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He would’ve given anything to drop to his knees and worship the boots on her feet.

Stuart did his best not to stare at the sexy, deep red patent leather boots that his coworker Emily wore as she sat across from him in the small office that they had been sharing on assignment for the past several months, but between their sharp, stiletto heels and the way they hugged her firm calves so exquisitely … today was just too much.

“My boobs are up here…” the young woman snickered as she finished reviewing the paperwork in front of her and looked up to meet Stuart’s gaze that was undeniably focused on her choice of footwear.

“I’m sorry,” he stammered embarrassingly as his glance rose up to her raised eyebrows and locked eyes momentarily with hers before dropping sheepishly back to his desk.

“I was just, err, admiring your new boots.”

“I noticed…” Emily chuckled softly, crossing her legs underneath her desk and kicking them playfully back and forth before adding, “I got them at this new boutique I found at the mall.”

“You know, if you’re in the market for a pair for yourself or something!” she joked, breaking the tension as her co-worker both laughed and blushed at the same time.

But as they both settled back into their respective work, it didn’t take Stuart’s mind long to begin to wander once more as he continued to steal glances at the girl’s boots out of the corner of his eye or when she walked away to go refill her coffee. Truth be told, he had been in heaven for weeks as the weather had gotten cooler and Emily had started wearing boots to work more frequently … it seemed like every day was a new excitement as he wondered with anticipation what she’d walk through the door wearing each morning.

Would they be a provocative pair of leather knee-high boots that when paired with a nice, tight skirt were both classic and undeniable?

Or perhaps some sleek and sexy ankle boots, disappearing just inside the cuffs of her jeans and teasing him with those classic red bottoms that even Stuart knew meant they had cost her a small fortune!

Thinking back to Emily’s comment while she was still out of the room, Stuart discretely pulled up the website for the mall she had referred to and located the directory listing all of the stores by the various categories. Under Shoes he saw all of the usual chain stores, but then one stood out that had to be what she’d meant on account of the NEW! label next to its name…

Femme Fatale Footwear

“How fitting!” Stuart thought as his heart began to race just at the sound of the name, wagering whether he could get away with browsing just a few pages of their website before Emily suddenly returned and forced him to quickly close out of the browser tab that he’d opened.

The two didn’t really speak much the rest of the day as they each focused on their own work and Stuart fought the best he could to resist further alienating himself by lusting after his colleague’s boots, but the minute she wished him a good weekend and left for the evening, he was back on that website once again and quickly confirmed that it was exactly the kind of place that he’d like to check out…

…that is, if he could find an excuse to.

* * * * * * * * * *

It wasn’t uncommon for Stuart to spend his weekends hanging out at one of the local malls during boot season because it was the perfect place to people watch … or boot watch, as the case was for him. Taking a book or a newspaper with him, the man could spend hours stealing glimpses of the sexy, young ladies shopping in their short skirts and high heeled boots, and he loved checking out the variety that they wore as their heels clicked an intoxicating melody across the mall floor.

Eventually coming to the boot store that Emily had directed him to the previous day, Stuart instantly knew he was in the right place as he looked through the window displays filled with a selection of decadent knee high and even thigh high leather boots in blacks and reds and greys and pinks. Some were adorned with fierce-looking spikes along the straps, while others shined on their own like the stunning red patent leather boots of Emily’s that had caught his eye.

After lingering around the windows a minute or two longer than the average passerby, he eventually spotted an empty bench in the middle of the mall’s promenade and took a seat facing the store, alternating between playing games on his phone and eyeballing the clientele that came in and out throughout the morning. It seemed to be quite the popular location, as he noted that nearly every woman that walked through the doors came back out with a large shopping bag filled with one or more shoe boxes.

It was about an hour later when Stuart looked up from his phone to see a pair of particularly fierce, spiked leather boots rapidly approaching him, the older blonde who was wearing them looking visibly annoyed as she asked, “Is there something I can help you with???” as she towered before the seated man and looked down at him defiantly.

“I beg your pardon…?” Stuart stuttered out as he set his phone down in his lap.

“I was just, err, waiting for my girlfriend…”

“Is that right?” the stern blonde said with a smirk. “And what’s her name?!”

Stuart blanked for a moment, then croaked back, “Ummm, Anna? Her name is Anna.”

Without missing a beat, she simply taunted back, “No it’s not. You don’t have a girlfriend.”

“I’ve seen you out here gawking at my customers for over an hour,” she called him out. “Now I don’t have time for this right now because I already had my stock boy call out this morning and as you know, we’ve been very busy … so I’m willing to make you a deal.”

Stuart furrowed his brow, still quite speechless.

“Come help me unload my new stock that came in the morning, and if you do, I’ll let you take a look around when the store is empty…”

Staring back at her both shocked and confused for a moment, the woman then added, “It’s either that or I can just call mall security now and get you cited for loitering … the choice is yours.”

