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      Chapter One

      
      
      KAREN MASTERS SLOTTED the video into the machine, picked up the remote control and made herself comfortable on the Miltons’ big, cream-coloured
         sofa. For the first time since she had come to stay with them a month ago they had left her alone in the house, and she was
         looking forward to a night on her own.
      

      
      Karen had arrived in London from Devon to take up a new job and had needed somewhere to stay while she looked for a place
         of her own. The Miltons had offered to rent her a room at a very reasonable price. They used to have a country cottage near
         her mother’s house in Christchurch, and her mother had always kept an eye on it for them. Though they had sold the cottage
         a year ago they were glad to be able to do something positive in return, they said.
      

      
      The Miltons would not be back till late, she knew. They were going to a charity ball at the Grosvenor House Hotel. Karen had
         selected Love Story from their large collection of pre-recorded videos because she felt like something mushy and sentimental. She pressed the
         play button and reached for her glass of red wine. The bottle Barbara Milton had opened for her before they went out stood
         on the coffee table beside the glass.
      

      
      
      Karen watched as the television set flicked into life. For a moment she was puzzled. Instead of the expected opening credits
         and haunting music, the screen was showing a small, square room. The walls were grey as was the carpet but there was no furniture.
         Instead, in the middle of the room was a vertical metal frame, painted black, from which hung a number of chains and leather
         straps.
      

      
      This was clearly not the opening sequence to the Hollywood classic. Karen got to her feet and began to walk towards the video
         recorder. But as she reached for the eject button a tall, slender woman appeared on the screen, walking towards the metal
         frame with her back to the camera. She had sleek long black hair, pinned into a chignon on her head. She was wearing a red
         satin basque with long red suspenders clipped into sheer and shiny black stockings and red satin thong-style panties, no more
         than a thin strip of material that cut deeply into the cleft of her bottom. Her red patent leather stilettos had a spiky four-inch
         heel, which firmed the muscles of her legs and tightened the curves of her pert buttocks. Her arms were sheathed in a pair
         of skin-tight red satin gloves that reached all the way up to her armpits. The woman stood by the frame and began unbuckling
         the leather cuffs that were attached to short chains at each corner.
      

      
      Karen found herself staring at the screen with fascination. But as the woman turned to face the camera, her fascination turned
         to astonishment and embarrassment. She felt herself flush a deep red. The woman was Barbara Milton.
      

      
      The bra of the basque was no more than two crescent-shaped cups of material which lifted but did not hide Barbara’s breasts,
         which were large and round with wide, dark bands of aureole and big cherry-sized nipples. The nipples stood out prominently, puckered and erect.
      

      
      Squatting down, Barbara unbuckled the two cuffs at the foot of the frame. Then she straightened up slowly and raised her right
         hand, crooking her index finger to beckon someone in.
      

      
      Immediately Dan Milton appeared on the screen. He was naked apart from a thick, studded black leather collar around his neck,
         and was crawling on all fours. He moved towards his wife.
      

      
      ‘You know what to do,’ she said in an imperious tone.

      
      Apparently Dan knew exactly what to do. He leant forward and pressed his lips to Barbara’s left shoe, kissing and licking
         the red leather. He gradually worked his way around the back and Barbara opened her legs so that he could put his head between
         them to get at the inner surfaces. She pressed her calves together, trapping his head, then relaxed the pressure so he could
         transfer his attention to the right foot, repeating the same process.
      

      
      ‘Now the heels,’ Barbara said.

      
      Dan rolled on to his back. He had a strong, athletic body, with a broad and quite hairy chest, a flat belly and muscular arms
         and legs. His penis was already erect and Karen could see that it was strapped into some sort of leather harness that lifted
         and separated his balls. Barbara had raised one of her feet and poised it above her husband’s mouth and he reached up and
         sucked enthusiastically on the narrow heel of the shoe.
      

      
      For a moment Karen had an attack of conscience. It was quite obvious what had happened. The Miltons liked to videotape their
         obviously very kinky sex sessions. Clearly one of the tapes had been replaced in the wrong box. Karen should have turned it
         off and chosen another tape. She even got as far as kneeling on the dark blue carpet and looking once again for the eject button on
         the video recorder.
      

      
      ‘All right, now get to your feet – and do it quickly,’ Barbara said sternly.

