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Book I- Obedience School





The Beginning

Felicity Carlson is an intelligent young
woman with a few issues. She is an only child of a rather mousy
woman and a cold, demanding father. Felicity suspects that her
father never wanted children and her mother made a “mistake.” As a
child, her life was tightly controlled by her father. He demanded
strict obedience and excellence in her performance at school. She
had few friends in school and was not allowed to date as a
teenager.

A pretty, olive-skinned brunette, she is a
little shorter than average. She keeps herself in good physical
condition, spending time at a gym and doing daily exercises. She is
well developed, with a firm, round bum, and small but nicely shaped
breasts. Overall she is a petite, quite attractive young woman.

She has an MBA and runs the human resources
department of a small corporation. At work she intimidates her
staff, including most of her male colleagues, with a comprehensive
knowledge of HR policies and procedures. She has a no-nonsense
approach to every problem.

She has always been a loner, with few friends
and an awkward sex life. She has never liked to think about her
upbringing, so she attributes her inadequate love life, even the
lack of social life, to her job. She’s young but a driver,
successful well beyond her years. She thinks that perhaps her
intelligence and professional ambition drive men away. Not that she
cares all that much. A good man would be nice, but men have never
been a priority.

It’s not the kind of emotional profile the
average guy wants in a lover- a hard-working, corporate riser who
can keep up with and often surpass her male counterparts. Maybe
she’d do for a one-nighter, but that’s likely to be it. After the
first look, men don’t pursue any further.

There is a slight problem with her love life.
Much as she would like to have one, sex has always given her
trouble. By her senior year in high school, she reluctantly
recognized that she was sexually ambivalent. She knew she wanted
kids, and that takes a good man. Her fantasies, however, were about
women. Women who did nasty, lascivious things with each other and
often to her. She dreamt of being tied to a bed, with a woman
biting a nipple. Sometimes she was doing something to other women.
Few of her fantasies actually included men. That had to be a
problem, especially since her best self-indulgent experiences have
been fantasies about beautiful, dominating women.

She always needed a little extra stimulation
to get over the hump during her occasional tries at pleasuring
herself. Things like tying her wrists together, sometimes her
ankles, perhaps giving herself a bit of a slap on her thighs or a
sharp pinch of a nipple. She has a ball gag that she acquired from
a sex toy website that she uses occasionally. Sometimes she even
gave a sharp slap to her pussy.

Getting off was hard. Her strict upbringing
caused guilt feelings. Self-pleasure was a problem, especially
masturbation, and the lack of a partner of any sort was a distinct
disadvantage.

There were times, though, when her
subconscious caught up to her. Times when she woke up in the middle
of the night bathed in sweat, with weird images of dominant women
controlling her still in her mind. Women with ropes and devices for
inflicting pain. The dreams were obvious nightmares, but her
panties were often moist with juices other than perspiration.

She never actually made it with a male
partner. Outside of her long hours at work, she was shy and rather
retiring. She didn’t like the noise and meat market aspects of
clubs. Even though her fantasies suggested she consider a woman as
a lover, she had difficulty fighting social norms.

At college, she realized that she might be a
lesbian. She thought of herself as relatively conventional, though.
For quite a long time, she was reluctant to concede that her path
to ultimate happiness might well be intimate relationships with
women.

After her parents died, she felt less
constrained by convention and managed a few relationships with
other women in college. They were awkward, though, and somehow they
didn’t fulfill her ultimate desires. She couldn’t bring herself to
express her true needs to her few partners. The dark side of her
sexuality seemed so- dark.

With college behind her and a successful
climb up the corporate ladder at a very young age, she began to
wonder about her emotional life. At the end of the day, she found
herself thinking about steps to fulfill her sexual needs. But it
was all thought. She just wasn’t sure she wanted to take the next
step.

Work was fulfilling, but she wanted someone
else to take responsibility for her personal life. Letting someone
else make decisions for her was something she desired. Having
someone run her life and just let her feel was a persistent need.
She had only so much energy for running the show, and most of that
went into her work.

Then she made a discovery. It was called The
Castle, whose outward appearance was that of a rather dark and
forbidding place. Felicity drove by it on her way home from work on
one of her routes. She drove past it frequently, and found the
place hard to avoid. She had heard that it was a pretty intense sex
shop that sold lots of bizarre toys. The rumor was that it even had
space for rather esoteric sexual services.

One day, after a particularly frustrating
session with her management team, she pulled over and parked near
The Castle. Perhaps it was one of those days where almost any
diversion would help relieve the stress and anger of a day gone
wrong. Or, maybe it was just the right time.

While the outside was dark and kind of
ramshackle, the interior of the sex shop was bright, airy, and
clean. Almost without thinking, she walked into the place and
wandered about. It was filled with sexual accessories ranging from
condoms and lubes to nasty things like dildos, butt plugs, and hand
cuffs. There was a large rack of DVDs with very lurid cases. There
was even a rack of magazines with similar covers.

A locked display case contained odd little
chains attached to alligator clips. The case also contained some
small screw clamps and a few gadgets with sharp little spikes on
wheels. There were even some things that looked like small lead
sinkers for fishing. She wondered what they were for.

In a small alcove behind some swinging doors,
she was rather shocked to find broad leather belts, a few paddles,
riding crops, and whip-like things. Some things looked like old cat
o’ nine tails. There was even a stand of long white canes of
various thicknesses.

She did her best not to look too shocked or
too interested. She tried to look casual, but she found it hard not
to take a closer look at some of the things in the shop. The little
toys warmed places on her body that should not have liked things
like paddles and handcuffs. She reached out to touch some of the
items, but her hands trembled. She felt embarrassed. She couldn’t
help but think that some of them might be useful as she struggled
with her sexual frustrations. She hurriedly tried to drop that
thought.

She was about to walk out when she saw a
bulletin board with a mass of cards on it. She walked over and
started reading the cards, all the while trying to look casual.

The board was quite neat, with little pockets
that allowed anyone using the board to leave several cards for any
interested parties. A card on the front of one of the pockets
caught her eye. The card read-

Mistress Lysette

Obedience School

For the uninitiated, who feel the need to
submit

Privacy assured

The card included a cell number and an email
address.

She stared at the card for a moment. The
implication was clear, and it made her a bit uncomfortable. Again,
however, delicate places within her seemed to warm. For some
reason, her bra suddenly felt a little tight. Her heart beat a
little faster. She found herself taking one of the cards. She told
herself it was just a bit of a lark, fully intending to keep it
only as a curiosity.

