed to make it even worse, to see that she was in fact very happy without me.

Inviting her to step inside for a minute, I did my best to conceal my depressed state, though Anna had always been quite astute at reading me and could see right through the thinly veiled smile. She set the box down on my dining room table and quickly pointed out a few of the things that she had found at her apartment – my favorite t-shirt, some CDs, my toothbrush and other toiletries from when I would spend the night. Truth be told, at that very moment I think I would’ve rather had her just throw them all in the river than force me to endure seeing her again, even though admittedly I did really like that shirt…

She had already cleared out all of her things a few days prior, so there wasn’t much to say after that. We made small talk for a short while and she told me about the latest drama at her job, until a grueling 10 minutes later she finally gave me a hug and a soft kiss on the cheek and we said goodbye.

It should’ve ended at that very moment, but as she turned and walked towards the door, her patent heels clicking against the tile floor as my eyes locked onto that pencil skirt that was just tight enough to ride the line of business appropriate, something came over me and I couldn’t help but blurt out the question that’d been plaguing my mind at all hours of the day for the last week.

“Were you cheating on me?”

She stopped, stood silently there for a moment, then simply replied, “Yes” in a soft voice, a few seconds later adding, “…it was only for the sex, though…” before finally looking over her shoulder to see my reaction from her words.

I was frozen, and my eyes instinctively dropped to her feet as Anna looked back at me with the faintest of smiles across her lips.

“That actually reminds me…” I heard her murmur as she walked back over to the table and set her purse down, then began rummaging through the expensive leather handbag that I had bought her until she produced something that I’d honestly forgotten she even had – a key ring with a pair of small, padlock keys that she had acquired much earlier in our relationship…

“So you probably want these back!” she giggled as she jingled the keys in front of me, amusing herself as she recalled all of the memories of her keeping me locked in the steel chastity cage that she had purchased for me on a whim one day when she first discovered the allure of keeping her man firmly locked up in chastity. It had quickly become one of our favorite pastimes and Anna was an expert cock tease, and even then as she stood in front of me, the grin on her lips reminded me that she still knew all too well what she was capable of reducing me to while she had me locked up in that cage.

My eyes darted briefly up at the keys, then over to Anna’s eyes before looking past her at the wall again with a small sigh. After a few seconds passed and I hadn’t yet taken them from her hand, my ex-girlfriend took a step in closer and unexpectedly grabbed at my crotch while asking provocatively, “What – you aren’t wearing it right now, are you?!”

“Wouldn’t that be rich,” she laughed. “Being locked up in chastity by your ex-girlfriend! And you thought that I could be cruel about keeping you locked up before!”

As she continued her awkward grasp on my cock through my pants, despite all of the other emotions that filled my head, it was nonetheless impossible to hide the impact that her words had on me as I stood quietly before her…

Anna chuckled under her breath as she felt my erection slowly growing in her one hand as the keys still jingled softly in the other.

“Leave it to you to be turned on by something like that…”

After what seemed like an eternity, I finally mustered up the strength to reach up and take the padlock keys from her hand, but just as I did, she pulled them away and smiled at me, this time much less menacingly than before.

“Look – I know that this is hard,” she told me as I gazed into her warm glow, “so how about this… You always liked taking me shopping – I know that you enjoyed it just as much as I did. So why don’t you go put it on and then we’ll go have some fun for a few hours, one last time for old time’s sake?”

I took a deep breath, part of me already knowing that it was in my best interests to politely decline so that I could just continue with my grieving process and work towards my new life without her … but as my eyes wandered the room, continually glancing back at Anna in her full glory, her smile seeming to grow just a little bit bigger each time that I checked, I was helpless to resist and she knew it. I also knew that I would probably regret it the next day when I was missing her all the worse, but there in the heat of the moment, the only word that I could muster up was a simple, “Ok.”

“Excellent!” Anna quipped back with a big grin. “So I guess I’ll be keeping these a bit longer…” she laughed as she dropped the keys back into her purse. “Now let’s get you locked up so that we can get going – the mall is only open for a couple more hours!”

After watching me disappear into my bedroom to retrieve the velvet pouch from my nightstand that contained the heavy, steel belt, Anna followed me into the bathroom nonchalantly and removed the device from its bag while I quickly relieved myself as she waited. She wasted no time jumping into action once I stood up, expertly fitting the locking ring first behind my cock and balls, and then slipping the cage around the length of my shaft and bringing the two tight together before I even had time to react.

“Still just as tiny as ever, I see…” she began her tease as she then looped the silver padlock through the hasp and snapped it closed with an unceremonious click. “I’d forgotten just how much smaller that thing is than the cocks that I’ve been having lately.”

As she stood up and gestured for me to pull my pants back up, she winked and added, “Yep, that’s how it’s going to be now – better get used to it…” as she turned and walked out of the bathroom with me in tow. I felt a lump building in my throat as I considered the gravity of her words – while Anna had certainly never been shy before about making such remarks to incorporate a bit of humiliation play into our games while she had kept me locked up in the past, this time it felt very different, perhaps because for the first time it no longer felt like just a game…

After grabbing her purse off the table, Anna paused and looked me over with a playful grin on her face that seemed to have a new hint of something that I hadn’t seen in her before. I could tell that she already knew the effect that she was having on me as I drifted back into that comforting subspace that helped me to forget a bit about our breakup, and just like in the old days, with a smile she made quick work to take advantage of my emotions in an effort to push me down even a little bit further beneath her.

“Before we go,” she chimed joyfully, “I think we need to do a little something just so that we both remember who’s in charge here…” Pointing down at the floor, she then ordered, “One kiss on each shoe, and don’t touch my feet…”

A moment later, adding, “You’re not allowed to touch me anymore – don’t forget that.”