“No, please don’t do that,” he finally replied, sizing her up and feeling more than a bit intimidated from where he sat.

“Sure, I’d be happy to help.”

Following the tall blonde back into her storefront, Stuart was immediately blown away by the décor as he walked through the twin frosted doors and into what appeared to be a dominatrix’s dungeon, complete with manacles hanging from stone walls and black leather thrones for the women to sit on as they got their new boots fitted.

“Wow – I can see why women like this place!” he exclaimed in awe as he followed his host into the room, admiring the various displays of designer boots that truly made those in the window feel like they were just a tease.

The woman smiled proudly before asking him, “So … how did you hear about this place?”

Stuart’s eyes wandered slowly around the room, completely and fully overwhelmed as he softly replied, “A girl I work with bought a pair of boots from you recently…”

The blonde’s smile grew.

“Oh?” she asked with a controlled grin. “Which ones???”

His boot-induced trance seemed to continue as he took in all of the detail that made the shop look just like so many of his fantasies, save for maybe a few dominant women putting it all to good use…

“They were a red patent leather,” Stuart replied without missing a beat.

“Not a bright red, but very deep … almost burgundy. Knee high. Moderate heel.”

His host seemed impressed as she walked over to a shelf and located the exact pair of boots before he had finished speaking.

“Oh, these?” she asked with a playful grin as she took one of them from the display and held it out for his inspection.

Stuart simply nodded, replying, “Yes, those…” without having much else to say until the blonde threw him a lifeline and told him more warmly…

“You can hold it if you want.”

“You’ve got a boot fetish, don’t you?” she asked calmly as she watched him nervously reach out and take the expensive, patent leather boot in his hands.  

He first just stared into the glass-like finish of the thick, patent leather in his hands, taken aback over what was admittedly the closest he’d ever been to a pair of women’s boots. The shaft of the boot was more firm than he would’ve expected, but as his fingers gently traced along the vamp, around the curved toe, and then underneath and back to the dominant, stiletto heel, he knew as he carefully cradled the boot in his hands that that was the business end.

As he turned the boot over to see its sole, he was again shocked to see the small price tag underneath where presumably the woman had written $1,600.

“It’s ok to be attracted to something of such beauty, and grace, and power,” the woman told him as she gently took the leather boot back from his nervous hands and returned it to its place on the shelf.

“Most of the women who shop here have boot fetishes – like your friend who bought these little beauties!”

“Now follow me and I’ll show you what I need your help with…” she changed the subject curtly and gestured for him to follow her through the dramatic, stone arch at the back of the store into the backroom where every wall was lined with shelves from floor to ceiling that were all packed with boxes upon boxes of new boots.

Guiding him towards a roll-up door at the back of the room, she pointed to a large, wooden pallet covered with even more boxes.

“This is all of the new stock that I got in for the week,” the woman explained, “but I can’t be back here putting them away and up front to greet customers at the same time.”

Staring down at the stack of shoe boxes that was nearly as tall as he was, he listened intently.

“So everything is organized first by designer, then by style, and lastly by size and color,” she continued.

“If you can’t find where something goes, just put it off to the side – otherwise it’s just a big matching game, if you’re up for it…”

Still somewhat bewildered, Stuart replied, “Sure…” as he turned back to the mountain of boxes that awaited him.

Before turning to walk back up front, the woman smiled in the wake of his awe, then said, “By the way, I’m Crystal. What’s your name?”

It took a second for him to engage, eventually replying back, “I’m Stuart.”

“Well it’s nice to meet you, Stuart,” she replied before walking away, calling back over her shoulder as she reached the archway to the main part of the store, “and no drooling on the boots!”

Alone in the stockroom of the upscale, designer boutique, Stuart had to take a minute to process what had just happened. He was literally surrounded by sexy boots of all shapes and sizes. He had gotten there by walking through a dungeon. And he’d admitted to someone that he had a fetish for women’s boots.

Well, he didn’t resist the acknowledgement, anyways.

Thinking to himself that he didn’t want to disappoint Crystal when she returned, he quickly got to work sorting the boxes throughout the backroom. It was hard to resist opening each box and just losing himself in them, particularly as he took note of the styles and descriptions that were listed on the outside, but something told him it would be worth waiting for once he’d completed the task he’d been given.

Over the course of the next hour, Stuart worked mostly in silence, except for the occasional chatter he heard coming from up front, as he slowly worked his way through the collection of long, glossy boxes, then much shorter boxes for the ankle boots, and lastly on the bottom were what looked like thigh high boots – a type of boot that he’d only ever imagined being worn for sex, though the selection in the shop seemed to hint that women actually wore them more often than he would’ve thought…

Stuart was just randomly perusing the shelves, staring into the vast warehouse of boots when Crystal eventually reappeared to check on his progress and found herself quite impressed that not only was he already done, but that he’d managed to place every last pair of boots without needing any assistance or direction.