The card would not be forgotten, however. In
the following days, it seemed as if every time Felicity opened her
purse it was visible, staring up at her.

After days of carrying it around, the card
could not be denied. Felicity dialed the number printed on it.

“Hello?”

“Hello. Uh, I’m…I’m calling for Mistress
Lysette.”

“I am she. Who is calling, please?”

“Uh, my name is…Felicity. Felicity Carlson.
I, um…I saw your card at The Castle.”

There was a pause. Felicity had no idea what
she wanted to say. The woman had a husky voice with some sort of
accent. She was perfectly understandable, but there was something
there that was unusual. Imperious, too, but rather sexy.

“And?”

Felicity was embarrassed. She drew a blank,
and the voice on the other end of the call sounded as if it found
humor in her predicament.

“And, well, I wondered how I might find out
more about your…your classes. Is there something you can send me,
perhaps by email?”

There was another pause. The voice on the
line sounded rather arrogant and abrupt this time.

“The course is for those who wish to become
familiar with BDSM practices. I assume you know what that means. If
not, it is for those who wish to submit themselves to others. In a
sexual way.”

“I…understand.”

“I teach a single individual in each
workshop. The fee is therefore quite high. I require an in-person
interview before I accept any new student.”

“Well, can you tell me at least how long the
course is? How much it costs?”

There was a pause as if the woman was
reluctant to part with the information. Felicity thought it was a
rather odd way to run a business. Even one as odd as she thought
this one might be.

In a rather bored-sounding voice, Lysette
replied. “The course consists of five three-hour sessions. The fee
is three thousand dollars.”

“Wow. That’s two hundred dollars an
hour!”

The mistress said nothing.

Felicity hesitated, but she had to know. “Um,
well, how does one arrange for an interview?”

There was silence again on the phone. This
time, however, Felicity thought she might be making progress. She
wondered why her brain seemed to have so little control over her
actions.

“I can meet for a half-hour, tomorrow at six
PM. That should be adequate for an interview should you wish to
proceed. I suggest you arrive ten or fifteen minutes early. Ask the
clerk for one of my applications and fill it out before we
meet.”

“You mean at The Castle?”

There was a tone in the voice as if the
answer was obvious. As if the woman couldn’t understand why
Felicity had called.

“Yes. I must evaluate you, and I think it
best that you see the environment in which you will train. I will
arrange for the space.”

Quickly Felicity checked the calendar on her
phone.

“I can make it then. Okay, six PM at The
Castle tomorrow. Or rather, a little before for me.”

“That is correct.”

“Okay. Thank you. I will see you then.
Goodbye.”

And that was that.

Felicity clicked off and set her phone down.
She was embarrassed, frightened, and terribly excited. How could
she do such a thing? Where was this going to lead? What was this
woman going to evaluate? And the money. She could afford it. She
had few discretionary expenses, never went anywhere, and her
savings accounts were bulging. But it was a lot, and this could be
some kind of con.

For a moment, she felt like calling Mistress
Lysette back and canceling. But only for a moment. Something inside
her said that this was what she had to do. Even the money didn’t
seem to matter.

It was difficult to concentrate on work the
next day. Her thoughts kept drifting back to The Castle, the things
she had seen there, the sound of the woman’s voice, the casual
arrogance at the other end of the conversation. She didn’t think
she made any mistakes at work, but she did drift off for a moment
during a meeting. Felicity wondered what her appointment would be
like. The meeting had been stupid and interminably dull, but she
would have to watch that in the future. Boring meetings were a part
of life; it wouldn’t do to make a habit of drifting off.

She couldn’t help her nerves, however. She
noticed that she trembled a little whenever she started to think
about The Castle. It was as if she was going into a huge meeting
that would affect her forever. But the meeting wasn’t even going to
happen until after work.

Then the workday was gone, and it was time to
leave. Felicity left a little after five. The drive was short, but
she didn’t want to be late. Some of her staff were still at work
and were surprised that she left almost on time. It was rare for
her to put in less than a nine- or ten-hour day during the
week.

She found a parking place near The Castle and
pulled in. Felicity turned off her car but remained behind the
wheel for a time. She couldn’t understand the attraction of the
whole situation, but it was as if she was hypnotized. At last, she
got out of her car and took the short walk to her destination.

She passed by a bar called Chains situated
next to The Castle. She couldn’t help wonder about the type of
people who drank at Chains. The name implied things. Perhaps they
stopped next store to visit The Castle after a drink or two. Maybe
even this Lysette woman frequented the place.

She entered The Castle, steeled herself, and
boldly walked up to the counter.

“May I help you?” inquired the clerk.

“Yes. I have an appointment with Mistress
Lysette at six. I was told by Lysette that you have the application
form for her course. I would like one, please.”

“One moment.”

The clerk rummaged under the counter and
pulled out a red folder. He handed her a sheet of paper from the
folder.

“You can use the end of the counter to fill
it out. Do you need a pen?”

Felicity realized that she hadn’t come very
prepared. “Yes. Thank you.”

The clerk handed her a pen. “By the way,
inside The Castle you should address her as Mistress Lysette. She
prefers that students address her properly once they enter. She is
part owner of the store, as well as Chains.”

“Oh. Okay. Thank you again.” She hesitated
before she started the application.

How absurd. Mistress Lysette? But wasn’t that
on her card?

Felicity moved to the end of the counter and
took a look at the form. Some of the questions were typical of any
application, but some things about it were rather odd. It was more
like a form for a doctor’s office than anything else. First and
last name, address, age, height and weight, eye and hair color.
Some items that might be needed for a credit report. Gender.
Marital status. Sexual preference (Opposite, Same, Both, Unknown).
Whether she was a virgin. Whether she had been referred by a master
or mistress, and by whom. Whether she had experience as a dominant
or submissive. (That was surprising. Why would someone like the
Mistress take this kind of class?)

For the most part, the form was easy. The
only real problem was sexual preference. She found herself checking
the ‘Unknown’ box. That was embarrassing. She couldn’t imagine that
very many people put that on the form. Quickly she crossed out her
mark and checked ‘Same.’

That was confusing too. Why hadn’t she marked
Opposite? Would she have been lying?

A disclaimer on the bottom required her to
sign that she had read it. The form would be held in strict
confidence and destroyed if the student elected not to participate.
It was expected that students would not discuss the interview or
in-class practices with others.