The look in her eyes as she spoke the words gave me a shiver down my spine as I saw that she was enjoying her new position of power over me more than ever. At this point she had no reason to be gentle with me anymore, and it was rapidly becoming clear that she knew it, too. Sure, I could’ve protested and called the whole thing off, but there would’ve been nothing stopping her then from walking out the door with my keys still in her purse, and even when we were together, she had been quick to point out that taking a hacksaw to my cage would’ve been a very unwise move.

…that’s why she had selected that particular model, because she knew that eventually plastic could be broken, but steel – not so much…

As I got down on my knees and slowly brought my lips to my ex-girlfriend’s shiny, black oxfords, emotions flooded back as I was overwhelmed by the countless times that I had done that very act throughout the course of our relationship. I felt her glaring down at me just like she always did, and as I gently kissed the toe of each shoe, taking special care to avoid coming into contact with her skin, per her new directive, I felt that sense of ownership peaking once again as I gave myself over to this woman that I still was very much in love with, regardless of however she actually felt about me.

Standing back up, my head hung a little lower than usual as I kept my eyes locked on those shoes. At that very moment, I didn’t know what Anna was going to do to me, and at that very moment, I honestly didn’t care. I just wanted to serve her, in any capacity that she would have me, even if it meant a new level of humiliation that until just now had only seemed like playful banter.

Now each threat and each jeer had a frightening, new barb attached that left me questioning what was real and what was being made up for a quick thrill. For all I knew, every word out of her mouth was completely true, and yet despite everything that I’d been through the last couple of days, somehow that new sense of torture actually felt kind of nice…

* * * * * * * * * *

“Same rules apply as always,” Anna announced as she sped down the highway towards her favorite mall while I sat quietly in the passenger seat. “No speaking unless you are spoken to, keep your eyes on my feet at all times, and while we’re at it, let’s have you keep three steps behind me whenever we’re walking – wouldn’t want to give anyone the idea that we’re actually together!” she laughed, glancing over at me with a grin.

It was all I could do simply to nod in approval as my mind raced between submission and romance and wondering if this all meant that I still had a chance with this radiantly cruel woman.

“So, are you going to give me a spending limit tonight?” she interrupted my thoughts with her own amusements, referring to the many times that we’d extended our playtime to the mall where, as her submissive, my task had been simply to walk behind her and purchase anything that she desired. We both made decent money, so it was more the principal of the dynamic – I loved the idea of her financially dominating me by making me buy her all sorts of sexy clothes and shoes, and in turn she enjoyed the new dynamic that it already added to my service underneath her.

Looking over at her for a moment, I sheepishly shook my head, “No…” to which she instantly lit up and quipped back, “Oooh – risky move! Will the ex-girlfriend feel sympathy on you, or will she use this as an opportunity to take you for everything you’ve got?!”

My heart felt like it could beat clear out of my chest as I continued to second-guess what I had gotten myself into, and yet as I felt my manhood strain against the resolute cage that hung between my legs, I’d never been more turned on in my entire life…

* * * * * * * * * *

“I kind of want to get some new boots,” Anna told me with a sly grin as she pulled into a parking spot outside of the upscale shopping mall. “Something tall, and sexy! I hear that men love a girl in boots this time of year…”

“Oh, that’s right – you’ve got a bit of a boot fetish, too, don’t you, honey???” she gloated as I obediently followed her through the parking lot towards the front door. Turning to me as I held the door for her, she added with a malicious grin, “Of course, these boots aren’t for you.”

I quickly found myself mesmerized as I walked behind Anna through the mall, focusing in on the individual click of each of her heels as she strutted her way to her favorite department store that had supplied us with many, many pairs of shoes and boots for her on similar shopping trips in the past. Not once did she look back to check that I was still behind her as we walked, though once we finally arrived at the store, she did drop her purse into my hands with a single motion as she instructed me, “Hold my purse…” before disappearing into the store.

I continued slowly behind, occasionally glancing down at the shiny, patent leather handbag that I had specifically bought for her at that very store because I thought that it had looked very sexy, but now I found myself carrying it around for the same woman with an entirely different connotation altogether. My mind briefly entertained the notion that the keys to my belt were in there somewhere, although when I finally caught up with Anna amid several racks of gorgeous, yet expensive leather boots, the first words out of her mouth were, “I’m not stupid! They’re not in there, so don’t even think about it…”

Noticing that my eyes couldn’t help but wander up the massive racks of my favorite ladies footwear, my ex looked over as she was examining a pair of brown leather riding boots and casually asked, “So … which ones do you like the best?”

Overwhelmed by the abundance of boots on top of everything else that was going on, I took a few moments to get my bearings before looking over the rack several times and finally focusing in on a pair of black knee boots with buckles at the top. “Those, I think…” I told her as I pointed to the boots before dropping my eyes back down to the floor.

She picked up the boots that I had selected after putting the riding boots back in their place, taking her time running her fingers over the smooth leather and admiring the provocative buckles before flipping up the bottom and learning of their price…

“These are really sexy boots,” she commented as her eyes darted over to mine and then back at the leather in her hands. “I could wear these to work under a pair of dress pants, out at night with a cute dress or skirt…” As I then looked up at her again as she held the boot out to show me the $399 price sticker that it carried, the playful grin that accompanied the footwear did its job to the tee and it was all I could do to simply nod, “Ok,” to give her the approval that she desired.

“Wonderful!” she cheered happily as she handed me the boot before prompting me, “Now go find these in my size – I’ll be over there waiting…”

The new $400 boot in one hand and her purse sheepishly in the other, I made quick work to find one of the salesgirls and asked her to bring out a pair of the attractive, black boots in Anna’s size. I wandered back over to where my ex-girlfriend had taken a seat while the salesgirl searched in the back room, and as she finally approached with the large, glossy box, the boots were handed off to me just in time for Anna to interrupt…

“Here they are – so just let me know if you need anything else, you two…” the girl spoke as she began to back away before Anna spoke up.

