
        
            
                
            
        

    
Casandra

Lesson 1

By Blard Hans

∞∞∞

“Your attention please,” said the older blonde woman at the front of the class.  “You should all be here for Relational Dynamics 101.  If that is not the class you signed up for then you are in the wrong room.”

The din quieted down and everyone found a seat.  I was in the middle of the class with four rows of desks on each side of me.  Some of the people I knew from other classes but a couple of new ones joined us. 

The woman at the front of the class turned her back towards us and wrote, “Casandra Killinger, Relational Dynamics Coach” on the board.  Her light blue dress was low cut and showed off her cleavage.  It also showed off her legs, which for an older gal were impressive.  She reminded me of a tennis coach I once had. 

“This class is going to provide you with an overview of relationship types and a little hands on experience with relationship dynamics in non-traditional pairings in addition to couples, threesomes, foursomes and moresomes.”

My head snapped up as she spoke.  I was suddenly glad that I had signed up for this class rather than pottery.  Besides, one more credit and I graduate from community college.

“We’re going to start out with Master/slave dynamics.”

I grinned.  Several of the students around me were making faces too.  I saw Beth and winked at her.  She rolled her eyes then turned back to the teacher.

Beth and I had shared several classes over the last two years.  She had been dating a boy named Charlie but that had ended a few months ago.  We had never been anything more than friends, although we often flirted with one another.  She was cute, with her long red hair and silly sense of humor but we were friends and I wanted to keep it that way.

“Isn’t slavery illegal?” asked the black haired girl in the puffy sweater with the gold cross pulled out and displayed prominently on her chest.  Her name was Mary and no one liked her.

“Besides, why would you submit to some man like that?” asked the butch girl with the shaved head.  “That’s so sexist.”

The guy next to me was Frank.  He and I played racquetball together sometimes.  He glanced over at me and shook his head.

Casandra waited for them to finish then said, “Don’t knock it if you haven’t tried it.  Some people find that type of relationship to be very fulfilling.  Besides, who says the woman has to be the slave?”

That shut everyone up.  Despite myself, I was beginning to like this woman.

“We’ll be spending about seven weeks on this part of the class before we move on to swingers and lifestylers.”

Several of the students groaned.

“This will be a hands on class so we will be pairing everyone up.  Since there are an odd number of you, one of you will be paired with me.  Please be advised that whomever that person is will be helping me demonstrate occasionally.  Before we begin, I will need each of you to fill out a consent form.  You will find that at the back of your notebooks.”

I flipped through the papers on my desk and found the form.  I signed the bottom without reading it then handed it forward with everyone else.

“We’re going to split the class equally between the Masters and Slaves.  I will assign a role to each of you and I will also assign your partner.”

“Can’t we pick our partner?” Mary asked.

This made me chuckle because no one would want to be her partner.

“No.  Part of the process for the slave is to experience loss of control.  That will be harder to do if you get pick.”

“I thought BDSM was all about consent,” Beth said.

Casandra glanced over at her with an appraising look.  “That is absolutely true.  Until you gain a better understanding of what is involved, it would be harder for you to know if you would ever consent to such a relationship in real life.”

I found myself drawn to her tits.  She was probably fifteen years older than I was so I felt odd about it but damn she had nice breasts.  I noticed Frank checking her out too.

She put two bowls on her desk.  “Each of you will fill out a name card and hand it forward.  There is a tear out card in your packet.  Just put your first name and last initial.”

I found mine and wrote “Steve C” on it then handed it forward.

After all the cards were piled on her desk, she began to mix them up.  When she was done, she started separating them into the two bowls.  “Masters will be drawn from the bowl on my left, slaves from the right.  Once your name is drawn you will change your seat and sit next to your partner.  Slaves will move their desks to the back of the room and bring one of the cushions over to the seat of their Master.”  She pointed to the large stack of cushions at the back of the room.

One by one, she called out people’s names.  There was a lot of commotion as chairs were scooted along the floor.

Frank was selected as a Master and ended up with Mary as his slave.  I looked over at him and rolled my eyes upward.  He just shook his head.  “Want to trade?” he mouthed.

I laughed and shook my head.

“Beth J,” Casandra called out.  “You will be a Master and you are paired with...” She grabbed a card from the slave bowl.  “Carlos C.”  Beth moved her chair over a little to make room for him.

Carlos was a skinny boy who started last summer.  I had seen him in a couple of classes but I didn’t really know him; mostly because he was sick a lot and missed a lot of classes.