Felicity read her answers over once and
signed the bottom. She wondered why in the world she was doing
this. Wondering didn’t seem to stop the process, though.

She asked the clerk, “Do I give this to
you?”

He shook his head. “No. Take it with you into
the interview. I’m not allowed to answer questions or see anyone’s
answers.”

“Oh. Okay. Sorry.”

“That’s all right. Is your appointment for
six?”

“Yes.”

“You have a few minutes. Would you like to
look at our rooms?”

Felicity thought for a moment. “Yes, I think
so.”

“All right. Stand by the door, and I’ll buzz
you in. There’s no one back there now. The rooms are left open when
unoccupied, so you can look at any of them. Your appointment will
be in Room One, the one closest to the exit here.”

“Okay. Thanks.”

She went past the counter, where there were
two doors. One had a sign for Chains above it. Apparently,
customers of the bar could enter or leave the store directly. The
second door was locked, but she heard the door unlock as the clerk
pressed the buzzer.

There was a turn in the hall a few feet past
the door as she walked in, and then a dimly lit hallway that ran
past several doors. There were lights on above each door; all of
them were green. She walked to the end of the hall to count the
doorways, stopping at an emergency exit at the end. The doors were
spaced pretty far apart, so she reasoned that each room had to be
rather large. There were only six doors, three on each side of the
hallway.

She decided to go into the room at the end of
the hall to look around. The room was dark as she opened the door,
but lights clicked on immediately. The room was reasonably well
lit, although the ceiling lights tended to produce pools of light
between areas of shadow. The floor was wood and not very polished.
It was like something one might see on an outdoor patio.

There were several cabinets and a counter
along one wall. Some of the cabinets looked like they were for
storage, and some looked like lockers in a gym. There were rings
embedded in the walls, and some rope/pulley arrangements hung from
the ceiling. The ropes hanging from the pulleys were tied off on
some cleats fastened to the walls. There was a dark area to one
side of the cabinets; it appeared to contain furniture. It wasn’t
easy to see what type of furniture was back there.

There were a couple of doors leading to other
places. One was obviously an emergency exit. It probably led to an
alley or something outside the building.

The other led to what was clearly a bathroom;
it had either gender figures on a sign on the open door. Felicity
peeked in and realized it wasn’t just a restroom like that in a
restaurant. The room was a well-equipped bath, with a large shower
and two showerheads. A long counter with two sinks ran along the
opposite wall. The counter had some fluffy white towels on it.

The space was more like a hotel bathroom,
with lots of room for two people to clean up. Between the size of
the big rooms and the finish of the bathrooms, Felicity began to
think that The Castle was an expensive operation. Perhaps the fee
that Lysette had mentioned was actually worth it.

There were furnishings outside the furniture
corner- a large, heavy-looking table with rings along the sides.
The table appeared to be bolted to the floor. Then there was a
sturdy, oversized wooden chair that was also bolted down. The table
was near one wall, the chair seemed to be positioned slightly
off-center from the middle of the floor.

Near another wall was what looked like a
gymnast’s horse, except that it had no padding. Like the other
items on the floor, it was also bolted down. There were rings on
each of the legs, along with what looked like little steps.

Felicity’s imagination didn’t have to stretch
very far to arrive at things that could be done with the furniture.
It was a little frightening, but she felt a bit of excitement
too.

She approached the cabinets along the wall.
Opening two storage cabinets, she found paddles stacked on a hook,
some items similar to leather belts, various lengths of rope,
several white canes of different sizes, and a few floggers on
hooks. The floggers had handles with several leather straps
attached. She flushed red, and her heart beat faster at the thought
of what those things were for.

She still had a few minutes, so she decided
to look at one more room. She walked across the hall to a door
closer to the office. The room was quite different from the one she
had just left. It was quite a bit smaller, about the size of a
large doctor’s office, brightly lit, with cabinets and counters
along one wall. Those were the things that most resembled the other
room.

The room's centerpiece looked like a
gynecologist’s chair, with metal arms and support for legs and
feet. There were belts at the wrists and ankles, and some like seat
belts and chest straps. Whoever was in the chair wasn’t going to
leave it without assistance if strapped in. Again, it didn’t take
much imagination to think of things that might be done to a person
in the chair.

She couldn’t help being both nervous and
excited. If the other rooms were like the ones she had seen, The
Castle was a place to play out fantasies. Dark fantasies that were
like those in her dreams.

Felicity looked at her watch; it was time for
her meeting. She walked back toward the store and opened the door
to Room One.

The room looked similar to the first room she
had investigated. Perhaps there were more rings on the walls and
more pulleys hanging from the ceiling. It contained a large table,
a horse, and a substantial chair bolted to the floor.

There was a tall, rather imposing woman
sitting in an oversized chair near the center of the room. As
Felicity walked in, the woman looked up.

“You are Felicity?”

“Yes. Mistress Lysette?”

“Yes.”

The two women looked each other over.
Felicity tried not to stare, while Lysette stared boldly at her
applicant.

Felicity looked like a typical businesswoman
to Lysette- gray suit with a jacket, appropriate skirt length, and
white blouse. Young, perhaps twenty-five years old, or a year or
two older. The outfit was rather conservative for one so young.
Short dark hair, dark eyes, intelligent face with regular features.
A bit mousy, perhaps, although few women were at their best with as
little makeup as this one wore.

A careful look hinted at what a beauty the
young woman might be. A decent figure for one her age, at least as
far as one could tell with all the suit's cover. Nicely petite; no
excess weight and apparently quite fit. She was clearly nervous,
her face unhappy, uncertain, perhaps a little intimidated. There
was uncertainty in her eyes and a bit of hand-wringing.

It was a favorable impression for an
applicant to Lysette’s classes. The body could tolerate the
exertion, and the emotions were a good start toward submission.
Lysette was sure that The Castle offered something that the
applicant needed- whether she wanted to admit it or not.

Felicity was intimidated. Lysette was tall,
with long legs and a good figure. Her face had a somewhat Asiatic
appearance, with dark, almond-shaped eyes and high cheekbones. It
was a stunningly beautiful face, the kind of face that most people
would associate with a fashion model. The beautiful face was framed
with short, jet black hair. She wore a short black top that left a
bit of her tummy bare, with a black skirt that ended mid-calf. The
skirt was almost a pencil but left more room for motion.

