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CONSTANCE BROOKING surveyed her reflection in the full-length wall mirror and permitted herself a slight smile. Blushing she might well be, but she looked nothing like any woman who had ever walked up a church aisle to the strains of Here Comes the Bride.

A great deal of thought had gone into the costume for the biggest day of her life, though none of it had been hers. Up to an hour ago, she had not even known what she would be wearing. Her master had only promised it would be nothing she would have ever stocked in her boutique.

How right he had been.

Her wedding dress resembled some fashion designer's S/M fantasy brought to life in gleaming chains and strong, shiny black rubber, letting the firm globes of Constance's breasts spill over the top. They were tightly wrapped in a light silver chain, crisscrossed several times around her shoulders and held in place by a padlock attached to the back of her iron collar. A silver bullet was clamped to both nipples. Her buttocks, tightly clenched by the tightness of her dress and covered in body oil, were also bare. She teetered unsteadily on the high spike heels of her glossy black leather thigh boots. A six-inch wide chain joined them together at the ankles.

This was the day of the slave princess and Constance had never before had such attention lavished upon her. Two bridesmaids, identically attired in transparent gowns of loosely fitting white silk that flowed to their ankles, had been assigned to her preparations. They had first bathed her, then massaged her all over with scented oils. Then, while one had brushed her hair, the other had lovingly manicured her pubis. Only then had she been allowed to see her outfit.

'Right, time to tie your hands,' said the plump blonde half of the duo.

Constance obediently raised her arms and intertwined her fingers at the back of her neck.

'The perfect bride in bondage,' the bridesmaid said with a smile, securing her wrists in the handcuffs chained to her collar.

'This is definitely not how I envisaged my wedding day,' said Constance.

'You look beautiful,' the red-haired bridesmaid assured her. 'I wish I had been hitched to my master in such style. Unfortunately, we had to make do with a registry office.'

'We've already been married in a registry office,' Constance reminded her. 'What's happening now is just... Well, I don't quite know what you'd call it.'

'The really significant ceremony,' said Barbara. 'You've been joined as husband and wife. Now you're to become slave and master. This is what you really want, isn't it?'

'It's what I've always wanted,' Constance replied. 'I just don't know what to expect when I step outside that door. Can't you at least give me a hint?'

'And risk a public thrashing from our masters?' Barbara shook her head emphatically. 'It's time we put on your veil and let you find out for yourself what awaits you.'

'Wait - I need a cigarette,' Constance pleaded.

'Nervous?' the second bridesmaid asked.

'Terrified,' she replied. 'Besides, it's the prerogative of the bride to be a few minutes late.'

'As long as you don't mind not being able to sit down for the meal.' Barbara took a cigarette from a packet on the dressing table and placed it between Constance's roseate glossed lips. The red-haired bridesmaid lit it and held it between her fingers, as the bride-to-be smoked gratefully.

'If we keep them waiting much longer, we'll all have our backsides reddened,' Barbara said anxiously.

Constance exhaled a cloud of smoke. 'Would we have it any other way? Okay, I'm ready.'

Five minutes later, the heavy oak door swung slowly open and all heads in the huge room beyond turned towards the bride. With her heavy black silk veil in place, only Constance's blue eyes remained visible. Momentarily forgetting that her boots were chained together, she took a nervous step forward and almost collapsed in an undignified heap on the treacherously polished red rubber carpet.

She hurriedly composed herself and began shuffling awkwardly towards the altar, which seemed to be miles away. The makeshift construction was draped in rich red velvet and laid out with a coiled whip and a small black cushion in the centre. Before it stood her husband of three days. What meant far more to them both was that he was about to become her lifelong master. Her bridesmaids remained in the doorway behind her, trying to keep their anxiety concealed. If they had overlooked even the slightest detail of her preparations, they would be severely punished by their masters.

