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Dressing Sonia

Storycodes: Mf, bdsm, bondage, corset, discipline, fetish, con, dressing, restraint, control, posture, clothing, boots, gloves, veil, cape

Sonia wakes tightly bound and corseted, then submits to Henry’s ritual of unlocking, restraining, and dressing her into a full day’s ensemble of strict Victorian elegance.

Sonia begins her day confined in a night corset, her body aching for release. Under Henry’s calm guidance, her restraints are removed only to be replaced with new ones, as he dresses her in layers of silk, leather, lace, and bone. Each garment binds her tighter, molding her posture, stride, and presence until she stands as a vision of restrained beauty, poised yet controlled. From unlocking her mittens to lacing her corset and buttoning her cape, Henry ensures every detail enforces Sonia’s discipline. What unfolds is a sensual ritual of bondage and dressing, where devotion, elegance, and submission are woven as tightly as the laces that shape her body.




Dressing Sonia

The room held a faint chill, the sort of coolness that clung to early mornings in winter. Sonia lay still, her eyes open to the dim light filtering through the heavy curtains. Her night corset held her firmly in its unyielding embrace. Her silk nightgown ran over it, clinging to her skin where warmth had built beneath the layers, and her hands, trapped in thumbless locking mittens, rested uselessly at her sides.

Her bladder ached, a steady, insistent pressure that she had tried to ignore for over an hour. She wiggled her fingers inside the mittens, an exercise in futility – she knew they held her without a possibility of escape. The tightly-laced corset offered no leeway for her movements; it ran from her knees to over her bust, covering her completely, unbendable and pulling knees closely together. Her arms were lashed to her waist at the elbows, allowing her a few inches of movement.

At the first stirrings of Henry beside her, Sonia turned her head as much as her restraints would allow. His slow, deliberate breath became a slight groan as he shifted, and finally, his eyes opened. She whispered, her voice a mix of urgency and practiced patience. “Sir, please, I need your help.”

He sat up, running a hand through his tousled hair. Without hesitation, he swung his legs over the side of the bed and leaned toward her. The mittens were the first to go. He pulled the small key from the nightstand drawer, the faint clink of metal against metal heralding her first taste of freedom. As he unlocked each mitten, his fingers brushed the soft skin of her wrists, now slightly reddened from the night’s confinement.

“Up you come,” he said, offering his hands. Sonia allowed him to help her stand her up, a task that required his strength and her trust, since her corset extended down to her knees, locking her legs closely together. The corset resisted, but Henry’s steady grip made short work of the motion. She stood, with him balancing her, feeling the strain of the boning against her ribs and the relief of no longer being flat on her back.

He turned her gently, removed the elbow lashes, and moved on to finding the tiny buttons at the back of her nightgown. Each one surrendered to his touch with a satisfying pop. The gown fell forward, pooling at her legs and revealing the taut laces of the night corset beneath. He moved behind her, fingers tracing the web of laces before beginning the slow process of unbinding her.

With every inch of loosening, her skin responded, goosebumps rising along the path his fingers took. When the corset finally came away, her body seemed to sigh in relief. He traced the imprints left behind, ridges of pressure that ran where the boning had strained against her skin. His touch was warm and deliberate, a gentle acknowledgment of her endurance. Her breath hitched as his fingers lingered on a particularly deep mark along her side.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he murmured, gently kissing her shoulder.

She wanted to lean into the kiss, but didn’t linger. The urgency returned, and she excused herself hurriedly, padding barefoot to the adjoining bathroom, the cool tiles under her foot. Once inside, she handled her needs with swift efficiency, the relief almost euphoric as she answered her body’s demands. She washed herself at the basin, quickly, relishing the warmth of the water and toweling herself dry.

Returning to the bedroom, Sonia found Henry seated at her vanity. The wooden chair creaked faintly under his weight, and he pointed to her usual spot at his feet, in front of him She knelt, presenting her back.

He removed her nightcap with unhurried motions and let her hair fall free. It was waist-long and still slightly wavy from the day before, spilling down her back. He gathered it in his hands, brushing through it with steady strokes. The bristles tugged gently at her scalp, a sensation that sent shivers down her spine. The regular motions were soothing, the familiar ritual calming, allowing her to gather herself for the day.

