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WITH A WEIGHTY THUMP he drew the suitcase from the conveyor belt and looked over its plain surfaces. Chosen at random, Louis lifted the name tag and assessed its details, written by a flowing hand.

Miss K. Atwood.

The owner was travelling to the States from Heathrow, and the lack of any customs tags revealed that she had not been checked during her departure. Deciding to scrutinise this woman's possessions, Louis hauled it aside to one of the inspection cubicles. With a strain of exertion he dragged it up and dumped the weighty luggage onto the tabletop. It was not unusually heavy, but she had crammed the case to capacity. He almost gave up on it then and there, the chore of replacing everything that had been so meticulously forced in one that was always time consuming and irritating.

Flipping the locks open, he lifted the lid and gave a cursory glance across the interior. The clothes were neatly folded, and other than the bags of toiletries and assorted miscellaneous trivia, little else graced the tightly packed interior.

With a hidden mischievous sense he began to look through the arrayed possessions, searching for any trace of illegal items, or simply something secret to its owner. A paper bag laden with magazines and papers drew his attention with its surreptitious placement beneath the greatest concentration of folded clothes. The owner had cocooned the items amidst her clothes in a vain attempt to dissuade attention.

Tugging it out, he opened the bag and drew the contents into the light. Dropping them onto the clothes he began to flick through the bundle - newspapers, flyers, guidebook to the city; all mundane enough. And then he stopped suddenly.

Louis stared wide-eyed at the magazine before him. Like some cancerous growth an illicit smile began to well at the corners of his mouth, drawing back his lips and revealing a portcullis of white teeth.

The glossy cover depicted a latex-clad woman, perched atop stiletto heels. A grovelling male lay at her feet, his head hidden by a leather hood. A thick collar and leash connected the submissive to the shimmering statuesque beauty, looming over him like some personification of dark deified wrath.

Pausing in his work, he listened to see if anyone was nearby, and finding no audible trace, he risked a covert look over his shoulder. With the room of cubicles revealed as being empty, he peered surreptitiously out into the main luggage area to see if he were truly alone.

The other officers were elsewhere, deeming such random luggage searches unworthy of their attention. They watched the tourists wandering through from behind their desks, their eyes fixed accusingly on them, ready to pounce, but they rarely did. Louis was still fairly new to the profession, and thus still carried the blessing of a measure of zeal and enthusiasm for meticulous endeavour. These traits had been eroded from his fellow workers by the mundane repetition of their toil. But to Louis it offered the chance to pry and examine, to paw through closed containers in search of secrets. The action had still not lost the heart-racing excitement he had always felt with such covert investigations, and his mouth became dry at the very prospect.

How well his profession suited his lust for the mysterious and hidden. Creeping through places none had visited for a great many years or had forgotten about entirely. Attics, cellars, abandoned constructions and residential areas, anywhere that the hidden and lost might be uncovered by his eager trembling hand. The search for such things had discovered the first sights of his sexual devotion, magazines such as he held in his hand. The fetish allure of them from their covert nature only piqued his interest further, and thus he was set upon the road that had eventually led him into Cabal.

Looking back, he took up the magazine and flicked through its pages, mesmerised by the scenes of domination. Helpless slaves were lost within webs of restraints, the models being cruelly tormented and abused by leather and latex-clad men and women. He vaguely recognised the name of the magazine; it was a British fetish publication, a sort of shop and club guide, fashion directory, and news column.

Flipping through the slick pages he stopped as he reached a section where she had circled several entries. The neat felt-tip squares about them were drawn with an uncompromising hand, her interest in the adverts resulting in such neatness. A less serious connoisseur would have rashly ringed them, maybe smudged them before the ink dried, but this woman had taken extreme care not to.

The clubs and shops were all in this city, revealing her intention to visit these places of her interest. With satisfaction he noted that she had ringed The Eldritch Emporium.

A wicked spark ignited in his mind and spread quickly, forming into a sinister plan. It was a dangerous path he prepared to take, one that could well cost him his job. Quickly looking through the rest of her effects he sought a picture of her, to see if she was going to live up to his expectations, to be worth the risk. Unearthing spare passport photos he closed his eyes for a moment and then opened them, wondering if he had seen correctly, unable to credit his good fortune. For a moment he let a finger trail down the fresh image, following the outlines as he committed them to memory. The fragrance of developing film was still upon the photos as he sniffed deeply of them, testifying that they were recent. She had more than met his criteria.