      
      Karen hesitated. She watched as Dan scrambled to his feet, his circumcised erection bobbing up and down in front of him so
         violently it slapped against his belly. Of course she should have turned the video off and allowed the Miltons their privacy, but she had never seen anything like
         this before and it totally enthralled her. She desperately wanted to see what happened next. She stood up, took a large sip
         of her wine and settled back on to the sofa.

On screen Barbara was busy. She had pulled Dan’s right hand up to the corner
         of the frame and strapped it into one of the padded leather cuffs that hung from the chains. His left hand and his ankles
         were treated in the same manner until he was spread-eagled across the frame, his muscular body taut and strained. Karen could
         see the leather harness that was wrapped around his cock more clearly now. A strap wound around the bottom of the shaft and
         under his balls. Attached to this were two other very thin straps that circled his balls so tightly that the skin of his scrotum
         was stretched taut. His cock was visibly throbbing against the restraint.
      

      
      ‘That’s better,’ Barbara said. ‘Are you comfortable?’

      
      ‘No,’ he said.

      
      Barbara raised her hand and slapped her open palm against his cock. ‘No, what?’

      
      ‘No, Mistress Barbara,’ Dan intoned.

      
      ‘How dare you forget how to address me.’

      
      ‘Sorry, Mistress Barbara.’

      
      ‘Oh, you will be sorry, I can assure you of that.’

      
      Barbara walked out of the shot. The camera was obviously positioned on a fixed tripod to take in about two or three feet on either side of the frame, but nothing else.
      

      
      A moment later she was back, carrying a riding crop with a braided leather handle and a gag. She tucked the whip under her
         arm then raised the gag. It consisted of an orange ball attached to a leather strap.
      

      
      ‘Open your mouth,’ Barbara instructed. ‘We don’t want to let the neighbours hear you scream, do we now?’

      
      Dan opened his mouth and Barbara forced the ball into his mouth and behind his teeth, buckling the leather strap tightly around
         his head. The gag was so big it forced Dan’s lips wide apart.
      

      
      ‘That’s better,’ Barbara said, patting his distended cheek.

      
      She walked around behind the frame, carefully examining her husband’s helplessly bound body, running her satin-gloved hand
         down his back and over his buttocks.
      

      
      ‘Do you agree that you need to be punished?’

      
      Dan nodded his head.

      
      ‘Then I think it’s time we began, don’t you?’

      
      Barbara took the crop in her right hand, raised it to the level of her shoulder and slashed it down on to Dan’s unprotected
         buttocks. His whole body shuddered and he cried out, the sound effectively muffled by the gag. But almost before the cry had
         died away Barbara raised the crop again and slashed it down twice in quick succession.

      
      ‘Three nice red welts,’ she said. She wrapped her arms around his chest and pressed her body into his back, rubbing her belly
         against his buttocks. He moaned, a noise that was a mixture of agony and ecstasy.
      

      
      
      Each stroke, each concussion of leather on flesh, had had a profound effect on Karen. She felt her sex spasm sharply. Her
         nipples had hardened too, pressing against the soft material of her bra as though trying to bore through it.
      

      
      Barbara’s tongue licked her husband’s ear, then pushed right inside it. ‘Do you want more?’ she whispered.

      
      He shook his head violently.

      
      ‘Pity,’ Barbara said. ‘Because you’re going to get more.’

      
      She came around the front of the frame and raised the crop. Karen could see Dan’s eyes widening as he continued to shake his
         head. Barbara sliced the crop down on the top of his thighs, narrowly missing his cock. She aimed a second blow slightly lower.
      

      
      Again Karen felt her body respond. She was wearing a light blue tracksuit, bra and panties, and realised to her surprise that
         she had buried her hand deep between her legs and was pressing in on it with her thighs.
      

      
      ‘That’s enough for the moment. What do you say?’

      
      Through the gag Dan managed to produce muffled words that sounded like, ‘Thank you, Mistress Barbara.’

      
      ‘Good boy.’

      
      Barbara circled his rock hard cock with her gloved hand and squeezed it until she made him moan. A drop of liquid had formed
         at the tip of his urethra and it dripped on to the floor. Forming a fist Barbara casually wanked her hand up and down the
         shaft a couple of times and Karen saw Dan’s whole body tense.
      

      
      ‘Not yet you don’t,’ Barbara said, letting it go. ‘It’ll be a long time before you’re allowed any pleasure. A long time. I
         mightn’t even bother with you tonight.’ She laughed, turned her back on him and walked out of the picture. ‘I’m going to get a drink. I have no idea how long I’ll be. Don’t go away,’ she said, and Karen heard a door open
         then close again.
      