“Wow – nice work!” Crystal boasted as she glanced at the empty pallet that was previously stacked high with boot boxes. “You didn’t have any problems finding anything?”

“Not really,” Stuart shrugged. “It was pretty straight forward – like you said, just a lot of matching…”

Happy to see the assignment completed, Crystal walked him back to the front of the store and offered to let him explore a bit more, as promised.

“Have you ever seen a pair of these?” she asked, retrieving a pair of ankle boots with extraordinarily tall heels from one of the displays near the register.

Stuart took one of the boots from his host and marveled at the heel height, as well as the very fine grain of the rich, black leather itself.

“I’ve seen pictures of them,” he told her softly. “Ballet boots?” he asked, running his fingers gently along the sharp and unyielding heel.

“Exactly,” she confirmed. “And they’re just as much of a workout to wear as you might expect!”

Stuart’s eyes grew wide as he measured the length of the spiked heel with his fingers, then looked down at the boots on the woman’s feet.

“These are only a four inch heel,” Crystal cited, “whereas those are seven inches!”

“Could you walk in them?” he asked curiously as he gently caressed down the laces of the boots with his fingertips.

Crystal laughed.

“I tried, but not really!” she admitted.

“Of course, those boots aren’t really made for walking, if you know what I mean…” she added with a wink.

“So … how long have you been interested in boots?” she asked as she took the ankle boot back and then continued walking with him slowly around the store.

The man paused for a moment to ponder, then opened up to her, “I was in high school…”

“I had this physics teacher – Mrs. Collins – and during the wintertime she would wear this great pair of leather boots to school that would peek out from beneath her long, flowing dress as she walked.”

“Occasionally, when I was really lucky, I’d catch a glimpse of her when her dress fell just right and I saw that the boots went all the way up to her knees…”

“Tight leather, perfect laces up her leg…”

Crystal smiled warmly, then walked across the store to retrieve another pair.

“Something like this?” she asked with a wink as she handed a knee-high, black leather boot with only a small heel over to him.

Holding the boot gently at the ankle and top, noting a special foam insert inside to help keep the footwear’s shape, Stuart looked the sexy boot over and over again, and found himself instantly taken back more than a decade since he’d sat in that woman’s class, struggling with feelings that even now he didn’t really understand.

“That’s incredible,” he commented as he toyed his fingertips around the short, stubby heel for a moment before handing the boot back to Crystal.

“So have you ever had a girlfriend who was really into boots???” she asked him next as they continued to peruse the store.

Stopping at a display in the center of the room with several menacing-looking ankle boots – all in deep shades of black, red, or purple patent leather – Stuart reached out to pick up a boot himself to inspect, pausing as he looked over to his host for her ok, then choosing the bright purple boot with an almost dagger-like silver heel.

“No, not really…” he reluctantly admitted.

“I’ve tried to get a few girls interested,” he confessed, “but they always got upset because they thought that I was more into the boots than I was them…”

Crystal simply nodded as she watched him curiously touch the sharp point of the heel to his fingertip.

“Fetishes can be hard,” she conferred. “Particularly when the other person doesn’t understand the intense emotions that they can harbor.”

“Of course,” she added as she reached out and placed a finger under his chin to gain his full attention, “it’s important for the submissive to ensure that he’s being attentive to the woman as well as whatever fetish items she’s wearing for him…”

At that moment, Stuart and Crystal looked up to see the door push open and a young brunette wearing a bright sundress and high heeled sandals walk in the door.

As Stuart quickly and somewhat embarrassingly returned the purple ankle boot in his hands to its pedestal, he looked over to Crystal and saw her pointing to the archway that led back to the stockroom of the store. Taking the hint, he soon disappeared around the corner where he could listen out of sight as the saleswoman discussed the girl’s needs and helped her determine which boots were right for the party she was planning to attend later that evening…

After a few minutes had passed, Crystal came around the corner holding the black patent version of the same dagger-heel ankle boot that he had been looking at earlier.

“It’s called Nightfury – she needs it in a size 8.5,” she told him as she handed over the boot, then immediately returned to the showroom.

His heart racing as he stared at the sexy ankle boot in his hands, he was able to recall putting away some new boxes of those same boots earlier that day, so after taking a moment to reorient himself in the warehouse, Stuart first located the shelving that held the popular boots, then scanned down the stacks until he found a matching pair in black patent in the exact size that Crystal had stated.

Walking nervously back into the showroom with the new boots in hand, Stuart was concerned to see Crystal now working with a second customer while the brunette was sitting upon one of the large, daunting thrones in a corner of the room awaiting her new boots.

The girl waved a hand after spotting his bewildered look, to which he walked over and unknowingly handed the new box to her. Before he could turn away, however, he saw her handing the box right back in his direction as she curtly replied, “I’d like to try them on, please.”