His desire to explore smashed all caution, and with his inhibitions lying forsaken, Louis put back the source of inspiration. Replacing all, he sealed the case, returned it to the belt and marched off in search of hedonistic fulfilment.

––––––––
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PUSHING THE TROLLEY before her, Kaitlyn made her way through the various obstacles the army of officials had set for entrants into this country.

The airport was considerably larger than the one she had left. The interior was embellished with added space, and decorated with irrelevant items such as random miniatures of the entire complex, each akin to model railway settings in their absurd intricacies.

Entering a cue for non-residents, her only suitcase was placed on a fresh belt and fed once more through an x-ray scanner, its interior exposed to the penetrating gaze.

The officer began asking the standard questions as he looked through the forms she had hastily filled out on the plane. Despite the impatient attitude of the official she tried to look as innocent and law-abiding as possible, unable to recall the expression that would serve to get her through customs without incident.

The checking of her passport lingered for longer than usual, the officer momentarily suspicious about her picture. The passport was nearing the end of its ten-year life expectancy, and consequently she had changed a great deal from the innocent sixteen-year-old presented within.

The short bleached-blonde hair she bore upon the picture had been grown out, the fad having ebbed with her teen years. Her locks had been restored to a lush chestnut cascade, the silken mane falling past her shoulders with a perfected fringe. The plumpness of youth had similarly faded to reveal delicate features.

With her answers begrudgingly deemed satisfactory, she stepped through the metal detector and took up her only case.

Slotting it back onto the trolley Kaitlyn continued down the wide aisle, trying to maintain her serenity whilst braving the gauntlet of sour-faced customs officers.

The stark uniformed personnel lined the walls, each hesitating behind their desks, ready to descend on any sign of unrest or suspicious activity. How should she look? What expression seemed the most free of guilt? Should she walk close to the tables to show she had nothing to hide, or straight down the centre for a speedy passage?

The image of them as ravenous raptors was further enforced at the sight she imagined she presented - a timid creature scuttling for cover as the predators watched, ready to pick off the weak and vulnerable. Praying that she not be selected for a search, she fixed her gaze forward and started to walk with as steady a rhythm as she could.

With an inward sigh of relief she cleared the line, glad that fate had dealt her this meagre favour. Although she was not ashamed of her fetish, she would prefer not to have it hauled out and opened for examination and questioning in a room full of tourists and officials. Besides, she was not completely certain that it was a legal publication. The laws against obscenity were vague and archaic, open to myriad interpretation, and she could be landed in serious trouble should her chosen material irk those responsible for permitting access to the States.

A stark uniformed man stepped out as she was preparing to accelerate and leave this place far behind. The figure was young, lagging perhaps a few years behind her, his short black hair held beneath his cap, his features angular and sharpened to grant a feral, almost wicked countenance.

'Excuse me, miss, would you mind coming this way?' he announced with polite severity.

Her stomach knotted. 'W-why, is there a problem?' she stammered.

'Just come this way, miss,' he repeated politely, indicating with his hand.

Praying that it was a mere clerical anomaly, she followed in his wake, her hands damp with sweat. Her heart stamped against her ribs, playing her fright in a frenzied drum roll. Her most fervent wish was that they were just going to glance through her belongings, that they would not seek a full examination.

Opening a plain door the officer held it back and indicated for her to enter, and with a funereal sense of dread she complied. Steering into the centre she froze, the overwhelming sense of angst stopping her in her tracks as she surveyed the barren interior. Turning stolidly about she saw the man still occupying the doorway.

'Wait here, miss. Someone will be along shortly.' He closed the portal, locking it behind him, sealing her in this surgical cell to ponder her fate.

Isolated, she assessed her surroundings. The small room was almost clinical in its appearance. The white walls were complemented by sparse furnishings such as the table, the cupboard, and twin chairs sculpted from polished metal frames.

There was one other door that piqued her interest with the hiding of what lay beyond, and concealing her intent with some aimless circling she finally passed this goal. Opening it, she found nothing more secretive than a toilet. With such a boring discovery she returned to her pointless wandering, thinking on whether to remove the magazine she had concealed and perhaps try and dispose of it down the lavatory. But what if they should enter during her attempted disposal of such possibly incriminating evidence? Would that not make her look all the more guilty and perhaps indicate that she had disposed of something far more incriminating beforehand? Also, the toilet was sure to have a means to capture any material lost down it for scrutiny, and they would easily catch the fragments and use them as leverage to prove unwarranted guilt.