      
      Dan stood in his bondage, unable to do anything but struggle against his chains, which he did quite violently at first. Then,
         realising he was getting nowhere, he resorted to pumping his hips as if trying to fuck the air.
      

      
      Suddenly the screen went fuzzy. After a second or two the picture was restored. This time it showed another angle of the same
         grey room. The camera must have been moved around and was pointing at a flat slatted wooden frame about the size of a small
         double bed. Leather straps were attached to it at various points, and leather cuffs like the one on the vertical metal frame
         were clipped to chains at each corner. Hanging above it was a white rope that had been threaded through a pulley and tied
         to a cleat on the wall behind.
      

      
      Barbara, in the same outfit, strode into the shot from a position that suggested it had been her who had adjusted the camera.
         She stood at the foot of the frame with her arms akimbo and her legs apart.
      

      
      ‘Get over here,’ she said, her tone still unyielding.

      
      Dan crawled over to her on all fours as he had done before. Karen could see three long red stripes decorating his buttocks.
         He came to rest in front of his wife, his eyes level with her belly.
      

      
      ‘Take my panties down,’ she ordered.

      
      ‘Yes, Mistress Barbara,’ he said. He raised his hands.

      
      ‘No, you fool,’ she said, slapping them down. ‘Use your mouth.’ She reached behind his head and unstrapped the gag, letting
         it fall to the ground.
      

      
      Dan leant forward. Awkwardly he tried to grasp the tight slippery material with his lips. It was quite clear that this was impossible so he ran his tongue along the side of the panties and pulled them out slightly so he could grasp
         them with his teeth. Then he began tugging them down. He managed to get the waistband over her thighs but the crotch was so
         deeply buried in her sex that he could not free it, however hard he tugged.
      

      
      ‘You are completely useless,’ Barbara said. She stepped away from him, pulling the panties down herself. They fell to the
         floor. ‘Pick them up,’ she said, stepping out of them.
      

      
      To Karen’s astonishment Barbara’s sex was completely shaven. Her mons was smooth and sleek and she could see the first inch
         or two of her rather plump labia nestling between her legs.
      

      
      Dan apparently knew better than to try and use his hands again. He stooped down and picked the red satin panties up with his
         teeth. Barbara stuffed them into his mouth.
      

      
      ‘Now get on the frame,’ she instructed.

      
      Dan did as he was ordered. Barbara knelt at his side and wrapped leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles, spread-eagling
         him for a second time, but now horizontally. She adjusted the chains that held the cuffs until his body was stretched taut.
         For a moment she stood looking down at him as if admiring her work. Karen could see Dan’s eyes staring at her long legs in
         the sheer black stockings, the black nylon welts pulled into peaks on her creamy thighs.
      

      
      ‘My turn now,’ she said.

      
      She swung her thigh across his head so her sex was poised immediately over his mouth and she was facing his feet, then plucked
         the panties out of his mouth and threw them aside. Slowly she lowered herself down on to him, until her smooth but bulging
         labia were an inch away from his lips.
      

      
      
      Karen watched as he raised his head and pressed his tongue into the slit of her sex. He moved it all the way up and all the
         way back two or three times, then concentrated on her clitoris, the tip of his tongue batting it from side to side. Barbara
         moaned loudly. She clutched both her breasts in her hands, her fingers tweaking at her nipples, then squirmed down on him,
         pressing her sex against his mouth and rolling her hips.
      

      
      Dan’s mouth all but disappeared underneath her, but Karen could see he was still moving, his tongue no doubt, continuing to
         work on her clit. After a few minutes Barbara lifted herself up off him altogether, and ran her hand down to her sex, briefly
         thrusting one finger then two into her vagina. The role she had been playing, the way she had reduced her husband to her slave,
         had clearly excited her since Dan’s face was glistening under the rather harsh lights, her juices running all over it.
      

      
      Barbara moaned again as she buried her fingers deep in her own body, her big breasts quivering. Then she withdrew them and
         lowered herself, once more grinding down on Dan’s mouth.
      

      
      In seconds she was coming. She pinched her nipples between the finger and thumb of both hands and lifted her breasts, straining
         the buttery flesh up out of the support of the basque. This made her moan even louder, partly in pain. But she did not let
         go. As Dan’s tongue worked ceaselessly on her clit, she shuddered, threw her head back, opened her mouth and let out a long,
         low scream.
      