I thought that having Beth be a Master was a good pick.  She was incredibly bossy.  I waited for my name but Casandra didn’t call it.  I was starting to get nervous because there were only two girls left and one of them was the shaved head girl.  “Not her.  Not her,” I repeated to myself.

“Jane M. you will be a Master and Janet M. you will be the slave,” Casandra said.

‘Crap,’ I thought, ‘At least I’m not with the shaved head girl.’

“That leaves Steve C as my slave,” she said.  “Steve can you raise your hand?”

I slowly put my hand up.  I could hear Frank grunt.  I turned towards him and saw that shit eating grin on his face.

“Steve, bring a cushion up and place it by my desk.”

I retrieved the cushion and reluctantly set it by her desk at the front of the class.

“There is a standard questionnaire in your materials.  Each Master will go through the list with their slaves and note any medical conditions.”

Casandra took a seat at her desk and looked down at me.  She had a friendly face.  She leaned down and began to ask me questions.  I tried not to stare at her cleavage.

“Any medical problems that would make it difficult for you to sit on the cushion?” she asked.

“No.  I’m pretty healthy.”

She smiled at me and continued through the rest of the questions.

After everyone was finished she said, “Both of you will need to date and sign the form then hand them forward.”

I signed my name to the paper and gave it back to Casandra.

“We’re about out of time for today.  I expect each of you to read chapters one through four by the time we meet next week.”

More groans from the students.  For a moment I thought I was back in high school.

The bell sounded and everyone started to make their way towards the door.  Mary spoke up and asked loudly, “Do we need to put the chairs and cushions back?”

“No.  We’re the only ones using this classroom this semester so you can leave them where they are.  Please everyone, remember who your partner is and where you were seated.”

Over the next few evenings I glanced through the chapters.  Since this was the last credit I needed to graduate, I skimmed them at best.  After all, any passing grade would be good enough.

I saw Frank in the hallway just outside the classroom.

“You got time for a game later?” I asked.

“Yes.  Do you want to reserve the court or should I?”

“Loser’s choice,” I said.  We were actually very evenly matched but I took the last game and was not shy about teasing him about it.

“Just remember that for next time,” he said.

We headed in and found our seats.  I had actually started for my chair then remembered I was supposed to be on the cushion at the front.  As I was sitting down, I noticed a pile of ribbon, metal rings and chains on her desk.

Casandra was at her desk when I walked in.  She was wearing a low cut black top and matching skirt.  She smiled at me.

I smiled back and made a mental note about her figure.

Once everyone was seated she spoke to the class.  “Today we will go through the collaring ritual.  Most Dominant/submissive couples will want some outward sign of their relationship.  One of the more common types is a collar.  I have several lengths of ribbon on my desk.  You will use one of these as a temporary collar.  Each master will take one but do not put it on your slave yet.”

There was a lot of commotion as half the class retrieved pieces of ribbon from Casandra.

“Slaves are to kneel in front of their Masters.  Masters are to stand behind their slaves.” 

Casandra had me kneel facing the class then stood behind me.

“As the Masters are putting their collars on the slave you are to tell them that ‘with this collar I agree to make you mine.’

I felt her put her hand on my shoulder.  A moment later I felt something cold being slid across my neck.  I glanced down and saw a shiny piece of metal being wrapped around my neck.

Once you feel the collar on your neck, slaves are to repeat, “with this collar, I agree to be yours.”

She pressed on my shoulder so I said, “with this collar I agree to be yours.”

“Once your slave has agreed, snap the lock in place,” Casandra said.

I saw a small brass padlock briefly before she attached it to the collar on my neck and pressed it closed.  I heard a small ‘click’ and suddenly felt a tingling sensation in my dick.

I heard lots of grumblings and giggling from the class as the ‘masters’ collared their ‘slaves.’

“Your assignment for today is to write a page in your journal about how it felt to be collared or to have someone else wearing your collar.  Try to get in touch with how this made you feel.  This will be due at the beginning of the class next time.”

I reached up and felt the metal around my neck.  It was smooth and a little cool to the touch. 

I turned towards Casandra.  She was pulling a necklace over her head.  She glanced at me and smiled.  I saw her eyebrows momentarily flash upwards as she looked down at me.

She used both hands to pull the necklace straight.  There was a shiny key at the end of it.  I realized that she was wearing the key to my collar around her neck.  She glanced down at the key then back to me.  She pulled her shirt outward with one hand as she slid the chain down her shirt with the other.  The way she did it made her look like she was caressing her breast.