The outfit was probably worth more than
Felicity’s suit, and Felicity did not skimp on her office attire.
The garments accentuated the impression of an affluent, very fit
woman, perhaps in her early- to mid-thirties, with an excellent
figure. Felicity could see the light bulge of feminine muscle in
the arms; Lysette probably worked out with weights. The little bit
of bare skin between her skirt and her top suggested firm abs as
well.

Her eyes penetrated Felicity as if she could
read all of the young woman’s most personal thoughts. She had an
air of command about her.There was the arrogance and imperious
appearance of one who was in control of herself and in control of
those around her. To Felicity, her look was rather unsettling. She
was usually the one in control at work. Yet, at their first
meeting, Lysette was confident and in control. She was the kind of
woman that haunted Felicity’s dreams, and her desires.

Felicity was retiring in her private life,
but she rarely felt such a feeling of inferiority and lack of
presence. Lysette was dominant, and Felicity was the victim.

Somehow that idea felt proper and
desirable.

It didn’t help that Lysette had a chair and
Felicity was forced to stand. It was as if Lysette was sitting in
judgment. She was, of course, but that judgment seemed to extend
further and deeper than a sales pitch for a workshop. Felicity
could not control a growing sense of paralysis, the fear that a
small animal must feel in the face of an overwhelming predator.

Felicity stood before the Mistress, trying
not to twist and wring the application in her hand like an old wash
rag.

“You have filled out the application?”

“Yes.”

There was a moment of stillness. Lysette
smiled ironically. “May I have it?”

“Oh, sorry. Yes, here.” Felicity took a
couple of quick steps forward, handed the application to Lysette,
and stepped back.

Lysette reviewed the paper.

“I see you marked your sexual preference as
Unknown and then changed. While it does happen, I rarely have
applicants who come to me unsure of their sexuality. You are
reluctant to admit your sexuality?”

“I…seem to be genuinely uncertain. I would
like to have a family with children and a good husband. But I have
dreams, fantasies about women. Strong women. I don’t understand
this, but I think perhaps I am not as interested in men as I should
be. And I watch other women, especially beautiful ones, thinking…
what it might be like to kiss them. Or…do other things to them.

“It’s not just the fantasies. While I would
like to have a normal family, even handsome men are merely
interesting- I don’t feel attracted to them. I don’t flirt, and
while I find it easy to work with men, that’s as far as it goes. I
don’t think that’s a good place to be if I want to have a husband
and a happy family someday.”

“Have you considered the options for a family
that are available nowadays to those with alternate
lifestyles?”

Felicity sighed. “I suppose I should. But at
the moment, nothing feels right.”

“Then let us see if what I have to offer fits
you.”

Lysette looked at the application a little
longer.

“I think we should understand your needs a
little better. Please describe one of your sexual fantasies for
me.”

Felicity hesitated. “I’d rather not.”

The look on Lysette’s face hardened. “You
will do as I say, or the interview is over. My course is not a
game. It will change the most important parts of your life.”

Shocked, Felicity ducked her head. “Sorry.
It’s just… I’ll try.”

She looked down for a second and thought,
then took a deep breath. She looked up at Lysette.

“One dream comes to me a lot. In my dream,
I’m naked. I’m on my knees, looking at a woman on a couch in front
of me. She has a skirt on, but she spreads her legs. I see that she
doesn’t have any panties beneath. She gives me a wicked smile and
crooks a finger at me, beckoning me to come toward her.

“I crawl on my knees, slowly, until I’m
nearly between her legs. She points to her…her pussy, and says
‘Lick.’ I crawl a little closer. While I’m still on all fours, I
begin to…to lick her pussy.

“And I’m enjoying it. I get her juices and my
spit on my face, and it feels good. She calls me names, like
‘little slut’, ‘my sweet bitch’, things like that. I feel her start
to cum. When she’s done, she pushes me away with her foot.”
Felicity looks down. “Then my dream ends.”

They are both silent after Felicity’s story,
until Lysette speaks.

“That’s a rather vivid description. I’m not
sure why you feel so ambivalent about your sexuality.”

Felicity shrugs. “It’s just a weird, perverse
fantasy. I don’t understand it. I don’t know why I want sex with a
woman. I’ve done it a few times, but it seems…incomplete.

Frankly, I don’t understand my desire to be
here.” She shakes her head. “But something inside me is pushing,
and I can’t seem to control it.”

“Perhaps you should not try to control
it.”

Felicity didn’t respond to that.

“Are you a virgin, Felicity? I mean, have you
had sex with penetration, either with a man or a woman?”

“No. I got close once in high school with a
female friend. We…we played with clits, but that was as far as it
went. We were at her house; my parents didn’t allow friends in the
house. We slept together in her bed that night. I guess her parents
didn’t know or didn’t care. My friend became unhappy with
the…intimate…part of our relationship. We never went any farther.”
She hesitated for a moment. “I…I broke my hymen a little while
later. I mean, I did it myself.”

“Hmm. Did you remain friends?”

Felicity sighed. “For a while. But it was
never quite the same. We drifted apart in my senior year.”

“Have you had any other sexual partners?”

“Yes. A couple in college. The relationships
were kind of awkward, though. Sort of like my high school thing.
The other girls didn’t seem to be what I needed. And it gets back
to my goals. Being with another girl was fun, but I wasn’t going to
find a good husband and have kids that way.”

She sighed again. “But that never happens
anyway.”

“Tell me about your family. What are your
parents like?”

Felicity shook her head. “They are both dead.
My mother died seven years ago after a brief illness, some sort of
infection that the doctors couldn’t beat after a bad round of the
flu. That was in the middle of college. Apparently, her death
affected my father greatly. He died about a year later. I guess he
just stopped wanting to live. I don’t understand that, really. He
was cold and unforgiving to her and the same to me. My mother said
that he never wanted children, that I was an accident. Perhaps
that’s true. He didn’t think about me after Mom died. We met only a
few times afterward, and he was still as cold as always. Why would
he give up when he never cared for her?”

Lysette replied, “People are strange. Often
their actions and their emotions are at odds. And some people are
never able to control either.”

“Anyhow, they left me everything, the house,
some big investments, and life insurance. I sold the house, it
wasn’t close to school and I didn’t want to live in it anymore.
There was more than enough to pay for college. It was enough to
carry me until I could find a job, with a fair amount left
over.”

There was a brief silence again until Lysette
stood up. “Enough psychology. One more question, though. Have you
ever been subject to corporal punishment?”

“Excuse me?”

The Mistress looked angry for a moment but
then relented. “Have you ever been paddled at school or by a
parent, struck with a belt, anything like that?”