Constance kept her eyes fixed straight ahead, ignoring the camcorder that followed her every move. Masters standing sentinel-like, in uniforms of rubber and black leather, lined her path on either side. Their female slaves knelt at their feet, as befitted their subservient role. Not for the first time, Constance found herself wondering just what manner of humiliation she was letting herself in for. As long as she managed not to trip, she told herself that she would be fine.

The long tongue of a whip snaked through the air, the sound of its crack on tender flesh like a rifle shot breaking the silence. Constance yelped and stumbled, feeling a line of white-hot fire streak across her buttocks. A cruel smile crossed the face of the tall man who had delivered the lash.

She regained her balance and continued her shuffle towards the altar. Casting anxious glances from left to right, she noticed whips gripped in the hands of several more men. Knowing it would be both inappropriate and pointless to beg for mercy, she braced herself for the inevitable. Though it seemed a lifetime since she had been a stranger to the sting of a master's whip, this was one occasion when it was far from welcome.

A few agonising yards further on, she saw a bearded master to her left grin in anticipation. Standing opposite him was a familiar figure in black leather. Having taken a few steps past the two men, she could not resist an anxious backward glance. Two whips hissed as one, their lashes exploding across her buttocks. With a shriek that echoed off the white walls of the high-ceilinged room, Constance fell to her knees. A signal from the dark-suited man at the altar brought her bridesmaids rushing to her assistance.

'You're doing fine,' Barbara whispered as they helped her to her feet.

'Grin and bear it,' her companion added. 'Not every bride has the privilege of being whipped to the altar.'

Constance sighed. 'What a lucky lady I am.'

As she resumed her tortuous trek in bondage, several dozen whips beat a loud bridal refrain on the rubber carpet. Whenever a lash licked her buttocks, a high-pitched cry issued from beneath her sombre veil. By the time she reached the altar, several minutes and a further humiliating tumble later, her rear cheeks were liberally streaked with the flaming signature of the whip.

The next part of the ceremony had been carefully rehearsed beforehand, courtesy of the bridesmaids. Should Constance make any mistakes now, they would be held responsible and suitably punished.

She lowered herself to her knees on the black satin-covered cushion at her master's feet. As she gazed lovingly up into his eyes, a second man took up position behind her.

'Is it your wish to be taken as the slave of this man before whom you kneel?' he enquired in a loud voice, pressing the burnished ash of a cane firmly against her throbbing buttocks.

'It is,' she replied, without hesitation.

He looked at the man towering over her. 'And is it your wish to have this woman as your slave?'

'It most certainly is,' he answered.

'Slave, recite the oath of subservience to your master,' the other man told her.

Constance cleared her throat, then repeated the phrase she had been studiously learning for the past several days. 'Master, I humbly offer myself to you. I would be honoured if you would take me as your slave. I promise to love, honour and obey you, for better or worse, for pleasure or pain, in bondage and submission, till death us do part.'

Following a momentary pause, her master spoke. 'I accept you as my slave and do hereby declare that I will love, train and discipline you, by whip or by cane, with reason or without, however I may please, for as long as I wish.'

The assembled congregation greeted the exchange of vows with a resounding forty-eight whip salute on the rubber carpet. Constance's master clipped a leash to her collar, led her on her knees to the altar and directed her to rise. As she bent over the altar, she began to tremble. She knew what was coming next and dreaded it as she had never dreaded anything in her entire life. But it was much too late for second thoughts. In consenting to become her master's wife and slave, she accepted all the pain and indignity the latter entailed.

She rested her chin on the cushion on top of the altar. The red-haired bridesmaid stood in front of her and placed both hands firmly on her shoulders. The blonde unhooked the chain that joined her boots together, then pushed her feet wide apart. An iron manacle on a short chain, bolted to the floor, was fitted around either ankle, ensuring she would be unable to move her legs. The rubber of her wedding dress was stretched to bursting point, but it had served its purpose. With a gleaming razor blade, her master sliced it open from her backside to her ankles. Barbara drew apart the folds like a pair of curtains, leaving Constance's recently shaven pink pubis lewdly exposed. The entire assembly of masters and slaves gathered around, all eager for a grandstand view of the highlight of the occasion. Crouched on one knee, directly behind Constance, the man with the camcorder was in prime position.