“Actually, we’re not together – so do you think that you could help me try these on please?”

“Why certainly! My mistake…” the girl apologized before opening the box that I held in my arms, the scent of new leather barraging my senses as she took the first of the heeled boots and knelt down in front of my former girlfriend. The two made light chatter while the woman unlaced and slipped off Anna’s heels and then exchanged them for the tall, leather boots, seemingly enjoying her time as she zipped and buckled each boot up her leg as if I wasn’t even there.

“These look absolutely gorgeous on you!” the girl gushed as she finished buckling the second boot and Anna stood up to try walking on them.

“They do, don’t they…” Anna purred as she admired the firm leather that traced up her calves. “I’m kind of trying a new look, so I’m hoping that these beauties will help me to turn some heads!” she elaborated as the two girls giggled about her new footwear.

“Well, I don’t think that’s going to be a problem!” I just barely overhead as the two slipped off around the corner. “Men love a girl in leather, and this season it’s going to be really hot!”

“Come see,” she prompted as she guided her over to a nearby mirror and turned her around. “These boots do wonders for your ass! Sure, you could wear them with a pair of jeans or whatever, but wear them with a skirt – even a little shorter than the one you’re wearing now – and you won’t be disappointed with the results!”

“I’ve actually got this little black dress at home,” Anna cooed as she admired what the new heels did for her own backside herself, “and I think it’s going to look very nice with these…”

“By the way,” the girl interjected in little more than a whisper, “sorry again about that mix up back there. I saw him carrying your purse, so I just assumed…”

“No no, that’s ok,” my ex replied with a grin, “he’s actually my ex, so you weren’t entirely wrong! We actually just broke up last week, but he sort of … owes me … so tonight I’m collecting!”

Anna pointed down to the sexy, new boots on her feet and both of the girls giggled as they glanced over at me quietly waiting with the box from the boots still in my hands and Anna’s purse balanced carefully underneath.

“So – how much does he ‘owe you’?” the salesgirl asked with a raised eyebrow as she spotted the opportunity to boost her commission that night.

“I guess that all depends…” Anna countered coyly, “…what do you have in mind???”

“Well, we have some new leather coats that just came in that would look fantastic with those boots … if you’re into the whole leather thing…”

“Go on…” Anna smiled widely as she ushered for me to follow as the salesgirl led her to the new coats, and then to several other areas of the store as well. By the time we were done, she had racked up a bill of nearly $1,500, not only the boots, but also a stunning, leather coat and a matching handbag because she cited that the patent leather just didn’t go with the matte leather of her new coat and boots…

She opted to wear the boots out of the store, prompting the salesgirl to put her old shoes in a box for me to carry along with her other purchases. After we walked out of the department store, Anna turned to me and asked me rhetorically, “So, do you like my new boots???”

“At least when you walk behind me, you’ll get to appreciate them from afar because, well, I think it should go without saying at this point, but…”

She leaned in close to where I could almost taste the strawberry lip gloss on her lips.

“You’ll never get to touch these boots! All of that time that you used to spend licking and caressing my other boots? This pair is just for me … and whatever new boot slut I find to entertain me!”

“So enjoy the view from back there – they feel wonderful, but you’re just going to have to take my word for it…”

* * * * * * * * * *

“Let’s go in here next…”

After walking a couple of sections down, the next store to catch Anna’s eye was one that made me groan even more than the first. As we walked into the lingerie store, me keeping my distance despite still having to carry her shopping bags from the previous store. My eyes couldn’t stop staring at the new boots on her feet, not only because that was my directive, but even more so as her words haunted my thoughts about being denied anything more than a simple glance.

Anna was the queen of tease and denial, but now that we weren’t together took everything that fell from her lips and amplified it a thousand times and made me want her all the more. I would’ve given nearly anything at that point to drop to my knees and worship her new boots right there at the entrance to the lingerie store, and yet her underlying message rung home even more and made my suffering all the more sweet – she didn’t need anything from me anymore, so she held every last one of the cards and every chance that she saw to twist the screw another turn, she was doing with a Cheshire grin on her face…

Surrounded by a plethora of skimpy bras and panty sets and more, I could only imagine what was going through my ex-girlfriend’s head as she excitedly wandered through the store, seeming to take a little more time examining each of the displays that she passed as she knew that consequently, my eyes fell plainly on her. Soon another sales associate came to her assistance, and as she guided her through the store, I felt my penis throb inside its cage as Anna narrated the scene like the back of her hand…

“I was thinking about something sexy to go with my new boots,” she told the clerk with a giggle as she proudly pointed out her new footwear. “I guess you could say that I kind of have a thing for attracting guys with boot fetishes, so a little something extra to surprise them with might be kind of fun!”

“Maybe something sheer…”

“Oooh – maybe even something crotchless … for easy access, right?!”

After working with the salesgirl to amass a small collection of hangers, Anna eventually made her way back over to the area of the store where I stood and playfully informed me, “Ok – your turn again!” 

“The funny thing is,” Anna lowered her voice as she leaned in closer to me, “that you’ve already been buying me lingerie to wear for other men and you didn’t even know it!”

I gulped as my mind was riddled with the quandary of just how long this woman had actually been cheating on me, but I knew that I dared not ask her, especially in the heat of all that was transpiring that evening…

As I scanned the racks of unmentionables as I’d done so many times for Anna in the past, I couldn’t help but gravitate to the pairs that turned me on the most, all the time knowing damn well that she had no intention of letting me see her in any of them, even as I ached in the cage of her own making. Each matching set I imagined against her smooth skin sent goose bumps down my own, with each seeming a little racier than the one before.