Felicity thought before she answered. She
suffered all kinds of emotional abuse from her father.

She couldn’t recall any instance of actual
physical abuse, though. She shook her head.

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Hm. Alright. Let’s move on.

“My classes are physically demanding. I must
ensure that you are physically capable of completing the program.
Please remove your outer garments. You can leave your underthings
on.”

Felicity was stunned by the jarring change of
topic, but she did as she was told. She removed her jacket, then
her skirt and blouse. She wasn’t sure what she should do with them
and not at all sure what would happen next. Her things were held in
a rumpled bunch against her chest.

“You can put your things on the counter over
there; this will only take a few minutes. Remove your shoes as
well.

The young woman took her clothes over to the
counter in a wrinkled bundle and slipped out of her shoes. She
returned to face Lysette. The room had been comfortable with her
clothes on; now it was a little chilly. She started to get
goosebumps and covered her chest with her arms. It wasn’t often
that she stood half-naked in front of someone.

“Hands to your sides and stand up straight,
Felicity. How do you expect me to look at you when you are curled
up like that?”

She stood up straight, adding to her
discomfort. She was on the verge of trembling. She wasn’t sure
whether it was the temperature or her situation.

Lysette stood and walked behind her. She
touched Felicity’s neck, then her back, and squeezed a rear cheek
gently.

“Very nice. Strong back, firm muscles. It’s
good to see a young person who knows how to take care of herself. I
think you will do well in my class. Perhaps a few new exercises to
tune your body to our specific needs. Otherwise, you should do
well.”

Lysette walked to her front and pulled down
the front of her panties. The move startled Felicity, but it
happened so fast she did not resist. Lysette took a quick look and
then let go of the edge. Then a finger tip slid into Felicity’s
bra, crossing over her nipple. The young brunette pulled back
abruptly.

“You’ll have to take care of that bushiness
on your pubic mound. I prefer a bare puss for class. Hair only on
your head. Nowhere else. You could also use some decent bras and
panties. Attraction begins with dress, you know. And stop flinching
when I touch you. You’ll have to do better in class.”

Lysette stepped away, paced for a moment, and
then addressed her applicant.

“I think you will make an acceptable trainee.
You are physically fit, and I believe you will benefit from my
instruction.”

Felicity said nothing. She was still trying
to process what had happened during the interview, especially since
she had never been touched so intimately by a strange woman
before.

Lysette continued to pace.

“I like to make clear what a student should
expect from the course.

“The objective of my course is to provide
training in the arts of dominance and submission. The Castle is a
place for people to meet in a safe environment to express what
society considers somewhat perverse needs. It is a sort of neutral
ground. Individuals who require dominance or submission in their
sex lives can meet safely, enjoy themselves, and go back to their
everyday lives.

“My class is similar in that it provides a
safe environment for those who have a desire to serve. In my
course, men and women can explore the more intense aspects of their
sexuality and learn without fear. They can then decide if the
lifestyle is something they wish to pursue.

“I do not believe in sexual slavery as it is
often described in fiction. While I teach absolute obedience to my
students, I do not subscribe to the idea that a master or mistress
“owns” a submissive. As part of my service, I will help you find a
dominant woman who understands that your engagement in the
relationship is voluntary, fulfilling your needs as well as those
of your mistress. You have the right to leave her service whenever
you choose should the relationship not meet your needs. You can use
The Castle as neutral ground on which you can express the most
profound aspects of your sexuality without fear. Then, as with many
of our customers, you can return to your daily life.

“While there is often pain and punishment
involved in the mistress-pet, and sometimes the mother-little girl
relationship, the intent is to maximize the pleasure of both. A
woman who cannot deal with the pain/pleasure paradigm should not be
in my classes and should not pursue the lifestyle.

“It is critical that you understand this. It
is easy for a pet to descend into virtual slavery with the wrong
dominant. One of my objectives is to make sure that you start out
with the right women to know what a successful mistress-pet
relationship should feel like. You will then have a point of
comparison for future relationships, which will enable you to
identify and avoid situations that do not serve your needs.”

“Do you understand my point?”

Felicity nodded. “Yes, Mistress. It is
something I have been concerned about.”

“Good. Now for the mundane details. As I
indicated in our phone conversation, the fee for the course is
three thousand dollars. The price includes a kit of items needed
for your instruction and information that will be yours to keep.
There are a variety of personal accessories in the kit that should
be kept clean and sanitary. As part of your training, I will
observe your cleanliness, especially as it applies to these
accessories. If you do not maintain an appropriate level of
cleanliness, you will be punished. If the problem continues I may
terminate the course, and you will receive no refund.

“There is an informative book in the store
that I recommend you purchase before you make your decision. It
will give you a better understanding of the workshop and the
lifestyle to which it may lead. You can ask the clerk for it; he
knows which book I recommend. If you decide to take my workshop the
cost of the book will be refunded. A disk in the kit contains the
electronic version of the book and some additional visual materials
that you should keep private.

“Six hundred dollars of the fee must be paid
to The Castle before our first meeting. That covers the cost of the
first class. If you decide not to continue after the first session,
your money will be refunded. If you elect to quit after the first
class, you will forfeit the fee for any sessions already completed.
You will also forfeit half of the cost for any remaining.

“If the fee is a financial burden, we can
arrange an interest-free loan to enable you to pay for the course
with monthly payments over one or two years. That is assuming your
credit is acceptable, of course.

“I will hold your application for three
months to give you time to decide. We will arrange a mutually
agreeable schedule if you elect to take my course. I suggest one
class per week for five weeks. The times for each session can vary,
subject to our personal schedules. I do not recommend that you
consider a schedule of sessions closer together than five days per
week. The sessions are demanding, and you will need some time to
recover from each one. I try to complete each session within two
weeks of the preceding class. Too much time between sessions may
require you to repeat an experience; that I will not tolerate. If
you can’t make the sessions, I will terminate the course and refund
your fee as I have indicated.

“If you have not made a decision within three
months or decide not to attend, I will destroy your application.
You will have to reapply if you choose to try after that time. That
means filling out a new form and interviewing with me again.

“There is a contract to sign when you make
the payment for the first class. It covers all that I have told you
in somewhat greater detail. The agreement must be signed, and the
first session fee received by The Castle by the day of our first
session.

“Is that clear? Do you have any
questions?”

Felicity shook her head after a moment, which
did not please Lysette.