'You have the ring?' enquired her master.

The man who was serving as vicar for the sado-ceremony produced a small red box from his jacket pocket and opened it. Inside was a slender gold ring. Having glanced at it, her master then took a slightly larger black box from his own pocket. Constance did not need to look to know what was inside. She had to bite her lower lip to suppress a whimper as he withdrew a long silver needle and held it aloft for all to see.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 2
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RICH, DYNAMIC AND UNATTACHED - that was Constance Brooking. But the latter she had ceased to regard as an achievement. It was not that she wanted the traditional ball-and-chain of husband and kids. Motherhood held marginally less appeal than a clitoridectomy. Constance's ever more urgent need was for a man in the masterful mould - one who would know how to release the submissive slut straining within her. Until recently, all her energies had been devoted to making Brooking's Boutique a resounding success. Now, it was time to expend that same energy on her love-life.

With her combination of exceptional beauty and supreme self-confidence, Constance was too intimidating for most men. Those who did dare to get close invariably left her disappointed. She had begun to believe that all men were bland clones, when it came to the bedroom - devotees of tedious seduction routines and equally lack-lustre love-making technique. When she yearned to be treated like a whore, they treated her like a princess. Even the dominant ones became wimps before they had fully satisfied her.

––––––––
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It was a pirate radio station, of all things, that finally restored her faith in the existence of real men. She found S/M-FM in the early hours of a Sunday morning as she tossed and turned in her bed, once again cursing the shortcomings of the male gender. Her increasingly desperate search for Mr Right had led her to answer a personal ad in a listings magazine. Several subsequent telephone conversations with the man who had placed the ad - a 35-year-old recently divorced 'entrepreneur' named Damon - had given her cause for optimism. He was friendly and talkative, his Mancunian accent displaying a refreshingly rough edge. By the time a first meeting had been arranged, Constance was already fantasising about being ravished by a burly giant with rough hands and a nice line in coital expletives.

Her expectations rendered the reality even more disappointing. She had arrived at the appointed bar at the appointed time, casually yet eye-catchingly dressed in cowboy boots, skin-tight black denim jeans, a cleavage-hugging black satin vest and a white jacket. Her naturally blonde hair had hung loosely about her shoulders, framing a face with high cheekbones and a creamy complexion that rendered make-up redundant.

Ten minutes later, Damon had arrived. Though they had not exchanged photographs, she had known that it was him the instant he entered the bar. He had been almost exactly as she had pictured him: craggily attractive and broad-shouldered, like a rugby player in an open-necked white shirt and bouncer's suit. He had cast a glance in her direction and their eyes had met briefly as he made his way to the bar. Constance had remained at her corner table, sipping her drink and trying to look nonchalant. Once he had been served, she had expected him to approach. Instead, he had glanced nervously in her direction again, before gulping down half his pint of beer in the manner of a man dying of thirst.

During the next half-hour he had consumed a further three pints, while continuing to throw frequent glances in her direction. Watching him, Constance had become ever more irritated. The masterful man she had spent all week looking forward to meeting was behaving like a teenager, tanking himself up with Dutch courage. Well, she was damned if she was going to make the first move. She had been tempted to get up and leave, but decided instead to wait and see what sufficient beer would eventually embolden him to do.

Finally, at the end of a prolonged leer in her direction, he had spoken to the bartender, who had then approached her table and informed her that the gentleman at the bar wished to buy her a drink.

'Tell him it's no wonder so many women are lesbians,' she had replied acidly.

She did not wait for the response of the inebriated lonely-heart, simply leaving the bar and going home.