“Oh – of course…” he said, taking the box back from her and then looking over his surroundings cautiously before kneeling down at her feet and carefully opening the box containing the new designer ankle boots.

The girl kindly offered up her next prompt by extending one foot out in front of him and gesturing with a nod that this was where he was expected to remove the heels she was wearing and replace them with the new boots instead.

He could feel her gaze staring down at him as he nervously took her nimble foot in his hands and fumbled for a minute with the thin, leather straps buckled around her ankle, doing his best to take care with strappy sandals that looked just as expensive as the stiletto boots she was about to try on…

Feeling his arousal poking through his nervousness as the girl wiggled her soft pink-painted toes as he slipped the heel from her foot like he was serving a princess, Stuart did his best to compose himself as he then directed his attention to the glossy shoe box that he’d retrieved containing the girl’s new boots.

It was hard not to be overwhelmed as he removed the lid and pulled back the bright red tissue paper, revealing the exquisite, black patent boots in all of their glory. Their touch was cool and smooth, their smell divine as he took the first boot out and held it up for his customer to see, then attempted to slide her toes into its firm hold … though the packing materials inside made that a challenge.

“Oops – sorry…” he told her embarrassingly as he pulled the boot away and sheepishly plucked the wads of tissue paper from inside, depositing them in the box before returning the boot to her foot once more and this time more gently guiding her toes and ankle inside. Once she wiggled both to verify that her foot was firmly in place, Stuart carefully slid the zipper up the side until the stunning patent leather hugged her foot seductively.

After he had repeated the same with her other foot, he discretely slid out of the way on the floor to give the girl room to stand and try walking around on the sharp-tipped heels, and when she did, he felt another rush course through him as his eyes hypnotically fell to the boots on her feet as she gracefully paced back and forth in front of him.

The black patent leather commanded respect and made him yearn to worship at the girl’s feet, but a few moments later he was snapped back out of his trance as he heard her announce, “I love them – I’ll take ‘em!” before sitting once again on her throne and extending her feet for him to pack the sexy footwear back in their box.

Where would she be wearing those exhilarating boots this evening?

What kinds of things would she be doing in them???

Stuart imagined everything from dinner and dancing, flirtation, and even dragging a man back to her hotel room for a bit of dominance as he gently unzipped the boots and replaced them once again with the girl’s equally sexy, yet not nearly as fetish-inspired sandals.

Just as he had finished getting everything in order, he heard Crystal walk up behind him and ask the girl how she was being treated. Standing up and handing her the box so that she could complete the sale, Stuart incidentally faded into the background as the two women chatted about how exotic and alluring the boots that the girl had chosen were.

Once the girl had paid and left the store a satisfied customer, Crystal returned to where Stuart had been standing again the wall and told him bluntly, “You need to be more discrete – she could see your erection.”

Stuart’s eyes widened, but then she continued.

“Good job, though. That was an $800 sale, and she’ll definitely be back for more!”

“You can tell by the way she carries herself in a pair of boots when she’s been bitten by the bug…”

“You certainly have quite the place here,” Stuart told Crystal earnestly as he looked around the store, expecting that his visit would soon be coming to an end.

“Why thank you,” she replied with a small grin, “it’s always nice to meet new people who really know how to appreciate this stuff.”

“So what are you doing tomorrow?”

Stuart stood blank for a moment, then looked around and, confirming they were the only two people in the store, replied, “Oh, me?!”

Crystal just smirked and nodded.

“I can’t get another stock boy on such short notice, so if you want to come back tomorrow … I think you’ll find the on the job training here can be quite enjoyable!”

He was surprised, but also intrigued.

“Ummm, sure!” he replied as the tall blonde took a step back and looked him up and down once, then disappeared only momentarily into the back room before returning with a long garment bag.

“Stock boys don’t have the luxury of wearing our products to make a statement,” she explained, “so I put together this uniform that goes well with the theme of the store, and the ladies seem to like it, too.”

Hanging the bag on a nearby hook, Crystal quickly walked him through the uniform –shoes, dress pants, and a button-down shirt … all in matching black, coupled with a blood red tie. It seemed simple enough, that is, until she lastly produced from the bag a small pouch that she opened to reveal a series of plastic rings…

“Don’t worry – it’s new,” she caveated, adding, “and everything else just came back from the cleaners.”

“Do you know what this is?” she asked with a smirk as she handed him the pile of plastic parts in their case.

Stuart shook his head no.

“Well, let’s just say it will help you with that erection problem I mentioned earlier,” she said with a chuckle.

“Follow the instructions, and give me the key when you get here,” Crystal continued, adding with a laugh, “I’m sure you can find plenty of videos online about it if you’re still not sure what you’re looking at…”

“Try searching for MALE CHASTITY.”