When all was said and done, I pointed out three different items that had piqued my interests – a skimpy, red and black chemise lined in crushed velvet, a fancy, embroidered bra & panty set in her favorite colors – purple and black, and a surprising find for a mall lingerie store - a deep blue satin corset with actual boning and edging in leather … not as nice as some of the corsets that I had custom-ordered for Anna during our time together, but it certainly caught my eye and brought back some specific memories just the same…

“You and your leather…” she chuckled under her breath as she found her sizes in each of the items that I had selected and piled them up along with several other items that she had picked out as well. When I was finally holding what was no doubt several hundred dollars worth of lingerie for her, Anna finally led me up to the cashier to checkout where, as the girl began taking each item off of its hanger and placing them delicately into separate gift boxes, she asked Anna if she had wanted to try anything on first to make sure that they fit.

Though first shrugging it off, I watched as the gears in my ex’s mind began to spin until finally she piped up, “Actually, I wouldn’t mind trying on that corset real quick, if you would be able to help lace me into it!”

“Why of course!” the blonde behind the counter bubbled back. Taking the hanger holding the satin and leather garment from the pile, she held it up to examine it, then looked back quickly through the remainder before asking, “Did you know that there’s more to this set than just the corset???”

Anna turned to me with a grin and a raised eyebrow and replied, “I did not! Well, we’ll have to try the whole set then, of course…”

“Great!” the girl exclaimed as she guided Anna back through the store to the corset display where I heard her point out not only the matching panties for the corset that I had overlooked, but also the optional garters, which implored her to pick out a pair of sexy, back-seamed stockings to go along with it as well. Anna just winked at me as she then followed the girl back to the changing area before they both disappeared into one of the rooms with the striking new outfit for her to try on.

About ten minutes had passed before I finally saw the sales girl reappear, but not my ex-girlfriend. Taking her place again behind the cash register as she resumed boxing the rest of Anna’s new lingerie, she said to me in a lowered voice, “We’re normally not supposed to do this, but I’m the only one here … she wants to see you in the dressing room…”

I was shocked as I heard the words while she pointed back and gestured that I would find her in room #2. After asking if it would be ok if I left the other bags from our last stop there with her, I quickly proceeded back into the changing area where I eagerly opened the door to find Anna the hottest that I’d ever seen her.

Maybe it was the forbidden touch mandate that did it, but when I saw the curves that the tight satin had accentuated around her hips and midsection as the corset put her breasts on full display and tucked everything else in nice and sweet, coupled with the long, dark stockings tracing their way up her legs from inside of her new boots to the multitude of garters that hung awaiting from the corset … I was blown away, and then when she twirled for me to show off her tightly cinched laces in the back and how the garters served to frame her nearly perfect ass … “Wow” was all that came to mind.

Without saying a word, Anna called me close with a single finger, and although I would’ve given just about anything to drop to my knees at that very moment, even with the sales girl not far away, I soon learned all too well that Anna had something very different in mind instead…

“You like what you see?” she purred with a beaming smile as she reached out and grabbed my bound crotch with one hand while she traced along her own body with the other. It was all that I could do to nod profusely as I could smell her sweet perfume drifting in my direction through her penetrating gaze.

Shifting her body within an inch of mine, she brought her lips close to my ear and whispered, “I’ll bet you’d do anything to touch me right now, wouldn’t you?!”

“To crawl down between my legs…”

“To have my stocking-clad thighs clamped around your ears, my new high heeled boots digging into your back…”

“Well, the reason why I called you in here,” she purred seductively while I hung on her every word, “is because … this image is going to haunt you. Later on when you’re home by yourself, or two months from now when you still can’t get me off of your mind … you’ll be laying there with your dick as hard as can be and all you’ll be able to think about will be me and how amazing I looked in this lingerie that you bought me and how you never got to enjoy anything but the slightest glimpse of me in it!”

She giggled as she watched me groan while my heart raced, just knowing what she was doing to me inside of my chastity prison.

“Oh, I’m sure that someone is going to have fun with this outfit,” she continued without mercy. “Who knows, maybe I’ll even go out tonight and see who I can find to help me out of it … but it won’t be you…”

I couldn’t look away from her piercing eyes as she taunted me at my weakest moment, all with a glowing smile on her lips that I would’ve killed for just to have one last taste.

After releasing my cage and admiring herself in the mirror a bit more from all angles, she called over her shoulder casually to me as I still stood jaw a-gap, staring at her breathtaking figure, “Alright, show’s over – now be a sweetheart and go ask the girl to come in and unlace me. This is definitely going to be one that gets some use!”

As I walked back out of the changing room, I heard her laugh, “If there’s one thing that I’m going to miss, it’s sure going to be your taste in kinky lingerie!”

“Well, that and your credit card to pay for it all…”

I stood just outside the door for what felt like an eternity, overwhelmed by what had just taken place as I already found the leather and lace-clad view of my beautiful ex-girlfriend burned vividly into my brain. While I worked to compose myself, the cashier actually came around the corner holding a couple of hangers in one hand and also one of the shopping bags that I had been carrying from our prior stop, saw me, and inquired, “Oh, are you done now? I wanted to show her a couple more things before she gets undressed…”

I simply nodded and bit my lip as the girl stepped around me and entered the changing room without missing a beat. I first heard the two talking about Anna’s current ensemble, and Anna especially raving at just how perfect she found it, but before long the sales girl had changed the topic to the other items that she had brought in to show her, which I had noticed happened to be a shimmery, blue blouse that seemed to match the same shade of the satin corset that she was currently wearing, along with a slim, black skirt made out of fine leather.

“I hope you don’t mind me being nosy, but I couldn’t help but notice your affinity towards leather, and after seeing you in the boots and this corset, and then I noticed your new coat in this bag … the gears in my mind started working and I called over to our sister store at the other end of the mall that I remembered seeing these in that I thought would go just perfect to complete this sexy, new look of yours!”