––––––––
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Too frustrated to get to sleep that evening, Constance finally got out of bed. She went downstairs, poured herself a glass of wine, then returned to the bedroom. The easy-listening music from her favourite radio station was beginning to annoy rather than soothe. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she began turning the dial, more to distract herself than in the hope of finding more stimulating listening. Having skipped over a further half-dozen banal music stations, she heard a soft-accented male voice that grabbed her attention immediately.

'A great many women enjoy being dominated,' the presenter was saying. 'That may sound sexist - Neanderthal, even - but we enlightened folk know better, don't we? There are women listening right now - strong, confident and successful women - who nevertheless enjoy being dominated. They are sick to death of politically correct so-called new men, who are so afraid of taking the upper hand that they may as well be castrated. It's time for a little honesty to hit the airwaves, my liberated friends. Thousands of ladies who crave the crack of a cane, or the smack of a firm hand on their bare backsides, are being denied the right to express their submissive nature by these limp-dicked wimps. That is not equality, my friends. That is not respect. What that is, is a shameful reflection on the state of nineties man.'

Constance could scarcely believe what she was hearing. Such talk was unheard of on the national airwaves, even at two in the morning.

'Ladies, don't just listen passively,' the presenter continued. 'This is your forum and this show is dedicated to the joys of female submission. Demand your rights on the only liberated radio station in the UK. Share your fantasies and desires with your masters at S/M-FM, in total confidence. That is my command. Obey me now!'

There was a sound like a whiplash, followed by a high-pitched squeal that could have been pain or pleasure, then he gave out a telephone number. As he proceeded to read a chapter from an explicit S/M book entitled Number One Slave, Constance grew convinced that she was listening to some form of weird nocturnal phone-in. After he had finished reading, the presenter took a call from a nervous-sounding woman who gave her name as 'LC'.

'My master commanded me to call you,' she said hesitantly. 'We listen to you every Saturday night and really enjoy the show. It's high time slaves and masters were given a voice on the airwaves.'

'I like a woman who knows how to grovel,' the presenter replied. 'What is it you wish to say to our listeners?'

'With your permission, I should like to tell you of a game my master and I play,' LC answered.

'Permission granted.' At the silence that followed, he snapped, 'Well, come on. Speak up, or I shall instruct your master to cane you on air.'

She took a deep breath, then resumed speaking, in a faltering voice. 'My master has developed a computer game called "Password". To play it, he keys in a secret word. It can be any word, as long as it contains the letters S and M. I then press a letter key and the computer selects a command for me to carry out. It might be something simple, like kissing my master's boots for sixty seconds, or something much more degrading.'

'Such as?' the presenter prompted.

'I might... uh, for instance, have to hop around the room on one leg for two minutes, while screwing myself with a cucumber,' the woman answered. 'Or perhaps I would be commanded to stick a finger up my bottom and tap-dance for a minute. That one happened the last time we played. The game continues until I correctly spell out the word my master has entered.'

'Sounds like fun,' the presenter enthused. 'You are a very lucky slave to have such a creative master. Would you like to send a message to the many submissive women I know are listening at this very moment?'

'Uh, yes, okay,' she replied. 'I have been my master's slave for several years now, and we could not be happier. We love one another dearly and I am never forced to do anything against my will. I have a good job, lots of friends and a great social life, but when my master and I are alone, I am a different woman. To love and serve a man in this way is the most beautiful and fulfilling thing in the world. To any woman listening I would say, don't be afraid.'

At that moment Constance felt as though the caller were speaking to her personally. She was still certain she was listening to some kind of bizarre X-rated play and the voice was that of an actress. But when the presenter, who called himself 'KT', repeated the telephone number of S/M-FM, she decided there was only one way to find out for sure.

Her call was answered by a woman with the maternal tones of a middle-aged agony aunt, who identified herself as 'G'. She did not ask Constance for her name and Constance would not have dreamt of volunteering it.

'This cannot be a real radio station,' Constance said.