      
      As Karen watched she felt her own body throbbing too. Quite unconsciously she had worked her finger against her clit, pressing
         the tracksuit and the panties she was wearing underneath into her sex. She had never seen anything like this in her life,
         but however bizarre and outré there was no doubt that it was exciting her in a way that nothing else ever had. She could feel her juices running down the inside of her vagina and her nipples were so
         hard they felt like little pebbles.
      

      
      Barbara lifted herself off her husband. She picked the red satin panties off the frame and wiped his face with them, then
         stuffed them into his mouth. Swinging round to face him, she straddled his chest, then ‘walked’ back until her sex was directly
         over his erection. In this position, with her legs spread apart, Karen could see every detail, from the perfectly round and
         puckered circle of her anus to the long open crack of her sex. Barbara’s outer labia were thick and rubbery while the inner
         lips, pursed around the entrance to her vagina, were thin and delicate. She thought she could even see her clitoris, a little
         pink button just under the fourchette. It looked swollen and engorged.
      

      
      Of course Karen had seen naked girls in the showers at school but she had never seen an adult woman so lewdly exposed, and
         once again she felt her clit spasm wildly. She would not have imagined that the sight could have such a profound effect on
         her, but what she was seeing made her feel a unique pulse of excitement, like nothing she had felt before.
      

      
      Barbara grasped her husband’s cock in her hand and guided it into her labia. Using it like a dildo she brushed the top of
         the glans back and forth across her clit, making herself moan. She teased herself like this for a few minutes then pushed
         his cock to the entrance of her vagina and held it there.
      

      
      ‘You are not allowed to come. If you come without my permission you will not be allowed to come again for a whole week. You
         do understand that, don’t you?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Mistress Barbara,’ Dan said, his voice muffled by the panties, though Karen could see his cock was already spasming
         between Barbara’s fingers.
      

      
      
      ‘Good.’

      
      Barbara dropped her full weight on him, forcing his cock into the depths of her sex. She moaned loudly then ground herself
         down on him, wriggling her hips from side to side. Then she began riding him. There was no question of subtlety or finesse;
         she rode him wildly, pulling herself almost off him then slamming herself back down again, each penetration making her moan
         with pleasure.
      

      
      Karen could actually see his cock sliding in and out of her, slick with her juices, the cock strap at its base cutting deeply
         into the tumescent flesh. The strange thing was that every forward thrust produced a feeling deep in Karen’s sex, almost as
         if the cock was plunging into her.
      

      
      Barbara slowed her rhythm, almost stopping. She drew herself up off Dan until most of his glans was visible, then dropped
         down on him so he was buried completely in her. But this time she did not lift herself again. Instead she screwed herself
         down, spreading her legs further apart as if wanting to gain an extra inch of penetration, her clit crushed between their
         bodies. Then she let out a piercing scream and her whole body shuddered.
      

      
      Karen took off her tracksuit bottoms and pulled the crotch of her little white cotton panties aside. With about as much subtlety
         as Barbara had displayed she jammed two fingers into her vagina. It was soaking wet.
      

      
      On screen Barbara lifted herself off her husband, Dan’s cock slipping out of her body and slapping down against his belly.
         She got to her feet.
      

      
      ‘Perhaps I should leave you here to cool off,’ she said. She reached forward and plucked the panties from his mouth.

      
      ‘No, please Mistress,’ he said.

      
      
      ‘What do you want then?’ she asked.

      
      Dan did not reply. He strained his body up towards his wife and bucked his hips.

      
      She laughed. ‘You don’t imagine I’m really going to let you fuck me do you?’

      
      One of her stockings had wrinkled at the knee and she put her foot up on the frame near his head and stooped to straighten
         it, using both her hands to smooth the nylon from ankle to thigh. She undid one of the suspenders then clipped it back into
         the darker welt of the stocking so it was held perfectly tight. Karen could see Dan’s eyes following every movement, his cock
         twitching in its harness.
      

      
      Without a word Barbara disappeared out of shot. She was back only seconds later carrying an odd-looking device. It seemed to
         consist of a cylindrical dildo crudely moulded to resemble an erect male penis, except that at the top and bottom leather
         straps projected from each side.
      

      
      ‘No,’ Dan said when he saw it.

      
      ‘No? You would rather I left you here in that state?’ She nodded at his cock.

      
      ‘Please don’t use that,’ he said.

      
      ‘You don’t have any choice,’ she said testily.