“This is gorgeous … can I try it on and see how it all looks together?!”

“That looks really sharp – the leather is super sexy, but also sophisticated. Let’s try your new coat on overtop…”

“Wow – if your man is that into leather, he’s going to be very happy when he sees you in this!”

“Well, somebody’s going to be very happy…”

“I love it! Can I wear it all out of the store, and charge it here along with the rest of my purchases???”

“Absolutely!”

A few moments later, the door opened and out walked the sales girl first, carrying the bag now containing the rest of my ex-girlfriend’s clothes that had since been replaced, and then Anna herself, looking simply unbelievable in her new ensemble that I wanted nothing but to touch. The skirt was tight and hung halfway down her knees, just above the lines of her stockings with her garters faintly visible through the leather; the jacket hung gracefully around her body, pulled in at her waist, but allowing a full view of her new outfit as she left it unbuttoned down the front.

She even took the opportunity while I was paying for it all to swap her old purse out for the new studded leather handbag that I’d bought for her to match the rest of the set.

The total at this store, with the designer skirt and blouse, came to nearly $700, and yet I didn’t even blink an eye.

How could I when they were so absolutely fixated on her?

As we walked out of the store, me once again carrying all of her new bags while she walked a few steps ahead of me, giggling because she knew exactly what she was doing to me as I marched faithfully behind her, she turned her head back and asked with a coy look, “So, what else do you want to buy me???”

* * * * * * * * * *

“Just one last stop before we leave…” as we walked to the store known for selling bath salts and lotions and other womanly scents of all kinds. “I’ll even pay for it myself,” she added, apparently feeling the smallest hint of sympathy in knowing that she’d bilked her ex-boyfriend into spending over two thousand dollars on her just because he couldn’t let her go…

In truth, the money didn’t even matter – lord knows that I’ve spent more on her than that during our time together – but I couldn’t deny that at that moment I was more than willing to keep my checkbook open as long as it took to make our cruel, little game press on.

As I followed her into the scent store, she quickly made a bee-line for the shelf containing her signature fragrance, Aime Moi – it was the only thing that she wore and something that I quickly had grown fond of even on our first date together almost a year ago.

“Just stocking up!” she said with a wink as she dropped a couple of lotions and body sprays into a shopping tote, then quickly returning to the display and at the last minute dropping a travel-sized spray into the bag as well.

When we reached the checkout counter, she began to dig through her new purse for her wallet when I stopped her and offered up my credit card one last time.

“You sure?” she asked with a small smile that was uncharacteristic of the rest of our evening.

I just nodded and swiped the card after the cashier rang up the total.

After the cashier dropped the receipt into the bag and handed it to my ex, Anna in turn handed the bag right to me and said, “Thanks…” with a simple smile as I dropped it inside all of the others that I had been carrying.

* * * * * * * * * *

“I had a lot of fun tonight!” Anna announced as we got back into her car out in the parking lot, the leather of her coat and skirt rubbing luxuriously against her leather seat as she took her place behind the wheel while I sat in the seat next to her.

“I love my sexy, new clothes – especially the ones that I’m wearing right now…” she continued while I stirred uncomfortably in my seat. “I love how it feels so soft against my skin, and the smell! Just heavenly with a little Aime Moi, wouldn’t you agree?!”

“I’ll bet you’d be hard as a rock right now if it wasn’t for that steel belt that you’re wearing,” she laughed as she pulled up to a stop light and looked over at me with the same evil grin on her face that I’d been seeing quite frequently that night. I got very quiet as the teasing finally got more than I could take, leading me to stare quietly out the window as Anna drove back in the direction of my apartment.

We were nearly there when suddenly she crossed over two lanes and made an unexpected turn before telling me, “I’m making an executive decision – there’s one more place that I want to stop before this shopping trip comes to an end!”

I looked over at her puzzled, but still worn and nervous about the evening’s culmination as she drove for another 15 minutes past the turn-off for my place until we pulled into the parking lot of another business that we both knew very well … one that we’d also collectively spent a considerable amount of time and money perusing ever since we’d started exploring our sexual desires together.

The name on the sign was The Love Shack, and inside one could find one of the widest collections of kinky sex toys found under one roof in our fair city…

“What are we doing here?” I asked, temporarily forgetting my place.

Anna glanced back over at me as she unbuckled her seatbelt, then got out of the car and was standing at my door waiting for me when I got out myself.

“Now I may not be your girlfriend any longer,” she sneered, somewhat annoyed by my change of attitude, “but as long as you’ve got that thing locked around your cock, you’ll do exactly as I say or it’s going to be a very awkward trip to the hospital for you to get it off by yourself.”

I looked down at her glaring at me, fully decked out in her new leathers, and immediately felt terrible about letting my depression sour the evening, even though I still very much feared when she would drop me off for good.

“Now did I give you permission to speak?” she continued, raising her voice at me in the parking lot that contained a few other cars, but no people at the moment.

“No, I just…” I tried to stammer out, but she quickly interrupted me.

“Did I give you permission to speak???”

At that point my eyes dropped back to her boots as expected and after a short pause, I quietly spoke, “No, Anna.”

“I didn’t think so!” she quipped back curtly. “Now we’re going to go in here and you’re going to buy me your new replacement … at least the artificial version, anyways. I don’t think it should be hard to find something bigger than you, and if you’re a good boy, we might just get a little parting gift for you, too.”

