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Allison felt a nervous trepidation as she pulled into one of
the parking spots in the alley alongside the plain, red brick building.
Unmarked save for the black numbers over the steel door that appeared to be
little more than the same type of service entrance that every other tenant in
the same building had, between the pictures she had seen on the website and the
subsequent emails that she had exchanged in the previous weeks, despite the
uneasy feeling in her stomach, she had little doubt that this was the right
place…


Glancing around her mirrors first to ensure that as far as
she could tell she was the only one around, the young woman finally took a deep
breath and opened her car door. The alley was quiet, save for the occasional
car driving by on the main road nearby. Of course, it was the middle of a
Tuesday afternoon and most people were likely at work during that time, but for
her this was a bit of a special occasion that required some planning to
ensure that ultimately her surprise was able to go off without a hitch.


Slinging her leather handbag over her shoulder, Allison
quickly locked her car doors and took another look around as she made her way
to the nondescript door marked 352. Her low heels echoed through the
long alleyway as she made careful to avoid the random puddles on the pavement,
anxious to press the small, round button near the door once she quickly
confirmed that the door itself was locked.


“Allison Hall to see Madame Genevieve…” she called
out apprehensively as she depressed the button, continuing to look about her
anxiously until finally she heard a faint buzz and the door clicked open.


Stepping in from the rainy cold, Allison was quickly treated
to an ambiance much different from what she had expected as she found herself
in a small reception area with a number of plush chairs for waiting – the
coffee table between them had a small array of fetish magazines spread about,
and small desk sat in one corner of the room with a petite, blonde girl typing
away at the computer, who looked up momentarily to greet her…


“Miss Hall – welcome!” the girl chimed brightly as she waved
her over in the otherwise empty room. The blonde smiled over a pair of cat-eye
glasses as she explained, “The Madame is just finishing with another client, so
she’ll be with you shortly if you’d like to take a seat. I just need to get a
copy of your ID for security purposes, and I have a couple of quick forms for you
to sign…”


Allison retrieved her wallet from her purse and handed over
her license as the receptionist in turn handed her several sheets of paper and
a pen.


“Feel free to read through that, and I or Madame Genevieve can answer any questions that you have
before you go back,” she explained warmly. “They’re basically just liability
forms – to show that you’re here on your own free will, that you intend
to respect the privacy rules that we have in place, and that sort of
thing.”


Allison simply nodded as she glanced over the papers while
she took her handbag off of the desk and went back to sit down in one of the
chairs nearby. Although she grazed a handful of keywords off of the top sheet,
catching note of words like consensual and safe words and pain
threshold, she soon found herself distracted as her eyes drifted to one of
the magazines in front of her featuring a woman dressed in tight leather, with
one of her high heels digging into the back of a man who was on his hands and
knees before her…


Nervously reaching forward, she took the glossy feature and
flipped open to a random page, quickly finding herself mesmerized by the
corseted pair of ladies mirroring one another in a pair of seductive black and
red leather ensembles. The young brunette could only imagine what their outfits
felt like in person – tightly laced in back to produce those hourglass figures
that would leave any man, her husband included, utterly speechless! For
a brief moment she imagined herself in one of their places – spiked heels on
her feet, a riding crop in one hand and a leash hanging from the other – and
the thrill enticed her until unexpectedly she heard her name called and quickly
snapped back into reality.


“Mrs. Hall?” the voice chirped sweetly as she looked up to
see her host in the flesh for the very first time. “You can come back now …
feel free to bring that if you’d like … if it’s given you any ideas!”


Allison took a deep breath as she collected her things, including
the magazine, and stood up to greet the woman she had exchanged emails
online earlier with as Madame Genevieve. Looking almost exactly as
ravishing as she had in her pictures, the tall woman towered over Allison by
more than six inches, though the spiked stiletto boots that laced up to her
knees surely accounted for a good part of it. Around her hips hung a sexy,
leather skirt that would’ve concealed most of her legs if it weren’t for the
long slit that started nearly at the top of her thigh and allowed the skirt to
flow down her fishnet-clad legs all the way down.


She also wore a matching leather corset that covered her
breasts and went to great lengths to emphasize the woman’s gorgeous figure,
topped off by a sparkling necklace that hung around her neck and a bright red
pair of lips that did well to complete her sultry motif. If it wasn’t for the
glowing smile and cheerful tone in her voice, Allison would’ve felt her nerves
overwhelm her and nearly considered chickening out, but instead she simply
followed her host down the hall, her eyes locked alluringly on the flowing
leather around her legs as her stiletto heeled boots drove to define the world
which she was about to step into…


“Right this way,” Genevieve said with a warm smile as she
pointed her guest into the first room off of the main hallway beyond the
reception area. The room appeared to be the woman’s personal office area, as it
was setup with the traditional desk, computer, and some chairs … along with the
not-so-traditional décor that most certainly would not fit into
the office of anyone other than a professional dominant such as herself!
Several tastefully framed photographs lined the walls showing both men and
women posed with the Madame in provocative positions, along with a variety of
other bondage and fetish devices on display such as a rack holding a variety of
leather floggers and whips, a pair of particularly sharp, metal-tipped ankle
boots, and even a rather impending, heavy leather straitjacket that hung
proudly on a hanger in the back corner of the room.


Allison also noticed, somewhat more prominently as she sat
down, a number of framed letters that appeared to be from the woman’s past
clients, praising her wholeheartedly for the things that she had done to help
transform and improve their lives for the better…


“If you’d like to have a seat,” Genevieve offered as she
gestured towards the chairs on the opposite side of her desk, “can I get you
anything to drink? Coffee? Tea? Water?”


“Oh, ummm…” Allison stuttered, “just some water would be
great, thanks.”


The tall woman smiled as she produced a bottle of water from
the small refrigerator tucked into the corner, then reassured her as she took
her own seat behind the desk, “You don’t have to be nervous – like I said in my
emails earlier, this can be whatever you want it to be, so don’t let the
décor spook you if it seems like a bit much…”


“I can take those for you and we’ll finish filling them out
in a bit,” she added as she reached for the papers that her receptionist had
given to Allison and set them to the side as she gave her newest client an
opportunity to get settled.


“So,” she finally began as Allison took off her leather coat
and placed it along with her purse in the empty seat beside her, “you want to
do something special for your husband for your anniversary, and you’d
like me to help you do an extra sexy photo shoot that will blow
his mind from here to Tahiti…”


Allison laughed as Genevieve’s summarization of their
previous online exchanges helped to break the tension.


“Something like that!” she confirmed with a smile. “My
problem has always been that I don’t know what to do … I know that he
gets off on all of this stuff and we’ve even tried to play a few times, but
he’s always having to tell me what to do because I’ll get all dressed up and
I’ll be feeling sexy, and then I’ll tie him to the bed … and then I’m
completely out of ideas from there…”


“Ok,” the woman chuckled in reply. “Well, I can definitely
help you with that. I was thinking that we can walk around and get a few
ideas, then a friend of mine who does photography will be around in about an
hour and she can start shooting, and we’ll just sort of see where it goes from
there – really casual and at your own pace … if you like something, we’ll
play around with it and see what she can shoot, and if not, we’ll move on to
something else! How’s that sound?”


“That sounds great,” Allison thanked her emphatically. “I
really appreciate you taking the time with me … I’m sure you could tell that I
was a little nervous even sending you that first email…”


Genevieve consoled her as she leaned back in her leather
attire, “I know … that’s kind of the thing about my profession – it’s
got sort of this dirty and scary perspective from the outside … I mean,
there are some people who still think that it’s prostitution, but in
reality what I do here is the furthest thing from it. Sure, occasionally we get
bad clients who are just perverted guys in the wrong way who do nothing
but cater to that negative stereotype, but the bulk of the clients that I see
understand that it’s a very special relationship that we foster here.”


“In fact,” she added with a wink, “almost 40% of my clients
now are couples who see me together, so if you’ve ever thought about
looking for ways to help bridge this gap that you talked about between what
he likes and what you know how to deliver…”


Allison giggled and looked down at her feet.