'Oh, S/M-FM is very real, believe me,' the woman assured her. 'We're on air every weekend, from midnight to four a.m. Sub/dom community radio is what we're all about. You're a first-time listener, I can tell.'

'How ever did you manage to get a licence?' Constance demanded.

'We didn't,' G replied. 'You've heard of pirate radio, I assume? Well, we're as unlicensed as you could possibly get. It's when submissive women ring in that it all seems worthwhile. Would you like me to put you on air? You won't be asked to give your name, or any information that could identify you.'

'Why not?' said Constance, her heart beating faster. 'After the night I've had, I could do with a cheap thrill.'

A few moments later she heard the voice of KT welcoming her to his show.

'I still think this must be some kind of wind-up,' she began.

'You have your radio on in the background,' he replied. 'You hear your own voice from the speakers. Do you really think a so-called respectable station would be allowed to broadcast a show like this?'

'Perhaps not,' she conceded.

'Now that you are on air, do you have anything you wish to tell our listeners?' he demanded gently. 'Perhaps you'd like to reveal some of the kinky games you play with your master.'

'I don't have a master,' she replied, without thinking.

'No master?' His tone was sympathetic. 'But you would like to have one, wouldn't you? Why else would you be calling? Tell you what, why don't I be your master? We can play a little game right here on air. Doesn't that sound appealing, my poor lonely little virgin?'

'I'm no virgin,' she snapped.

'A fiery young woman who needs to be taken firmly in hand, then,' KT added. 'Well, are you game to be my slave of the air-waves, or would you rather we discussed politics?'

His arrogance infuriated and excited Constance, in equal measure. He was probably some dirty old man with a radio transmitter rigged up in his basement, seeking on-air cheap thrills. Nevertheless, it could not hurt to play along with him. 'Okay, I'll be your slave,' she agreed. 'What do I do?'

'Whatever I tell you,' he answered. 'Are you in your bedroom?'

She confirmed that she was.

'What are you wearing?'

'Just my knickers.'

'Describe them.'

'Lacy pink. Not much of them.'

'Take them off.'

Constance smiled. 'Whatever you say.'

'Address me as "master",' he said firmly. 'And don't be tempted to disobey my instructions just because I can't see you. I don't take kindly to cheating at games.'

'Yes, master,' she heard herself breathe as she reached with her free hand for the waistband of her panties. She had not intended to obey his instructions, but the firmness of his tone was sufficient to make her change her mind.

When she was naked he instructed her to kneel by the bed. She complied without hesitation.

'Now, I am going to hear your confession,' he said. 'You have a secret fantasy you wish to share with me. Don't be shy. I'm your master, tall and domineering. Close your eyes and I'm there in your bedroom with you, standing behind you, cane in hand. Would you like to feel my cane across your bare backside, whacking those soft, tender cheeks?'

'No, master,' she gasped, shutting her eyes.

'Then speak to me,' he told her. 'Bare your frustrated soul, just as you've bared your body. There can be no secrets between us. Understood?'

It took a few moments of further stern persuasion for Constance to summon a favourite fantasy from the recesses of her mind. She spoke haltingly as she began confessing, her voice sounding to her own ears like that of a shy young girl, rather than an assertive woman. 'I have this fantasy of visiting a... some kind of kinky club, where everybody is dressed in leather and rubber. I've read about such places in magazines, but never had the guts to visit one. Anyway, this place I'm thinking about has a darkroom at the back. It's pitch black in there, just like being blindfolded.

'I'm wearing a very short black leather dress and a mask, so that nobody will recognise me. I step into the darkroom and the door is bolted shut behind me. I don't know what to expect. It's terrifying, yet very exciting as well. There are a lot of people in there. Nobody speaks, but I can hear their heavy breathing. I'm feeling my way around. Someone grabs me and I cry out.

