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		The Initiation

		

		As he silently led me down the dark hallway, all I could see in front of me was a heavy steel door. Never once did I question where I was, or why I was here. The events that had led up to this moment were hypnotic and strange.

		

		Our eyes had met on the street, and there had been a flash of recognition deep inside me. I had felt the heat from his body close in on mine. Far too close to have been a coincidence. His scent had been heavy, masculine, and intoxicating. I had tried to move forward but he had stopped me with his hand on my elbow. His touch had been almost electric, spreading throughout my entire body.

		

		I had sensed his unspoken cue to follow him. I knew that I’d had to follow. I couldn’t have done anything but follow. I had followed him, as if in a trance. I didn’t know what I had started, I couldn’t clearly imagine what would happen but knew that I had needed to find out.

		

		My body had taken on a life of its own, separated from free will and reasoning. The heels of my shoes had felt thin and unsteady, as I’d tried to keep up the pace behind him. “The car is coming,” was all he had said.

		

		As I continued to follow him down the hallway, I remembered that his car and driver had already been waiting, as if he had already anticipated me. He had held the car door open, and with a motion of his hand, had guided me to into the backseat.

		

		I remembered that his eyes had tracked the movement of my hand as I had tried to keep the hem down on my skirt as I stepped into the car. I had noticed his almost imperceptible head shake and removed my hand, blushed, and had felt something stirring between my legs.

		

		Now, here we were, standing in front of the door. He held my gaze intensely, as he produced the key that apparently unlocked the large lock. “Now, my dear. What’s behind this door isn’t for everyone. Do you understand that?”

		

		I nodded, hypnotized by his bright blue eyes and his firm grip on my arm. He inserted the key into the heavy lock, an obviously familiar action for him. The tumblers clicked, he paused with his hand on the heavy steel ring.

		

		I felt his breath right next to my ear. “Once you’ve entered this room you’ll be required to surrender a part of yourself. But, in doing so you will understand much more in return. Do you understand?” I nodded, though I probably would have agreed to do anything he said at that moment.

		

		His voice was low and smooth but somewhere there was an undertone, I was unable to pinpoint. Demanding? Appreciating? Wanting? The hairs on the back of my neck raised, I was hungry, afraid, willing, and a bit ashamed but ready. My heart increased its pace again. I felt his body lightly touch mine when he moved forward. The heat lingered on my skin, almost burning.

		

		He took out a pair of shiny steel handcuffs from the pocket inside his sports jacket and held them, intersecting my gaze. After releasing my arm he growled, “Turn around.” My feet complied with his command. My pulse raced, slightly muffling the sound of the cuffs ratcheting closed tightly around my wrists.

		

		Now I understood. Yet, my anxiety was stifled by the intensity of my anticipation, “This can’t be happening!” I thought. My attempts to detach my wrists persuaded me that it was indeed happening.

		

		He was practiced. He turned my wrists so that my palms faced outwards. My fingers found only empty air and the cuffs stopped me from putting my hands into any useful position. His hand rested on the heavy steel door handle, his eyes on mine. “Are you sure you want to enter?”

		

		I nodded in agreement. The heavy steel door swung open to reveal a room bathed in dim orangey light from the glow of hundreds of votive candles. The floor tiles were cold and hard. The steel door closed behind me, and my familiar world disappeared at exactly the same moment.

		

		Inside the room, the only furnishings were a single wooden chair. He left me standing by the door and sat down facing me. “Let’s discuss the rules of engagement. You will speak only when asked to speak. You will obey all orders without hesitation.” Then, he pointed to a spot on the floor two feet in front of his chair. “Come here and kneel down before me.”

		

		I quickly obeyed, not wanting to experience the result of disobedience, at least not yet. He looked down at me approvingly. Even though he was young, he carried himself with the ease, security, and arrogance that power and privilege brought. He was impeccably dressed in a white shirt, a navy blue sports jacket, and pair of well-pressed jeans.

		

		From behind the chair, he produced a black leather studded belt, which was two inches wide. He smiled as he placed it on me. The purpose of the strap revealed itself as he threaded it behind my neck and under my arms, buckling it tightly against my upper back. My shoulders involuntarily moved several inches closer together. But, he wasn’t finished yet.

		

		A second strap was attached to the first behind my neck. He closely observed my facial expressions as he used the second thinner strap to raise my wrists upwards through the short chain, which connected the handcuffs. He stopped just short of pain, judging expertly by the expression on my face. He sat back down in the chair looking satisfied as he watched me attempt to adjust to my new situation.

		

		“Your breasts look divine in that position.” I stared back at him, feeling my breath increase. “My dear, I have an assignment for you. A simple one, I don’t want to be unfair. Your task is to open my jeans for me.” I looked down at his jeans and thought about my task.

		

		“My god, how am I going to undo a pair of button fly jean without my hands?” The question exploded in my mind. His smile quickly faded, as I said, “I can’t!”

		

		He leaned forward, very close to me, and I sensed the undertone, “You can my dear, and you will. And if you speak again you will be punished.”

		

		With that, he leant back again waiting. I edged closer to him, still on my knees. The only means freely left to me were my teeth. Carefully, I grasped the flap that extended beyond the first buttonhole. A slight tug produced the desired effect.

		

		I was thrilled and ventured a quick glance up at him. He sat motionless, with a slight smile at the corner of his mouth, as I renewed my grip and the remainder of the buttons released easily.

		

		“You are a quick learner. Good. I don’t handle stupidity or disobedience very well. Now finish your task!”

		

		I let my eyes trace down his body, from the planes of his face to the rolling slopes of his chest and stomach. I returned my gaze to his crotch. It quickly became obvious why the buttons had opened so easily. As I lowered my eyes, a full eight-inch erection met me, forcing the fly open through its sheer size and girth.

		

		My fingers trembled, my legs and my whole body shivered gently. I saw his muscles twitch and I knew he felt the same fire burn through his body. His shaft jutted outwards from his groin, a massive weapon, thick from the very base, erect and corded with thick veins. It throbbed every now and then and I saw the grotesquely fat, head pulsing, and the skin all stretched and shiny.

		

		I inched closer, taking his cock slowly into my mouth. He took advantage of my thick head of dark-brown hair by grabbing a chunk of it in a tight fist near the back of my head. As the head of his cock touched my soft palate, he forced my head back so he could look me in the eyes, “If I feel your teeth touch me... Well, let’s just say it won’t be pleasurable for you.”