“…but I think that what you want to do today could be a good
start for you as well,” she countered without missing a beat. “Each
person is unique, and if it takes spending a little extra time yourself
learning about all of this stuff at your own pace, then I think I can
teach you a thing or two about it all along the way this afternoon, and we’ll
get you some hot photos for your hubby to drool over by the time we’re
all done, too!”


“Now,” Genevieve asked as she flipped through the pages of
the magazine on her desk that Allison had brought in with her, “I know that you
said your husband was primarily interested in female domination, which is
kind of my specialty anyways! Did you happen to see anything here, or
maybe pick up on anything since our last email that you might want to include
in our session today?”


The girl thought for a moment from the far side of the desk,
then reaching forward to take the magazine from the Madame’s fingers, she
scanned until she found the image of the two women in their corsets and pointed
out, “I think these are kind of sexy. I mean, I’ve never worn a corset
before – not a real one, anyways. He’s bought me a couple of those ones
that you can find in the mall, but they don’t look anything like
these…”


Genevieve grinned as she leaned forward and took a closer
look at the double-page spread that sat between them, then sat back and ran her
hands over her own corset as she replied, “As you might’ve guessed, I’m very
much a fan of corsetry! I’ve got quite the collection back there, so I’m
sure that we can find something that will make you look like a real dominant!”


“With that said,” she continued, glancing over at the girl’s
handbag and coat piled in the chair nearby, “do you think that leather would
be something that he would be interested in? It’s a fairly common fetish among
men … and women, I might add…”


“Oh yeah,” Allison chuckled as her eyes looked over at the
coat herself, and then drifted further to the sexy stiletto spikes on display on
the wall. “He actually bought me my coat because of his fetish … I guess I’m
starting to come around on it all, even though I know some of those things are so
expensive!”


“You aren’t lying there!” the woman laughed in reply. “I
wouldn’t even dare to consider how much I’ve probably spent on leatherwear over
the years and the men certainly do love it, but then again, so do I! There’s
just something about feeling it tight against your skin that’s an incredible
turn on even when there’s nobody else in the room.”


“…you’ll see…” she then added with a wink.


“So we know that we like corsets, and we’d like to try on
some leather…” Genevieve summarized. “What do you say we go back into my
dressing room and start laying out some things for you to try on? Samantha should
be here in just a bit, but it might be fun to get a few of you getting
dressed, too.”


“Ok – you’re the boss!” Allison replied with a smile, though
Genevieve was quick to retort, “Not for long!”


The two then took a few minutes still in the woman’s office
to walk through the forms that Allison had been given earlier, explaining the
various liabilities and making sure that she was comfortable with each one
before she signed her name to the bottom. Allison herself was beginning to feel
a bit more at ease as she realized that underneath all of the whips and
leather, her host was actually a pretty down to earth woman just like she was,
and after they exchanged a few laughs and Allison told her about a few more of
the fantasies that her husband had shared with her, Genevieve then guided her
into the next room down the hall that was itself packed with a number of
rolling racks of clothes that then led into the even larger room that made up
the dominant’s dressing room…


* * * * * * * * * *


“Wow…” Allison couldn’t help but admit in awe as she quickly
found herself surrounded by even more of the incredible fetish clothing that
she had just passed in the hall as well as what adorned the figure of her
exotic host. Colors and scents of everything imaginable, with hanging racks
lining the walls filled with skirts and dresses and corsets made of satin and
leather and even rubber.


On one wall from floor to ceiling she saw high heels of
every conceivable style, from modest and sensible heels to 5” stilettos and
platforms and even some with seemingly comical heights that couldn’t possibly
be walked in, and then even behind that rack she found yet another display
showing off the mistress’s collection of dominating, leather boots – mostly in
black, but with an intriguing variety of straps and buckles and other
embellishments that seemed to catch her eye over and over again as she grew
increasingly overwhelmed by the woman’s incredible collection.


“See anything you like?!” Madame Genevieve asked with a sly
grin as she stepped over to the rack from which a selection of corsets were
hung and casually flipped through them while she glanced back in the direction
of her guest. She smiled warmly as she watched the girl slowly walk along the
walls, her jaw still agape as the pages of the kinky magazine that she had
flipped through earlier – along with many of the photos and websites that her
husband had tried to show her over the years – seemed to be made all the more
real as she could see with her own two eyes the decadently erotic clothing that
the models in those pictures all seemed to wear so perfectly…


“Don’t be afraid to reach out and touch anything that
catches your eye…” Genevieve cooed as she ran her fingers over the smooth, red
leather of the corset in her hands. “If it feels nice beneath your fingertips,
you can only imagine how wonderful it will feel against your bare skin!”


Allison giggled as she took the woman’s invitation and
gently extended her hand towards the rack of skirts in front of her, almost
electrified at the first cool touch of the enticing sensation of leather
against her fingers. Noting that the tight skirt matched her coat already in
color, she briefly imagined walking down the street wearing the sexy attire
along with perhaps a nice pair of boots, and as she thought about the cool
leather gently hugging her hips with every step as all eyes turned to her, she
began to see the allure like she hadn’t quite expected before…


Holding off in the distance, Madame Genevieve gave her guest
some time to simply explore the room at her own pace to give her a chance to
warm up to the idea of fetish fashion without the intimidation that was common
when one considered a lifestyle filled with leather dresses and collars and
whips. But in reality, Allison actually seemed more curious than nervous
as she walked around the racks, taking in the incredible array of leather and
latex and other unique clothes that one would never encounter in a shopping
mall or adult toy store.


Every so often she would catch the young woman holding up a
dress or corset and glancing nonchalantly in her direction, almost as if she
was picturing Genevieve wearing that exact ensemble, and yet all that she could
do was merely smile back warmly as a way of saying that she too would have her
own chance soon enough!


After a good ten or fifteen minutes of silent browsing, the
dominant woman finally spoke up and asked, “So … I know that there’s a lot here
to choose from, but did anything in particular catch your eye, or would you
like to hear some of my suggestions???”


Setting a pair of shiny-spiked stiletto ankle boots back on
their shelf with that same look of awe still dominating her face as she
remembered the similar pair on display in the Madame’s office, Allison turned
to her host and intriguingly replied, “Sure! What did you have in mind?!”


Smiling as she beckoned the girl over to the impressive rack
of corsets that had no doubt been the first to catch her eye, the Madame
reached into the center and produced an incredible, leather overbust corset
featuring a beautiful brocade made of a provocatively sharp crimson red that
just seemed to scream sex in Allison’s eyes. As she offered the hanger
to the girl with a grin on your face, she reported, “I’d like to see you in this,
for starters…”


Then walking over to the row of leather skirts that she had
been eying a few moments earlier, she added, “…and maybe this on the
bottom…” as she took a provocatively short skirt – also in black leather – from
the second rack…


And then finally stepping over to her mountainous display of
shoes, paused and examined the lot for a moment before retrieving the spiked
ankle boots that she had seen Allison admiring and asked, “Did you like these?
Because I think we can totally make these work with those…” as
she gestured towards the other two hangers already in the eager girl’s hands.


“Yeah … ummm, ok!” Allison replied without putting up much
of a fight, admittedly a bit nervous of the prospect of actually trying on any
of the garments that she’d just been gawking, but also reminding herself of the
reason why she was there in the first place.


She glanced down again at the skirt and corset in her hands,
then looked up to the mirror to see them both held against her body, and felt
herself blush a little bit as she asked her new associate, “So where do we
start?”


Madame Genevieve smiled again at her progress.


“Well, if you just want to start getting undressed, I’ll
grab you some fresh undergarments to go along with these and then we’ll
work at getting you laced up!” she explained before stepping out of the room
while Allison set her coat and purse on a nearby chair, then stared into the
mirror once more before taking a deep breath and lifting her purple top over
her head.


“I like your lingerie … but I think you’re going to like mine
better…” Genevieve said with a wink as she walked back in a few minutes
later to find her guest standing in only her bra and panties, with the rest of
her clothes already folded neatly on one of the chairs nearby.


“I brought us some white wine anyways,” she told the nearly
naked girl as she set her own glass down on the nearby vanity and then offered
the second to Allison before also handing her a pair of tiny, thong panties in
a bright crimson design that matched the corset she was about to put on. She
also carried what appeared to be a pair of fishnet stockings, which she set to
the side as she explained, “The stockings will have to wait until after your
corset is in place because the garters are built in, but the panties can
replace what you’re wearing now…”


“…and the bra will have to go, too, because the corset will
take care of all of that for you!”