'The next thing I know there are hands all over me, peeling off my dress and groping me all over. I try to fight them off, but all these rough, horny men know exactly what I want. They strip me naked and push me to the ground. I don't know how many there are, but they're like a pack of wild animals, thinking about nothing but their own pleasure. They all have me, three or four at a time. They don't even know what I look like and they don't care. All I am to them is a slave, to be taken and humiliated until they've fully satisfied themselves. They could be young men, old men, handsome or ugly. I never see their faces: I just feel their hands and their cocks. When they've finished with me they throw me out of the darkroom, like a used condom.'

'You enjoyed telling me that story, didn't you?' KT said when she had finished.

'Yes, master,' she responded, having managed to lose herself completely in her fantasy.

'I enjoyed hearing it,' he continued. 'In fact, I should like to reward you for sharing it and for becoming a devotee of S/M-FM. There is a club just like the one you mentioned, where you can turn your fantasy into reality. Would you like to become a member - a truly liberated woman?'

Constance wasn't sure. Relating an anonymous masturbation fantasy over the phone was one thing, but turning it into reality might be a step too far. For all she knew, the voice on the other end of the line could be that of a psychopathic pervert. Then again, as he knew absolutely nothing about her, it could not hurt to say yes, even if she had no intention of actually visiting the place.

'Masturbate!'

The word cut like a hot sword through her reverie.

'What?' she cried.

'Play with yourself,' he told her. 'You're still my slave and I know how much sharing your dirty little story with me has turned you on - so do as I say.'

Almost dreamily, Constance allowed her free hand to drift down between her thighs, to cup the downy, hot mound of her sex.

'Tell me what you're thinking,' he commanded as she slipped a finger between her slick labia.

'I... I want you, master,' she gasped, thrusting her finger deeper. 'I want your hard cock inside me, taking me, making me come - ohhhhhh, yesssss, your big, hard, juicy cock in me...'

As she frigged herself to a rapid climax, KT urged her to describe in detail what he was doing to her. Immediately afterwards, as she returned to her senses, she was shocked by the complete lack of inhibition which had seized her. It was one thing to lose herself so completely in the grip of passion with a man, but she had never dreamt she could do it for a disembodied voice, especially with any number of people listening in. Even then, she did not put down the receiver.

'I think I've found a genuinely submissive lady,' KT said triumphantly. 'The name of the club is The Master's Masque. I'll put you back to G and she'll give you all the details, along with your own private password, which you'll need to gain admission. It's going to be my pleasure to guide you on your path to fulfilment as a slave, mystery woman.'
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THE CLUB WAS LOCATED in South London, which meant Constance could not use distance as an excuse for not going the following Thursday night. Although she was normally a very decisive person, she was plagued by doubts in the days following her call to S/M-FM. Dare she take the plunge, or should she forget ever having heard of the club?

She could think of a dozen reasons not to go, the principal one being the potential danger. At the same time it was the most compelling reason to proceed with her visit. Whatever happened, she was unlikely to encounter anything like her pathetic blind date from the previous Saturday night. In the end she knew she would never be able to forgive herself if she didn't at least check it out.

––––––––
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She pressed the buzzer on the black iron door to the basement club and glanced nervously round as she awaited a response.

'Password,' a gruff male voice demanded.

'Virginal,' Constance replied nervously.

A moment passed, then a bolt was drawn and the door was opened. Taking a deep breath, she stepped into the unknown.

Just as in her fantasy, The Master's Masque was a place for fetishists to parade their outrageous selves, a Mecca for masters and their submissive other halves. Rubber, leather and uniforms of every conceivable persuasion were the order of the night.

Constance entertained little hope of chancing upon the man of her dreams. She was there as a voyeur, window-shopping for cheap fantasies in a market of exotic creatures. Though she had never been timid by nature, something about the ambience of The Master's Masque intimidated her.

She also felt vulnerable in her provocatively low-cut dress of skin-tight black satin, with a slit running from the spiked heels of her shoes to the tops of her thighs, leaving the full length of her seamed black silk stockings and an inch of creamy thigh on display. She reasoned that her customary sharp suits and designer dresses would have made her look far more out of place in the club. She hid her eyes behind dark glasses, like a rock star in fear of being recognised.

