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The boutique shimmered in the late evening light, its chandeliers casting an amber glow across the glossy black mannequins, the air thick with scented candles and, as usual, the comfortable low thrum of jazz. Sara stood near a rack of silk chemises, her blonde hair tumbling in loose waves over her shoulders, her blazer and skirt clinging to her lithe frame. 

A part-time model with a razor-sharp wit and a polarizing confidence, she’d mastered the boutique’s seductive currents, her blue eyes glinting with a commanding playfulness as she dealt with its variety of high paying and yet ravishing customers. Tonight, she adjusted a display, unfazed by the hour creeping past closing.

The bell chimed, sharp and deliberate, and Sara glanced up as the evening’s booked VIP slot Yasmine swept in. Tall and statuesque, her rich, dark skin gleamed under the golden light, her sleek black hair pulled into a high chignon, her green dress hugging her curves with regal allure. Her deep brown eyes locked onto Sara with a piercing intensity, her lips forming a faint, imperious smile. 

“Evening,” Yasmine said, her voice smooth and authoritative, a velvet lash that sliced through the hush as she approached, heels clicking with intent. “You’ll serve me tonight.”

Sara tilted her head, hands on hips, meeting Yasmine’s gaze with a cool, unflinching stare. “Serve? I can show you the goods,” she replied, her tone steady, a flicker of amusement beneath it. She’d heard of this VIP from her colleagues. 

Yasmine plucked a gold chain bra from a rack. Its delicate links shimmered in the light, the daring chain designed to drape across the chest, leaving the breasts bare save for the glinting chains. She held it out. Not time for small talk. “Wear this for me,” she commanded, her voice a decree, her eyes narrowing with expectation. “Show me your body in it.”

Sara’s lips twitched into a smirk, her fingers grazing the chains without taking them. “I don’t strip for strangers,” she said, her voice firm, a challenge sparking in her blue eyes as she leaned back, arms crossing. 

Yasmine’s smile tightened, her gaze darkening as she stepped closer, her presence looming. “You need convincing,” she murmured, intrigued even as her hand darted out, fingers sliding beneath Sara’s blazer to graze her breast through her shirt, a bold, brash, and entirely inappropriate brush over her nipple that sent a jolt through the model. 

“Put it on. Now.” Sara’s breath hitched at the command, her smirk faltering as a stab of heat flared at the touch. She snatched the bra with a defiant flick, striding behind the curtain with a toss of her hair.

She shed her blazer and shirt, her skin prickling as she slipped on the gold chain bra, its cold links settling across her bare chest, the chains draping over her breasts, leaving her nipples exposed and hardening in the air. She stepped out, chin high, her posture defiant as the gold glinted against her pale skin. It fitted well on her slender body, the chains framing her perky breasts and complementing her skin.

“Satisfied?” she asked, her tone dripping with sarcasm, though her cunt pulsed faintly under Yasmine’s stare. The brazenness of the chains worked its magic on her.

“Turn,” Yasmine ordered, her voice steady as her hand reached out, fingers brushing past the gold to seek Sara’s bare nipple with a slow, deliberate pinch, her touch entitled and uninvited. Sara gasped, rolling her eyes but pivoting, the chains clinking as Yasmine’s fingers lingered, tweaking her other nipple, a wetness between her legs welling up despite her sharp retort: 

“Hands off! I’m not your toy.” Yasmine’s eyes glinted, her touch a bold persuasion that cracked Sara’s defiance, igniting a tension she couldn’t ignore.

Yasmine’s gaze darkened as Sara turned in the gold chain bra, her poise unshaken, but her hunger sharpening at the resistance she met. 

“You’re a fighter,” she noted, her voice almost in approval as she turned to a rack, selecting a black leather harness. It stood rigid with sleek straps studded with glinting metal, designed to encase the torso in a commanding grip, again baring the breasts between its binds. 

“This next,” she said, thrusting it at Sara, her fingers sliding down Sara’s arm to graze her wrist, then darting up to indecently cup her breast through the chains, squeezing hard with more of that inappropriate boldness, making Sara’s nipple throb. “Wear it. Show me.”

Sara snatched the harness, her fingers digging into the leather as she glared back at Yasmine, her blue eyes flashing at the entitled atttidue. “You’re bold,” she said, her voice edged with acceptance of this seemingly regal customer, the rough touch already sending a shiver through her, her defiance warring with a rising arousal from the give and take. She’ll push back, but she wanted to play as well. 

“I’m not here to grovel,” she teased, tossing her hair as she retreated behind the curtain, her stride sharp. She shed the chain bra, its links clattering to the floor, and strapped on the harness, its leather tightening around her ribs and shoulders, the straps framing her bare breasts, her nipples stiffening as the studs pressed into her skin, a raw edge that made her clit ache faintly.