“Rest assured,” she then quickly added as she noted the
hesitation in Allison’s eyes, “that everything you see here is thoroughly
cleaned and sanitized after every use. Just think of it as playing dress-up,
but with much sexier clothes!”


Allison chuckled as she took one last look at her old
self in the mirror while she took a small sip of the white wine that
Genevieve had handed her, then after setting the glass off to the side, she
slipped out of her own underwear in one fell swoop and deposited them on top of
the rest of her clothes before holding the new thong out in front of her to
preview, then slipping them up her legs to their new home. She then held the
corset back in front of her figure once more to see how it went with the
matching underwear until Madame Genevieve surprised her from behind by reaching
for the corset, which she immediately removed from its hanger as she told
Allison with a wink, “Trust me – you’re gonna love it…”


Mesmerized as she watched the woman expertly undo the busk
down the front and then also loosen the laces as she spread the garment out
over the back of a nearby chair, Allison was quickly snapped back into reality
when Genevieve held the corset out in front of her and then gestured for her to
first remove her bra before the woman covered her breasts back up a moment
later with the new sensation of the smooth leather pressing against her bare
skin.


Looking down as the woman knelt before her to buckle the
silver snaps back up the center of the corset, starting at her belly and
working her way north until just between her bosoms, the girl felt her pulse
begin to race as the cool leather slowly took its shape around her body. Once
she finally reached the top, Genevieve grinned at the captivated look on
Allison’s face and whispered, “It gets even better!” as she placed a hand on
the girl’s shoulder and guided her over to a small section of bare wall in the
dressing room where a rod, but without any clothing hanging from it seemed to
be mounted to the wall.


“Now just hold here, and breathe normally…” the woman
explained as she showed Allison how to grip the lacing bar, adding, “This is
going to feel a little different from those other corsets that you’ve
worn, but in a very good way!”


Genevieve allowed her guest a couple of deep breaths to
center herself before she slowly began to take in slack on the laces behind
her, though it wasn’t long before she felt the very new sensation of the corset
cinching down on her seemingly from all angles at the same time…


“The difference between this corset and those ones
you’ve bought at the mall,” the woman explained as she firmly pulled the laces
between her fingers, “is that a good, quality corset should never pinch or
hurt … that constant and even pressure as I tighten the laces is how a
corset is supposed to feel…”


Allison felt her breathing shallow as the beautiful leather
took its form around her torso, at one point closing her eyes and simply
enjoying the mental image of what was transpiring there as the dominant woman
behind her dictated the new fetishwear that she couldn’t wait to see in the
mirror. When she was nearly ready to protest that she didn’t think she could
take a quarter-inch more also happened to be when Madame Genevieve began to
knot off the laces behind her and then, in one glorious reveal, took Allison’s
hand and pointed her back around to the mirror where her jaw nearly dropped at
the spectacle that had been created with but a simple corset.


“Oh my god – my boobs are huge!” she exclaimed
as she ran her fingers down the newfound curves that the corset had
highlighted, charmed by how much more amazing the garment looked tight against
her skin than she ever would’ve imagined when she held it on its hanger only 15
minutes prior.


“You do have some nice boobs!” Genevieve commented
from the sidelines with a wink. “That’s one of the things that I love about
corsets is how they manage to highlight the very best of a woman’s
already ample figure…”


At that moment while Allison’s eyes remained locked on her
new look in the mirror, a knock was heard at the doorway to the dressing room
and the new visitor cheerfully agreed, “I think you’ve got great tits, too!
Beautiful choice of corsets to show them off…”


Madame Genevieve smiled and made light work of introducing
Allison to her friend Sam – the spunky, yet quite talented photographer who
would be lending her skills to bring the married girl’s brainstorm into reality
with her camera that afternoon.


“I see you got started without me, but that’s ok,” she
commented as she quickly knelt down with her gear bag to one side of the room
and talked over her shoulder as she changed lenses on her camera. “What I was
telling Gen earlier was that I’d like to take a few shots in here to warm up
while you’re getting ready – to get you a little more used to the camera – and
then from there we can go wherever the mistress takes us!”


“Ok – that works…” Allison easily agreed as the extra woman
in the room surprisingly helped her to lighten the tension that all of the sexy
surroundings had been building up inside of her. As she turned her attention
back to the mirror, a small smile crept across her face as she saw Genevieve’s
delicate hand slowly wrapping around her taut waist, her skin tingling beneath
the touch separately only by tight leather as the two looked at each other in
the mirror together across from them before the woman asked softly…


“So are you ready for a little more?”


Allison nodded eagerly and did her best not to simply swoon
right there in Madame Genevieve’s arms before the woman guided her over to the
chair at the vanity and handed her the fishnet stockings that she had selected,
and by the time she had balled the first stocking up and was about to slip it
over her red-painted toenails, she found that the photographer had readied
herself and was now kneeling a few feet away from her at the edge of the
vanity.


“Now the biggest thing that you can do…” the redhead
explained calmly to Allison as she listened attentively, “…and I know that
this is going to seem impossible right now, but just try to forget
that I’m even here. Don’t worry about posing for me or smiling at the
right time … Madame Genevieve is going to coach you a little here and there
to help guide you in the right direction, but at the same time, often the best
reactions caught on film are the ones that are spontaneous and just come
naturally.”


“This is sexy! It’s exciting! You’re doing
something a little naughty that intrigued you enough to come down
here and check it out, and you know that your partner thinks it’s hot, so
just try to cut loose and have some fun with it!”


Genevieve grinned as she added a few words of her own to her
friend’s pep talk…


“Just keep in mind that this isn’t your typical photo
shoot where we’re not satisfied until every member of the family is looking
at the camera and smiling their best. Quite the contrary, while sometimes
a smile here and there is certainly sexy, I myself have always been
more partial to the sultry domme … or the seductive domme … because
for a woman who’s supposed to be in control, I can tell you from
experience that smiling and happy isn’t always the mood that I’m
trying to portray with a cranky submissive who really needs to be taught
a lesson!”


All three girls laughed as the dominant continued…


“But like Samantha said, don’t think too much about it –
just enjoy it, and allow yourself to feel sexy as you’re trying
on all of these amazing clothes, and keep an open mind when we start
looking at all of the fun stuff in the other room, and you’ll be fine.”


Allison felt a nervous tinge down her spine when she heard
the camera’s shutter go off as she began to slowly guide the fishnet stocking
up her right leg, but did her best to tune it out as she also took note of the
alluring pattern that began to form up her leg that she remembered her husband
enjoying from when she had previously worn fishnets for him in the past.


After she had done the same with the second stocking and the
photographer had notably snapped a few more pictures, Madame Genevieve extended
a hand to help her stand up, then guided her to lean against the chair with her
hands out in front of her while she took the opportunity to apply each of six
garters around the bottom of the corset, pulled taut to hold her new stockings
in place. Admittedly lingering for an extra moment as she warmly ran her hand
over the girl’s firm ass – which neither of them seemed to mind – Genevieve
set aside her thoughts of giving her guest an impromptu spanking … just for
fun … and instead retrieved the short, leather skirt which was to then slip
on overtop.


“Wow – this is wonderful!” Allison beamed as she
pulled the tight leather garment up over her hips after having leaned on the
chair once again to steady her balance, with Genevieve again offering a helping
hand to zip the skirt up from behind as the wife admired the sexy vixen that
she was becoming in the mirror. Falling several inches above her knees, it was
by far the shortest skirt that she had ever worn, and yet combined with the
sexy fishnets and the impeccable corset that had already sculpted her figure
into an even more impressive hourglass, it certainly seemed to work!


“Now don’t get too settled just yet…” Genevieve warned as
she too admired her guest’s new look. “Just wait ‘til you see what it looks
like with shoes – that’s the true test of a sexy outfit!”