She half-expected to be set upon and ravished on sight, but the assembled masters were quite content to ogle her from a safe distance - at least for the time being. As she made her way to the bar, glancing nervously round, she found herself wondering how many of the hundred or so people present had heard her broadcast her fantasy and masturbate over the air-waves the previous weekend. The call had whetted her appetite for illicit thrills and the thought that even one of these men might realise who she was caused a delicious thrill to run through her body.

The barmaid was a tall and strikingly attractive redhead in her early twenties. Her pert breasts were bare and a heavy gold padlock dangled from a steel clip on either nipple. In the full-length mirror behind the bar, Constance could see that all she wore below waist level were scarlet high heels and a pair of matching rubber tights, with cut-outs through which the milky moons of her buttocks peeped. She tried not to stare as she ordered a glass of red wine.

'This one's on the house,' the barmaid said with a smile when she had poured Constance's drink. 'We like to make our new members feel welcome.'

'How did you know I was a new member?' Constance demanded.

'We spoke the other night,' the redhead replied. 'I'm G...'

Constance almost spilt her drink. So much for anonymity. At least in the dim light her blush might not be seen. 'Who else knows who I am?' she asked.

'Nobody knows who you are,' the girl answered. 'You're a mystery woman who called S/M-FM and shared a beautiful fantasy with our listeners. Let's give you a name. What are your initials?'

'CB.'

'Okay, you are now CB - code-name Virginal.'

'This is all very cloak-and-dagger,' said Constance.

'It's more fun that way,' G replied. 'Besides, the majority of our members are respectable pillars of the community. There's a big, unenlightened world out there that sees people like us as some kind of threat. The first time is always a bit nerve-wracking, but you'll soon be feeling right at home. Excuse me, I must get back to work.'

Constance took her drink to an unoccupied table nearby and seated herself on a cold iron chair. Creature comforts were obviously not a priority of The Master's Masque. In the centre of the table was a glossy magazine entitled The Masque. Below the blood red gothic-lettered heading was a picture of a blonde girl with huge breasts, whose features were concealed beneath a purple rubber face-mask. She was kneeling by a chair, her arms stretched above her head and her wrists chained together. Her prominent breasts were tightly wrapped in thick rope which left only the tips exposed. Another rope was wrapped around her lower body, from her hips to her knees. A master clad in black leather towered over her, brandishing a riding crop in his gloved right fist. His right boot was planted on the chair and his slave was licking the pointed toe through the mouth-slit of her mask.

Intrigued, Constance picked up the magazine and began leafing through it. The photographs and drawings on the glossy pages depicted masters and slaves in a variety of bizarre and erotic scenarios. The captions underneath claimed that all participants were members of The Master's Masque and many of the pictures had been taken in the club.

Constance could not help imagining herself as one of the helplessly trussed models, willingly submitting to the will of a domineering master, in the presence of an appreciative audience. In the back of the magazine were three pages of personal ads - many with photographs - from masters and couples seeking slaves for all manner of games, as well as from submissive women seeking to be dominated. It was a glimpse into a world she had only hitherto been informed about by occasional spicy newspaper stories. With every passing moment she grew more excited by the prospect of discovering the truth for herself.

'Fancy seeing a live show?' The soft voice interrupted her flight of fantasy. G was standing by her table, a knowing smile crossing her purple-painted lips. 'There's a show about to get underway in one of the play-rooms at the back,' G explained. 'I think you'd find it enlightening.'

'What kind of show?' asked Constance.

'Close encounters of the S/M kind,' G answered. 'It's much more exciting when you see it happening for real.'

It was an invitation Constance was in no mood to resist. She followed the tall slave to a black velvet padded door to the left of the bar.

'Enjoy,' said G, sliding open the heavy door and ushering her through.