When her hair shined and fell straight, he began to braid it, his fingers weaving the strands with practiced precision. He did a tight single braid and finished by rolling it into a neat coil, pinning it at the back of her head.

Henry rose from his seat, and helped Sonia stand, turning around to face him. The imprint of the boning lingered on her torso like a map of discipline, faint red lines marking her flesh.

She stepped towards her wardrobe, and took a slip. Its silk slid over her fingers as she picked it up, the fabric cool and whisper-soft. She pulled it over her head and it fall into place, the hem settling high, just past her mons. It was a mere prelude to the ensemble she would build, but the feeling of it against her skin sent a small shiver of anticipation through her.

She turned to the small drawer atop the vanity, retrieving a pair of short cotton gloves. The gloves blunted her nails safely to handle the delicate stockings without risk. She rolled each stocking carefully, guiding the sheer fabric up her legs. The smooth slide over her calves and thighs was a practiced motion, the stockings clung perfectly, their tops sitting just above mid-thigh, leaving a sliver of bare skin where the garters would soon connect.

Henry approached her, holding her corset out for her. The embroidery caught the morning light, floral patterns dancing across the fabric. This corset was new, unbroken, and it promised both challenge and reward.

She stepped into the embrace of its structure, positioning it around her torso. The boning pressed into her hips as she closed the busk with a series of clicks and practised wiggles. Once secured, she adjusted herself within the cups, her fingers working under the edge of the corset to sort and lift. The garment’s push-up design worked marvelously, forcing her breast upward, creating a dramatic silhouette she could feel as much as see.

She bent slightly, attaching the garters to the tops of her stockings, starting with the front and side clips. She stepped aside slightly as Henry moved behind her, his fingers brushing the backs of her thighs as he fastened the rear garters. The contact left her skin tingling in its wake.

Standing once more, she braced herself as Henry began the first round of lacing. The corset drew tight against her body, compressing her waist in increments. She exhaled deeply, preparing for each pull of the laces. The new corset resisted, its fabric stiff and unyielding, but Henry’s hands were steady. He worked methodically, tightening the garment with a precision she had come to depend on.

The pressure built slowly, a familiar embrace that transformed into something sharper as the laces drew her waist smaller. The boning dug into her ribs and hips, not unkindly, but with the insistence. She breathed carefully, shallow but controlled, each inhale reminding her of the limits this corset imposed.

Her dependency on corsetry was no secret, least of all to herself. Without the support, her body felt adrift, weak. This newest piece, however, demanded more of her, its narrower cut a challenge even for her seasoned frame. She reveled in it, though—the strain, the discipline, the way it forced her into perfection. It was a struggle she embraced.

Henry stepped back for a moment, his hands resting lightly on her waist, feeling the firmness of her silhouette. “Not yet fully tight, my dear,” he said.

“I know,” Sonia replied.

Sonia eased herself into the chair at her vanity, her corseted waist held upright without touching the backrest. The slight constriction was already familiar, her body beginning to meld with the unforgiving structure. She took off the short cotton gloves. Laying them aside, she opened her makeup case.

She started with a liquid foundation, dabbing it onto her skin with a sponge, then blending it into an even canvas. The cold cream smoothed over her cheeks and forehead. Next, she selected a small pot of rouge, dabbing just enough onto the apples of her cheeks to create a soft flush, blending it into a smooth gradient. Her lips followed, the lip brush tracing a perfect bow with a rich, glossy red, the pigment shimmering faintly under the light.

Her eyes demanded precision. She applied a thin line of black kohl along her upper lash line. A small angled brush smudged it slightly, creating a sultry effect. Mascara followed, the wand curling through her lashes, adding length and volume until they framed her gaze like dark fans. Finally, she brushed a faint shimmer of pearlescent powder onto her lids and just below her brows, catching the light with every subtle movement.

Satisfied, she cleaned her fingers with a moist paper towel. Her skin felt fresh, her makeup pristine, every detail deliberate. She turned in her rotating chair, her corset creaking slightly, and faced Henry.