Pointing her back to her seat in the padded chair once more
as Madame Genevieve took the ultra-sexy, stiletto ankle boots from the vanity
where she had left them, the two women shared a seductive grin as the dominant
got down on a knee in front of her and loosened the laces, then unzipped the
side of the first boot and daintily slipped it up her guest’s stocking-clad
foot. Smiling like a Cheshire cat as she looked down her leg at the Mistress
and watched in awe as she proceeded to lace the exotic boot leather firmly up
the front of the boot, this time she didn’t even notice as Sam’s shutter
continued to run as she captured a number of stirring shots of the sexy boots
being fitted to her feet.


Not quite ready to let her answer the question of whether
she would even be able to walk on the tiny, metallic-spiked heels,
Genevieve then spun the chair in which Allison was sitting around so that the
married woman now faced the vanity where a number of the dominant’s beauty
products had already been laid out.


“Now this is the fun part!” she told Allison with a
wink as she pulled up a chair beside her and the two began to walk through the
variety of eye shadows and lipsticks and other provisions until they had agreed
on an ensemble that would complement the girl’s natural look, but also
certainly push the envelope and strive to complete the domineering persona that
they were shooting for. During the entire ordeal, Sam continued to snap more
photos of both the Madame applying her makeup as well as the two talking and
Genevieve providing her insight in between, and when the dominant finally spun
the girl back around and invited her to take another look at her new
self in the full-length mirror nearby, Allison could hardly recognize the
intimidating and voluptuous woman who was looking back at her…


Perched high atop the 5”, razor-thin heels with her
delicious fishnet stockings disappearing, yet still peeking out from
beneath the tight, leather skirt that hugged her hips and just barely covered
her thighs, there was still no denying that the incredible, red and black
ornate leather corset still brought everything together, though the smoky look
in her eyes as she batted her eyelashes playfully in the mirror proved that
Genevieve certainly had an experienced hand when it came to her makeup, too!


Feeling a unique chill run down her back as the leather
creaked provocatively with every step as she paced back and forth, glancing
back at the mirror to consider every last angle, though she no doubt felt sexy
… this time it was even something more than that as her mind
randomly drifted back to the occasional photo or video that her husband had
shown her. For the first time in her life as she stared back at herself in the
mirror with intrigue, Allison Hall truly felt like she was, in fact, on par
with those women after all, with their whips and their handcuffs and
all of the other diabolical toys that her host was going to be introducing her
to momentarily.


She thought about what her husband would say, or what he wouldn’t
say, if he were to come home to find her wearing the incredible
leathers that she was wearing at that very moment…


Just out of curiosity while Sam and Genevieve simply looked
on with an intrigued amusement, Allison retrieved her leather coat from the
chair nearby and slipped it on overtop her outfit and couldn’t help but giggle
when she noted that the bottom edge of her coat fell merely an inch lower than
the skirt itself that she was wearing. Nonetheless, she buttoned a single
button in front to conceal the corset and took a few quick looks from the side
as she heard Madame Genevieve pipe up.


“You know, I can give you the name of the shop that made
those for me!”


Though Allison was quick to reply, “Don’t tempt me…” as she
looked over her shoulder to admire the view from behind…


…Genevieve shot right back with a grin, “Oh, dear – but
that’s my job here … to tempt you!”


After Sam also stepped in and requested a couple of specific
poses with the coat that she thought might be appealing, Allison eventually
shed the outer garment and took one final walk around the dressing room,
seeming to gaze at all of the fetishwear with a slightly new perspective this
time, until Genevieve finally took note of the time and ushered that they
needed to get into the studio if she was going to have a chance with all of the
different toys that she had wanted to show her that afternoon.


As the girl was passing by the last of the clothing racks,
one hanger in particular caught her eye with a garment in a deep blue that she
couldn’t help but ask, “What’s this???”


Madame Genevieve came over and took the hanger off the rack
to reveal it to be a blue bodysuit in what appeared to be heavy rubber. “This
is latex,” she explained as she offered the garment out for Allison’s touch,
then returned the hanger and quickly flipped through some of her other
favorites on the rack. “Very tight – like a second skin, and once you’ve
managed to wiggle your way into it, you shine it all up like that, and
then you have your fun…”


With a satisfied grin, she pointed to a photo in the corner
that showed off a model wearing a full suit made of latex from head to toe,
with a glorious red glow down her entire body that wonderfully complemented the
steel cuffs that were chained around her wrists and ankles, and the
unrelenting, shiny black gag that also appeared to be made from latex and had
been wedged between her teeth.


Allison felt her stomach get a little uneasy as thoughts of
being the girl in that position filled her mind as well, though they
were quickly thwarted by Madame Genevieve who then guided her out the door with
the photographer in tow to their long-awaited destination in her main studio
just across the hallway…


* * * * * * * * * *


Walking into the prime of Madame Genevieve’s professional
dungeon space was like nothing that Allison had ever seen in TV shows or even
on the Internet, with eye-catching colors of deep reds and blacks the most
predominant in all sorts of kinky furniture of every shape and size imaginable.
Various implements that she did recognize such as classic whips and
floggers and riding crops hung along the back wall, while another rolling cart
like the ones that her clothing hung from sat off to one side … although this
particular cart appeared to be loaded down not with sexy skirts and
dresses, but instead with bondage restraints…


The dominant stood back and allowed her guest the
opportunity once more to simply roam free for a few minutes and take it all in,
admittedly somewhat curious to see just which apparatuses the girl might be
drawn to first. Would it be the infamous stocks where Madame Genevieve had
locked many a submissive’s head and wrists before giving them a healthy
beating, or perhaps the iconic throne in the center of the room where she had
grown accustomed to having her feet and boots worshipped by only the most
obedient and worthy of slaves???


Allison took her time carefully examining the multitude of
kinky devices around her not only in an attempt to think back to specifically
which ones her husband might’ve shown an interest, but also to get a feel for
the intoxicating, new attire that she had recently donned, both in its ultra
tight leather as well as its precariously fine-tipped footwear. First running a
hand over a sturdy, leather spanking bench, then stepping nearby to a long
table near the wall from which nearly a dozen heavy straps hung down,
presumably to bind one of Madame Genevieve’s clients in place while she
worked her magic!


As the girl continued to wander, with the photographer
following behind to take the random shot of Allison inspecting a new piece of
equipment for her very first time and the truly intriguing facial expressions
that accompanied each, Genevieve made her own way over to one of the displays
of spanking implements on the nearby wall and discretely selected for her new
guest a flat, broad-sided paddle bearing a purple woven handle and covered with
an intimidating, black leather on one side and a strikingly tantalizing crushed
velvet on the opposite…


“Why don’t you give this a few swings and see how it feels
in your hand?” the tall woman said with a smile as she sauntered over to where
Allison still stood in awe and handed her the ornate, yet fully-functional
leather paddle.


Caught off guard when she noticed its both sharp and sensitive
sides, the mistress noted that she looked like a natural as her fingers took
hold around the purple and black handle before she gave the paddle a couple of
playful swings before then pulling her arm back more dramatically to enjoy
first the *woosh* of the paddle’s head through the air, followed by the
satisfying *smack* when it crashed against the side of the spanking
bench that she had targeted.


Allison’s eyes lit up with the loud impact, but with nothing
save for a grin of approval from her host, the girl continued and allowed
herself a handful of more practice swings, even taking a quick detour to gently
tap the paddle to her own side – much to Madame Genevieve’s intrigue – before
she eagerly handed the implement back and asked, “Cool! What else have you
got?!”


Guiding her over to the racks herself, Genevieve next spent
a few minutes walking Allison through her entire selection one by one, giving
the girl a chance to hold each of the floggers and crops and even her bullwhip,
though she made sure it was understood that it was by no means for
beginners. When Allison’s eye next caught a variety of riding crops, short
and long, that the Madame had displayed by their own, she next found herself
granted the opportunity to choose one herself that seemed like it matched both her
dress as well as simply her mood, and after selecting a stately 18”
model with a chrome-tipped handle and a finely-crafted leather head, it was
then that Madame Genevieve directed her over to the most imposing place to sit
in the entire room – a chair in which she admittedly felt a little bad about
taking, if it weren’t for the mistress’s personal invitation!