Stuart felt himself stir beneath his pants yet again with those words coupled with Crystal’s own amusement as she took the parts back from him, returned them to their pouch, and then zipped everything back in the garment bag and handed it by the hanger over to him.

Before he could ask any more questions, his new boss emphasized, “We open tomorrow at noon, so be here no later than 11:30am.”

“Punctuality is very important with me – got it?”

Stuart nodded approvingly, still very much unclear of what he was getting himself into, yet Crystal merely told him with a smile as she walked him past the displays of sexy, designer boots over to the door…

“I know today was pretty overwhelming for someone finally coming face to face with their boot fetish, but be brave because tomorrow is going to blow your mind!”

* * * * * * * * * *

Stuart’s heart raced nervously as he pulled up to the mall the next day decked out in the new “uniform” that he had been given the day before … including the bizarre, chastity cage that he had obediently locked around his dick.

He couldn’t believe that he’d actually submitted to the woman he’d just met and willingly put on the cage, though admittedly he couldn’t believe most of what had transpired the previous day that had him indulging in his most erotic fetish in ways that he’d never done before. In a way, it seemed a little silly to get so excited about helping a complete stranger try on a pair of sexy boots in the store, but considering his previous experiences – one girlfriend who just didn’t like boots and another who seemed to be put off by how much he was into them – it was actually kind of nice…

For those few hours, he’d felt like he didn’t really have to hide this thing that turned him on … and even though it was also scary having it on display, it was also a refreshing change.

The device was a little awkward to get used to – definitely very snug, as was obviously intended! Yet his adrenaline was still pumping from everything the previous day that it honestly didn’t much phase him.

As he walked down the quiet halls of the mall that hadn’t yet opened, Stuart was more than ready for whatever boot adventures the tall blonde had ready for him next!

Pulling open the large, frosted doors, he peered into the dungeon-like store where some of the tinted lights were still off and Crystal was at the counter going over a clipboard.

“Wow – looking sharp!” she greeted him warmly as she looked Stuart up and down in his new work attire while also giving him a chance to take note of the fashionable, grey suede thigh high boots that she was wearing over a pair of incredibly tight jeans.

Stuart felt hyper-aware of his hidden, new fashion accessory, barely squeaking out, “Hello…” as he walked across the empty store to where his new boss stood waiting.

Crystal grinned as she glanced down with seemingly x-ray vision at his pants.

“So…” she asked him slyly, “…can I assume that you’re wearing all of your new uniform???”

He blushed at the domineering woman’s amused gaze before taking the hint and fishing the key to the padlock on the device out of his pants pocket and nervously handing it over to her, which Crystal proceeded to loop around a ring in the jingly charm bracelet she wore around her left wrist.

Without acknowledging the device for another moment, the businesswoman then proceeded to walk through the inventory planning that she had been working on before the store opened, explaining the print out of all of the boots that she’d sold over the last week and then walking him around the floor to show what they looked like and which ones needed to be reordered…

It was almost enough to make him forget about his fetish until eventually their first shopper of the day walked through the door and in walked a sexy, raven-haired girl in search of the perfect pair of black patent stiletto boots to wear out for her sister’s bachelorette party the following weekend. Standing quietly off to the side while he did his best to learn from how Crystal sold her customer on the $1,100 pair of knee high boots that she ultimately settled on, he was put to work when it was time to find the girl’s size in the stockroom, then even more anxiously fit the boots to her feet so that she could take them for a walk before putting the expensive splurge on her credit card.

Smiling reservedly as his boss complimented him on a nice job after the girl had left with her new footwear in hand, he found it intriguing how he felt both dignified and submissive at the same time as he had done his best to focus on the girl and her boots instead of his own kinky desires that admittedly were somewhat dampened by the plastic cage locked around his dick.

“I’m happy to see that you’re a fast learner,” Crystal remarked as the two continued to work hand in hand after a short rush of several potential shoppers at once. “It’s tough to find someone who’s passionate about boots, but is also able to temper it so that they can actually be productive when they’re surrounded by them!”

“It’s easy to scare a woman away if it’s too obvious that you’re more interested in the boots on her feet than you are in her as an actual person…

“Yeah,” Stuart hesitated as he began to open up to his new confidant, “I think I might’ve spooked the girl that I work with because I was kind of drooling over the boots that she bought here.”

“Were those the burgundy patent leather?” Crystal asked in curiosity.

Stuart nodded, to which she earnestly chuckled in reply.

“Those are certainly a hot pair of boots…” she mused as the two stood there chatting, “but one way to help reframe it in your head might be this – you can either stare and drool over them from afar, or you can show an equal level of respect and appreciation for the girl and her boots … and then find yourself doing A LOT more than just staring at them from across the room!”

Stuart chuckled, but then countered, “I guess I never thought that part was in the cards for me…”

Laughing as the door opened again, Crystal playfully slapped him in the chest with the clipboard as she told him, “Well you thought wrong!” before stepping away to approach the customer who, based on their greetings, sounded like she was already well acquainted with.