She emerged, the leather tight against her flesh, standing bold as she planted her hands on her hips, staring Yasmine down. 

“Like what you see?” she taunted, her tone biting, though her pussy clenched under that piercing gaze, the tension undeniable. 

“Walk,” Yasmine commanded, her voice a snap as her hand shot out, fingers gripping Sara’s ass through her skirt, squeezing the flesh with a possessive, uninvited force. She chuckled, a defiant edge to the sound, and stepped forward, a model’s walk, her hips swaying with a cocky swagger, the harness’s straps shifting. 

“Slower. Chest out,” Yasmine ordered, her hand sliding up Sara’s back, then dipping between her harness straps to pinch her nipple hard, rolling it with a crude, teasing twist.

Sara flinched, her voice sharp as she turned. “Keep your hands to yourself,” she snapped, though her cunt throbbed with want as she thrust her chest out, the leather a contrast to her soft breasts as Yasmine’s touch lingered, a rough persuasion that cracked her armor. 

“You need more than words,” Yasmine murmured, her fingers trailing to Sara’s other nipple, tugging it now with a flick. “Move for me.” 

Sara stepped slower, her defiance bending as her clit pulsed, the harassing touches building a fire.

Yasmine tilted her head as Sara moved in the leather harness, her demeanor unshaken but her strategy clear. Unlike her previous opponent Emily, Sara needed breaking with hands, not just voice. 

“One more,” she declared, lifting a silk robe from the rack. This was a sheer blue-black garment, its deep sapphire fabric flowing, edged with black lace, sheer enough to bare everything beneath, a tease of elegance and exposure. 

“Wear this,” she commanded, thrusting it at Sara, her fingers brushing Sara’s hand, then sliding up her arm to grip her breast through the harness, squeezing the bare flesh with uninvited force, her thumb raking over Sara’s nipple with a slow, deliberate scrape. “Show me everything.”

Sara grabbed the robe, her fingers clutching the silk as she stared back, her blue eyes blazing. 

“You’re a perv,” she said, her tone dry, the rough touch did make her start to drip, her defiance tangling with a raw, aching want. The way Yasmine mixed orders with bold touches... “I don’t bend for anyone,” she added, her voice cutting, yet she already turned to the curtain, her stride quick as she shed the harness, its straps thudding to the floor. Despite herself, Sara was getting turned on, the commands striking at something within.

She slipped into the robe, its sheer silk cascading over her naked skin like a liquid caress, the lace trim grazing her thighs and shoulders, the see through fabric clinging to her breasts and mound, outlining her hard nipples and even her pussy lips with a provocative shimmer.

She stepped out, tying the robe loosely, her blonde hair spilling over the sapphire silk as she faced Yasmine with a defiant jut of her chin. 

“Enough for you?” she asked, her tone dripping with challenge, though her pussy ached under that piercing stare, her clit filling with blood from the excitement, throbbing with each heartbeat. 

“Spin,” Yasmine ordered, her voice a velvet snarl as her hand darted out swiftly, fingers slipping beneath the robe to grip Sara’s bare ass, digging into the flesh with a rough, possessive squeeze that made Sara gasp. She recovered, turning her gasp into a sharp, dismissive bark, but spun slowly, the robe opening to bare her breasts and thighs, her movements taunting. 

“Open it... spread your legs,” Yasmine commanded, her hand sliding up Sara’s smooth thighs, brushing her trimmed pussy hairs with an uninvited stroke, then pressing hard. 

Sara froze, her hands on her hips as she turned, her eyes flashing. “I’m not your bitch,” she snapped, though she yanked the robe open, the silk parting to bare her naked body as Yasmine’s fingers lingered, teasing her cunt’s edge with a bold, wet swipe, her touch a spark that made Sara’s clit pulse hard. 

“You need this,” Yasmine murmured, her fingers pressing Sara’s nipple through the silk, twisting it with a crude tug, her tone husky with command. “Give it to me.” Sara’s legs widened, her cunt soaking as the heat surged, her defiance cracking under the inappropriate touch, the tension between them a volatile dance teetering on explosion.

Yasmine stood close. Too close for a customer and clerk to stand. Sara faced her in the silk robe, the sapphire fabric a sheer veil clinging to her defiant, naked form. “You’re not like the other one,” Yasmine said appreciatively. She saw Sara’s resistance, knew it demanded more than words to break. 

“Touch yourself. Show me your fire,” she entreated, her hand shooting to Sara’s chest, fingers slipping beneath the robe to grip her bare breast, squeezing hard as her thumb raked her nipple. She brushed back and forth, making the nipple come stiff and hard.

Sara’s brow arched, her lips a seductive grin. She leaned into the
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