      
      She knelt on the wooden frame, pulled his cock into a vertical position and placed the cylinder against it. Then she wound
         the lower strap around his already tightly strapped cock and buckled it into position. The upper strap fitted just under the
         ridge at the base of his glans. She stood up.
      

      
      ‘Don’t you think it’s good of me to give you this privilege?’ she said. ‘What do you say?’

      
      ‘Thank you, Mistress Barbara,’ he said, clearly afraid that any further show of petulance would bring him worse treatment.

      
      
      Barbara straddled his chest, facing his feet, giving him a view of her smooth, hairless sex. She fiddled with the base of
         the dildo and it began to hum. Karen saw Dan’s cock twitch wildly, springing up from his belly before bouncing down again.
      

      
      ‘I give you permission to come,’ Barbara said. She wriggled herself back towards his face then pinched both of his nipples
         with her long fingernails and pulled them up.
      

      
      Dan moaned loudly. His cock jerked up off his belly again three or four times, then Karen saw a jet of spunk shoot from its
         tip, arcing up over his body so far that some of it spattered against Barbara’s belly, though most landed on his chest.
      

      
      ‘Good boy,’ she said.

      
      The picture went fuzzy again, then the screen turned a uniform blue. The video was over.

      
      Karen was almost unaware of it. The images from the screen had burned themselves into her mind so deeply that she only had
         to close her eyes to see them again, to see Barbara’s shaven sex poised above Dan’s cock, to watch his spunk jetting from
         his wildly throbbing cock. She thrust her fingers deeper into her body and used her thumb to rub against her clit. In seconds,
         in less than seconds, she was coming, every nerve in her body set on edge, her sex contracting around her fingers while her
         clit spasmed furiously. She screamed, a scream as fervent as the one Barbara had given on the tape, and her whole body seemed
         to go rigid, the hardness of her muscle in stark contrast to the melting softness at the centre of her sex. She had never
         felt anything like this before.
      

      
      It took her a few minutes to recover. Her orgasm had been so powerful that it was almost like waking from a deep sleep and
         trying to remember where you were. She opened her eyes and gazed at the television, unable to recall for a second why she was there and what she had been doing.
         Then it all came flooding back.
      

      
      She got to her feet a little shakily, picked up and finished her glass of wine, then ejected the tape from the video recorder
         and placed it back in the Love Story box. All the videos were stored in a large cabinet with black glass doors but now she noticed that as well as the many official
         tapes there were literally dozens of other tapes, numbered but not titled with a felt pen. Very determinedly she avoided the
         temptation to get one out.
      

      
      Karen felt a wave of embarrassment at having witnessed what was clearly a very private moment. She had read magazine articles
         about couples who used sado-masochism and bondage as a way of spicing up their sex lives but she had never come across it
         in real life. In the weeks that she had lived with them neither Barbara nor Dan had given any hint that these were the sort
         of sex games they obviously enjoyed. Although now she came to think of it, she had caught Barbara being rather domineering
         to her husband on a couple of occasions but she had put that down to normal marital interplay. She had had no idea that, in
         the bedroom, he was prepared to be her total slave, or that Barbara clearly relished the idea of being his absolute master.
      

      
      Her own reaction to what she had seen was just as unequivocal. She was not a virgin but she had to admit to herself that her
         sexual experiences so far had been less than satisfactory. The three lovers she had had to date had all been conscientious
         and accomplished, but her reaction to them, to the feeling of their erections thrusting into her body, had been muted. The
         sensations had been pleasant enough but none of the men had brought her to a climax, and certainly none of them had ever given her the sort of pleasure she had felt a few minutes
         ago by her own hand.
      

      
      And that in itself was puzzling. She had masturbated before but it too had proved a far from satisfactory experience. Occasionally,
         usually when she was in bed at night and unable to sleep, she had stroked her clitoris, slipped one or two fingers into her
         vagina, and brought herself to a pleasant crescendo which she had thought of as an orgasm. But again it was nothing in comparison
         to this roaring flood of feelings.
      

      
      What was more, her body refused to relax; though her orgasm had been all-consuming it had left her wanting more. She could
         still feel little tremors of pleasure pulsing through her sex, and her clitoris was so swollen it seemed to be thrusting out
         between her labia. Her breasts felt heavy and she was intensely aware of her nipples. The impulse to collapse back on the
         sofa and masturbate again was, she thought, the strongest sexual need she had ever encountered. But she resisted it. The night,
         she told herself firmly, was young. Her imagination was running riot. There were all sorts of things she wanted to do before
         the Miltons got back.
      

