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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait ‘til you see what I just bought!” 
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BOUND
A curiosity about female domination bring Brandon and his girlfriend Courtney to visit Mistress Simone’s studio for an introductory lesson in spanking and bondage…

USED
A young switch named Chloe comes to visit Mistress Simone as a submissive driven by lust while her husband waits at home in anxious anticipation of the result…

WHIPPED
Two submissives who had never met before entering Mistress Simone's dungeon are given the opportunity to share an intense afternoon of corporal punishment that includes bondage, flogging, caning, and more!
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