		

		He smiled at the look of uneasiness on my face, then, used his hold on my hair to direct my head downwards. I fought bravely to overcome the inevitable gag reflex, but found myself using all my strength to pull my head back. I wasn’t able to succeed until he let me, but he didn’t let me back far enough to release his still hardening cock from my mouth. He smiled down at me, “you’re not very experienced at this, are you?”

		

		I tried to communicate using only my eyes. I was scared to move my head, and of touching his shaft with my teeth. My jaw ached as he controlled my head movements, sensing when he had forced my head down too far. I felt his balls swell and his hips bucked once, twice, then he released a deep moan. He forced my mouth as far onto his cock as I was able.

		

		I felt it pulse powerfully inside my throat. He ground his crotch into my soft flesh as he shuddered and groaned. I had never felt hot sticky cum explode into my mouth before. The thick, hot fluid forced its way out of my mouth, dribbling down onto my chin.

		

		Finally, he released my head and I sat back thankfully on my heels feeling pleased with myself. In my excitement, I spoke without thinking, “I am a fast learner, aren’t I?”

		

		He opened his eyes slowly, and I was frightened by the cold, steely glare that came from under his manicured brow. “With some things maybe, but not others.”

		

		He slowly rose from the chair and retrieved another thick leather strap from behind the chair. He now stood behind me and looked down at my pleading face. “I..I’m…I’m sorry... Please…No…” But it was too late.

		

		“Open your mouth.” He had now bent down, grasping the slim strap holding my cuffed wrists in one hand and an intimidating looking leather apparatus in the other. The strap was nearly 5” thick at its widest point and was made of very tough leather. The leather pear-shaped extension attached to the center was perched before my full lips. He spoke again, “Open your fucking mouth!”

		

		“But it won’t fit in my...” Suddenly, a sharp pain in both of my shoulders interrupted me. He had pulled my wrists up towards my shoulder blades with the leather strap. I opened my mouth to comply and release a sharp scream of pain.

		

		The leather pear gag did fit in my mouth, but only just. I had no idea my jaws could stretch that far. Carefully he pulled up my long dark hair to secure the gag snugly at the back of my neck. I could make absolutely no sound. The pear forced my tongue to the bottom of my mouth, and the 5” strap covered my lips and trapped them firmly against my teeth.

		

		“This will remind you not to speak without permission. How are your shoulders?” Of course, it was a rhetorical question. He tightened the wrist strap two notches then stood back. “Get up your feet, now!” he ordered.

		

		I struggled to comply and maintain my balance at the same time. He helped me by placing his right hand on my crotch from behind. His long, thick finger slipped easily into my moist pussy. I stood to attention now, my eyes wide with the new sensation.

		

		He placed his face alongside mine, working his middle finger deeper inside my pussy, while his index finger searched for my clit.

		

		“Ohhhhhh, that feels so fucking good,” I thought as I pressed my face against his and managed a stifled moan through the choke pear.

		

		My nipples hardened again and a jolt of electricity spread from my stomach, tingling through my body. His hands bent my head to the side, his teeth softly biting my bare neck. An image appeared in my mind of an animal, with both eyes wide open just before being devoured by a predator. An instant flash of fear brought me even closer. I could hear his gentle laughter right beside my ear.

		

		“This really turns you on my pet, doesn’t it? And because you’re being such a good girl I’ll make you happy, this time...”

		

		“Please... More... I need more... Please...,” filled my mind. I longed to feel his huge cock deep inside me. He felt my desire and it only heightened his own. He sensed my mounting desperation and it was his.

		

		I felt his thumb press against my anus, gently teasing my sphincter muscle into contraction. I glanced at him, his smirk was even wider now, and then, I went weak in the knees. I felt my juices literally gushing. This had never happened to me before. Somehow, I managed to stay on my feet.

		

		My pleasure was interrupted, “You haven’t seen the rest of the place, have you my pet? Allow me to show you around.” He coaxed me forward with the hand that now felt as though it was a part of me. He led me towards the back of the room. Another door faced us. I was anxious, imaging what waited behind it.

		

		The door opened silently and my nostrils filled with the exotic scent of lemongrass oil. He closed the door behind us, then, locked it, all the while skillfully controlling my movements with his finger buried deep inside my pussy. My shoulders ached and the steel cuffs cut annoyingly into my wrists.

		

		Suddenly it dawned on me that I was going to have to swallow without the use of my tongue. I tipped my head back slightly and with great effort, I was able to empty my mouth of most of the excess saliva. He had guided me down the hallway now, towards yet another door as his middle finger absentmindedly massaged my cervix.

		

		The third door opened into a very large room. It wasn’t really a bedroom although it contained the largest bed I’d ever seen, it seemed more like a play room. There were large cabinets along one wall. Another wall was bare except for eyebolts located at various distances and heights.

		

		The huge bed was positioned closest to the third wall, which was opposite the wall fitted with eyebolts. This wall really assaulted my senses. It was one long continuous mirror. But, that didn’t shock me. It was the woman reflected back at me. The leather gag held my jaw to its maximum extension and I was frozen in the pose of a silent scream.

		

		My shoulders arched back like a soldier at maximum attention, while my forearms disappeared in the air and behind my back at an almost impossible angle. The woman reflected back at me looked erotically beautiful. Was this woman really me? He let me stand and admire myself there for some time, knowing what was going through my mind.

		

		I was dragged away from my reflection as the door flung open with a flourish and Candice made her entrance. Candice was the type of woman who always made an entrance. She was incapable of just walking into a room.

		

		She was dressed for the occasion; five-inch stiletto heels, all leather and made in Italy, a black leather mini-skirt with heavy zips down each side, also from Italy, and a custom made black leather bodice held in place with heavy silver plated buckles. A leather-riding crop, made in England, completed her outfit.

		

		“Oh, she’s divine, Douglas. Quite darling. What’s her name?”

		

		“I haven’t the slightest idea, Candice.”

		

		“Well, take that nasty choke pear gag off and let’s find out.”

		

		Douglas removed the choke pear gag. Candice moved closer to me and tucking her riding crop under one arm gently massaged my aching jaw muscles.

		

		“That’s much better now isn’t it?” All I did was nod my head. I was learning. “Now, what might your name be?”

		

		I spoke only after a nod from Douglas, “Maleeda. Maleeda Rosenberg.”

		

		“My, that’s such a pretty name, isn’t it Douglas?”

		

		“I prefer Leeda.”

		

		“Oh Fuck! You’re so stubborn Douglas. You’ll find Leeda, that Douglas really is quite contrary.” I battled the urge to respond and won. “I don't suppose Douglas offered you any refreshments.”