I nodded softly, afraid to look back up at the woman who continued to have me wrapped around her little finger even post-breakup…

“Now let’s go…” she prompted and without saying another word, Anna turned and began walking towards the door, the echo of her new boots against the concrete serving music to my ears despite everything else that was rapidly clouding my head. Taking another moment to somewhat gather myself, I quickly went after her and reached the front door just in time to open it for her, which she walked through without so much as a second glance…

Inside The Love Shack was an incredible selection of pretty much everything kinky that you could possibly imagine, from the standard DVD rentals and costumes and bachelorette favors that most novelty stores carry in addition to an impressive variety of dildos, butt plugs, and other sex toys, as well as our personal favorite, a host of bondage and fetish toys that put the generic selection that plagued many other adult stores to shame.

It was here that Anna and I had procured our first pair of handcuffs when she hinted that it might be fun to do a bit of role playing, and from there our collection had quickly grown to include a variety of bondage cuffs and blindfolds and gags, spanking paddles and other implements that Anna particularly loved, and even many of the corsets and stiletto heels that eventually began to fill Anna’s wardrobe as she found herself embracing the kinks that had brought us closer together.

Even the chastity belt that I wore at that very moment had been purchased from The Love Shack, a reminder that hit very close to home as we walked past the display case where my former girlfriend had eagerly picked it out on our way to the Insertibles section that Anna had her eye on…

“So who gets to fuck me tonight???” Anna sang with an amused tone in her voice as she looked over the boxes of dildos and vibrators that were piled high in both directions. My eyes stayed mostly on the floor, occasionally lingering over to the toes of her boots as I had initially been instructed until Anna piped up with a smile, “I know what would be fun!”

Leaning in closer, she continued with a giggle, “I want you to pick out your own replacement!”

“Something nice and girthy,” she grinned, adding, “nothing all shriveled and quick to fire like this one…” tauntingly as she groped at my cage again in the middle of the store, laughing. The iniquity in her eyes was devastating, yet delicious at the same time, and as much as it pained me to willfully aid in this task of hers, somehow it felt good to receive that attention from her in any context at all, even at my own humiliation…

“So you find me your successor…” she led on, “…while I’m going to go look for something else…” And with that she pulled away, the intoxicating scents of leather and perfume lingering as I watched her coyly walk around the aisle without looking back.

Part of me could’ve just shut down right then and there, but the rest of me knew that I dared not want to face the wrath of disappointing her again by not following her explicit orders, and so as my own cock pined away for her in its tiny, steel cage between my legs, my eyes began to look over the shelves with great intent as I scanned for a new toy worthy of slipping inside of her sweetness in my place…

I’d only ever bought Anna such a device once, and it was more of a vibrator than a dildo – smooth and shiny, with plenty of horsepower that kept her thinking of me when she had found herself whisked away to the other side of the country for a business trip earlier that year. This toy, on the other hand, had very different intentions, and so without even a chance to react I found myself looking through displays of synthetic phalluses of all shapes and sizes with the bizarre quandary asking myself, “What kind of cock would she enjoy better than mine???”

There were thin ones and long ones, and extra-large ones that were clearly too big to actually be functional … weren’t they?! 

Some had a pair of balls behind them, others came with a suction cup that could be affixed to a flat surface.

Each and every one I couldn’t help imagine sliding in and out of Anna’s pussy with reckless abandon, making her moan out in ecstasy as they randomly nudged the tiny ring that hung provocatively from her clit and overwhelmed her with pleasures that apparently I wasn’t quite able to provide myself. My chastity belt seemed to hang a little heavier as I dutifully performed my research until finally settling on a rather imposing 8” silicone dildo with realistic veins and a dark complexion that left me oddly wondering about the other man that my ex-girlfriend had been with and just exactly how I did stack up with him…

Little did I know that Anna was more than eager to share that information as we met coming around the corner, each of us carrying a new, phallus-shaped toy in our hands.

“Let’s see what you’ve got here!” she told me enthusiastically as she took the box from my nervous hands and began to examine its contents with wide eyes like a new toy on Christmas morning. “Yes, yes – this will do nicely…” she purred as she admired its length, occasionally glancing over to my bound crotch as if she was mentally comparing the two in her head.

“So, what are you going to name it for me???” she then asked with a sly grin as she looked back up at me, apparently satisfied with my selection.

“I don’t understand…” I began.

“Every dildo has to have a name, silly!” she explained to me with a giggle. “Or else what’s a girl supposed to shout out while she’s being fucked with it?!”

“I’ve named all of my toys over the years,” Anna continued nonchalantly. “Typically I guess I usually name them after the person who gave them to me because they’re the ones that I’m thinking about when I’m using them … but I guess that wouldn’t really be appropriate in our case!”

“…because we’re no longer…” I started before she cut me off.

“…because you’re in chastity, duh! And that other thing too, I suppose. But either way, you’re in no shape to be considered anywhere near my pussy, so I think it makes only sense that we go another route with naming this one…”

My eyes dropped back to the floor for a moment while I thought long and hard, and even when I finally knew what I wanted to suggest, it took another long while before my increasingly dry mouth was able to speak the actual words.

“What was his name?” I asked her meekly, keeping my eyes locked on her boots.

“Who’s that?” Anna replied, making it unclear whether she legitimately didn’t know what I was eluding to or simply wanted to take in the pleasures of making me elaborate.

“The guy … that you cheated on me with…” I croaked out, looking up to catch her eyes that now oddly appeared as brilliant orbs of sympathy.

“Oh, sweetie,” she spoke softly, “which one??? There’s actually been several…”

The news should’ve leveled me to the floor, but instead I remained focused on my objective and simply inquired, “Which one did you like the most?”

Her smile grew as she pondered my question for a moment, looking back and sizing up the dildo inside the box that was in her hands, then finally replied, “I think I would have to say it was Carl … he really knew how to wear me out when we got into bed together.”

I took a deep breath, then asked further, “Do you still see him?”

“I haven’t in a while, no…” Anna admitted. “Though I probably could if I wanted to … he was a lot of fun!”