“I like to spend some time with each of my subs here,” the
woman explained as she gestured for Allison to take a seat on the massive,
high-backed leather throne. “All of the spanking and the bondage is of course
fun, too, but sometimes it’s nice just to be able to sit back and simply
watch your submissive worship you while you gaze down at him with
the utmost authority…”


Allison both smiled and blushed as she listened to the
woman’s description and then tried to imagine her own husband David on the
floor in front of her … on his knees … naked, save for maybe a
nice collar or something … with his lips on her boots, just happy to be
in her presence.


She honestly didn’t even notice the camera at that point as
Sam took advantage of her distracted mind to capture some wonderful images of the
new mistress, deep in contemplation, as the photographer would later
reveal. As Genevieve and Allison continued chatting while the girl posed in the
regal center of the room, also learning to admire the lengthy seduction of her
booted ankles and her fishnet stockings crossed in front of her as she toyed with
the crop gingerly towards her toes, the crew was a bit caught off guard when
the back door to the dungeon creaked open and the Madame’s blonde assistant
tucked her head inside…


“So sorry to interrupt,” she explained with a quick rush to
her voice, “but I just wanted to see if you needed anything before I left for
the night! My boyfriend just got here and we were going to go and grab some
dinner…”


“No, no,” the mistress casually replied. “Mrs. Hall here is
my only client tonight and we’re just playing around, so I’ll see you
tomorrow.”


The girl smiled and was just about to disappear back around
the door when Genevieve perked up and said, “Wait a minute! Did you say that
Alex is here???”


“Yeah? He’s out in the lobby,” the girl answered as the
Madame’s brow raised as if a lightbulb had just gone off.


“Just how hungry are you?” she asked with a coy grin,
glancing back at Allison who had been patiently waiting as the delay simply
gave her another chance to look around and gaze upon all of the enchanting
woman’s increasingly intriguing toys…


“Ummmm – I don’t know,” the blonde shrugged, asking, “why –
what’s up?”


“Why don’t you go get your boyfriend and then I’ll explain…”
Madame Genevieve replied with a grin.


When the two returned together a moment later, the smile on
Genevieve’s face grew a little wider as she introduced the pair, “Allison,
you’ve already met my assistant, Nikki, and this is her lovely boyfriend, Alex!
Now … I’m just having a thought here, but Alex occasionally does some modeling
for me, when I need promotional photos of all of this in action –
you may remember his face from my website…”


“So what I was thinking,” she said, turning back to her
guest with a wink, “is that if you’re ok with it, and if Alex here is
ok with it, that it might be fun to add a little spice to our photo
shoot here by giving you someone to pose with! You know, just a warm
body to put at the other end of that leash or on the receiving end of that
paddle.”


Allison thought about it for a moment as she glanced over at
the clean-cut man standing at the door, turned back to her host and replied, “I
guess that would be ok … as long as it’s just modeling and nothing more…”


“Oh, of course!” Madame Genevieve replied. “Only what you’re
comfortable with, by all means! Alex, what do you say? Dinner’s on me for you
and your lady afterwards if you can spare us an hour of your time.”


With that, Nikki told her boyfriend, “Go get changed…” with
a playful slap before finding a seat in the corner of the dungeon and
disappearing into her cell phone without another word. While they waited for
Alex to get ready, Genevieve spent some more time talking with Allison about
domination, particularly how to carry herself and some basic ideas of
the kinds of shots that she thought would be fun without being too
provocative.


As the door opened and the man walked back into the room
nonetheless, Allison’s heart still skipped a beat still as she watched him make
his way across the room fully nude except for a skimpy, leather thong that
he had put on, before he reached his hand out to greet her warmly and
spoke, “Hi there – I’m Alex, and I’ll be posing as your submissive this
evening!”


They both laughed and she couldn’t help but admit that his
simple joke did wonders to help break the ice, considering the washboard abs
that naturally drew her attention. Though she still felt a bit nervous about
the scene change, Madame Genevieve opted to dive right in by suggesting that
Alex get down on his knees in front of her seated position on the throne, and
before Allison had time to react, the nearly naked man was bowing his head
before her with his eyes fixed on the very tips of her black stiletto boots…


“Now remember what I told you,” Genevieve instructed as she
moved across the room to retrieve something out of sight, “you’re in a
position of authority over him, so act like it! It’s ok to feel a
little haughty – sit up straight, maybe cross your legs and dangle them in
front of his face, and just sort of look down your nose at him … he’s on
the floor and you’re on your throne for a reason.”


Allison felt an exciting chill run down her spine as the
words rang home and she considered the new stranger kneeling at her feet,
already seeming so obedient while the camera flashed with her gazing down on
him as arrogantly as she could muster. A moment later her teacher approached
her from the side and simply told her, “Here – why don’t you help him get in
the mood to worship you a little more…” as she handed her a smooth, leather
collar with a large O-ring jingling in the front.


Taking the long strip of leather in her hands, the girl
flashed back once more to the photos that she’d seen before of a classic slave
collared before his mistress, and for the first time she felt a surprising rush
as she found herself relating to those strong and powerful women who had the
audacity to place their men into bondage before them. Without a word of
instruction needed, she took the collar and leaned forward to meet the man who
had already brought his neck closer to her reach – still looking down – and felt
a small smile perk her lips as she cinched the buckle snug around Alex’s neck…


“Slave,” Madame Genevieve then spoke up, to Nikki’s silent
smirk in the corner, “those boots that your new mistress is wearing are kind of
dirty – do us a favor and take care of that for us, would you???”


“Oh wow…” Allison uttered while her eyes grew wide as she
watched the man before her then bring his lips to the sexy boots on her feet
and begin to gently kiss and lick the boot leather with his wrists crossed
submissively behind his back. After the initial shock diminished and the act
continued, she did what she could to look worthy of such a display and
even offered up a few key smirks when Genevieve suggested that he was
the one not worthy, though a part of her couldn’t help feel the opposite as her
heart raced.


“You look good with a man at your feet,” her teacher
commented with a laugh as she looked on, then asking, “Is this something that
you might consider doing with your husband???”


Allison beamed as she replied, “Ummmm – yeah. I might
have to go boot shopping first to find myself a pair a little closer to
these, but … yeah, this could definitely be a lot of fun!”


“Well, be sure to bring help along for that then,
too!” Genevieve suggested with a smile. “If he’s got a thing for your feet, why
should you have to be the one carrying bags around the mall and bending
down to try on new shoes yourself?! Put him to work!”


She then leaned over and whispered something into Allison’s
ear which at first took her by surprise, then a few seconds later she managed
to parrot out with a near perfect execution, telling the man at her feet, “Don’t
forget to do the heels, too…” And there was no denying that she was turned
on as she then proceeded to watch the muscled man slip his head down around
underneath the backs of her footwear and wrap his lips around the shiny,
metallic spiked heel of one of her boots before then going to town as if it
were a tiny phallus in his mouth…


As she shifted in her seat, the sounds of leather on leather
seemed as loud as could be as she fought the urge to touch herself anywhere as
all eyes in the room, save for the ones belonging to the man at her feet, felt
like they were solely on her.


Across the room, Genevieve whispered something to her
assistant, who then slipped out of the room momentarily and returned with two
fresh glasses of wine for her boss and for Allison, which she handed over with
a playful grin as she glanced down at her boyfriend obediently servicing the
stranger’s boots.


After giving Allison a chance to enjoy a bit more of her
wine along with the view of which she was becoming rather accustomed, Madame
Genevieve chimed in and suggested, “Why don’t the two of you go for a walk?”
as she smiled and handed her guest a leather lead that had been hanging
alongside the collar that she had introduced into the mix earlier…


“That sounds delightful!” Allison replied excitedly
as she noticed her tensions beginning to dissipate, and as her new servant
returned from her feet to his knees just like clockwork, she leaned forward and
clipped the free end of the leash onto the ring dangling from his neck before
standing up from her throne and stood up with a proud spring to her step as she
grinned widely, taking an impromptu tour around the room, holding her wine glass
ever so delicately in one hand and the looped end of the leash in the other.