		

		“She just ate, Candice,” he said smiling. “I bet you would like a nice cool refreshing drink, my dear?”

		

		“Yes, thank you.”

		

		“Well, you take a seat there on the bed and I’ll fetch you something.”

		

		I eased myself down at the end of the bed. Candice returned with a long cool glass of cranberry juice, “This will help prevent cystitis,” she said with a knowing smile.

		

		There was apparently a refrigerator hidden in one of the panels on the walls. She held it to my lips and let me sip from it. It was just what I needed to ease the dryness in my mouth. “Is that better?”

		

		“Yes, thank you. But my shoulders ache.”

		

		Candice looked for the first time at the cuffs and harness, “I’m not surprised. Douglas really is a bastard, isn’t he? But, you are lovely Leeda, you really are. I wish my hair was your color. “And your breasts are so perfectly shaped. Douglas really isn’t a breast man, are you Douglas? Me, I happen to really like them.”

		

		I felt Candice’s hand lightly traced the outline of my breasts, as she let each thumb linger on my nipple. “Do you like breasts, Leeda?” Slowly, the implication of her question hit me. I looked at Douglas, still perched quietly on the other side of the bed, his smile still in place.

		

		Candice used her riding crop to turn my face back to face her. “Didn’t you hear what I said?” “I’m not a lesbian.” “That wasn’t the question I asked you now, was it?”

		

		“Oh my God! She’s a lesbian,” jolted through my mind. “I... I don’t know.”

		

		Candice smiled a cold menacing smile and said, “I see. You have very pretty feet too. In fact, I think I have the perfect pair of shoes for you.” She got up and walked over to one of the panels. She returned with the highest pair of heels I had ever seen. She had something else in her hand, two long white strips about a half-inch thick.

		

		Candice helped me into the shoes. Despite their height, which I guessed to be at least six inches, they were sexy. All leather, in a classic pump design. “These will take a little getting used to dear. Do they fit?”

		

		“They’re too small.”

		

		“Good.” Candice had kneeled down in front of me and was admiring the graceful arch the shoes gave my foot. She now took one of the long white strips in her hand, saying, “These will help keep them on for you.”

		

		The white strips were the kind of cable-wraps that electricians used to bundle wires. They functioned similarly to the cuffs on my wrists and were fastened in place by a ratchet type of closure. She then brought another around from behind my ankle, crossed it at the front, bringing one end around and under the shoe, where the top inner part of the heel attached to the bottom.

		

		Then, she threaded the loose end through the ratcheted closure, cinching it tightly. She did the same to my other foot, then snipped the excess length off with a wire cutter. I inspected her handiwork and she was correct, the shoes were on to stay. It has now impossible for me to remove my heel from the shoes. They looked strangely erotic.

		

		“Now stand up.” I quickly obeyed. Candice was right once again. They would take some getting used to.

		

		“There is nothing more feminine than high heels, is there?”

		

		“Umm, no. I guess not.” Candice gently took my face in both hands and kissed me on my full pink lips. This time, I didn’t even think about what my reaction should have been. Instinctively, I pulled back and turned my head away.

		

		“No please, don't!” Candice turned my face to her. “Leeda, now you’ve really made me angry. Kneel!”

		I quickly dropped to the floor and stared at a spot on the heavy cold tiles just in front of Candice’s feet. She stood very still for a moment, then, said to Douglas. “I’m going to need a pole, Douglas.”

		

		Douglas rose and opened yet another of the many cabinets. I risked a quick look as Douglas removed a three-foot chrome plated pole. It had threads on one end. He walked over to the wall with the eyebolts and screwed the pole into a plate counter, which had been bolted into the tile floor.

		

		Meanwhile, Candice had made a trip to the supply side of the room herself. She stood behind me now and went about her work. The first item was, as the others, leather. A four-inch wide studded collar was buckled around my neck. It was designed to keep my head erect, and the slightly wider parts on the left and right sides made turning my head almost impossible.

		

		With great relief, I felt Candice remove the strap holding my arms in their now painful position. “Get over to the pole.” I began to rise in obedience but Candice’s hand on my head prevented me. “No, on your knees!”

		

		Douglas guided me to the desired position. My back was pressed firmly against the pole. A second pair of handcuffs were fastened around my ankles. A padlock tightly secured the pair on my wrists to the pair on my ankles. Candice now stood in front of me, holding a second padlock. Gently now, she reached behind my head to secure a grip on the “D ring” at the back of the collar.

		

		She smiled warmly at me, as she forced my head back and down to meet with the eyebolt welded to the top of the pole. I heard the padlock click into place. Candice stood back and inspected me. “I really love that position. It’s so sexy. What do you think, darling?”

		

		With some effort, I inched my head around to see my reflection in the mirrored wall. I could see why Candice liked me this way; my arms were taut from being attached by the wrist to my ankle cuffs. I was forced to bow my back considerably to afford my neck being attached to the pole with no leeway.

		

		My firm breasts jutted up towards the ceiling and my beautifully proportioned pelvis was now the forward most part of my body. I looked back at Candice now with a little trepidation. “She’s going to beat me! My God, I can’t take this! It has to stop...”

		

		Candice now stood in front me, interrupting my thoughts. I screwed my eyes shut and waited for that inevitable first blow. But, nothing happened. Nothing. I risked taking a breath, two, three, four. But, still nothing. Just silence. Now, I could smell something and it was getting stronger.

		

		My eyes opened to a wall of leather only one inch from my face. It was Candice’s skirt. Candice’s grin looked a lot like Douglas’s from my perspective. Now I realized what Candice had planned. Without a saying a word, Candice unzipped first the right zipper then the left. She took another step, which placed her over my upturned face. “Now my pet, you’re going to make me cum.”

		

		Resisting was useless, I knew that, but I tried anyway. The scent of leather was now replaced by the muskiness of Candice’s pussy. This time when I opened my eyes, I was confronted by a freshly waxed mons pubis. Candice’s thighs, firm and strong closed on each side of my head preventing even the modicum of movement allowed by the collar.

		

		I felt something firm, thin, and cool rub my inner thigh and Candice’s voice. “I understand you haven’t done this before, so I’ll train you. I’ll keep it very simple, when you’re doing a good job you’ll feel my crop where it is now. When you’re not doing a good job...”

		

		My inner left thigh received the end of Candice’s sentence. A sharp crack, just enough to sting on my inner left thigh. Candice moved forward again and in straddling my shoulders lowered herself onto my mouth. I felt her outer pussy lips separate along my chin and her warm juices now lubricating my mouth, which was still tightly closed.