What the hell was wrong with her? She was overreacting. It was a magazine, nothing more, and her paranoia was in overdrive simply because she had been stopped.

Viewing the walls with a fresh intensity, she tried to locate any hidden cameras. Were they watching her to see what she might do, the isolation prompting her into exposing her secrets and saving them the bother of having to look? The walls seemed plain. But concealment was an art they were no doubt skilled at, and thus she could not discount the existence of monitoring eyes, peering out from hidden nooks and crannies, watching her, studying her.

Pacing, riven with concerns and dreads, trying to keep calm, her head pounded from the maelstrom of horrendous conjecture she was subjecting herself to. Scenarios of strip search and examination, embarrassing questioning, humiliating inquiry, all rolled through her brain, their passage churning her stomach all the more distinctly.

After what seemed like an eternity of waiting the door opened and the man entered. Closing the door behind him, his face was a mask that revealed nothing.

'Unfortunately, there are no female attendants on duty at present,' he said. 'If you wish to wait for a woman official you will have to remain here for at least five hours. Alternatively, if you have no objection, I shall process you immediately.'

Five hours! Such a duration was outrageous. And to wait for a woman to conduct this demeaning ritual seemed preposterous. It would be easier just to get this over with quickly and get out of there. Besides, there was a small voice hiding in the depths of her mind, one that was tracing this encounter into fantasy, linking her desires to this scenario.

She relished the concept of helplessness, the feeling of being under another's control, lost to their authority. Kaitlyn had dreamed and dwelt on such lusts for most of her life, yet had never had the courage to indulge. The possibility to yield to her passions was tempting, but it was beyond her grasp. She lacked the courage, and feared the consequences of having her penchant for submissiveness unveiled to those around her. The ridicule and derision she would receive from workmates and friends. The excommunication from her staunchly puritan family. The small library of illicit material she had secretly amassed testified to her devotion and lack of experience, hidden away like the most illegal of caches.

'I'd just like to get this over with,' she muttered softly, her lips trembling with resentment and fright.

Turning away from her, Louis smiled to himself, the plan having gone flawlessly thus far. There were plenty of officers to conduct the search, but the lie had served its purpose and coerced the woman into asking him to process her. Once he had conducted the demeaning rites she would be too ashamed to voice any protest. He could then eject her without fear of being exposed.

Stepping back to the door, Louis double-locked it before adopting a more formal façade and returning to his subject. The cringing tourist had apparently remained unaware that her perverse desires had already been discovered and were the very basis for this encounter. Was she knowledgeable in such things, or was she a novice, inexperienced and vulnerable, aching for education? Depending on her responses he might contact Samuel, and forewarn him of this tender youth's arrival at his store.

Moving around behind the table Louis drew out some latex gloves and slid them over his hands. Snapping the rubber into position with a bright crack, the sound tore the silence and made her visibly flinch. After seeing her response he applied the other with similar extravagance, this time paying more attention to her shudder.

'Remove your jacket please,' he demanded, watching with veiled enthralment as she unzipped the front and slipped free of the garment.

Holding out his hand in petition, she gave him the light coat and watched as he fished through the pockets. Louis took his time, letting her worry blossom in full as he examined every portion of it and then called for her shirt.

Kaitlyn reached up to the top button with a slow motion, and holding the two flaps, she paused. Having seen his subdued relish in this task, she was too afflicted by doubt to immediately comply, a delay that was a felony against his patience.

'Come on, come on, I haven't got all day,' he complained with a morose air.

The sharpness in his voice was like a razor, and caused her to fumble and unbutton the loose top, opening it and then slowly easing herself from its confines. Leaving herself in her bra, she passed him the shirt and folded her arms before her, trying to maintain a degree of modesty as he started to go through it. The search was going to be thorough, and this was no doubt far from the last piece of attire he would be calling for.

Once this item was scrutinised in full he asked for her court shoes, and once he had checked them, he demanded her skirt.

Cold flickers ran through her spine as she reached behind and released the button before slowly drawing down the zip. He seemed occupied with added scrutiny of her shoes, but even though it appeared he was devoting his attention to her footwear, she was sure he was studying her from his periphery vision.

Perhaps she should change her mind and wait for a female attendant, but that would be even worse. To be so intimately scrutinised by her own gender would be more humiliating than she could stand.