My dick was getting hard as I watched her.

“He’s blushing!” one of the girls called out. 

Everyone turned towards me and started laughing.  I heard someone say, “He’s turning bright red!”

I was feeling pretty embarrassed so I started laughing too.

Casandra raised her hands and the class fell silent.  “Everyone will have a different reaction.  Just go with it and try not to judge.  We’re going to get into a lot of material that will cause many of you to be embarrassed but that’s part of the class so relax and enjoy it.”

Everyone seemed to calm down and go back to their partners.

I glanced over at Beth.  She was standing near her slave but was looking at me.  The expression on her face seemed like she was worried but there was something else there too.  Was it hunger?  She turned back to Carlos, who was tugging on the ribbon around his neck.

“Class.  You will find a questionnaire in your materials.  There are questions for both the Master and slave.  Please take turns going through the questions with your partner.”

“How are you doing?” Casandra asked.

I turned towards her.  She was only a foot or two from my face.  She had wonderful light green eyes.  Her face was tan and smooth.  “I’m ok,” I said.

“How does it feel to have a collar around your neck that you can’t take off?”

Without meaning to, I reached up and touched the metal.  “It’s actually kind of a turn on.”  I immediately mentally kicked myself.  ‘Why did I say that?’ I wondered.

Casandra leaned back.  I was afraid she would be offended or something.  Instead she said, “A lot of people find submitting to someone else to be deeply fulfilling.”

That made me feel better.  I glanced at the questions in my packet then put the paper away.  “What about you?  Do you like having your collar on someone?”

She leaned into me again and said, “Yes.  I like how seeing you in my collar makes me feel.  I like knowing that the only way you’re going to get out of that collar is if I choose to unlock it.”

My junk was starting to get hard again.  I tried to will it to stop but was having a hard time.

“That’s the part that’s getting me too,” I said.

“Have you ever submitted to someone else like this?”

“No.  I mean teachers tell me what to do all the time but no not like this,” I said.

“I’m thinking of having an extra class for any students that are interested.  Would you like to come?  We’ll be off campus so we can go a lot farther than what they allow here.”

My heart was racing and my dick was throbbing.  I felt like I was watching myself from a distance when I heard myself say, “I’d like that.”

Casandra took a piece of paper from her desk and wrote something on in then handed it to me.  “Be there at seven o’clock Wednesday night.  Wear something comfortable,” she said.

I took the note and glanced at the address written there then put it in my backpack.

Casandra waited a few minutes then said, “Everyone, if you would please put the questionnaires away but don’t lose them.  Part of your final will be drafting an essay about your experiences and you will need that to compare to how you feel by the end of the section.  Also for anyone interested, I’ll be conducting a workshop off campus this Wednesday.  This is strictly voluntary and will not affect your grade.”

Some of the students got up then stopped when Casandra continued, “Masters you will need to take the collar off your slave.  As the Master it will be your responsibility not to lose the collar.”

I felt a hand on my shoulder and turned back towards Casandra.  She bent over and gave me an eyeful of her tits as she reached in and retrieved the key.

She undid the key from the necklace and held it out for me to see.  With her other hand, she wrapped her fingers around my collar and pulled me towards her. 

I was starting to breath harder as she pulled me in to her.

I heard a ‘click’ as she unlocked me.  A second later the collar was off and she was putting it back on her desk.

I reached up and touched my throat, oddly disappointed that it was bare.

I went through the next couple of days like normal: classes, eating, playing racquetball.  When Wednesday came, I found myself nervously getting cleaned up after dinner.  I found the note in my backpack and stared at it.  I wasn’t sure what to expect but I was fantasizing about it as I got ready.

I followed the GPS to the address on the note.  It was a quiet looking home on a quiet street.  I parked in front, hoping that this was the right place.  It was just now seven so I walked up the front path and knocked on the door.

Casandra opened the door and my heart skipped a beat.  She was wearing a burgundy and black corset and silky black skirt.  The corset pressed her breasts up and made them look huge.  There was a thick black belt on her waist and something attached to it that looked like a handle with lots of short leather strands coming off one end.

“You’re right on time.  Come in.”

I walked in uncomfortably aware of the massive boner in my pants.

She led me down the hallway to her kitchen.  There was a center island with several wooden bars tools around it.  She motioned towards one of the stool and I took a seat.