Picking up where they had left off earlier, he did his best to work his way through the rest of the inventory review, comparing what he found on the clipboard to as many of the styles that he could find throughout the store and occasionally slipping into the back where he found it easier to search through the boxes by name.

As he lost himself in the veritable sea of high heeled sex, every now and then he would overhear a random comment from the two women talking up front…

“New stock boy, Crystal?”

“He’s kind of cute. Have you caged him yet?”

“Today’s his first day, actually!”

“In that case, let’s put him to work…”

The next time that he walked out into the showroom, both Crystal and her friend were waiting for him by the counter sharing eager looks that told him he was in for something that he’d never be able to expect.

Retrieving a plastic sign from behind the counter, the mature blonde instructed him to go hang it on the door and then lock it so that they wouldn’t be disturbed…

PRIVATE SESSION IN PROGRESS – PLEASE COME VISIT US LATER!

Turning back to the two women after he had turned the locking knob on the door, this was the first time that he’d really gotten a good look at Crystal’s friend and found his new uniform put to the test as she stared him down intently wearing a short, leather miniskirt and a pair of expensive-looking, knee high leather boots with stiletto heels, and a revealing, deep red corseted top that surprisingly seemed to match the tie that he was wearing.

“This is my friend April…” Crystal told Stuart as he stood opposite the sexy women in their tall boots.

“She’s bought so many boots from me that I’ve probably lost count,” she laughed, amusing her friend as well, “so as an added service to her and a few of my other valued clients, if it’s not busy when she stops by, I like to offer her a complimentary boot cleaning.”

“And that’s where you come in!” April said with a grin as she seductively walked over to one of the thrones and took a seat as if it was exactly where she belonged, then crossed her legs so that one booted heel hung provocatively above the other and pointed at her waiting feet.

Producing a small box from behind the counter, Crystal handed it to Stuart and gestured for him to take a seat on the marble floor in front of her friend.

Nervously kneeling down with his eyes locked on the exquisite, designer boots on his boss’s friend’s feet, Stuart gently opened the box to find that it was a cleaning kit for making his guest’s boots look like new once again. Before he could dig into its contents, Crystal spoke up from over his shoulder to walk him through the process…

“First you’ll take that soft cloth and gently run it over her boots to remove any dirt or dust from the leather. This is a time for you to get to know the boots while the wearer relaxes and enjoys the pleasures of having someone serving at her feet.”

Making only brief eye contact with the leather-clad woman looking down at him, Stuart did his best to focus on the incredible leather boots in front of him, retrieving the cloth from the box and then delicately running it down the side of her first boot. The feeling was electrifying as he felt the curves of the woman’s calves through the tight leather, taking care to add a little more pressure as directed by his boss in order to wipe away anything that had managed to get on the otherwise impeccably kept leather boots.

As he slowly got more comfortable with his position, he took April’s heel in his other hand as he continued to work his way around the leather of the shaft, making his way gradually down to the top of her foot and eventually the menacing point of the toe before gliding the cloth underneath as she changed position to give him a better angle to focus on the shiny red bottom that matched the rest of the boot in its immaculate glamour.

“Next, you’ve got a polishing cream in that jar,” Crystal continued her instruction. “Take just a small amount of it at a time, put it on the dark cloth, and then massage it into the leather in little circles to bring back the natural shine to the boots…”

“If it feels like it’s taking forever, you’re going at just the right speed,” she joked lightheartedly.

Though the tease of the woman’s short skirt was distracting, Stuart took the task that he’d been given to heart and proceeded to apply the polishing cream at a rate that made him feel like he was going to be there all afternoon, though the brilliant shine that it left behind on the already decadent-looking leather was clearly worth the effort.

While he was surrounded by so many boots from all of his fetish fantasies, not to mention two gorgeous women in absolute private, he also felt strangely at peace as he sat calmly at April’s feet, gently rubbing the white cream a bit at a time into the rich, black leather until he could see the vivid difference between whatever area he was working on and the rest that he still had left to do. Through it all, the store was silent as Crystal watched over him while also reviewing his earlier paperwork and April switched between merely relaxing and staring down at his handiwork.

“Now lastly, there’s one final cloth in the box – use that to buff the leather and make sure that there aren’t any spots of cream left on it…”

At the bottom of the box was a deep red cloth that seemed to continue on with Crystal’s theme, which he gently applied along the length of her boots, somewhat surprised at how much of a difference the twenty or so minutes that he’d spent really made on the woman’s expensive leather footwear.

“They look pretty good,” April finally commented upon inspecting his final work, “but there’s one more thing that a man needs to do after he’s finished cleaning a woman’s boots…”

A puzzled look fell on Stuart’s face until he finally looked back to Crystal for guidance.