Hooking her thumbs into the waist she eased the fabric sheath over her hips. Letting it drop, the cotton issued the most subtle and teasing murmur against the nylon on her legs.

Stepping from the halo of crumpled material she left herself presented in black bra, panties and dark hold up stockings. Reaching down, she took up the pencil skirt and cast it onto the table, watching as he panned a licentious gaze up and down her presented curves.

It felt somehow satisfying to be found so attractive, for she had spent most of her youth a mediocre, banal face in the multitudes, indistinguishable and lost from any true attention. The change in her visage and form had blossomed late. It had come at an age where she was unprepared and unable to easily cope with it, still riddled with the self-doubt and pitiful self-esteem of her early years.

Looking up to the ceiling she closed her eyes against the white glow and tried to resolve the inner turmoil of her emotions. Unable to ease the contradictory whirlwind within her, the storms each fought for supremacy over her true and apparent disposition and demeanour.

Louis set aside the attire with a concealed smile and called for the last remnants. With a sloth that was a mixture of teasing display and fearful hesitation his deceived subject complied.

Reaching behind, she slipped the clasps of her bra and shuffled it down her extended arms. Setting it aside, she dragged down her stockings one by one, and then lodged her thumbs into the hips of her underwear. Inhaling and holding the breath to maintain a store of courage, she stepped free and handed them over, moving away and trying to keep herself concealed as best she could. Her jaw quavered with humiliation at being exposed thus, yet she was strangely aroused by such wanton display.

Brushing aside the pile of searched clothing, he indicated the table. 'If you would lay face down,' he decreed. Moving to the cupboard, he continued to try and maintain the pretence that this was standard practice and thus not worthy of resistance.

Kaitlyn hesitated as the officer opened the doors.

'The sooner we get this over with, the sooner you can be on your way. Now get on the table.'

The authority in the voice had its desired effect and brought acquiescence. The table creaked as she settled across it, expecting and readying for the forthcoming ordeal. But despite her efforts at prediction, it was to be a most unexpected one.

Removing the bag and hose of the enema, Louis wandered back to the spread-eagled form and stopped to marvel at his sinister victory. The sight of her naked body, spread before him, open to his desire, helpless, vulnerable. It had him swiftly erect, the uniform suddenly feeling exceedingly tight about the crotch. His penis strained at the metal zip, seeking to break the bonds and burst free to gather just rewards for its efforts.

The sense of power had him dizzy with its potency, the dominance he held over her causing him to revel in the eerie sense of wanton crapulence. How he yearned to guide himself into the perfectly rounded rear before him, to pin her down and thrust carelessly into the orifice as he revelled in the sensation of her squealing and fighting beneath him. But he had to maintain the pretence of normality if he was to get away with this. Yet still, with the burden of self-convincing suppressing his concupiscence, the smooth legs and rear of the woman seemed to coax him on, beckoning with its luxurious silken flesh, teasing him all the more fiercely the longer he looked upon it.

Fighting to keep fixated on his preordained tasks, he lifted the nozzle, the slender tube flailing beneath it before reaching to the bag. Putting it to her buttocks he pushed forward, slipping it through the clenched mounds to the puckered bud of her sphincter. Another push opened the orifice and let the hardened tip drill through her defences and glide into her.

The violating entry made her arch and stiffen, a soft groan escaping her lips as she clenched her fingers tightly to the edge of the table, a glorious mixture of shock and pleasure rippling through her.

Louis shuddered in rapture at her response to the insertion, confirming his suspicions. Leaving the enema inserted, he took the jug from the cupboard and entered the toilet to fill the container in the sink. Returning to his subject with a cargo of cold water, he found that she seemed to be in a shallow state of shock, her ability to cope with the outlandish ordeal resulting in withdrawal and disassociation.

Lifting up the bag he poured the water into the open top, filling it as the flow thundered down the slender tube and into her innards. Kaitlyn quivered and started to breath more quickly, the influx chilling her belly and causing sudden cramps to squeeze her intestines in merciless churning grips.

'Please, it hurts,' she whimpered, her cringing tone deliberately stoking her assailants sense of might. The feel of this invasion, of being controlled so methodically, it was more than she could have hoped for. Though she fought to deny this delight, it was too deeply ingrained from years of covert and dedicated fantasy to be denied now.