		

		Another sharp sting on my inner thigh convinced me to begin my task. Cautiously I opened my mouth just enough to allow my tongue egress to Candice's inner lips. To my surprise, I didn’t find the taste as horrible as I had imagined. My ex-fiancé Rick, had always made such a fuss about eating me I had assumed the taste of a woman to be far less than pleasant.

		

		I could feel Candice respond, and again to my surprise I was pleased at the effect I was creating. I opened my mouth wider now, and put my tongue farther into Candice. Candice responded by sliding a bit backward to allow me access to her clitoris. My instincts carried me forward. Candice moved forward as well. She began moaning and actually dropped her crop as she reached forward with both hands to take hold of my hair.

		

		“Oh Fuck... Yes.... Oh God.... Yes, yes.... Fuck yeah….”

		

		The stiffening of Candice's body and her screams of orgasmic pleasure pleased me very much. I hungrily licked and sucked her pussy as she released the flow of her orgasm onto my face. She nearly fell backwards, but Douglas was there to support her.

		

		He picked her up easily and laid her on the bed. As he stood before me, I could see by the bulge in his jeans that he had enjoyed the performance a lot. “You demonstrate my excellent judgment, Maleeda. You learn quickly indeed.”

		

		He stepped closer to me and with his skilled right hand, anointed his palm with the result of my excitement. He held his hand to my face. “You’re a fucking natural, Maleeda.”

		

		“I didn’t want to be beaten.” I had almost convinced myself but Douglas seemed confused.

		

		“You’re fucking lying.”

		

		“I’m not!”

		

		“You’re a natural submissive and you like eating pussy, admit it.”

		

		“Fuck you!”

		

		It had happened to me only a few times in my life, but always with similar dire results. The realization that my mouth was way ahead of my brain always came too late to do me any good. The last time it happened was with Rick, and he had left me for it.

		

		Douglas had remained silent and motionless since my insult. He squatted there studying me, now he nodded. “I guess I’m going to have to make a very strong impression on you, Maleeda. A very strong impression...”

		

		Candice had now regained her composure and sat propped up against the pillows watching our exchange. “You’re in some very deep shit now Leeda, Douglas’s temper is much worse than mine.”

		

		I managed to turn my head far enough to see Candice’s mocking smile. She glared at both of us, but managed to remain silent. Douglas had made his way back to the panels. He produced yet another pole, but this one was different from the one that I was now attached to. It was about four feet long and had a knurled barrel about a foot from the end.

		

		A narrowest section jutted out from the first and it reminded me of a microphone stand. Douglas placed the threaded end into a second plate about two feet in front of where I now kneeled. Douglas watched me studying the new piece of equipment. “Any questions?” Of course, I said nothing.

		

		He made another trip to the cabinet and removed something that he put into his back pocket, and a set of keys. He released me from the three-foot pole, and freed my wrists from their attachment to my ankle cuffs. But that was all. He forced me to my feet and let me stand teetering on my six-inch heels.

		

		“What do you think Candice, can she take it?”

		

		“Like you said Douglas, it’s important that a very strong impression is made.”

		

		“Tell us about Rick, Maleeda.” I was taken back. Douglas waited, but not patiently. “Do it today!”

		

		“There isn’t much to say.”

		

		“You called off the engagement, didn’t you?”

		

		“No, he did.”

		

		“Why?” Candace demanded.

		

		“Because.... I don’t really know.”

		

		Douglas laughed sarcastically, “I think you do. Wasn’t it because you didn’t think he was strong enough. Shall we say…you wanted an alpha personality?”

		

		“No.”

		

		“I don’t think you understand the question well enough yet. But you will. Yes, you will.”

		

		He made another trip to the panels and brought back a third pole. Just like the first one, it was three feet long, but this one had a handcuff welded to each end. The chain links had been removed from the swivel that extended from the case and a thick ring had been inserted, the opposite end of which was welded to the pole.

		

		Douglas lifted me and stood me very near the “mic stand,” as I now called it. He quickly removed my ankle cuffs and replaced them with the third pole. This made my balance even more precarious as the height of my shoes, combined with their snug binding to my feet left me little room to compensate on the slippery tiles.

		

		I reached back with one cuffed wrist to balance myself on the mic-stand. Douglas turned me ninety degrees so that I faced the mirrored wall. I was again shocked to see the pseudo stranger staring back at me. I able to observe fully now the effect the collar had on my features. It elongated the line of my neck, and gave me a regal stature.

		

		Douglas seemed to read my thoughts and pulled my thick dark hair into a ponytail so I could see the collar better. We stood side by side admiring the display. I spoke in a private tone to Douglas. “What do I need to understand?”

		

		“I can’t explain it to you. When you understand it, you’ll know. Until then keep your fucking mouth shut unless you’re spoken too.” Douglas’s grip tightened, I winced as he formed a fist with my hair as its center.

		

		Candice looked on silently. My eyes were closed when Douglas gave me the most arousing kiss of my life. My eyes were still closed when he inched me over the top of the pole. The end I was gripping for balance had moved. Douglas secured something to the top of the narrow tube.

		

		My hand explored its surface. It was a tube, about two inches in diameter, but not made of metal. A thick plastic maybe? It tapered very slightly towards the top only to widen into an oval-shaped point. I couldn’t change my position to see it in the mirror, but the implications both frightened and fascinated me.

		

		Now Douglas was behind me, bending to his job. The knurled tube was loosened then lowered, now I could see the device occupying the end of the tube! “Oh my fucking god, you’re not serious?”

		

	
		

		Douglas was at my face again. This time a red rubber ball with a thin strap running sideways through it, was forced behind my teeth, and tied at the back of my neck. Our eyes met in the mirror, and again there was that flash of deep recognition. With that, Douglas raised the pole until the dildo was at the entrance to my pussy.

		

		“I don’t think we’ll need any artificial lubricant, do you Maleeda?” he said as the dildo entered my pussy me with little resistance. Two inches, three, five inches. My fingers instinctively curled, then groped uselessly for the pole. Six inches, Douglas stood transfixed by my expression, now seven inches.

		

		I moaned as saliva worked its way around my gag. Just short of eight inches of penetration, Douglas secured the pole into place. With his index finger, he collected the drop of saliva from my chin and watching me in the mirror licked it from his finger. “My, my, you are delicious, Maleeda.”

		

		As crazy as it seemed, I had never felt hotter. The dildo filled me completely! The combination of the sight and the sensation made me hot with desire. My clit throbbed and time seemed to slow down. There was no separation between sights, sounds and sensation.