He knelt before her, lifting one of her legs to rest her foot on his thigh. The leather of her very high-heeled kneeboots gleamed in the morning light. She slid her stockinged foot into the snug confines of the boot, the interior buttery soft yet unyielding as it molded to her foot and ankle. Henry laced them with care, starting at the toe and working his way upward. The tight laces pulled the leather snug around her calf, each pass of the lace cinching closer, the fit both restrictive and supportive. He tied them off with a double bow just below her knee before moving to the other boot, repeating the ritual with the same methodical precision. The heels forced her feet into a severe arch, the soles pressing forward, her balance already altered even as she remained seated.

By now, the corset had warmed to her body, the rigid boning flexing just slightly, signaling it was time for the second round of lacing. Sonia rose and Henry moved behind her. He began at the top, drawing the laces down to her waist, pulling the fabric tighter with each pass. The pressure increased, her ribs compressed, her breaths shallower. He paused, allowing her a moment to adjust before continuing from the bottom, drawing the laces upward to meet at her waist. The second pass was firmer, the corset gripping her torso like a second skin. Though the back still showed a gap, it was acceptable for the first wearing.

“You’ll have to last the whole day,” Henry reminded her gently. “Be sensible.”

Sonia nodded, her breath catching slightly as he adjusted the shoulder straps. He crossed them behind her back, pulling them over her shoulders to the front, and passing them back under the shoulders again, fastening them tightly to the lashes just above her waist. Positioned this way, the straps would have maximum leverage, but the lashes would sit invisibly at her back, her lines unmarred. The straps bit into her shoulders, pulling them downward and backward, locking her posture into an elegant, regal pose. She could no longer raise her shoulders, nor could she lean forward or twist her upper body. Every movement would now radiate poise and control.

Henry held out the hobbling underskirt, the Yoyah Sheengzoh, for her to step into. She grasped his shoulders for balance as she lowered herself into it, the fabric wrapping tightly around her hips and thighs. Once in place, he fastened it to hooks at the front of her corset, ensuring the skirt wouldn’t shift or slip. He worked his way around to the back, securing the dozens of tiny buttons that completed the garment. The skirt restricted her stride to minuscule steps, forcing her to adopt a delicate, gliding motion.

Next came her gloves, a pristine pair of white kid leather that reached just past her elbows. She slipped her hands into them, the snug fit requiring effort as Henry used a button hook to close the tiny buttons at the mousquetaire and the upper hem. The leather encased her fingers tightly, smoothing over her skin and leaving no room for error in her movements.

Her blouse followed, a Victorian piece with dramatic ruffles at the collar and cuffs. The high, boned collar pressed against her neck, a constant reminder to keep her head upright and forward. She felt its bite when she leaned slightly, a correction that made her adjust to the regal posture it demanded. The cuffs buttoned seamlessly to her gloves, preventing any slippage or gaps, ensuring a pristine presentation. Henry stood behind her, fastening the long line of buttons from her lower back to the nape of her neck.

Henry moved with calm efficiency as Sonia stood, perfectly still, awaiting the final layers of her ensemble. He retrieved the structured boning for her bustle, its rigid supports gleaming faintly. He positioned it at the back of her corset, the curved frame extending behind her like a cage designed to exaggerate her silhouette. He tied it around her waist, letting the structure fall down from there, and draped a petticoat over it to smooth out the lines from the boning.

Finally, it was time for the overskirt, its elaborate embroidery shimmering in the soft morning light. Henry draped it over the petticoat, its layers cascading like a waterfall of fabric. The heavy folds swished faintly as he adjusted them, smoothing the drape so that each pleat and line fell perfectly. He buttoned the skirt into place, attaching it to the bodice with a row of small, discreet buttons along her hips. The overskirt flared dramatically behind her.

To complete the look, he added the apron. The front panel fell neatly over her overskirt, its fabric slightly stiffer to maintain its crisp shape. The apron’s edges were lined with intricate lacework, a delicate contrast to the structured silhouette beneath. Henry gathered the ties behind her, pulling them taut. The action cinched her waist even further, emphasizing the narrow curve of her corseted middle. He tied a large decorative bow at the back, the loops perfectly symmetrical, and secured it with another pin.

Henry stepped back to admire his work, his gaze lingering on the way her figure was both framed and confined by the meticulous layering. “Nearly there,” he murmured, retrieving the bonnet.