Finding fortunately that the extreme heels on her boots kept
her walking plenty slow enough for her new pet to keep up with her on his hands
and knees, Allison had a blast making several loops around the dungeon floor,
taking notice every now and then to look back behind her and marvel at the
dominant spectacle that was taking place around her. With every step she felt a
little more invigorated, every glance down at him trailing behind her like a
loyal puppy dog a little more empowered as she marched proudly around the room
in her leather ensemble that merely a few hours ago she would’ve never imagined
wearing as she was then…


Both Madame Genevieve and her photographer Sam most definitely
noticed the boost in confidence, too, and as the camera shutter continued to
fly more than ever as Sam even began to catch Allison in offering her some
sassy and seductive poses on her own, Genevieve began to concoct in her mind
one final bonding activity for the two of them that she thought was sure
to result in a series of photos that would no doubt leave the woman’s husband
begging for more – quite possibly on all fours as well!


“Why don’t you bring him over here…” she suggested to her
learning dominant as she walked over to a corner of the dungeon where a
two-foot bar with rings on either end hung from the ceiling. After retrieving a
few new items from the rack nearby, she pointed towards them seeking Alex’s
acknowledgment as she asked, “You still doing alright, boy???”


“Yes, ma’am,” he confirmed with a nod after taking a quick
look at the items that she had set out – a simple pair of leather bondage
cuffs, along with a shiny, red ballgag and a thick, black blindfold. Having a
fairly good idea what was about to transpire, Alex dropped his eyes back down
to the floor and crossed his wrists behind his back while Allison still stood
nearby holding the leash that was attached to his collar.


“Now why don’t we do this…” the mistress continued as she first
reached forward to take the leash from Allison’s hand, then unhooked it herself
from his collar before setting it off to the side and instead handed her the
padded leather wrist cuffs that she had selected. “I was thinking that some
nice bondage shots, in action might make for a nice culmination to our
little adventure here this afternoon, if you’d be comfortable stringing our
friend here up, that is!”


The girl giggled.


“But of course,” she replied with a giddy smile as she
examined the cuffs in her hands – seemingly much more durable than the cheap,
Velcro cuffs that she’d used with her husband at home, though the concept was
still simple enough. By the time she had unbuckled the first of the two cuffs,
her stand-in submissive had already extended his left hand to feel her buckle
the soft, familiar leather around his wrist that he had actually already
modeled for Madame Genevieve once in the past before.


After she cinched the roller buckles snug, but not tight
around each of Alex’s wrists, the Madame simply pointed to the bar above them,
hinting at the connection points on either end of the bar…


“Next!” Madame Genevieve announced with a gleeful smile as
she handed over the shiny ballgag, which was a new toy to Allison altogether,
though one wouldn’t have known it by the way she slid behind her prey and
sensuously offered up the red rubber ball to the man’s lips, extending the
straps around his head and cinching them tight before even giving him a
playful, little swat on the ass to allow herself the pleasure of hearing his
muffled gasp.


“Wow – somebody’s sure a fast learner!” Genevieve
announced with a surprised gleam as she finally handed over the blindfold as
well, which Allison similarly looped around her captive’s vision while the
photographer frantically shuffled to soak up every iconic expression.


Then walking over behind her prized student, Genevieve
unceremoniously took one of the girls hands and placed it square in the middle
of Alex’s cut chest as she explained, “Ok, so next lesson – I want you
to examine what you’ve done, and what you’ve made out of our little
friend here. He’s so … helpless … so … open … it would be a
crime not to exploit that, just a little bit!”


Allison took her cue like a pro and moved in a little closer
as she carefully ran her fingers down the admittedly fit man’s chest and
stomach, even taking a brief moment to notice his intriguingly erect nipples
with just the tips of her fingernails before sliding around behind him to
admire his pert and round ass as well, seemingly perfectly shaped by the thong
that was little more than a pair of straps from that particular view.


Before she could suggest a word, she found herself looking
up to meet Madame Genevieve’s mischievous eyes as she extended to her the same
ornate purple and black paddle that the girl had been admiring earlier…


“Go ahead,” the dominant prompted, “you know you want to!”


Allison blushed as she slipped from her element for only a
moment as she considered all of her surroundings, though she was quick to
recover when Madame Genevieve added, “Just a couple of quick taps – for
the camera…” before stepping back and allowing her ample room to take a
few shots.


First caressing the soft side of the leather paddle against
his behind, half to psyche herself up as much as to allow him time to
adjust – she really didn’t know what the protocol was here for
someone who she’d just barely met – but after closing her eyes for just a
brief moment to center herself, Allison pulled back and gave Alex his very
first *smack* under her hand, which filled the room with the alluring sound of
leather on flesh while even eliciting a few choice chuckles from his girlfriend
who was still patiently waiting in the corner … although at this point she was
paying a little closer attention to what was transpiring between her man
and the budding, new dominant…


“Oh, you can hit him harder than that – I do it all the
time!” she jeered playfully from the sidelines to everyone’s amusement.


Accepting the girl’s challenge with a chuckle herself that
was partially led by the groan heard from the girl’s boyfriend, Allison then
proceeded to apply another dozen or so well-timed slaps, with each causing her
target to yelp a bit louder into his gag until looking down at his ass, she
found that she was satisfied that both cheeks were an equally delightful shade
of bright red.


“Oh, would you look at that!” Madame Genevieve exclaimed as
she came over to inspect her student’s work. “His ass nearly matches the
ballgag in his mouth – are you sure you haven’t done this before?!”


Allison just smiled and commented, “No, but you may have to
tell me where I can find one of those paddles for home – that was kind of
fun!”


“I could tell!” quipped Samantha from behind the camera as
she took a few remaining shots of the two dominant women standing together in
front of the bound submissive.


Running her hand gently over Alex’s tantalizing chest one
last time, the girl was surprised when Genevieve placed her hand overtop hers
and nonchalantly asked, “So are you saying that you had a good time
today???”


“Absolutely!” the girl replied within an instant. “I just
hope that he had as good a time as I did…”


It was then that the Madame shocked her a step further by
guiding her hand downward and adding, “I think it’s pretty safe to say that he
did!” with a wink as she brought the married woman’s hand to rest over the
man’s jock strap, which was clearly concealing a very erect present just
behind the thin layer of cloth.


Allison’s eyes grew wide as she held the submissive’s hard
cock in her hand for just a moment as she stared back at Madame Genevieve with
a look of surprise and delight, then pulled away as she watched her host walk
over to her secretary and whisper something just underneath her breath… 


“If you want to have a quick bit of fun with him before
you guys head out, it looks like he could sure use a bit of relief, and
I do appreciate that he’s been such a good sport for our new learner tonight! I
want to help Mrs. Hall change into something a little different and have
a little fun ourselves, so we’ll be over in the dressing room for about 20
minutes or so. And put dinner tonight on your expense account – my treat!”


As Allison saw the eyes of the Madame’s assistant light up
much in the same way that hers just did, she couldn’t help but smile as Genevieve
returned and silently pointed her and the photographer towards the door of the
dungeon to give the two a few moments alone together while they decompressed in
the other room and discussed the extra surprise that Madame Genevieve had in
store for her guest next…


* * * * * * * * * *


“So, what did you think?!” Madame Genevieve asked Allison
with a beaming smile on her face after the three had disappeared into the
dressing room across the hall and shut the door behind them.


Taking a deep breath as she caught glimpse of herself in the
mirror once again, although this time considerably more confident and
invigorated than before, Allison grinned from ear to ear as she told her host,
“That was amazing … thank you so much for everything! I never would’ve
expected it to end quite like that, but I think I’ve got some great
ideas to take home with me, and I can only imagine what the photos looked
like…”


The photographer smiled as she glanced down at her camera
and commented with a wink, “We’ll have to wait and see, but I think there ought
to be some good ones in there!”


“I’m sure they’ll turn out great,” Genevieve added. “You
gave her some great source material to work with, and I think we were really
lucky that Alex happened to stop by, too! Hopefully your husband won’t be
bothered by that, but I think having a subject to work with just
helps to bring the scenario to life so much better.”


Allison grinned.


“He was something, wasn’t he?! And anyways, I’ll just
tell hubby to pretend that he’s him and let him fantasize on that for a
while…”


“There you go,” Madame Genevieve chuckled in agreement as
she looked over at the girl who seemed a little hesitant to rush back to
reality. “You know,” she continued, “I had another idea that I thought
you might enjoy – and Samantha here might be able to get some stellar
pictures out of it, too – if you’re not in too much of a rush to get back
home…”


“Oh?” she asked as she focused back in on her corseted form
in the mirror, still seemingly in disbelief that it was actually her. “What did
you have in mind???”