		

		I heard Douglas’s voice in the distance. Candice was now kneeling in front of me. “Here’s your chance, Candice. Show Maleeda how a pussy should be eaten.”

		

		“You do labor a point, don’t you, Douglas? Feeling threatened are we?”

		

		Douglas stood behind Candice, facing me as Candice kneeled down. His knee made contact with the back of her neck, forcing her face into contact with my pussy. “Go on Candice, give her something she’s never had before. I’m trying to be generous here.”

		

		He turned his attention back to me and said “Think about the question, Maleeda, and stop fucking dribbling.” He wiped the saliva away from my chin with the palm of his hand. I took the opportunity to rub my cheek across the back of his hand. I needed some form of contact with him, but right now he was the master of aloofness among other things.

		

		We locked eyes, and for an instant, his mocking grin softened and a warm smile crossed his lips. It transformed his features considerably and he was even more attractive. I tried to remember the question, and tried to imagine what it was that he understood so well.

		

		The warm electricity spread quickly up from my pussy. It was Candice, and her tongue more specifically, and her lips and tongue. They sought and found the most sensitive part of me, the center of my universe, and it felt fucking good.

		

		Candice’s hands caressed each breast and the circuit was complete. I had heard other women talk about them. I had read articles and listened attentively to doctor’s talk about the physical and emotional factors governing the experience.

		

		I had tried to talk to Rick about orgasms many times, or the lack of them. At first he had tried to understand, but quickly became disinterested and finally very defensive. I even attended a seminar. But nothing had prepared me for what was happening, not even my own furtive masturbation sessions.

		

		I climaxed into a new echelon, the proverbial pinnacle. I had reached the summit of summits. Every nerve of every fiber of every sensory channel in my body filled beyond any capacity I had ever imagined and radiating from the small burning mound just above my urethra. I wondered if I might die of pleasure, impaled with my legs locked in a three-foot position and my mouth filled with a rubber gag.

		

		At that moment, I didn’t care and I felt it would be a heavenly way to cast off this lifetime. I submitted and let my body do as it willed. I really had no options. I screamed with pleasure into my gag, completely disregarding Douglas's instructions about not dribbling. I strained against the dildo to gain a millimeter's width closer to Candice’s mouth.

		

		My pussy sprang to life, seeking to crush its occupant. Failing, I tried repeatedly. I had forgotten about the cuffs on my wrist and attempted to reach around to clasp Candice's head. Even the resulting pain in my wrists felt wonderful. My clenched eyelids became a screen.

		

		Three dimensional, full color, digital sound ebbed and flowed to the rest of the experience. It felt like it lasted days, or maybe minutes, maybe even weeks. I didn’t remember Douglas holding me up. Or, him and Candice carefully removing me from the pole and placing me gently on the bed. I was elsewhere and slept the sleep of the completely spent.

		

		I awoke from a dreamless sleep. My initial moment of disorientation gave way to the memory of the passion and desire that I had experienced. I was in a different room, smaller and like all the others, windowless. I was curious about the lack of them, among many other things.

		

		The sheet covering me was silk and smelled of roses. The light was dim and displayed the same amber color of the first room I’d entered here. How long ago had that been? How long had I been sleeping? Where was this experience leading, and why had it begun? What was it that had drawn me to Douglas. How had he been able to manipulate me so efficiently? I had a lot of questions but absolutely no answers.

		

		I thought back to my decision to spend the day in Manhattan. I had planned to spend the day at a spa to distract myself from my disappointment in Rick, and in myself for letting our relationship end. It was time to get myself together, and find some answers.”

		

		Since my awakening, I had laid completely still, feeling warm and extremely contented. Now, I needed to find a bathroom. I was greeted by another surprise as I sat up to get a better look at my room, I was clinking. I threw back the sheet to reveal the source of the sound. I was completely naked apart from a set of custom-made chains.

		

		The one-inch links were welded and chrome plated. The two-foot length connecting my wrists terminated at each end with a stainless steel handcuff. I admired the workmanship. Both handcuffs were nearly form fitting.

		

		I could barely squeeze my index finger underneath them, yet they were so well shaped and their one and a half inch width flared outward slightly that I was able to move my wrists freely, or very nearly. Nothing as gaudy as a padlock secured them, they were kept closed by a steel rivet through the hole in the clasp at the top of my wrist.

		

		A second length of chain descended from the center of the length at my wrists and through a welded ring attached to the stainless steel belt around my waist. The belt was constructed of two half ellipses. A clasp and rivet secured it at the left and right. The belt was adorned with additional rings in front and back.

		

		The second chain continued downward to its end at a third length that connected my legs at the knee. These handcuffs were custom made also and made their home just below the knee joint. As I stood and took my first step, I realized Douglas’s ironic sense of humor was at work. The length of the chain at my knees just barely prevented me from taking a normal stride.

		

		I noticed that a second doorway across from my bed opened into a bathroom. The medicine cabinet behind the mirror was well-stocked, including a, toothpaste, toothbrush mouthwash, codeine, etc. An antique hairbrush lay on the counter near the bathroom sink. I gladly made use of it.

		

		The 27-year old woman reflected back at me was tussled from my earlier erotic adventures. I considered the shower stall. It was also well stocked with soap, expensive shampoo and conditioner, and thick fluffy towels. I knew the chains would make it difficult, but I couldn’t go another minute without taking a shower.

		

		Thankfully, the length of chain connecting my wrists to my knees could slide through the ring on the waist belt. By crouching down slightly and bending at my waist, I was able to get my hands up high enough to wash my hair. There was almost nothing I hated more than my thick dark brown hair to be in any way greasy.

		

		I had always been this way. My mother would have to coax me out of the bath rather than into it and I had always taken joy in maintaining a body that both men and women had admired all my life.

		

		I had been spared the trauma of pimples as a teenager and I believed my cleansing rituals were a major factor. I felt a hundred times better when I finally emerged from the bathroom, but I was hungry. I attributed the odor of pastries and coffee in my bedroom to my imagination.

		

		When had I eaten last? The memory of Douglas’s contribution of hot sticky cum to my nutrition flashed in my mind. Instinctively, my hand sought out my pussy and my eyes closed in remembrance. My masturbation was interrupted by the stronger smell of breakfast and I noticed a vent near the ceiling on the far wall.

		

		Yes, the smell was definitely stronger here. Somewhere food was cooking and I had to find where. The door to my bedroom was unlocked. The hallway lead in two directions. The door to the right was locked but the door at the opposite end wasn’t. I opened it onto a large rectangular atrium.