'Miss Atwood, if you do not remain quiet I will have to take precautions to silence you,' he snapped, pushing the limits of his power, reinforcing the pretence of conventional routine.

Gritting her teeth, Kaitlyn strove to weather the swelling pressure that was forcing itself into her. The fluid weight engorged her stomach, pushing against the lining until finally the bag was mercifully drained of its contents.

'If you would stand up,' Louis directed, and drew free the nozzle with a sharp tug that brought a pip of a squeak from her lips.

With a shuffling hesitance Kaitlyn removed herself from the table. Covering her breasts and sex with her hands, she shook before the officer. The cold of the enema was radiating through her, crippling all coherent thought and action with its arctic kiss as her eyelids fluttered, her thoughts scrambled by the events.

Setting aside the apparatus, Louis moved before her and stood rigid and immobile, a sentinel of authority that made her wilt before his piercing stare.

'Jog on the spot,' he uttered gravely.

Looking up with a start, Kaitlyn's tolerance for this abuse was swiftly being reached. The truth of such activities were far more intimidating in reality when removed from the snug comfort of her fantasies, exposed to harsh re-enactment.

Unwilling to back down now that his encounter was unfolding so perfectly, Louis barked at her with abrupt severity. 'Either jog on the spot, or I shall have to repeat the enema.'

Flinching at the severe tones, Kaitlyn started to obey with a hesitant trot, her bare soles issuing a soft clapping against the tiled floor.

'Put some effort into it!' he derided, scowling at her lack of verve.

Clenching her teeth so that her cheeks and jaw trembled with exertion, she lifted her knees higher. Kaitlyn felt significantly demeaned as her breasts danced at his stare. The ocean of fluid sloshed within her, slamming against her desperately barred sphincter, demanding release with ever-increasing urgency.

'Get those knees up,' he growled, causing her to double all effort.

Gradually she applied more enthusiasm, keeping a fixed stare upon him, his gaze dripping with a contempt that was eating away at her lust, making her resent this treatment.

Strain started to well on Kaitlyn's face, the quantity forced into her descending to besiege her orifice and demand instant release. But there was to be no mercy until the officer deemed it time.

After an eternity of her endeavour, Louis was satisfied that the cargo had been agitated enough to cleanse her bowels. Backing up, he opened the toilet door, revealing the location she so desperately craved.

'Eject the douche if you please,' he permitted, moving aside when Kaitlyn rushed into the unlit room at a pell-mell dash and dropped onto the seat. Louis let his fingers linger upon the light switch for a moment, hovering in contemplation. Deciding to leave her in darkness, he closed the door and moved to the discarded items with a chuckle rolling in the back of his throat. Caressing the soft fabrics, revelling in his power, he began to place them in the corner well out of the way, for he was far from finished.

Meanwhile, confined to the toilet, Kaitlyn felt like weeping, her dignity in tatters. She wished only for this to end, for it to be over so she could be on her way and forget about this incident. She wanted to file it away deep in the dark recesses of her mind and not let it come forth again, promising herself to never again think on or contemplate dabbling with such forbidden vices. She swore to burn her collection of stockpiled depravity and dedicate herself back to mundane carnal pursuits, never deviating from the banal again.

Ejecting the last lingering dregs of the soiled waters she cradled her head and wondered what else was to follow. Obviously an internal search judging by this deliberate cleansing of her insides. How was she to weather such an event? She had fantasised about such dominance countless times, but now it was transpiring around her she found it more than acutely disturbing. This was no fantasy; she was being subjected to a humiliating encounter that she could find no pleasure in while it was occurring. But as she continued to sit in the dark, free of open display, the scenario started to change slowly, metamorphosing, altering from one of harrowing recollection to one of tender memory. Her thoughts looked fondly upon the stripping and command, changing her opinion swiftly and irrevocably with every passing second.

The door opened and revealed the officer, his form silhouetted against the harsh light of the chamber, making him appear all the more malevolent. The sight stoked her prurient lust, as well as sharpening the talons of her icy concern. He indicated for her to leave, and resigned to the finale of this grim chapter in her trip abroad, she cleansed her rear and arose. Shuffling out into the open room and to the table, she covered herself as best she could.

'Bend over please,' he said, flexing his fingers in their smooth cocoons.

Kaitlyn draped her torso onto the tabletop, the cold surface sending a chill through her belly and breasts, making her skin rise with fields of goosebumps and quiver in nervous fits.