The room beyond was in near total darkness, which rendered the sight on the spot-lit circular stage in the centre all the more striking. A pair of blindfolded and naked girls stood back-to-back on the podium, bound tightly together by thongs of thick leather around their shins, thighs and waists. Above their heads was a horizontal iron bar suspended from a pair of heavy chains, to which their wrists and upper arms were lashed. Their legs were spread wide apart and held in place by two chrome spreader bars manacled to their ankles. Fastened around their heads was a double harness of studded black leather, hanging by a chain from the overhead bar. The thick straps snugly constricted their foreheads and chins. Scrawled in red lipstick across the midriff of the plump blonde was the word 'pleasure'. 'Pain' was written on her black-haired companion in bondage. Small round red labels dotted the breasts of both.

Constance found herself drawn to the tableau, like a moth to a flame. She tried to imagine how the two women must be feeling at that moment, so utterly helpless and lewdly exposed before the eyes of dozens of people. Before tonight she would have thought otherwise, but she had no doubt that they were willing victims of whatever perverse ritual was underway. The mystery was their motivation in succumbing to such a public indignity

A moustachioed master in a low-peaked leather cap, black shirt, jodhpurs and knee-high jackboots mounted the podium. Both bound women visibly tensed when he cracked the riding crop in his right hand against his calf.

'Now that our two lovely slaves are in place, we can begin our game,' he boomed. 'These two beauties have no idea what manner of pain and humiliation lies in store for them over the next sixty minutes, but doesn't every slave love surprises? We're fortunate to have them at our mercy, so let's not spare them.

'The game we are about to play is called Pleasure and Pain - two things guaranteed to test the endurance of our slaves. When I give the signal, their masters will come up and begin subjecting them to the two P's. Whichever slave first makes a sound shall earn for the other either sixty seconds of the most exquisite pleasure and for herself sixty seconds of pain, or the other way round. She won't know which until a sticker is removed from her breasts. If it's black underneath, pain is the penalty. If it's white, the reward is pleasure. So masters, don't keep your eager slaves waiting any longer.'

The master of ceremonies stepped aside as two other men mounted the podium and took their places before their respective slaves. At the sound of a shrill whistle the man standing before the blonde produced from beneath his black leather jacket a feather duster, and his companion a sleek black vibrator.

The bound blonde squirmed in an agony of discomfort as the feather duster set to work, tickling the sensitive spots under her armpits and around her waist. The other master glided the thrumming crown of the vibrator over the puckering folds of the brunette's dark thatched sex. She bit her lower lip in order to contain a whimper of pleasure.

The masters teased and tormented their slaves with well-practised and fiendish expertise, manipulating them to the point where they could not help crying out. After several minutes of sustained tickle torture, the blonde finally uttered a small cry. Her master peeled a label from her left breast and held it up for the audience to see. The sticky surface was black, which meant that the other slave was condemned to sixty seconds of pain. Her delighted master produced a small silver chain with a steel clip on either end. She squealed as the clamps were fitted to her labia, then mercilessly tugged, stretching her slick nether lips. Constance winced in sympathy, unable to imagine the terrible torment the helpless captive must be suffering. While this was happening, the other master sucked the stiff brown nipples of her fortunate companion and fondled lovingly between her thighs.

Following sixty seconds of pussy torture that must have felt more like an hour to the slave on the receiving end, the clamps were removed and the second round of the game commenced. This involved a greased red rubber ball, the size of a golf ball, being inserted in the vagina of either woman. Their masters then began lashing between their thighs with a cat o' nine tails, hard enough to cause discomfort rather than real pain. The first slave to lose her slippery ball was deemed the loser, or winner, depending on the colour on the underside of the sticker peeled from her breasts. Once again, it was the blonde who first lost control, the ball popping from her pussy and rolling off the stage. This time she was not so fortunate. Her label had a white underside, which meant her companion received the pleasure, while she was subjected to the pain.
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