“Well…” Genevieve led her as she walked over to one of the
racks and retrieved the very same deep blue latex catsuit that had caught
Allison’s eye earlier, “…you had made a comment about feeling submissive earlier,
and I know that this looked intriguing to you, too, so I was
thinking that maybe we give Sam here a chance to shoot a different side of
you while we’re all here, and we give you a chance to burn off a
little bit of that pent up sexuality before you leave!”


Allison couldn’t help but blush that time, though as she
reached out her hand to touch the exotic, blue rubber in the dominant woman’s
grasp, she knew that she was being faced with a once in a lifetime opportunity
that she couldn’t pass up … not to mention the fact that she was incredibly
turned on from all that had just transpired…


“Ummmmm – ok,” she timidly accepted. “What do you want me to
do?”


Madame Genevieve grinned as she set the catsuit to the side
and welcomed her back into the vanity chair, citing, “First we need to get you
back out of those clothes…”


The process was much less ceremonious in disrobing the new
dominant as she first leaned on the back of the chair to help remove her sharp,
stiletto boots, then slipped out of the tight leather skirt and unclipped her
stockings before finally reaching her hands above her head as Genevieve
proceeded to loosen the laces of the corset that had been firmly hugging her
torso for the past couple of hours to her own delight.


Putting on the catsuit, as she soon found, however, was an
entirely unique ordeal as Madame Genevieve walked her through the arduous
process of applying silicone lube to the insides of each piece of the garment
before sliding it over her nude skin. Though at first it seemed quite tedious
as the two struggled simply to get her feet and lower legs situated inside of
the skin-tight material, Allison quickly began to see its appeal a bit more up
close and personal as the catsuit slowly rose to cover her thighs and backside,
then her tummy which was still getting used to not being constricted by the
corset, and then finally her boobs which felt electrified between the taut
rubber and Madame Genevieve’s warm hands as she liberally worked the rubber up
Allison’s body, enjoying the girl’s curves herself with each tug…


“Wow – this is … I don’t know how to describe it…” Allison
purred as she took a few steps around the room, enjoying the sensations of the
tight rubber cradling her body from every possible angle.


“Well, come here before you make a decision…” Genevieve
called to her before taking even more of the lube in her hands and this time
applying it to the outside of the blue rubber, massaging it into every curve
until the catsuit shined just like the girl had noted in the picture on the
wall from earlier.


She couldn’t deny that the dominant woman’s hands felt incredibly
nice around certain key areas as she was shining the latex, too,
though little did she know that those sensations were only the very
beginning of her little bonus session…


“You were right – this is even better!” Allison
gushed as she looked into the mirror and saw the shiny, blue figure staring
back at her, amazed at just how thoroughly the latex hugged her every curve,
even accentuating her erect nipples and the folds of her pussy, which she was
more aroused than ashamed of at that point.


“I thought you might like it…” Genevieve chuckled with a
grin as she walked over to her shoe display and picked out a new pair of
footwear for her guest to wear with the shiny blue ensemble, all the while the
photographer went back to work shooting her transformation into this entirely
new and different role of the evening. “Now why don’t you have a seat there and
we’ll get these on you so that we can go have a little fun…”


She soon explained that these happened to be a pair
of black patent leather ballet boots – another fetish item that she’d never
heard of prior to stepping foot inside of Madame Genevieve’s domain, and
although looking at the impossible 7” heels that she couldn’t even
imagine walking in, Allison agreed that the shiny black leather looked provided
for a wonderfully sexy contrast against the deep blue latex as Madame
Genevieve tightly laced each of the boots up her ankles until both of her feet
were forced into a stringent pointe.


Then offering the girl a helping hand up and a shoulder to
lean on as she guided the new latex beauty back over to her dungeon where the
real fun was about to begin, Madame Genevieve took a quick look inside to
confirm that Alex and Nikki had completed their business and that they
were alone once again before guiding Allison to a resting place against the
side of her bondage table before slipping away momentarily to retrieve a new
selection of bondage toys for their enjoyment. Although admittedly Allison
herself was a bit disappointed to see the place where she had bound her first
submissive only an hour before now vacant once again, her attention soon
reverted back to the present when her mistress dropped a small pile of leather
straps onto the table beside her with a resounding jingle of the multitude of
buckles within that were just begging to be put to use…


“Now,” Madame Genevieve began as she nonchalantly chose the
first web of restraints from the pile and began to fasten it around Allison’s
left wrist as she spoke, “those fun, little boots that you’re wearing aren’t
exactly going to allow you the stability that I’m going to need out of
you, so we’re going to use a pair of wrist cuffs on you that are a little
different than the ones that you locked around Alex’s wrists earlier.”


“These cuffs,” she continued, “are called suspension
cuffs, and they’re called that because they’re designed to help support
your weight if your arms are going to be over your head for an extended
period of time. So you’re going to be in the same position as you put
Alex, but basically you won’t have to worry about staying on your feet…”


“Ok,” Allison simply nodded as she felt her timid side
slipping back over the more dominant one that they had been nurturing earlier,
with Genevieve firmly buckling the multitude of straps around her wrist and
fingers until it seemed as if her entire hand was in bondage. Before applying
the second cuff to her other wrist, Madame Genevieve then took an extra moment
to show her firsthand what the cuff had been designed to do by holding her
wrist high over her head, noting how the heavy leather guard around her entire
hand and not just her wrist would actually be supporting her weight.


Once both cuffs were securely in place, the Madame then led
Allison over to the same bar hanging from the ceiling where the man had hung
earlier, and before the girl could say a word, she found her arms extended high
over her head. After a quick adjustment to a panel hidden in the wall that she
hadn’t noticed before, Allison felt the bar raise up just slightly above her
until true to her word, the wrist cuffs were supporting nearly all of her
weight and she could just barely feel the tips of her special boots touching
the floor anymore.


Before speaking another word to her latest guest turned
victim, Genevieve took a long, iron spreader bar from the corner and crouched
down to lock it securely around the girl’s booted ankles and then also to a
ring in the center of the floor beneath her, both spreading her legs wide and
also pulling her body taut at the same time.


“Now just like I told you earlier, albeit from the other
side of the looking glass…” Madame Genevieve told her as she rose once
again and this time placed a hand around Allison’s hips as she gazed deep into
the bound housewife’s brown eyes, “is that exploiting your submissive’s
helplessness is half the fun of putting someone in bondage!”


Allison shuddered as she felt the woman’s fingers slowly
trace their way along her belly, the latex transmitting every sensation like it
was a second skin. Her breathing began to rapidly increase as her touch
continued down the outside of her thighs, then slowly traced inwards until it
was only inches away from her sex that felt completely exposed in its latex
prison.


“I can tell that you like that, my pet…” Genevieve spoke
softly as she toyed with the girl for several more minutes before abruptly
stepping away and returning with a thick, patent leather collar, which she made
little work buckling around Allison’s neck as the girl raised her chin obediently
without even needing to be told.


“That’s a good girl!” the Madame chimed as she adjusted the
collar and pointed out its matching contrast that it shared with the ballet
boots on her feet that now dangled below her. After allowing her hands another
brief opportunity to roam the girl’s welcoming curves, she explained to her
softly, “Now I have a couple of other toys that I’d like for you to
experience, but first we need to go over something…”


“If at any point you feel uncomfortable or if this
all just gets too intense for you, I want you to snap your fingers and
everything will stop … ok?”


Allison nodded as she savored Madame Genevieve’s lingering
touch as she spoke.


“And the reason that I need you to snap your fingers if
something goes wrong,” she continued as she stepped away to retrieve her next
mischievous toy, “is because I’m going to gag you – just like you did
with your submissive.”


Watching the ballgag dangle between Madame Genevieve’s
fingertips that looked strikingly similar to the shiny, red gag that she had
fitted so efficiently between Alex’s lips, Allison felt her anxiety begin to
rise, though at the same time she knew that there was no way that she
could possibly put a stop to the incredible scene that was taking shape around
her!