Its wide brim formed a deep poke that framed Sonia’s face, shielding it from view and narrowing her vision. He placed it carefully over her head, guiding the rubberband on the inside to clasp securely around the knot of braided hair at the back of her neck. Sonia felt the slight tug as it locked into place, the weight of the bonnet settling firmly on her head.

Deep inside the poke, directly in front of her face, hung the fine mesh veil. Its delicate pattern obscured her features further, another layer of modesty. Henry reached under the band of the bonnet, securing the veil so it hung evenly, its edges tucked neatly out of sight.

The final step was the wide band of the bonnet itself. Henry brought it under her chin, crossing it there with deliberate care, securing the veil. The fabric grazed her skin, snug but not cutting. He wrapped it once around her high, boned collar, the band pulling the bonnet’s weight more securely against her head. At the nape of her neck, he tied it into a firm bow, again securing the knot with a decorative pin.

The bonnet’s restraint forced Sonia to hold her head perfectly upright, the poke keeping her vision narrowly focused. The veil added a muted softness to the world beyond, its presence a constant reminder of the modesty imposed upon her. The tightness of the band around her neck reinforced the upright posture demanded by her corset and collar.

Henry stepped back again, this time fully satisfied. “You’re ready,” he said, his voice carrying a note of approval. Sonia lifted her gloved hands to smooth the apron, her movements restricted yet deliberate. She felt the weight of every layer, every strap and bow and bone that confined her. Yet, beneath the pressure, there was an undeniable satisfaction—a pride in her presentation.

Sonia minced carefully across the room, her tiny, deliberate steps a symphony of restricted motion. The Yoyah Sheengzoh underskirt allowed no room for error, its tight embrace forcing her movements into a rhythm of gliding grace. Each step carried her toward the full-length mirror, where she stopped and stood tall, her corset and collar dictating every inch of her posture.

She turned her head slightly, as much as the bonnet and high collar would allow, and inspected her reflection. The layers of fabric and lace created a vision of disciplined elegance. The apron cinched her waist with ruthless precision, emphasizing the dramatic curves achieved by the corset. The veil inside her bonnet softened her features, adding an ethereal quality, while the poke framed her head in modesty and mystery. She could feel the bite of the collar against her neck, a reminder to keep her chin raised and her posture impeccable.

Satisfied, she pivoted gracefully, the heavy skirts and bustle swaying subtly with the motion. “Sir,” she said softly, her voice deferential, “may I have my cape? I mustn’t keep Anna waiting.”

Henry, standing nearby with his usual composed demeanor, nodded. “Of course, my dear.” He retrieved the ankle-length cape from the hook by the door. Its dark fabric shimmered faintly, the lining weighted at the hem to ensure it would always drape correctly. He unfolded it with care and stepped behind her, draping it across her shoulders. The weight settled around her, its embrace both protective and restricting.

“Arms, please,” he instructed. Sonia raised her gloved hands, her elbows bent, allowing him to guide them through the elasticated hand slips inside the cape. The slips snapped snugly around her wrists, locking her arms into place. She flexed her fingers slightly, the tight kid leather gloves stretching but allowing no real dexterity.

Henry moved to the front and began fastening the cape. The buttons ran from the weighted hem to the high collar at her neck, each one securing her further within the garment. As he reached the final button, just beneath her chin, he smoothed the fabric over her shoulders.

“There,” he said, stepping back to assess his work. The cape restricted her hands, pinning them in front of her at hip height with no room for separation beyond a narrow span. Yet it covered her entirely, leaving only the hem of her dress and the tips of her boots visible below.

Sonia glanced down at her bound hands, testing the limits of her motion. She couldn’t raise them higher or spread them further, but it didn’t matter. She was perfectly prepared to go out. “Thank you, Sir,” she murmured.

Henry moved to the door, opening it wide for her. Sonia minced toward him, the soft swish of her skirts and the faint click of her heels on the floor the only sounds in the room. As she passed through the doorway, the weighted cape swayed gently, reinforcing the elegance of her constrained movement.

The fresh air outside greeted her as she stepped into the world, her pace unhurried yet precise. Anna would be waiting, and Sonia would arrive in nothing less than perfect form, her every step a testament to the discipline and care invested in her appearance. Henry’s gaze followed her, watching her glide down the path with quiet satisfaction.