Closing her eyes, Kaitlyn listened with light enthralment as he used plastic bonds to trap the lower reaches of her thighs to the legs of the shortest side. Spreading the limbs wide, the nooses held them firm with a grip that dragged the soft flesh inward and pained her whenever her muscles flexed. The officer took hold of her limp arms and started to steer them behind her back. She gave a tug of resistance, letting him defeat her attempt with his superior strength and allow herself to realise that she was truly helpless to his purpose. The officer applied another hoop and closed it with a chastising yank, trapping her wrists, the bond a dedication of his purpose.

'Are you sure this is—?'

'No talking please,' he interrupted brusquely, and snapped a fresh set of latex gloves onto his hands, straightening them with clasped fists. Interlacing the fingers, he bent them outward, settling them into position as the elasticised fabric gave a squealing titter of amusement, sharing a private joke amongst themselves.

With his hands protected and sterile he closed a gentle pinch onto a tube of lubricant, the emerging serpent of translucent gel moistening his fingertips.

The tips of his digits brushed her rear and she stiffened and strained against the thin plastic strips holding her down, rendering her helpless. Suddenly she could not continue with the docility she had so far managed to maintain.

'Stop, I—'

The sudden escalation in volume drew concern from Louis, and as he wondered as to whether or not his actions were just in this matter, his libido prompted action to quell his nagging doubt. Grabbing a roll of tape from the cupboard before she could continue her protests, he ripped free a length and forced it across her lips, sealing her mouth and muting her cries. She had never looked more desirable until the moment he smoothed the strip across her full and inviting lips, her body curling with serpentine motions, anchored within unforgiving plastic restraints.

With his conscience eased by the quelling of her objections, Louis continued to bear witness to his captive, assured of his intentions. He returned to her rear and put the fingers of one hand to the opening. Snatching the manacles with the other, he pinned her arms halfway up her back. The flesh of her shivering legs rippled with her fright.

Savouring her distress, he closed his fingers together and pushed them inward, parting her frantically clenched buttocks and entering her sphincter, the orifice unable to deny access. A squeal escaped the gag, the sudden discomfort of this violation prompting a fight to break free of her bonds and stop him. Kaitlyn jerked against the tethers, but lacked the leverage to have effect. Her fingers strained to claw at the trapping hand but could not defeat the officer's hold, leaving her helpless as he worked the flesh, making her rear more amiable to his passage. His efforts gathered slow results, the man continually pushing her to a peak before drawing back, granting respite before another plunge educated her rear.

Exploring, probing just within her anus, the prolonged search was performed out of self-gratification rather than any thorough nature, his professionalism a lie to conceal his enjoyment.

The extremity continued to move deeper, her muffled squeal rising in pitch and volume as he worked against her flesh with more forceful rocking motions. With diligent attention and a racing pulse that dried his mouth, Louis continued until he slid fully within, her rear gripping and squeezing his impaling extremities.

Finding even more relish in his task, the officer started to rock his arm back and forth in grim mockery of intercourse, dragging out even wilder movements from the hapless victim. Kaitlyn's restraint denied her a chance to rebel against what was clearly an act of independent abuse, far outside the realm of ordinary immigration practices. Yet despite this treatment not all her writhing was performed in denial of this manifested outrage. A growing portion of it was in savouring his cruelty. It was the feel of being laid waste to another's desire, of being bound and used, her wishes forsaken and lost, only an erotic dance of suffering being required of her.

A sudden knock upon the door caused them to freeze instantly, both victim and attacker holding their breath - one in shock, one in hope.

'Basten, is everything all right in there?' asked a bold female voice.

'Fine... I'll be finished in a moment,' he responded, and clapped a hand to Kaitlyn's mouth to prevent even the slightest noise from alerting the fellow official.

Kaitlyn broke into even more strenuous attempts to get free so she might alert the possible saviour and end this monstrous assault. The intensity of his actions caused this instinctive response, for even as she battled to raise her alarm, her lust demanded otherwise and told that it was only being done to further allow revelry in her subjugation. Whatever the reason, she was powerless to defeat her oppressors hold, and the muted sound of departing footsteps sifted through the door, rising over her snorting breath. Ultimately informed that her cause was lost, Kaitlyn sagged in her bonds, falling limp against his ensnaring arms.

'There, now we are alone again we can continue,' he hissed, revealing his true nature to her.