“We’re the only ones here right now.  I told a few other students they could come by at eight.  I wanted to be able to talk with you first before anyone else got here.”

I nodded politely but my eyes kept going back to her outfit.  I tried not to be obvious but I suspected that I was failing.

“I’m asking a lot of you to be the demonstration for the class.  How are you finding the experience so far?”

“I feel a little funny being up in front of everyone but I’m ok with it.”

Casandra seemed happy about that.  “If that starts to change, please tell me.  In fact one of the things that I want you to take from the class is that it’s all about communication.  If you can’t tell your partner what you’re into then you really miss out.”

I had to consider that.

“I noticed your reaction to being collared when we were in class.”

I looked down a little.  ‘Darn it, I knew I was showing,’ I thought.

“There is nothing to be embarrassed about.  Some people really get off on the thought of having someone else take control of them for a little while.”

I looked up at her to make sure she wasn’t teasing me.  She looked sincere.  “I’ve never had that reaction to anything.  I’m curious to see if there is more,” I said.  I kind of mumbled the last part.

She put her hand on mine.  It felt warm and comfortable.  I felt myself starting to relax.

“If you would like, I can help you experience that feeling even more,” she said.

I could feel my heart beating hard.  “I would like that.  What do I have to do?”

“The biggest thing is to decide to let me take over.  This means that you would have to do what I tell you.”

“That’s it?” I asked.

“It’s harder than you might think.  Why don’t we try a few things and see how it goes.”

“Ok.  I’m game.”

“How do you feel about letting me tie you up?”

I felt my cock move.  “Ok.”

“My slaves are usually nude.  Are you ok with that?  And are you ok with me touching you?”

“Um...we could try it.”  In my head, I knew that sounded lame but I was really nervous.

Casandra chuckled lightly then said, “We can take this slow.  Besides I have an idea.”  She left the room and came back a second later holding something in one hand and a large bag in her other.  The bag made a clanking sound when she set it on the table.  “Step over there,” she pointed to an open space between the table and hallway.

I moved over and she handed me the cloth thing in her hand.  As I looked at it I realized that it was a blindfold.  I looked up at her and waited.

“Put it on,” she said.

I slide it over my eyes and the world went black.

“Can you see?”

“No.  Not at all.”

“Good.  Take your shirt off.”

I waited for a few seconds, deciding if I was going to do what she said.  I decided to give it a try.  I pulled the shirt over my head and waited.

“Go ahead and drop it.”

I let it fall to my side.

“Take your pants off.”

I inhaled sharply then slipped my pants off and let them fall to the ground.  I stood there painfully aware that I was standing in this woman’s kitchen wearing only my underwear.

“Underwear too,” she said.

I hurriedly took them off, afraid that it I waited I would chicken out.  I heard some clanking sounds coming from where Casandra was sitting.  There was more rustling and I heard her walking towards me.

“Give me your hand.”

I reached out with my right hand and waited.  I could feel her soft grip taking my arm then something cold and hard was pressed against my skin.  There was a ratcheting sound and I could soon feel the weight of something dangling off my arm.

She moved my arm down to my side then walked behind me.  I felt her take my other arm and pull it behind me.  Another ratcheting sound and I found myself standing with my arms cuffed behind my back.

“Is that too tight?”

“No.  Not at all,” I said. 

I felt her hand on my shoulder as she moved around to my front.  Her hand ran down my side from my chest down my leg and stopped at my ankles.  I noted that she avoided touching my junk.

“Spread your legs wider.”

I moved my feet so they were a couple of feet wider.  Cold metal touched my calf.  She moved the metal slowly down my leg then attached it to my ankle.  There was a little clattering, like chain hitting the floor then she attached something to my other ankle.  I pulled my feet a little further apart when I felt the chain become taut and I was unable to move them any further.

She moved behind me again and I could feel the chain between my legs getting tighter.  I brought my feet closer together then felt the chain between my arms getting tight.  There was a clicking sound and the weight of the chain between my arms got heavier.  I felt her running her hand up my back then start to rub my shoulders.  I relaxed.

There was another cold sensation around my neck and I remembered the collar from class.  Another clicking sound and this time I knew that she was locking the collar on me.  She pulled slightly on the collar followed by another clicking sound.  Now there was more weight pulling my collar backwards and I could feel a length of chain running down my back.

Casandra pulled on the cuffs and collar before walking back in front of me.  I assumed she was checking to make sure they were all locked in place.