“You know,” she added, “if we do name it Carl, you’ll never know if I tell you that ‘I fucked Carl last night’ whether I’m talking about this dildo or the real thing…”

I nodded quietly as I was blown away by the smile that glowed from her lips, then finally heard her announce, “Then Carl, it is! So want to see what I picked out for you?!”

I looked up just in time to see her thrusting a smaller box into my own hands, this box containing a silicone butt plug that, while certainly smaller than the 8” phallus that I’d just presented to Anna, still wasn’t tiny by any stretch of the imagination. Anna and I had never really done much with anal play before, but she quickly explained her reasoning before I had even a chance to protest…

“I figured there’s no sense in me being the only one who’s getting fucked!” she laughed. “In fact, we can call it Carl Jr – look at that, it’s actually the same color and everything!”

She then handed me the dildo box and insisted that I carry both of the rubber cocks as she proceeded over to the bondage section of the store simply to browse before we left … or so I thought. Without a word of commentary, she handed me a new pair of handcuffs to carry, and then eventually worked her way past the floggers and paddles that always seemed to catch her eye to the display of nipple clamps that we’d collected nearly every pair that we owned from.

“You don’t have these ones, do you?” she asked curiously as she pointed to a pair of particularly vicious ones that featured sharp, metal teeth on a silver chain.

I shook my head no, remembering them from previous visits but always passing on them because they seemed too imposing even for me. With that Anna continued down the aisle with me in tow and the chain still jingling between her hands as she walked…

Before we had circled back around to the counter, we’d passed racks of bondage cuffs and collars, one of which held the matching collar and cuff set that Anna had bought for my birthday several months after we’d started getting into the whole world of kink. We also walked again by the display that showcased the store’s collection of chastity belts, eliciting a small smile from Anna that I couldn’t help but notice as she eyed the same belt that I was wearing that had been locked in place one last time by her hours earlier.

Approaching the counter, she took the boxes from my hands and laid them all out on the counter for the cashier, separating the dildo, butt plug, and handcuffs into one pile and keeping the nipple clamps that still jingled in her hands in another. “These will be two checks,” she curtly explained to the cashier, “he will be paying for these, and I’ll be paying for this…”

The cashier seemed intrigued by the woman in leather who was giving orders, and I didn’t even attempt to protest this time as I presented my card once more for the larger purchase, and then stood idly by while Anna put the clamps on her own debit card. After dropping the clamps into the larger shopping bag with the rest of the toys that I was now carrying, she seemed to take one last look around the store as if she was missing something, then ushered me out the door and back to her car for the ride home.

* * * * * * * * * *

I wanted to say so many things to her during that drive, but my mouth just couldn’t form the words and so instead I simply sat quietly beside her as she drove closer and closer to my apartment, so many thoughts from that night all arguing for space within my head. There were so many opportunities for me to read into things, and yet at the same time she had cheated on me … multiple times, in fact … and was fairly unapologetic about it, no less.

Ultimately I didn’t know what I wanted, except that at that very moment I knew that I didn’t want that night to end…

Pulling into the quiet parking lot, Anna found a space close to my apartment, parked the car, and got out without saying a word. I just sat there, staring frozen at the dashboard for a moment while I heard her open the truck, then suddenly I looked up as she began tapping on my window and ushering me to get out as well.

Stepping back to the trunk to where my leather-clad ex-girlfriend stood, I waited uneasily as I watched her begin to sort through the bags that we had filled throughout our shopping adventure – first taking the shoes that she had worn up until acquiring her new boots and placing them in one bag, then sorting through the bag from The Love Shack and placing the butt plug and nipple clamps in with her shoes before then also opening the box containing the handcuffs and removing the keys, which she stuck into one of the pockets of her new leather coat before placing the handcuffs themselves into the same bag as well.

At the last minute, almost as if she was forgetting something, she then turned back and rooted through her bag from the scent store until she fished out the smaller, travel-sized bottle of her body spray and slipped that into the new bag as well before finally setting it down on the ground beside her car and closing the trunk again, then turning to me and without any explanation, looking me over twice, then pointing to the ground with a smile and saying, “Lay down.”

I tilted my head and stared back at her confusingly, though she was quick to jeer back, “This is actually supposed to be a treat – if you don’t want it, I can just go!”

I looked her up and down again in return, from the new high heeled boots on her feet up the silky stockings that I just begged to touch, underneath the smooth leather skirt to her shiny, blue blouse … over it, a striking, leather coat, and underneath, that decadent corset that I was dying just to see one last time. I felt myself melt before her and the look in her eyes acknowledged the same, and so without even pausing to look around to see if we had an audience, I then knelt down on the pavement behind her car, then laid down flat on my back, looking up at her and the stars alike that were staring back down at me, seemingly with the same intensity…

“Now I know that I said that you’d never be allowed to touch these boots,” she began as she walked around to stand at my left side near my head, “but overall I think you’ve behaved quite admirably this evening, despite a few minor exceptions. So I’ve decided that a small compromise is in order…”

As I stared up at the leather figure looming over me, I then heard my ex-girlfriend giggle as she gently lifting her right foot and then brought the toe of her new boots down so that they were resting squarely across my lips.

My eyes traced up the long shaft that followed her leg, but there was no kissing this time – only cold, slightly dirty rubber from the very bottom of the boots that she had worn through stores and parking lots for the past several hours. And yet she was right … somehow it did feel like a gift, even as she was looking down at me with an evil grin that spoke volumes about where she stood in relation to me. I could smell the leather of her boots, and even sneak a small peek up her skirt at the garters and panties that she scantily hid beneath. Maybe it was the best that I could hope for from her at that point, but at that very moment, it was all that I needed.