		

		The walls were covered in jasmine, and rose about twenty feet to support a glass dome. An apple tree dominated the center. The yellowish morning light glowed from the ripe apples and I couldn’t help myself. I quickly picked a low hanging apple, my chains allowed me to raise my hands only to the height of my breasts, and I began eating hungrily.

		

		I found a second apple within reach and plucked it as well. I examined the atrium as I ate. The slate and jasmine made the room pleasantly and naturally cool. The heavy scent of the jasmine brought back a childhood memory.

		

		Laughing and squealing, as my friends and I would roll in the vines that covered the library in the early days of summer. It was also, where I first kissed a boy. He wasn’t expecting it at all. Poor Billy, he hadn’t known what to do. I was euphoric, just as I was euphoric now. I curled up on the cool slate and peacefully ate my stolen fruits. My questions and concerns were forgotten for the moment.

		

		Any introspection on my part would have given my pause. There I sat, locked in chains, less than eighteen hours after my first orgasm, completely nude apart from the chain, eating apples in an atrium somewhere in Manhattan. Definitely not the way I had planned on spending my day off. I watched the clouds pass across the clear roof of the dome, as the morning light edged towards gold. “Good morning, beautiful!”

		

		It was Douglas. He was wearing a knee length black kimono-style robe. I liked his legs. I looked at him, then away, suddenly feeling shy. That now familiar tingling feeling started in the base of my spine. I continued to take in his features. His strong jaw line, those thick delicious lips. The warm feeling continued to spread through my body.

		

		I felt my stomach contract from pure lust, a thread connecting everything in my lower body, a thread he was pulling at his leisure. I continued to lick the remnants of fig from my fingers and studied the terra-cotta tiles. “You’ve stolen my apples.”

		

		I glanced up. A warm smile, like the one yesterday, replaced the mocking grin.

		

		“Forgive me, Master.” This time I was the one grinning.

		

		Douglas walked to me and stood in the spot on the floor I gazed at. “Apple stealing is a very serious offense. But you are so incredibly, starkly beautiful sitting there...” I leaned forward and caressed his calves, letting my cheek press against the hem of his robe.

		

		A jolt of electricity spread from my stomach out through the body. With a quick glance at him, I moved closer, letting my fingers caress his neck, feeling his coarse curls underneath my fingers and the moist heat under his robe.

		

		I watched him close his eyes, accept my touch, and relax for the first time. I heard his breath quicken and felt his erection poke through his robe. His hand cupped my breast, caressed my stomach. He ran his hand through my still damp hair. My hands rose to the limit of their chain reveling to the feel of the firm muscle beneath his smooth skin.

		

		I felt my stomach contract from pure lust. A thread connected everything in my lower body, a thread he pulled at his leisure. I started to burn as I kneeled there. I heard Douglas’s breathing, deep, and rhythmic, rise slowly above the gently clinking chain. His hands held my head against him. I felt the beautifully sculpted shaft that was his passion force the silk against my face.

		

		He knelt down to face me and wiped an apple seed from my top lip. His hands were warm and gentle on my face. A second of irony gave way to a glimmer of understanding in me. But it was fleeting and temporal. We kissed and he slid his tongue into my mouth. I moved into his kiss, pointing his erection skyward as I pressed my body into his.

		

		I felt the length and breadth of him crush against my stomach, cresting between my breasts. He moaned against my lips. We savored this moment of soft contact, of gentle lips, breasts, and hands. “This is only the beginning of our time together, my darling. You’re mine and you know it in your heart. You’ve known it since the first time I laid eyes on you, haven’t you?”

		

		He pulled me gently to the floor. I lay on my side. A dark cloud crossed the sun at the moment he entered me. I thought that somehow fitting. I could barely recognize my own voice in the hoarse whisper coming out of my mouth. I felt his every movement throughout my body, his hardness, his size, the heavy pressure created by every single inch of him inside me.

		

		My orgasm started low in my belly, building to a wave, rolling throughout my body. Then I felt his balls swell, his hips bucked once, twice, then, he let out a deep moan. I forced myself as far onto his shaft as I could, and felt it pulse powerfully inside me. He ground his pelvis into the soft flesh of my buttocks as he shuddered and moaned.

		

		I felt his hot, thick cum violently hit the walls deep inside my pussy. He plunged deeply into me with one last thrust, stiffening as he came again deep inside me. Finally, he collapsed onto me. He withdrew his cock, still semi-hard, and rested it against my buttocks, leaning the full weight of his body into mine. His voice filled my head.

		

		“You’ve captured me haven’t you?” he murmured to me.

		

		I had never known a man to be so intensely gentle, so responsive to my body. It was as if he truly shared it with me. His only wish was to give me pleasure. Spooning me, he whispered, “Understand this… one day you will belong to me, body and soul. You can try to hide your true nature, as you did earlier but don’t. Let it out, let me guide you, let me take you to where you have never been before.”

		

		Laying there on the terra-cotta floor of the atrium, I experienced the second orgasm of my life.

		

		Candice seemed preoccupied during breakfast, making only the minimum replies to Douglas's small talk. I was happy to listen and watch the way his mouth moved when he spoke. He had a sexy mouth. So did Candice.

		

		It occurred to me as we sat there eating breakfast together on a sun filled balcony, sometime in the late morning, on some day of the year, somewhere in Manhattan, that we all looked like a vibrant version from a magazine spread in LA Confidential. I smiled to myself as I tried to imagine how my set of chains would fit into the caption. I was both in my element and out of it at the same time.

		

		The balcony overlooked Central Park. Douglas had stopped talking and had returned to reading Marquis de Sade. Candice had finished her cursory look at the New Yorker and chin in hand, stared out towards the park. She turned to me quickly with a bit of a glimmer in her eye.

		

		“Do you like figs, Leeda?”

		

		“I don’t know. I’ve never tried them”

		

		“We have a tree full of them at the far end of the balcony.”

		

		Candice pointed straight out towards the glass sliding door. It must have been about 25 meters away. “Do you want me to go pick some?”

		

		“We’ll both go. But you’ll need some footwear. I’ll be right back.”

		

		Douglas watched Candice leave, then, smiled at me. “Shoes? I can just imagine what they’ll be,” I said as I made eye contact with Douglas.

		

		His smile grew wider and warmer. “No, you can’t, Maleeda. Not at all.”

		

		Candice wasn’t away long. She returned with a Louboutin shoebox and handed it to me. “I do hope they fit, Leeda.”