“God you look good like that,” she said.  “And I’m glad to see that you like it too.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that last statement until she put her hand on my erect cock.  She felt incredible as she stroked me a few times.  I was starting to breath hard.

She stopped and went back to the bar stool only to return a moment later.  I felt her behind me as her body touched mine.  Suddenly there was a soft round ball being pressed against my lips.

“Open up.”

I opened my mouth to ask her what she was doing.  Instead she pressed the ball inside my mouth then buckled a strap around the back of my head.  I tried to spit the ball out but it only moved a half inch or so.

“Don’t fight it.  Just be present and feel what it’s like.”

I ran my tongue against the plastic ball.  It was soft and had no taste.  ‘Was it rubber?’ I wondered.

“I’m going to take the blindfold off of you now.  Keep your eyes closed as first until you get used to the light.”

Once it was off of me I opened my eyes and was immediately sorry.  The kitchen had suddenly become too bright for me.  After a few seconds, my eyes adjusted and I was able to see normally.  I tried moving my arms and legs but found that I could only move them a little ways before the chains stopped me.  I also realized that there was no way I could get out of these cuffs.

Casandra watched the emotions play out on my face.  She waited patiently until I was done. 

I could feel my dick starting to ache and I let out a soft moan.

She smiled at me.  “I love how responsive you are.”  She sat on the ground in front of me.  “If you are going to be my slave then one of the first lessons is that I can touch you but you cannot touch me without permission.  Understood?”

I tried to say yes but the ball in my mouth made it hard to make words so I grunted.

She reached out and began to gently touch my legs.  “I like how strong you are.”  She caressed the inside of my thighs and worked her way up towards my chest.  She fondled me a little as she passed over my junk but didn’t linger there.  I could feel a little wetness as she touched my dick.

She stopped at my nipples and began to play with them.  I tried to move my hands again but they were still locked in place.

“Remember that I can touch you but you cannot touch me unless I say so.”

I tried to relax.

She ran her hands all over my body as I stood there helplessly in her kitchen.  It seemed like all of my senses were on alert and I found myself imagining someone coming to the door.

Casandra sat in front of me again and began to pull on my balls.  It was both pleasurable and slightly painful at the same time.

“You’re a handsome man.  Do you mind me playing with you this way?”

I was at a loss.  My brain felt like it was suddenly underwater.  I shook my head but stayed quiet.  It was almost like I was floating.

My attention snapped back as she grabbed by schlong with her other hand and pulled it downward.  I looked down at her as she began to move her hand back and forth along my shaft.  When she got to the head she twisted her hand and I gasped.  She continued to stroke my cock for a few minutes then leaned in and kissed it.  She kept her face pressed towards it as she looked up at me then slowly pressed her mouth over it. 

The warmth of her mouth and her grip on my sack combined into a single sense of pleasure.  She began to thrust her head back and forth while still stroking my shaft with her hand. 

I could feel the tip of my dick hitting the back of her throat.  I had received many blow jobs before but nothing like this.  I started rocking back and forth against her face.

She gripped my dick harder.  I’m not sure how long we continued like this when I felt myself getting ready to cum.  I was perspiring and breathing hard.  Then she stopped.

I looked down wide eyed at her.  ‘Please don’t leave me like this,’ I thought.

She grinned up at me then stuck my cock roughly back into her mouth.  Her hand sped up and the pleasure increased.

I felt myself starting to cum. I tried to fight it but lost almost immediately.  My body tensed up and I closed my eyes as cum shot out of me. 

Casandra kept sucking all the way through my orgasm.  When I finally stopped convulsing she let go of me and leaned back.  Her face was flushed and glistened from her efforts.

My breath was coming in heaves.  Slowly I got my breath under control and let her help me back to one of the stools.

“Part of being a slave is to let me take over control of your sexuality,” she said.

There was a loud knocking on the door and I thought my heart might actually burst out of my chest.

Casandra got up and told me, “Don’t go anywhere.”

Normally I might have a snarky comeback but my head was so overloaded that I just stood there.  I watched her walk away.  Her ass swayed as she moved and I found myself wondering what it would be like to have sex as her slave.  Voices came from the other room and I thought I heard Casandra say “Wait here.”

In my head I knew that it was just Casandra walking back but when I heard the footsteps I started to panic.  The blonde hair and impressive rack drew my attention.

“Let’s get you outfitted a little better then I’ll bring you into the other room,” she said.  I watched her look around the kitchen then pull a cloth out of a drawer.  “This will work.”  She unrolled the cloth and I saw that it had a draw string on it.