“I must insist that you speak your
response.”

“Yes, um, Mistress Lysette. I mean No, no
questions, Mistress.”

“Better. But we really must deal with that
uncertainty in your responses and thought processes. You waste your
time and mine with your verbal temporizing.”

“S-Sorry, Mistress. I’ll try to do
better.”

Lysette stepped closer to Felicity. “My dear,
you will do better.” She took Felicity’s head in her hands and
kissed her, a long but gentle kiss. Then she released her applicant
and turned away. “Get dressed. You are excused.”

Lysette left the room, leaving Felicity to
get dressed and reflect on the interview.

Felicity regretted bunching up her clothing.
The suit was a wrinkled mess. She managed to get everything back
on, but it wasn’t the best look. That didn’t bother, however. It
was the kiss that lingered in her thoughts.

She started to leave but at the last moment
thought to check the lockers to see if they would be adequate to
keep her clothes in better shape next time. She didn’t like
crumpled-up things, even when it was just casual wear. Somehow she
had a feeling that Mistress Lysette wouldn’t approve, either.

There were two vertical lockers in the room
with hangers in them. It looked like she would have a good place to
hang clothing next time. If there was a next time.

She went to the front of the store and asked
for the book that the Mistress had recommended. The clerk pointed
to a rack where there were several copies. The cover was blank
except for the title and author. It was not expensive. She paid for
the book, and the clerk asked, “Would you like a bag, miss?”

“Yes, please.” If the book was uncovered on
the seat of her car, she might try to open it and take a peek. That
could be very unsafe.

She left The Castle and walked to her car.
Her head was spinning a little. It was a lot to take in, and the
actions of the Mistress had warmed her up in a very new way.

The pull on her panties had been a surprise.
She was left with the knowledge that the workshops would require
her to shave her pubic mound and the area around her sex. That was
awkward, to say the least, but also rather sexy. It wasn’t
something she would have done normally, but now she had a reason to
try it.

Then there was the finger sliding across the
bud of her nipple. She was surprised that the bud hardened almost
immediately, with a bit of heat spreading through her breast. That
was certainly a fast response. What did that say about her need for
intimate contact?

The kiss was the big thing, however. It was
gentle, not ravishing, but Lysette took her mouth as if she owned
it. And the words before she did it-“My dear, you will do better.”
As if it was not encouragement, but rather a statement of fact,
sealed with a kiss. She felt a dark thrill when the lips of this
dominant woman touched hers.

She could still feel the pressure on her
lips, and the control that guided her mouth to that of the
Mistress. There was heat throughout her body, centered in her pussy
and breasts. There was also a thought that perhaps she should try
to masturbate when she got home. Otherwise, it might be hard to
fall asleep. Thoughts of Mistress Lysette and the kiss might linger
well into the night. The Mistress was a strong, attractive woman.
There was a resemblance to the dark women of her dreams. Lysette
might well invade her nights.

Mistress Lysette went back to her office for
a few minutes. She realized that she wouldn’t be able to
concentrate and decided she needed a drink. She left her office and
took the door to Chains. She took a seat in her favorite booth and
ordered an aperitif.

This Felicity girl was a pretty little thing
with emotional needs that made her extremely attractive. Lysette
hadn’t had a woman who moved her as much as this one in quite some
time. After seeing her in panties and bra, there had been the urge
to have her strip completely. Perhaps play with her a bit. That
would have been inappropriate and possibly a risk to her enrollment
in the class.

The kiss had been a little excessive,
something she usually didn’t do with a prospective student (at
least not until she was in class). Felicity’s pretty little body
and the description of her fantasy had heated Lysette’s mind in a
way that few women ever had. The heat warmed her pussy, too.

Her hands already itched to run her fingers
along Felicity’s naked body. She wondered what sounds the girl
would make as a flogger stroked her back or the fingers of her
mistress caressed her pussy.

It wouldn’t do to take this kind of lust into
a class. It was best if she maintained her self-control and focused
on the needs and instruction of the student. After all, some
students took the course but couldn’t progress further. Even those
who took their experience to heart were likely to move on to a new
master or mistress. Lysette usually encouraged that.

This one, however, was already invading her
thoughts and warming her body. She knew it would be difficult to
maintain her distance. She wanted this pretty thing in class.

But the girl wasn’t even a trainee yet.
Lysette hoped that would change soon.






**

Felicity wanted to look in the book as she
drove, but the bag did its job and prevented that. It wouldn’t have
been a good idea, anyhow. She couldn’t imagine how she could have
safely removed the wrapper. Even if she had managed that, if she
saw something that startled her she might do something foolish,
like try to read while driving.

The drive home was tense. She couldn’t get
Lysette and the book out of her head. She did her best to focus on
the drive. She got home in good order, hurriedly parked her car,
and walked to the entry of her building, clutching the bag against
her chest.

She walked as quickly as she could without
running. It felt as if her pace was still too slow. She struggled
to get her phone out of her purse, then held it up to the sensor
that let her into the entry. Moving quickly to the elevator, she
stood impatiently at the door, waiting for it to take her to her
floor and safety. Against all reason, she felt that anyone seeing
her would know what she was up to. They might find out that she was
carrying what she was pretty sure was a dirty, perverted book. Her
heart pounding, she felt a sense of relief when the elevator opened
and the car was empty. She punched the number of her floor and the
doors closed.

She was greatly relieved once she was in her
condo. No one could see her; she couldn’t make a mistake and drop
the book or do something else that would expose her. Her desire to
look at the book overtook her, so she set her purse on the floor,
kicked off her shoes, and sat down with the book on her living room
floor. She was terribly hungry; she hadn’t had a thing to eat since
lunch, and her usual dinner time was coming up. She had to get
dinner started, but the need to look was stronger than her desire
for food.

She sat on the floor, her legs curled under
her, and opened the bag with trembling hands. She pulled the book
out of the bag and read the title- “Love and Obedience.” It was a
rather innocuous title, but Felicity’s instincts told her it was
not as innocent as one might think. There was a clear protective
cover on the book that she tore open. She started to leaf through
the book.

The first few pages were the usual title and
copyright information; certainly nothing of much interest. Then
came the first picture, opposite the start of the book’s text.

It was a picture of Lysette, seated in an
oversized chair, a throne-like thing whose back was higher than her
head. Once again, Lysette was in a black outfit, what looked like a
full-length gown. But Felicity was immediately drawn to the other
figure in the picture.