		

		The first thing I noticed about the box was its weight. It must have been over five pounds. I removed the lid and for a moment had absolutely no clue what I was looking at, except that they were metal. “Well, they seem to go with my outfit, whatever they are.”

		

		Candice took the box. “Here, I’ll show you.”

		

		She took one of the pair from the box and in a manner reminiscent of a shoe clerk, bent down to fit my foot. The objects bore little resemblance to a shoe as they were made of steel. The body of each was comprised of a piece six inches high and one inch thick.

		

		One side was straight and ended at a right angle. The other side was curved to the contours of the foot’s natural arch when the heel was raised and the ball of the foot was on the floor. That was the main purpose of the ‘shoe’, to raise the heel to a height that put the wearer’s instep at a 90-degree angle to the floor.

		

		They were held in place by a hinged steel strap that fastened around the instep and secured by a clasp like the ones on my wrists. The sole of the shoe was made of a quarter inch steel plate that had been welded to the arch docks.

		

		It was obvious that there was a lot of workmanship, and care had been taken in designing the band that enclosed my instep. It was secure, but didn’t pinch or rub. The final unique feature of the shoes were the metal rings welded to the sole.

		

		They were just big enough for my big toes to fit. They also stopped me from rolling my foot side to side, and once the instep strap was fastened, helped make them impossible to take off. Candice fastened each strap into place with a hand rivet gun then stood back to admire her handiwork. “Stand up.”

		

		I rose unsteadily, feeling like an acrobat trying to balance. My heel was now raised the maximum possible distance from the floor and my big toe sat at a right angle to my instep. It was a very strange feeling. I had to bend a bit at the knee to keep from falling forward.

		

		“Candace, I don’t think this is going to work.”

		

		“Well I think they look fantastic, don’t they Douglas?”

		

		“Yes, very nice work. You’ve succeeded.”

		

		“Nice of you to admit it.”

		

		“What am I missing?” I inquired. Douglas explained patiently, “Those shoes are the end result of a discussion Candice and I had about a couple of weeks ago. She argued that anything could be reduced to its functional essence and simplicity. Meaning, the simpler the form, the more powerful. It’s more concentrated that way. Isn’t that right Candice?”

		

		She nodded. Douglas continued. “In a subtle way, it’s a study in power and control, just as your entire experience here has been. Power, and the control of power. We’re taught from the time we learn to crawl that power is bad, dangerous and harmful you see? It’s all a grand illusion, and a way to gain power over others. If you want to control someone, all you have to do is persuade them that power is bad. From then on, they are under your control.”

		

		I reflected on what he said for a moment. I looked from Candice to Douglas, then at myself standing there as I was, apparently enslaved. I remembered Douglas’s earlier comment about me capturing him. The idea began to consolidate in my mind, but it was like trying to herd cats.

		

		“C’mon Leeda, we’re going to pick figs.”

		

		After a few meters, I began to get the hang of my new shoes. Candice stopped suddenly, “I think I’d rather ride. Wait here a minute, I’ll be back.”

		

		She then hurried back through the sliding door. I took the opportunity to rest against the large wooden dining table nearby. The shoes didn’t hurt, but the bones and tendons in my feet and legs weren’t used to being at such an extreme angle.

		

		The late morning was so beautiful. Hundreds of birds contributed to the collective chorus. The breeze was gentle and warm and scented with jasmine. I thought about Douglas’s little monologue. There was a simple, essential concept behind his remarks but he was leaving it to me to discover.

		

		Thinking back on the story, now I could see his point. It did revolve around power. Yes, power and control, and something else, something that brought it all together. Candice returned in a new outfit. I was honestly shocked. She was wearing nothing but a pair of black leather chaps, and carrying a large armful of leather devices and straps.

		

		“Ok, here we go.” Candice face was full of mischief. “Turn around.”

		

		I obeyed but looked over my shoulder. Candice dropped her load on the floor and selected the largest item. It bore a vague resemblance to a saddle, but much closer to human dimension. The widest part of the saddle was placed against my back. The opposite side was shaped almost like a curved stool seat and stirrups hung from each side. I looked away as Candice flung the first strap over her shoulder and smiled.

		

		“Candice. Please. This is too much.”

		

		“Now listen very carefully to me, Leeda. This can be easy or this can be difficult. It’s your choice.”

		

		“You can’t possibly be serious. I’m not a horse.”

		

		Candice stepped close to my face and spoke intently. “You my dear, are any damn thing I want you to be. Got it? This is lesson number two. Removal of options.”

		

		With her final sentence, Candice placed her booted foot on the chain connecting my knees. I quickly moved into a kneeling position. She buckled the saddle onto my back. Two straps went over my shoulders similar to a backpack. A third strap fastened just under my breasts. A fourth was secured just above my steel belt, and the fifth and final pulled the shoulder straps closer together across my breasts.

		

		Next, Candice padlocked my wrist chain to the ring on the steel belt. Now, I couldn't reach the buckles. The excess chain leading down was pulled up through between my pussy lips and locked to a ring at the back of the belt.

		

		“This isn't going to work, Candice.”

		

		Candice didn’t reply. Instead, she placed a steel bit between my teeth. It buckled behind my head. Another ‘Y’ shaped strap came up from each side of the bit-bar to a ring just above the bridge of my nose. A third strap at the top of that ring went over the top of my head and buckled to the one holding the bit in place. Leather reins hung from each side of the bit-bar.

		

		“I think I’m ready for a ride now dear. Hold still.”

		

		Carefully Candice mounted the seat that protruded at a right angle from the base strapped to my back. I was surprised at how evenly the weight seemed distributed. The fact that Candice only weighed one hundred and five pounds helped too. Candice placed a boot in each stirrup and settled herself in the saddle. “Get up! Let’s go.”

		

		I hesitated a little too long for Candice's mood. I felt Candice’s new toy before I saw it. The tip of her riding quirt landed on my left thigh. I rose unsteadily. The additional weight made itself know on my feet immediately.

		

		Candice pulled the reins to point me in the direction on the path. It looked a hundred miles long to me now. “Giddy up!” Again, the quirt slapped my thigh. Just enough to be annoying and I had no choice but to begin my journey. Candice’s statement about loss of options became very clear to me now.

		

		At that point, I would have liked nothing better that to use the horse quirt on her. I leaned forward and began moving slowly up the length of the balcony. Despite my predicament, the chain through my pussy lips began to have an effect. By the time, we had moved one hundred yards I was breathing hard, mostly from the pleasure the chain was generating than from the exertion.