Crystal grinned and shrugged before revealing her friend’s expectations rather bluntly…

“She’s inviting you to kiss her boots – if you want to, of course…”

His eyes widened and underneath his dress slacks, he could feel his dick begin to stir within the plastic cage.

“Go on – right on the toe,” April coaxed, adding with a smile, “I find it’s a good way for you to know whether you really got all of that polish wiped off!”

Stuart couldn’t believe what was happening, and yet almost subconsciously he found himself slowly leaning forward and bringing his lips to the shiny black leather that encased the woman’s slender foot in front of him. With his hands resting timidly in his lap, he then closed his eyes and a moment later felt the unique taste of boot leather brushing briskly up against his lips.

A surge raced through his body from his lips to his toes as he serenely connected with the object of his fetish desires, and yet as images of the woman in her tight skirt leering over him flooded his mind, he’d never felt more submissive and also more at peace with his fantasy.

A moment later he leaned back and opened his eyes, almost as if for the first time, and as he looked up at April, and then over to Crystal, he simply saw them smiling back at him.

“Good boy…” April purred as she shifted her legs and presented the other boot for its own treatment.

“Have you ever kissed a woman’s boot before?” she asked him as he timidly looked up at her from her feet, admittedly already knowing the answer to her own question.

Stuart shook his head, needing a few seconds to work up the courage to reply, “No, ma’am.”

April then surprised him by scooting down in her seat and extending her leg out to bring her booted foot into the base of the man’s crotch, the soft clink of her boot against the plastic beneath his pants making a subtle sound that all three of them heard distinctly nonetheless.

“How are you doing with this?” she then asked with a sly grin, clearly holding a lock on his attention with her foot pressed firmly between her legs.

Staring back at her like a deer in the headlights, Stuart didn’t know how to answer until she finally prodded, upping the ante even further, “Can I see it?”

Now nearly pale as a ghost, he looked up to his boss for her input and was met with an amused grin, followed by a shrug as she replied, “It’s entirely up to you!”

Stuart knelt in shock a while longer, entirely overwhelmed by the scene that was taking shape around him, until finally after looking back at the frosted door as if to confirm that it really was just the three of them in the room, he took a deep breath, stood up in front of the woman who’d just asked to see the chastity cage that his new work acquaintance had mandated, and slowly pulled down his pants and underwear in front of him.

April’s smile grew broadly across her face as she observed his compliance.

Gesturing him to come forward with a single finger, the woman held no qualms about reaching forward and gently tapping on the plastic cage with her fingernail, then even reaching underneath and taking his balls in her hand as he looked at the wall off in the distance … though his twitching member within its prison still hinted that she had his clear and undivided attention just the same…

“Crystal tells me you’ve been a pretty good worker for her so far…” April mused, continuing to gently toy with the testicles in her hand as her thumb slowly stroked the outside of the cage.

“And I think you’ve earned a reward after doing such a good job polishing up my favorite boots.”

She raised her eyebrows suggestively at her friend as she felt his erection fighting against its bondage in her hand.

“Now … I’ve always been one to think that a nice gesture makes for a better tip than cash any day,” she told him hypnotically, “so how about this?”

April looked up at Stuart and began to squeeze his balls until he looked down and locked eyes with the leather-clad beauty sitting on her throne before him.

“I’m going to have my friend here unlock you … just for a few minutes … and as long as you promise to clean up afterwards, I’ll let you jerk off that horny cock of yours on my boots.”

His jaw nearly dropped, despite having his balls fondled by a near stranger.

“I…I…” he stammered until Crystal stepped up, looked him in the eye, and told him, “Just say, ‘Thank you, mistress…’” as she used the key hanging from her charm bracelet to unlock the cage from his swollen member.

“Err, ummmm – thank you, mistress…” he nervously repeated before kneeling back at her feet once more, his mind whirling as he focused in on her seductive, leather boots once more, but this time without the restrictive safety of the chastity cage to disguise how he really felt as his erection now stood at full attention only inches from her sexy, stiletto boots.

“Go on – it’s ok,” April encouraged him. “You earned it.”

Wiggling her booted toes playfully in front of his face, she smiled and looked down at him reassuringly as he put his hand on his dick – the first time that he’d ever done so in front of anyone, much less someone like her…

“That’s it…” she coaxed as she scooted down on her throne, then extended her leg out so that the toe of her boot rested against his crotch once more.

“You know that you’ve fantasized about being this close to such a sexy pair of women’s boots before…” April teased as she rubbed her foot against him while he slowly began to stroke.

Stuart’s breathing began to quicken as his cock was rock hard in his hand.

“And the smooth, black leather feels so nice between your legs…”

The world around him felt like a fog where all that he could make out were the sexy boots in front of him, and his dick in his nervous hand, and the soothing, sweet voice of his seductress.