It was a woman, completely nude except for a
studded collar around her neck. She was slender, perhaps as tall as
Lysette, but it was hard to tell. She knelt with her legs tucked
under her, leaning against Lysette’s leg. The woman was younger
than Lysette and quite beautiful, short, dark hair framing a lovely
face with dark, penetrating eyes. The eyes reminded her of the
first time she saw the Mistress.

Lysette had her hand on the woman’s shoulder.
The nude woman had a small, arrogant smile on her face as if she
had some hidden secret. Lysette was not smiling, but there was a
touch of arrogance there, similar to the young woman’s expression.
The hand on the woman’s shoulder was a symbol of possession that
was hard to ignore.

The picture excited Felicity in a way she had
never felt before, heat filling her pussy. She wondered what it
would be like to be controlled by these two beautiful women, their
actions forcing her to provide them with pleasure.

She closed the book suddenly, her heart
beating wildly. With the first picture in the book as amazing as it
was, she realized she would never get to dinner if she continued.
She had to take care of that. Somehow she had to get some rest,
too. She had to work tomorrow, and the day had already been long
and exhausting.

She stood up and took the book to her
bedroom, laying it on the bed. This was definitely a book for the
evening, really a book to be read in bed. A book that already had
her thinking about pleasuring herself as she looked through it.

After a fast dinner and a quick shower, she
took one of the old oversized T-shirts that she usually wore to bed
out of her dresser and put it on. Everything had been fast because
she wanted to get to the book. Felicity wanted to see if there were
any more delicious pictures and read what Lysette had to say about
her lifestyle and her classes. She pulled out a pair of panties but
left them on top of her dresser; she might need them for later, but
she was already thinking that they would only get in the way during
her bit of night reading.

At last she was in her bed, and there was
nothing between her and the book. She began to turn the pages.
There was a lurid picture on every other page. Each picture was of
the young woman. In many, she was bound in one exotic position or
another. Often she was gagged, sometimes with a bar, sometimes with
a ball. In some pictures, Lysette stood over her or behind her. She
was often wielding a flogger like the ones at The Castle. Felicity
thought the thing had to hurt if used on a body.

Felicity had her legs folded under her again
as she sat on the bed, but this time her free hand was between her
thighs. She wasn’t really aware of her actions. Her fingers were
gently stroking her pussy, her body instinctively reacting to the
erotic pictures in the book.

The picture that held her attention the most
was one of the young woman standing, her ankles tied to a spreader
bar that opened her legs wide. Her arms appeared to be tied behind
her back, pulling her shoulders back as well. She was gagged with a
bar. A small chain hung from each end of the gag. Each little chain
ended in a clip that pinched a substantial portion of the nipple of
each breast. The chains were short enough to pull the victim’s
nipples up toward her chin. Felicity was sure that the bound woman
would feel pain in her breasts whenever she moved her head. The
woman’s head was bowed, but the chains were short enough to pull
her breasts up by the nipples even in that position.

Felicity thought that the woman might be able
to bend a bit to relieve the stress of the position. Then she
noticed a taut rope behind her, tied above her in some way. The
other end appeared to be tied to whatever was binding her arms
together. She realized that it was unlikely that the woman could
bend or do anything else to relieve the stress of her restraints.
The rope behind her was holding her up.

Suddenly she realized what her hand was doing
between her legs. She closed the book quickly, her heart beating
wildly again. The picture was so dirty, so perverse. She couldn’t
possibly want something like that. It just didn’t make sense. She
took the book to her dresser and hid it in the bottom drawer under
some clothing. She didn’t want her cleaning lady to find it.

Trying to take her mind off the book,
Felicity put on her panties and went into the living room to watch
some television. Television wasn’t her favorite evening pastime;
she usually liked to read or wander through websites on her tablet.
Right now, though, she wanted to be as far away from the book as
possible. Anything to get the picture out of her mind.

She clicked on station after station, trying
to find something that would take her mind off the book. It didn’t
work. Nothing was all that interesting. The picture in the book
kept intruding.

At last, Felicity gave up and decided to go
to bed. The evening had been distressing and exhausting.

She finally fell asleep around ten PM, but it
was a troubled, light sleep. She tossed and turned, half asleep and
half awake for hours.

At around two AM, she couldn’t take it
anymore. She wasn’t sleeping, but she wasn’t really awake. All she
felt was nervous and exhausted.

She knew what her problem was, and she had to
deal with it.

Felicity recognized her defeat and went to
her dresser. She took the book out of the bottom drawer and back to
bed. There, she turned the pages until she got to the picture.

She stared at the photo for a long time,
thinking about the nipple clips and what they must feel like.
Looking at the picture, she imagined what the pain must have been
like. The thought caused her to slide her hand down her body and
into her sex, rubbing the soft inner lips and tender pink
flesh.

She had to be naked for what she wanted to
do, so she stripped off her panties and T-shirt. She rubbed her
breast roughly, squeezing it to savor the discomfort. She imagined
that her nipple had a clip on it, pinching the delicate nub between
two fingers, her nails digging into the dusky pink flesh just
behind it. It was painful enough to make her moan, but it couldn’t
be anything like the experience of the woman in the picture. She
rubbed her fingers all around her pussy. She then dipped them into
the opening of her vagina, finding a little pool of dampness
within. She spread the moisture along the inner lips of her pussy,
and rubbed some on her clit. The slick wetness on her love button
felt so good that she went back into her vagina for more.

The pages of the book fluttered, and she lost
the picture. Quickly she found it again. The scene was seared into
her mind, though. She didn’t need the photo any longer.

Felicity settled back on her pillows, her
imagination taking over from the book. She wanted to feel more, but
the only thing she could think of was pinching her other nipple.
The nub of the nipple was swollen and tingling with pain. She
pinched and twisted the other nipple. Both breasts felt hot and
full. She dipped her fingers into her opening with her free hand to
bring out more moisture. Then she began to rub her clit, hard and
fast. Sensations filled her body. She sat up a little and forced
herself to keep her eyes open, looking at the bound woman again,
imagining that she was in the woman's place in the picture.

Her body filled with lust, but she wanted
more. She dug her fingernails into the new nipple as hard as she
could and whimpered with the pain. She stopped rubbing her clit
momentarily to tug on the soft outer flesh of her pussy, frustrated
a little that her moist fingers were slipping. Felicity pulled on
the nub of her breast and went back to rubbing her clit as hard and
as fast as she could. The pleasure rose; she kept her hands
pinching and rubbing and realized that her orgasm was just a matter
of time. Felicity couldn’t keep her eyes open as cumming became her
only focus. She began to pant, her body needing more energy to keep
things moving and fuel her rising orgasm.