I was finally jilted back to reality when I saw her pull out her phone and, before I could react, snap a picture of me underneath her boot, and then also a selfie from above of her new leather outfit with me, her ex-boyfriend, helpless under her new boots in the background…

She smirked to herself as she took a moment to check out the two photos, then lifted her boot and told me to get up. Expecting her then to follow me inside to unlock the chastity belt again, or at least hand over the keys so that I could do so on my own, Anna then surprised me as she moved in close and said something very different.

“Look at me and cross your wrists behind your back,” she commanded as she slipped her hands up my shirt and took my nipples between her fingernails in one fell swoop.

“It’s pretty clear to me that you’re still my little bitch yet, aren’t you??? Maybe even more so than before … based on how much fun I had tonight, I should’ve broken up with you a long time ago!”

Her grin crushed me emotionally as her nails against my tender nipples did the same physically, all while I felt a comforting rush of her new coat pressing up against my body for the very first time.

“I’ve made a decision tonight that I’m not going to unlock you just yet … you were right earlier, there is something amazing about having control of my ex-boyfriend’s manhood even after we’re no longer together that’s undeniably hot, and I’d like to explore that rabbit hole for a bit before I cut you loose for good…”

“I want to make myself very clear…” she told me sternly before wrenching down on my nipples even harder and almost bringing me to tears right in the middle of the parking lot.

“You’re not my boyfriend.”

“We’re not together.”

“You’re now my plaything, and I’m going to have my little fun with you for as long as I want, and only when I’m satisfied, then will you be released from your bondage!”

I nodded as she continued…

“Until then, you’re not to call me, you’re not to e-mail me, you’re not to text me … when I want to have some fun with you, I’ll be in touch. In the meantime, you’re going to have a little homework that you can be focusing on…”

With that she finally let go of my throbbing nipples and stepped over to the bag that she had left outside the car. Picking it up, she cited, “There are a couple of things in here that ought to help you pass some time until I feel like playing with you again…” as she began to produce various items from the bag as she explained each one.

“My shoes – with these gorgeous, new boots, I won’t be needing them for a while, so I figured that you could clean them up all nice and shiny for me … you always were pretty good at doing that! I expect them to look like new the next time that I put them on.”

“Carl Jr. – of course … maybe he can help to give you a little motivation while you’re down on your knees cleaning my shoes. I know that he’s a little big, but just think of his big brother plowing into me each time you take him up your ass and see if that helps!”

“The handcuffs,” she then said, taking a more serious tone, “you may have noticed that I kept the keys for those. I’ll tell you when I want you to put them on, and I wouldn’t recommend trying them on beforehand because I’m not making a special trip over here just to unlock them…”

Leaning in a bit closer and tweaking my nipples again, this time through my shirt, though they were clearly still sore from only a few months earlier…

“The nipples clamps – they’re a gift from me because I know how much you enjoy them. You won’t be able to cum as long as you’re locked in that thing, but wear them at night for a little bit here and there, and think of me.”

“Oh yeah, and this too,” she added as she finally produced the travel-size bottle of Aime Moi and showed it to me for a brief second before slipping it back into the bag with a short wink.

Then, after handing the full bag itself over to me, Anna leaned in and brought her lips to my ear as I heard her whisper, “I hope you had as much fun tonight as I did…” before giving me the faintest kiss just below my ear and then turning to get back into her car.

“I think I’m going to go see if Carl wants to have a little fun tonight!” she laughed as she looked back at me while opening her car door. “Do you think that he’ll like my new look?!”

I couldn’t help but blush and smile all the same as my ex-girlfriend grinned back at me, then climbed into the driver’s seat and closed the door behind her.

Stepping aside, it was all I could do to simply stand there and watch as she pulled out of the parking spot and drove away, waving at me with that same grin still on her face as I watched her leave.

I let out a deep sigh as I watched her tail lights fade further and further off into the distance until finally she turned the corner at the end of the road and was finally out of sight, and yet certainly nowhere near out of my mind, as I still held the shopping bag filled with her shoes and the new toys that she had just given me, not to mention the steel chastity belt that I still wore locked around my cock while the keys remained buried inside of the purse of my ex-girlfriend who had just sped away …

* * * * * * * * * *

I didn’t know what to feel as I walked back into my apartment and closed the door behind me. After spreading the items from the bag out onto my bed, I felt lost as I stared at her shoes, then the butt plug and other toys that she’d bought for me as I wished above all else that she were there to help me put them all to work.

After relieving myself for the first time that night since I’d locked the cage on, I was reminded of just how absolute it really was before finally pulling my pants back up over it in defeat and doing various chores around the house in an attempt to think about anything but her … and yet no matter what I did, all I could see was her face, and those stockings, and the toe of that leather boot balancing atop my lips, and I missed her.

I was just about to pour myself a nightcap and curl into bed to fall asleep to the TV when my phone came alive with a new message.

It was from her, and in it was a single photo – the one she took of me at her feet with her boot on my lips – with three simple words as its caption:

“Know your place…”

Putting the bottle away, I instead went into the back of my closet and retrieved my shoe polishing kit that I had stuck away after I’d used it last, and also a small bottle of lube that I would need if I was to become acquainted with Carl Jr. as she had implied.

Before I got to work, I also spritzed the air with the body spray that she had left for me and then tightened my new nipple clamps into place to remind me of her.

I knew that while I pained away at cleaning her oxfords, Anna also had a lot of work to do herself … at least eight inches worth, if she had opted for the artificial Carl after she’d left, that is. Either way, I hoped that she was thinking about me at least a little … even if just in the context of our little game … because even before all of this, she was all that I could think about, and I could tell by the twinkle in her eye as she left that somewhere inside of her, she still knew that…

And if she wanted me to ache for her in my cage until whatever time that I was able to see her again, then that’s exactly what I was going to do.
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