“You know that the next time you see a woman in a pair of boots – whether it’s a coworker or a random stranger at the mall – you’re going to think of this very moment and it’s going to make you hard to realize that you’d give anything to be so close, so intimate to her boots, too.”

“…but you can’t…”

He knew that he wasn’t going to last long as April increased the pressure between his legs and firmly pressed the toe of her boot directly against his taint. He stroked harder and faster, hanging on the dominant woman’s every last word.

“There’s nothing wrong with being aroused by a woman’s footwear,” she continued her lecture melodiously, “as long as you never forget that the woman wearing them still deserves your respect…”

“Disrespect a woman in boots and you’ll find out quick that it’s much less fun to get kicked in the balls with a pair of stilettos than it is to be allowed to care for and worship them as you were this afternoon.”

Stuart’s heart raced as he stared down at the newly shined leather that softly caressed against the shaft of his cock.

“That is, unless you don’t want to cum!” the woman interjected suddenly, turning to Crystal with a laugh as they both witnessed the shock in his eyes.

And that was all it took to push him over the edge, with April pressing up into his crotch with her boot as she delightfully watched her new boot boy spasm as promised over her black leather boots. She smiled proudly, knowing what a first she had just given him in addition to the force behind his orgasm that seemed particularly enjoyable for him as well.

Panting and dizzy as the last drops of semen dripped from his dick onto the rich leather, Stuart didn’t know what to say as he hesitantly looked up at the woman wearing the boots … though thankfully her pleased smile made clear that nothing was expected of him.

Stuart didn’t notice Crystal step away to retrieve a clean rag for him to remove his mess from her friend’s boots, and afterwards he was told to go in the back and take himself a break before getting dressed for the second half of his shift.

When he reappeared to an otherwise empty store, he asked, “She’s gone … already?” once he’d noticed that his gracious domme was nowhere to be seen.

Crystal smiled with a shrug, “Yeah – she had to run, but if you stick around here long enough I’m sure that you’ll see her again…”

Leaning up against the counter next to his new boss, Stuart admitted with a big sigh, “She was pretty incredible!”

“Now don’t go thinking that you’re the first guy who she’s let jerk off on her boots…” Crystal cautioned him with a careful look.

Before he could respond, she added, “But I think I might be able to help you with that girl at work you told me about … that is, if you feel like helping me out here around the store some more in the future…”

Stuart’s eyes perked back up with excitement.

“Are you kidding?! This weekend has been amazing! I’d love to come back again,” he told her earnestly.

“You know you still have to wear the chastity belt…” she asked him with a playful smile.

“That’s ok,” he admitted. “It’s actually not so bad in the grand scheme of all of this…”

“Hell,” he added, “I’d probably wear it and come back work here for free if you really wanted me to!”

Crystal smiled proudly, then replied, “It’s funny you should say that…”

* * * * * * * * * *

The next day as Stuart walked into the office, he felt a strange boost of confidence that he hadn’t felt in a long time.

He was excited to see his colleague Emily again, and admittedly also a bit curious to see her latest choice of footwear on account of the particularly chilly morning, yet he felt differently about it than he had just a few days prior thanks to his impromptu lessons in fetish and respect from Crystal and her domineering friend…

“So how was your weekend?” the brunette asked warmly as he walked into their shared office to find her already at work with a bevy of files spread across her desk.

“It was … fun,” he responded with brief hesitation, his eyes immediately noticing the short ankle boots she wore over black tights underneath the desk.

“How about you?”

“Nothing special…” she shrugged as she looked up to greet him. “Pretty much just laid around in my pajamas watching TV all weekend. Went out with some girlfriends Saturday night.”

“Same here … except for the night out with your girlfriends, of course!” Stuart joked as he sat down at his own desk and tried to find focus as he felt the cage beneath his khaki pants, which he’d been convinced by his new boot mentor to try wearing to work that day.

After a few minutes had passed, Emily looked up at him and asked from across the room, “Hey – you didn’t happen to spend any time at the mall this weekend, did you?”

He met her eyes with his.

Did she spot him there after all? Just exactly how much had she seen?!

“Err, I guess I did stop in for a couple of errands…” he said in a feeble attempt to avoid any further scrutiny. “Why do you ask?”

“Well,” she smirked as she held up her phone, “do you remember those boots I wore on Friday that you were gawking over???”

Stuart’s eyes widened.

“Yeah…?” he asked sheepishly.

“The store where I bought them sent me a referral credit for $150 … for referring a new employee to the Femme Fatale Footwear team…”

Emily smirked as she posed her next words to him.

“So … you’re the only person I’ve talked to about these boots…”

He felt once again like a deer in the headlights, but this time there was a sudden change as Emily wheeled her chair out from around her desk and in front of his, crossed her legs to more visibly show off her ankle boots, and then asked him with playful smile…

“What’d you really do this weekend, Stuart???”

“If you tell me, I’ll let you help me spend this $150 store credit…”
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