To recommence his work he leaned in, leaving his fingers inserted in her body, marking her as his before kissing her cheek, letting his lips caress the smooth cheekbones and announce devotion to his subject. Moving away, he let his spare hand trace her contours, her bound limbs, and once again he continued to ravish her with relentless fingers.

'Why do you resist?' he purred, caressing her buttocks with an inquisitive hand. 'It is clear you are secretly relishing this. You are an aspiring slave, eager to drop at a master's feet and do anything he demands of you.'

Each word was a razor slash of automatically contradicted truth, the denial of her secret passion being a natural response. Her first priority was always in refuting such allegations, no matter how deeply incorporated they were to her very psyche.

Drawing out every measure of suffering bliss, he extracted his hand with a turning pivot and stepped back as though he were an artist moving away to examine a newly finished masterpiece.

His muse lay shivering, residual flickers of motion running through her muscles. Her skin was dampened with the slightest glimmer of silvery sweat, the pearls winking in the light, making her seem all the more alluring. There was an unattainable mask to this woman, a stubborn sense of defiance that seemed to invite abuse to try and break her spirit, a challenge to all that she was invincible to their charms and curses.

The bright snap of the latex being ripped free gouged at the silence, and echoed again as a brief encore when the other glove was removed. Taking the corner of the tape he tugged it free with a stern wrench, ripping it from her features and making her air a pip of shock.

'I could quite easily plant anything I wish upon you, or conjure any crime to make you guilty. However, I will let you go on your way if you grovel and lick my boots, like the pathetic servile you are at heart,' he offered, his voice dripping with such venom and sincerity that she had no doubt he would carry out the threat.

Even if he didn't do it this time, he could just as easily conduct the promise on her return voyage. She had to obey, more so because she actually wished to.

Licking her dried and stinging lips, she felt the bonds at her thighs come away, the plastic having etched deep weals against her struggles. A sudden influx of feeling afflicted the flesh with riots of pins and needles, the bite of the sporadic gnaw making the limbs loose beneath her and unable to provide support. Waiting while strength flowed back, she panted and languished on the surface, her rear throbbing from the acute trespass.

'I advise you to get moving,' he warned, stirring her from her thoughts, the mental numbness having caused paralysis. Only the desire to finally conclude this nightmare and move from the exposure of her truths leant her strength enough to comply.

Sliding from the table she slumped to the floor like a broken doll, her slack limbs flopping beside her as she draped her body forward and stared into the jet mirrors of his short boots. Pausing for a moment, she realised that she was being drawn into performing something she had dreamed about and held as a treasured fantasy.

With this realisation held firmly for comfort she leaned forward with a new sense of purpose and began to lap at the leather. The feeling of being so effectively conquered kindled a deep sense of desire; one that hid amongst her anger and fright, the cocktail of contradictory sensations making her head swim, putting the session in a fog of somnolent haze.

Rolling her tongue across the polished panes, the tang spilled across her taste buds. She moved her aching form around to augment her coverage, her hands still confined behind her back, the thin shackles digging into her as she sought to balance and complete the task.

'That's it, clean them properly or I'll punish you some more,' he whispered, watching as she slavishly adored the polished hide.

'Or perhaps you would enjoy that to, eh? Would you? A spanking to warm that elegant bottom of yours? Perhaps that is not enough for a wanton slut like you. Perhaps you require something more tangible. A belt, perhaps - cracked firmly across your cheeks, imprinting you with bruises, leaving them like medals to award your harlot nature.'

The words were no mere rant to sate his eagerness, but a testing litany, because every time he uttered such words he gauged the response her body betrayed. Louis observed the minute shivers of ecstatic rapture, the concepts he voiced being ones she found most alluring, but was too embarrassed or timid to ask for them.

She was a rare bloom indeed, a beautiful flower still languishing as a bashful seed, waiting to be nurtured and fed before it would germinate and burst from the soil, dazzling all with a glorious countenance.

'Now the other foot, come on, you know this is what you want, why hide it with false protests? There is nothing to be ashamed of. Revel in your deviance, let it separate you from the tedious hordes of banal society. Let it free you, define you as something special.'