Then her body arched. She moaned, her fingers
bringing on a fiery, intense cum. She kept on rubbing her clit,
keeping the orgasm at its peak even as her pussy and clit became
too sensitive. Her body arched over and over, the motions ragged
and out of control, until there was nothing left but too sensitive
flesh and a dream of the intense orgasm. She gasped, breathing
hard, and lay as still as she could as her body recovered from the
intensity of her cum.

Her eyes were shut tight, a frown on her
face. Girls weren’t supposed to get off on porn, but the picture
had done it for her. It was utterly perverse and completely in tune
with her darkest dreams. She felt ashamed that she reacted to such
a wicked, sensual scene.

Felicity often struggled to reach orgasm, but
it had felt inevitable this time. She couldn’t get close enough to
her wicked fantasies by herself, but Lysette knew what she needed.
Others felt the same as her. The beautiful young woman, bound and
tortured, was there on her own, her need the same as
Felicity’s.

The book had closed while Felicity was in the
throes of her orgasm. She rolled back to it. Still tired from her
cum, she began to leaf through the pages once more. She passed the
photo with the nipple clips and continued on. Then another photo
stopped her.

It was almost artistic. It was in black and
white. It showed the back of a woman kneeling. It was almost
certainly the same model in the other pictures. She appeared to be
nude except for cuffs on her hands and ankles. Her hands were
cuffed behind her. Her feet were cuffed together as well, but her
knees were spread far apart. In front of her was Lysette, sitting
on a chair. It looked like she was naked from the waist down, one
leg over the arm of the chair. Lysette had a lascivious smile on
her face. She appeared to be looking at the breasts of her young
model (pet? Sex toy?)

Perhaps she was imagining things, but
Felicity thought she knew what the picture portrayed. The young
woman was about to pleasure her mistress with her mouth. The
thought warmed Felicity’s pussy again; her nipples puckered and
firmed with desire. It was hard to believe, but she wanted to use
this picture to cum again.

She struggled with her feelings, trying to
reconcile her needs with what she thought of as proper behavior.
Nothing made sense.

She reluctantly closed the book. She was
tired from her orgasm and couldn’t get close enough to the image in
the book. She was too new at this to imagine more than a shadow of
the things the picture portrayed. She had never been handcuffed,
let alone bound or punished by another. She had never tasted the
pussy of another woman; her awkward relationships had been about
kissing and fingering.

It was terribly frustrating at the moment. In
a way, though, the second picture still helped her. The conflict in
her was resolved. Perverse as the things in the book were, she
wanted to experience them. She had spent her life restrained by the
rules made of an unsympathetic mother and an uncaring father.
Surrendering to her needs and feeling the deepest depths of her
desires was what she wanted to do.

She made up her mind to sign up for the
course. It would be a lot of money, but she wanted the things the
pictures portrayed, what Lysette offered. If she was right, her
life would be changed forever.

Felicity pulled her T-shirt back on but left
off the panties. Closing the book, she closed her eyes. She quickly
fell asleep.









Buying In

It took two weeks for the young woman to get
back to Lysette. She called to tell her she was interested, but
Lysette wasn’t at The Castle. Felicity left a message.

She read the book, especially the part about
the curriculum. There were things like Lowering Inhibitions,
Etiquette for Pets, First Experiences with Discipline, and the Art
of Restraint in it. Every one of the subjects rang little bells in
Felicity’s head, warming her mind, her nipples, her pussy. She
couldn’t tell for sure, but the book implied that every class would
involve a little of each major subject. The more she read, the more
convinced she was that she wanted to enroll.

Life got in the way for a time. She had to
work long hours because a small department in the corporation was
being disbanded. Her people looked for positions internally for the
few employees the company wanted to keep, but for the most part the
job was setting up separation packages and then delivering the bad
news. It was hard on her; she knew it was part of the job, but it
didn’t change the fact that her people were telling workers that
they were no longer employed. It wasn’t like terminating a bad
employee; most of the people involved had good records. It was a
sad and frustrating time, even though Felicity’s department
performed well and the rest of the company was in good shape.

She sat in on most of the termination
interviews to support her staff. Most of them hadn’t been through a
layoff before. It was hard for them, too.

Felicity hadn’t even had time for some
self-pleasure. The book gave her moral support, making her inner
thoughts less guilt-ridden. Much as she wanted to look at the book,
she came home late and exhausted most nights. She was barely able
to get some food and clean up before falling into bed. It was not a
good couple of weeks.

It was soon over, however, and thoughts of
The Castle and Mistress Lysette returned. She moved money from her
savings into the account linked to her credit card to cover the
costs.

She didn’t hear from Lysette, so she decided
to go back to the store and pay for the first session. Then it was
just a matter of signing the contract, which she could do at the
same time. All that would be left was arranging a schedule with
Lysette.

On the fateful day, Felicity drove to The
Castle after work. The same clerk she had seen on her previous
visits was behind the counter. She wandered the store; there were a
couple of other people looking around. They were still browsing as
she finally steeled herself and walked up to the counter.

“Hi. You might remember me. I had an
appointment with Mistress Lysette a few weeks ago. I’ve made up my
mind, and I want to sign up for her course. Can you help me?”

The clerk smiled. “Certainly, miss. I have
copies of the contract. Do you want to pay for the first session
now?”

She nodded. “Yes. Credit card will be okay,
right?”

“That will be fine.” He took a copy of the
contract out of a folder and handed her the form. “Please sign and
date when you’re ready. You should look it over before you sign.
There is a seventy-two-hour grace period. If you change your mind,
a cancellation form is included with the contract. If you sign and
return that form, the transaction will be canceled. Some clauses
cover your privacy and nondisclosure of class content that you
should read.

“When you’re ready, I’ll run your charge and
make a copy for you. Oh, and if you have an extra few minutes, I’ll
get a kit updated so you can take it home with you. Most of it is
already put together, but some things should be replaced.”

“Okay. Thanks. That would be great.”

Felicity read the contract, signed it, and
paid for the class. She walked around the store while the clerk
took a box and began to take some things out of the display cases.
Sometimes he would go back into a room behind the counter and bring
something out. A few times, he came back, stared at her a little,
and then walked back into the storeroom again. She had no idea what
that was about.
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