		

		Candice must have sensed something. She dropped the reins and reached around to grip my nipples between her thumb and forefinger. I stopped and groaned loudly. Now Candice made use of her booted feet to goad me forward. She leaned forward to whisper in my ear, “C’mon horsey, just a bit further. Good horsey, keep going, don’t stop.”

		

		Somehow, I did manage to keep going. The balcony curved a few yards ahead. Candice pulled on my corresponding left nipple to steer me towards it. We reached the curve and I dropped to my knees. Candice dismounted and stood in front of me. She ran her hand through my dark hair. “I really should have put your hair in a pony tail.” I pressed my face against her leather chaps became intoxicated by the smell.

		Candice unbuckled the bit straps, letting it fall to the grass. “You are so sexy, Maleeda. I get wet just looking at you. And I’m not a lesbian either.”

		

		I looked up at her, and our eyes met. I smiled. Soon we were both smiling warmly. Candice knelt down to face me. The warm glow of friendship touched us both.

		

		“Do you understand now?”

		

		“Yes, I do understand. Thank you.” Candice allowed me to walk back un-ridden. The saddle was removed from my back and I was led to a room I hadn’t seen before.

		

		The ceiling rose over twenty feet to a skylight. Steel plates covered each wall, but were visible only above the ten-foot high bookshelves that surrounded the walls in the room. The titles ranged from to philosophy to mathematics, to classical literature and science fiction. A heavy steel desk dominated the room.

		

		My metal shoes rang out intensely as I paced along the tiled floor looking at the bookshelves. Douglas entered at the opposite end of the room through a door concealed behind another steel panel. He had slipped into the leather executive chair without me noticing. I turned quickly at the sound of his voice and nearly lost my balance on the slick tiles.

		

		“So Maleeda, you think you’ve learned something, have you?”

		

		“Yes, I have.”

		

		“Come here and let me look at you,” he said as he pointed to a spot a few feet in front of his desk. I tentatively approached him as my shoes provided very little traction. Douglas examined me while I studied the gray tiles at my feet. I could tell he liked what he saw very much.

		

		My deportment was dignified, considering the chains and manacles on my wrists, knees and waist. My balance had greatly improved since my walk, and Candice’s fiendish shoes complemented my slim ankles and long legs perfectly.

		

		“So tell me what you've learned,” he said as he sank back in the chair, gently interlacing his fingers. He reminded me of a school principal, albeit a rather kinky one.

		

		“It’s difficult to explain.”

		

		“Do your best, but do it now.”

		

		I looked at Douglas. “I’ve learned that I’m a source of power and control.”

		

		“Yes, go on.”

		

		“Go on?”

		

		He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the steel desk, “You seem determined to drag this thing out. Assuming you have learned something, you need some incentive to explain it. Kneel.”

		

		The unyielding tiles made an immediate impact on my manacled knees. I couldn’t stay in the position for long. “Now, go on.”

		

		I smiled up at him, “It revolves around appearances. At first impressions, I’m submissive, and you’re the dominant once but in reality, it’s the reverse. I’ve noticed the way you’ve looked at me, with respect, even awe. I felt it when you made love to me. I’ve never experienced that before... It took me by surprise. I gain power by submitting, by the effect I create on you... Candice too.” Douglas smiled down at me.

		

		“Oh wise one. It pleases me to know my efforts haven’t been wasted. Heaven knows they have been in the past.”

		

		“I'm glad I didn’t disappoint you.”

		

		“There is one more thing to accomplish, if you want to graduate.”

		

		Candice didn't hear me enter the bathroom, mainly due to the fact that the shower was running, and partly due to the fact I no longer clinked or clicked. For the first time in over forty-eight hours I was wearing clothes and enjoying full freedom of movement.

		

		Quietly, I laid out the contents of my arms on the counter. My supplies consisted of a tapered leather ‘glove’ two and a half feet long. The narrow end was sealed. The wide end was open and straps were attached at each end of the opening.

		

		A leather gag and an assortment of straps completed my kit. I waited patiently for Candice to finish her shower. Finally, I heard the water turn off. I backed further against the wall, holding a two foot leather strap.

		

		Douglas had told me Candice liked to struggle, so I hoped the element of surprise would work in my favor. The glass door of the shower enclosure opened suddenly toward me. Candice stepped out and reached for the robe hanging from the hook opposite my hiding place. I pounced.

		

		In one swift movement, I pinned Candice against the wall. “What the hell’s going on?”

		

		“Now, the worm turns, Candice darling.”

		

		Her struggles were unsuccessful against my full weight bearing down on her against the wall. First, I pulled her left arm then the right behind her back. The strap pulled them together above the elbow. I held her by her dripping hair with one hand and grabbed the glove with the other. Slipping it onto her arms proved easy.

		

		The straps criss-crossed her breasts and fastened securely under her armpits. Three more straps attached sideways along the glove. One more above her elbows, one below, and a third just above the wrists. I cinched them as tightly as I could. Candice’s elbows now touched within their leather confines. The gag was next. I held it up to her face.

		

		“Forget it, Maleeda.”

		

		“Oh come now, be a good girl.”

		

		Candice turned her face to the wall. “Fuck you!”

		

		With no hesitation, I spun her around, back to the wall, and smiling, grabbed a handful of her pussy. The leather pear gag slipped easily into her mouth. The tapered bands were just narrow enough in front to let her thick lips protrude over the top and bottom. I moved her to face the mirror.

		

		As I wiped the steam away with my hand I said, “Now tell me how lovely you look.” Candice didn’t say anything. I placed a wide leather strap around her waist. A second strap hung from the back of the waist strap, which I now threaded through Candice’s crotch and buckled it tightly in front. Then I attached a leash above her mound, and I led her to Douglas like this.

		

		Douglas still sat behind his desk. He looked up from the book he was reading when we entered. “Candice, is that a new outfit?”

		

		”See, I told you he’d like it. Now kneel for him.”

		

		Candice shook her head obstinately. I resorted to using my fingers to pinch her pussy lips to coax her into a kneeling position. I threaded the long strap through the back of her gag and buckled it to a strap at her ankles. Another strap went through the ring at the base of the glove and then around her knees. Candice knelt obediently, her face pointed towards the ceiling.

		

		Douglas came around from the front of the desk. “This really is a special occasion, isn’t it, Candice? It’s been a very long time since we’ve had an advanced graduate? A very long time. I know it’s been such a long time because I really can’t remember the last time I saw you like this, Candice, my dear.”

		

		Douglas bent down and kissed Candice on her forehead. He then turned to me and said, “My sister really is a naughty girl, isn’t she Maleeda? Whatever will we do with her?”

		

		THE END
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