Touching the toe of the second boot, she worked her way across the foot and ended at the heel before she started to work her way back again, for no other reason than her own gratification. His words were swaying her judgement. The practised demagogue of depravity was winning her psyche over, coaxing her subconscious free, letting it override her shame and trepidation. It was true; she hated being a faceless creature lost amidst the teeming multitudes, no different to a million others just like her. But this, this single aspect of her would be a trait to set her apart, to reduce her cloned existence to a mere handful of special individuals, each different in their own tastes, wants and limits. He was right, there was nothing to fear by giving herself over to this vice, and if she did, she could let herself feel special, unique, something other than a dull nobody.

A blade slit the plastic noose and let her arms fall by her sides, the limbs slack from having been held imprisoned for so long.

'Now, start to masturbate,' he said with a seductive mumble, the signs of her arousal resplendent upon her derogated frame.

Acting as though she had not heard his words, Kaitlyn continued to slavishly adore the boots, her mind reeling under the possibility of such actions. The lack of compliance brought actions to bring obedience to his will.

A booted foot rose and settled upon her back, nestling between her shoulder-blades and then digging the heel in. The resounding flare of stabbing mayhem in her spine caused her hand to sluggishly move and brush through her damp pubic hair, unearthing her roused clitoris. Already the similarity to her most dark desires was causing excitement from her defeat. As she began to obey her sex started to respond to her touch, the ecstasy of her caresses mingling with the satisfaction in her lowly task.

Within moments she was climaxing, unable to hold back because of the deep-rooted need for this toil, she came again and again, shivering under his sole.

The boots she had so lavishly attended unexpectedly stomped from her field of vision and held back by the wall, depriving her of the source of attention. Pausing in her onanism, she looked slowly up and regarded her oppressor as he lounged against the wall.

'Get dressed,' he commanded, and it dawned that their encounter was over. Operated by these words she crawled to her forsaken clothing and as an automaton began to haul them on, her motions listless, like those of the moribund.

'Now, what do you say?' he crooned, revealing a monstrous smile whose intent sent shivers of wonderful dread through her when she looked up and met his stare.

'Thank you,' she muttered hoarsely, but with genuine feeling.

'Thank you what?' he added with greater stringency.

'Thank you, master.'

'Excellent, you are free to go,' he said with bland tones, as though he had finished the most trivial search and that nothing out of the ordinary had occurred between them. 'I hope this search was not an inconvenience. Have a nice stay.'

Opening the door he indicated for her to depart, and at a hesitant shuffle Kaitlyn obeyed, riven with psychological and physical shock. Her steps were tremulous and plagued with doubt as she walked slowly back to the corridor.

'Aren't you forgetting something?' he added, indicating her forgotten trolley, her case still upon it, unsearched and untouched.

Turning, she took the handle bar and leant on the wheeled frame for support, carrying her possessions into the corridor and then out into the airport lounge. Finally getting free of authoritative influence she emerged into the harsh glare of daylight, the view of the Bay Area pleasing her eyes as she escaped the building.

––––––––
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WATCHING HER SHAPELY form merge and be engulfed by the contradictory tides of people, Louis removed his mobile phone and bit the tip of the antenna. Drawing forth the stubby flexible spire, he tapped out the number with his thumb.

The phone rang twice before it was answered, a soft female voice on the other end issuing a friendly though practised response.

'Eldritch Emporium, how may I help you?'

'This is Duke Silver,' he responded, keeping a lingering eye on the near concealed Kaitlyn, fishing in his pocket for his notepad. 'I need to speak to Lord Jade.'

In the lull awaiting contact as the servant sought Aldridge, he flipped open the small pad and looked across the scrawled address and number. The data divulged Kaitlyn's full name, passport details, and hotel lodgings. The woman showed promise, but they would have to conduct one more little test to see if she were truly worthy material.

'Enjoy your freedom, Miss Atwood, it may be the last you'll have,' he said to himself, smiling broadly as the sound of his call being transferred filtered into his ear.
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Chapter 2
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SLUMPING BACK INTO the seat of the taxi, Kaitlyn watched the city flow by. The freeway was wide and busy because of the early hour, a stream of cars thundering along it, granting her a speeding view of the sprawling landscape of the city.

The buildings were almost universally albino, a bleached dry white merged amongst sporadic plumes of greenery, cultivated by a recent prolonged storm.

The eight-lane road wove on towards the nearby heart of the city, the cluster of spires at its heart reaching up and stabbing at the sky, defying earthquake and catastrophe with their majestic size. A pyramidal spine jutted up amongst the collection of rectangular monoliths, contrasting to the majority with obstinate shape.
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