Casandra wrapped the string around my waist and tied it on.  She moved the cloth part to strategically cover my junk.  She also pulled a dog leash out of another drawer and clipped it to the front loop on my collar.  It dangled freely when she dropped it.  She looked into my eyes and said, “When you’re out there try to remember that for tonight you belong to me.  Just do what I tell you.”

I nodded and let her lead me out of the kitchen.

We walked into the living room and I saw three other people from class.  I wanted to run back into the kitchen as I realized that Beth was one of the other students there.  Instead, Casandra took her end of the leash and slid it onto a hook attached to the ceiling.  I was effectively immobilized.

Beth’s eyes opened wide as she realized it was me.  A smile crept on her face, making her eyes twinkle.  I hesitantly looked over at her, knowing I would never hear the end of this.  She was wearing a loose T shirt and tight jeans.  I had always known that she had a great ass but somehow she looked even hotter tonight.

“Is your partner coming tonight?” Casandra asked.

Beth shook her head.  “He is sick again and may drop the class.”

“That’s too bad.  I hope he feels better.”

I looked over to see who the other two people were then had to do a double take.  Mary was there and so was the shaved hair girl.  ‘Of all the people,’ I thought.

“If everyone could find a seat.  Let’s talk for a bit,” Casandra said.

Everyone else took a seat while I stayed standing.

“You all know Steve.  As you can see, he will be my slave for tonight.  Why don’t we go around and introduce yourself again and share with us any experiences you’ve had with BDSM and what you’re hoping to get out of this experience.”  She pointed at Beth.

“I’m Beth.  I’ve had a little experience with tying up previous boyfriends.  I’ve even experimented with pegging a little.  I find the idea of controlling a man to be very erotic and I wanted to learn more about it.”

Mary was sitting at the next couch and started talking when Casandra pointed to her.  “Um...my name is Mary and I don’t have much experience.  I’d like to know more about being tied up.”  Her face was now seven shades of red.

“My name is Jane.  I don’t have much experience but would like to learn more about how to tie people up.  I’m also interested in the idea of forced orgasm.”

“It’s only fair that you know my experience too,” Casandra said.  “I’ve been in the life style for about fifteen years now.  I am a top, which means that I like to do things to others rather than have things done to me.  I also did my time wearing a collar when I was younger.”

All eyes turned towards me.  With the gag in my mouth I wasn’t able to say anything.

“Steve is expressing an interest in learning to submit so we will be using him as a demonstration a lot tonight.”  She turned towards Mary and asked, “How do you feel about letting a woman put you in restraints?”

Mary’s face was still bright red.  “That would be ok I suppose.”

“Jane would you be willing to act as the top for Mary?”

Jane looked over at Mary then nodded enthusiastically.

“That leaves Beth.  Would you be ok with co-topping Steve?”

Beth didn’t look at me.  “I’d be fine with that.”  She looked over at me.  The mischievous look on her face scared me a little.

“Let’s get our slaves outfitted then we can start with some light play.  Mary, if you could put your clothes over on the chair then we’ll get you tied up.  Beth there is a bag on the counter in the kitchen.  If you would go and get that for us.”

Beth headed off to the kitchen.  I couldn’t help watching her butt as she walked away. 

Mary got up and walked over to the chair.  She started to unbutton her shirt.

When Beth came back she handed the bag to Casandra.  She pulled out several leather straps and a handful of small padlocks.  She held them out for Jane who took them and set them next to her.

Mary walked back towards Jane.  I was expecting her to still be wearing her underwear but she stood there completely naked.  I looked down at her feet then worked my way upward, shocked by what I saw.  This girl who always made a show of displaying her cross and wearing extremely non-sexy clothing had a shaved pussy and a tattoo of a black cat on her hip.  She had massive breasts in a perfect tear drop shape. 

As I watched, Jane wrapped leather cuffs onto Mary’s wrists and ankles then locked them in place.  She attached a wide black collar to her neck and padlocked it.

“Now if you will all follow me to the back room,” Casandra said.  She pulled the leash free from the ceiling hook and handed it to Beth.

Beth glanced down at the leash in her hand then up at me.  She tugged lightly on the leash and started following everyone out of the room.

I was expecting a smart comment or something from Beth.  The light tug and lack of comments took me by surprise.  There was something about being forced to follow Beth that was really turning me on.  The fact that she had a great ass helped too.
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