“I need you to confirm that you’re ok with this,” Genevieve
told her flatly as she looked her in the eye past the ballgag with an evil
grin.


“…I’m ok…” Allison muttered out quickly, though it was soon
clear that the mistress was not satisfied.


“I’m ok, what??? Remember who you’re talking to,
young lady!” the woman told her sternly, though still with the subtle hint
of a smile on her lips.


“Ummm – I’m ok, Madame Genevieve…” she sputtered out,
this time much more to the dominant woman’s liking, who merely grinned before holding
the gag up invitingly to the girl’s lips and waiting for her to take hold of it
before slipping around behind her to snug the strap up around her head.
Silently the mistress smiled to herself as she noticed the girl closing her
eyes and truly savoring the ball being wedged firmly inside of her mouth, and
without a second warning, she retrieved the black latex blindfold that she had
selected to accompany the rest of the girl’s bondage and slipped it overtop her
fluttering eyes, thus completing her restraints and beckoning the next chapter
of Madame Genevieve’s scheme to begin…


“You have a very lovely body,” Genevieve spoke out loud as
she resumed groping the girl’s body, this time from behind as she more closely
admired how the shiny, blue latex took to the girl’s pert ass that just seemed
to be begging to be touched. “Your husband is a very lucky man – when he sees these
pictures, he’ll be running out to buy you your own latex catsuit just like
that!”


As Sam paraded around the room to sample some different
angles, the girl’s blindfold now affording her an additional freedom to explore
without worry of her lens imposing on the scene, Madame Genevieve continued to
toy with the girl’s body that hung in the center of the room on display, even
occasionally tweaking her nipples and gently running her hands over the girl’s
latex-clad pussy, grinning from ear to ear at the harmonious moans that
followed like clockwork.


“Do you know my favorite thing about gagging somebody???”
she chimed as she held the girl’s helpless figure close to her own.


“I love all of those lovely sounds … just like the
ones that you’re making … RIGHT … NOW!!!” she giggled as she made but a
dozen tiny circles near the girl’s clit that made her uncontrollably squirm.


“But that’s really the beauty of all of this, as I’m sure
you’re now learning – I can do anything that I want to you because
you’re completely helpless…”


“I think that it’s important for a dominant woman to
understand the other side of her bondage … it’s only fair, really!”


With that her hand fell less than gently against Allison’s
blue latex ass, the smack eliciting a much different, but nonetheless amusing
sound for its audience as the girl squealed at her newfound loss of control.
While the latex seemed to amplify the strike just as it had the caresses, all
Genevieve could do was laugh as she held the girl’s hips behind her as she
struggled in vain to slip away.


“Now, now,” she lectured as Allison realized the true impact
of her bondage, “there really is nowhere for you to run, but I’ll make
you a deal … just a few more, and then I’ll let you try out something really
special!”


Whimpering as she shivered at the laughter at her expense
behind her, Allison did her best to brace herself for the next impact, but
shrieked nonetheless when she felt Madame Genevieve’s hand land with nearly the
same intensity as before. Several more followed, alternating between cheeks as
the Madame chuckled throughout, telling her, “You know, I know you said that
you wanted to give your husband more of a workout, but I’ll say that your
ass is quite a lot of fun to smack around, too!”


Her squeals had been reduced to a dull moan by the time
nearly two dozen spanks had been delivered across her ass as a whole, with
Madame Genevieve more than pleased with her latex submissive’s results as she
stepped away one last time while the girl flailed to catch her breath around
the gag before without warning, Allison felt the zipper at the crotch of her
catsuit abruptly open and a moment later, a vibrating wonder was pressed firmly
against her lips that sent a shockwave through her clit and filled the room
with an even more provocative melody than before…


Genevieve merely smiled for the camera and admired her view
in front of the latex woman who was blind, mute, and restrained by her wrists
and ankles as the magic wand proved its worth vigorously between the girl’s
legs, quickly proving that Allison had in fact been on the brink for quite some
time as she felt her arousal overwhelming herself as she began to convulse into
the first involuntary orgasm that she’d ever experienced. Moaning loudly into
her gag, Allison took full advantage of the situation and struggled harshly
against her bonds, though the sturdy leather restraints proved no contest as
she began to whimper in defeat just before wave after wave of orgasmic delight
began to crash over her, all unknowingly providing some of the best photos of
the night in addition to simply being a favorite show that never grew old as
Madame Genevieve enjoyed witnessing the girl’s very first orgasm in true
bondage.


Grinning happily as she slowly pulled the famous vibrator
away, satisfied while Allison shook exhaustedly in her restraints as she fought
to find her bearings, Genevieve sat back and allowed her a few minutes of rest
while Samantha took in a few close-up shots of the end result of her
hard work, until finally the mistress was just about ready to bring the girl
down when she heard a quiet knock at the door.


Disappearing for a moment to answer the door, Madame
Genevieve returned a moment later to her still blindfolded plaything with a
familiar face in tow that had just so happened to have forgotten her purse
behind in the heat of the moment… 


Unable to resist after retrieving her handbag from the
corner where she had been watching Allison’s previously dominant session
transpire, Nikki couldn’t help but run her own hand down the girl’s now quite
tender, yet still latex clad ass as she whispered into her ear from behind, “You
look like you’re having a good time! It looks like bossing my boyfriend around
got you a little turned on … but that’s ok … I don’t mind
sharing, as long as people don’t mind sharing with me…”


The girl giggled as she ran her hands down Allison’s sides,
admiring her tremble as Madame Genevieve looked on approvingly with a smile
before taking her place once again in front of the bound girl and holding the
magic wand back where it had done its work previously so well only a few
minutes earlier.


“Oh, would you look at that!” Nikki laughed as she spied
Genevieve’s toy in place. “It looks like your mistress wants to give you
another round … but this one’s not going to be as easy for you!”


The blonde receptionist let out a cackle that filled the
room as she reached around and grabbed both of Allison’s latex-clad breasts
simultaneously as Madame Genevieve flicked the vibrator back on high, teasing
her nipples aggressively as she began to squirm once more, only this time
fighting both against the girl’s grasp behind her as well as her physical
bonds. Twisting her nipples maliciously as she ground her hips into the girl’s
ass, she taunted, “Are you going to cum for me the way that Alex
came for me earlier?! He just loved licking at your boots, he told
me … he would’ve licked your pussy, too … if only you had told him to…”


It didn’t take long for Allison’s arousal to overcome her
once more, between the vibrator torturing her clit and Nikki’s salacious words
at her ear, and as she let go to the passion once more, this time Nikki put a
hand over her gagged mouth aggressively as she growled, “That’s right, you
slut – let it all out…” while Madame Genevieve held the vibrator in place
unable the girl’s body had spasmed no less than three more times between
everyone’s count.


When she finally felt that she’d given her guest more than
her money’s worth for the day’s visit, Madame Genevieve reluctantly pulled the
toy away from Allison’s now swollen pussy and grinned proudly as she carefully
zipped the catsuit back closed over it before standing up.


Nikki gave her a simple kiss on the cheek and whispered, “That
was fun – I trust that I’ll be hearing from you to setup another appointment
soon?!” before snagging her bag off of the nearby table and slipping out
the door before her boss had so much as loosened the girl’s blindfold.


Once Genevieve had removed her ankle and wrist restraints,
she guided Allison over to a nearby couch where she removed the blindfold and
gag before handing her a bottle of water and helping her to slowly drift back
to reality before finally asking Sam, “So – do you think that you got any good
shots that Mrs. Hall can take home to her husband?!”


The photographer grinned as she looked down at her camera to
confirm, “Well, I got about 900 of them in a matter of the three
hours that we spent, so I’m pretty sure that we’ll have at least a few good
ones!”


Looking down to Allison with a smile, who was clearly still
off in her own little world with a blissful grin upon her own face, Genevieve
chuckled, “I suppose worst case scenario, we’ll just have to have you come back
and we can try again another time! Maybe next time you can bring your husband
along, too – I have a feeling that we could have all sorts of fun between
the two of you.”


Allison beamed as she pondered the situation for a moment,
then happily agreed, “I think that sounds like a wonderful idea,
Madame Genevieve…”
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