      
      She poured herself another glass of wine and climbed the stairs, letting herself into the Miltons’ bedroom. She felt like
         a thief in the night but her curiosity had got the better of her. The bedroom had a large built-in wardrobe that occupied
         one whole wall of the room. She opened the sliding doors on one side and found a rack of male clothes. The middle section
         was hung with Barbara’s dresses and the other end was fitted with shelves and drawers containing Dan’s socks and pants and
         what looked like Barbara’s lingerie – everyday wear, functional bras and panties in cotton and polyester. There was also a drawer of more alluring items in silk and satin and lace, but they
         were mostly teddies and bodies and bra and pants sets. A third drawer contained packets of tights, divided into their different
         colours.
      

      
      They were not what Karen was looking for. There were two largish chests of drawers on either side of the big double bed. Guessing
         from the bowl of rings and trinkets on the right-hand chest that this was Barbara’s side of the bed, she opened the top drawer.
      

      
      She found herself staring at a selection of dildoes. There were four or five at least, all in different shapes and materials,
         from one the size of a finger in cream plastic to a black rubber example, crudely fashioned to resemble a male phallus, and
         so big that Karen could not imagine how any woman could accommodate it. There were other items too, a thick metal chain with
         two odd-looking oval clips at each end, a thin thread with two adjustable loops, and a pair of metal handcuffs, a blindfold,
         a gag and two blue jars of what looked like cold cream.
      

      
      Karen opened the next drawer down. She felt a thrill of pleasure as she fingered through the contents. She had found what
         she was looking for. There were five basques, including the red satin one she had just seen on video. There was one in black
         leather and a dramatic violet-coloured one in soft velvet. There were two in PVC that laced up the front, one black and one
         red, as well as waspies and suspender belts, platform bras and bras with no cups at all, just an arrangement of straps that
         surrounded the breasts.
      

      
      She opened the bottom drawer. It contained a huge selection of stockings in an amazing variety of colours, some sheer, some
         opaque, some patterned. There were white and black fishnets, lacy-topped hold-ups in glossy black, and stockings with fully fashioned heels and a seam.
      

      
      Carefully trying to remember exactly how the drawer had looked so she could put it back that way later, Karen extracted the
         red satin basque. She held it up in front of her. Though Barbara was fifteen years older than her they both had remarkably
         similar figures, tall and slender, and, as Karen had seen so graphically for herself, with roughly the same size bust.
      

      
      Karen dropped the basque on the big double bed and stripped off her tracksuit top, bra and sodden wet panties. She checked
         her watch again to make sure there was absolutely no possibility of being disturbed unexpectedly. Even if the Miltons did
         not stay to dance and left immediately after the dinner, they would not be home for at least two hours, and it was more likely
         they wouldn’t be home until two or three in the morning. She had plenty of time.
      

      
      Quickly, she wrapped the basque around her body. It felt cold to the touch and made her shiver. But it was a shiver of pure
         pleasure. As she fastened it at the back and the garment tightened around her body, the boned corset reduced her waist to
         almost hourglass proportions, making her catch her breath.
      

      
      There was a mirror on the wall opposite the foot of the bed and she stared at her reflection looking for any changes. Karen
         had long blonde hair that fell to her shoulders and a delicately featured face, with a small mouth, pouting lips, a straight
         nose and high hollow cheeks. Her big blue eyes stared back at her with an expression of feigned innocence, a smile hovering
         on her lips.
      

      
      The crescent-shaped cups of the bra lifted her round, firm breasts and exposed them, making them feel prickly and sensitive. Her nipples, a dark ruby red, had puckered into tight knots.
      

      
      She went back to the chest of drawers and pulled out a pair of black glossy stockings like the ones she had seen in the video.
         Being extra careful not to ladder them she pulled them up her legs and clipped them into the suspenders that dangled from
         the basque. She had never worn stockings before and they created a strange sensation. The skin above the welts felt incredibly
         soft and vulnerable in contrast to the tight nylon below. The suspenders were tight and bit into the pliant flesh of her hips
         and thighs.
      

      
      There was one thing missing. The shoes. Karen searched the wardrobe and soon found seven pairs with the ultra-high heels. There
         were two pairs of ankle boots, two pairs of black suede shoes, with one each in red and black patent leather. The final pair
         were PVC thigh-high boots. Wanting to exactly mimic the video she had just seen Karen eased her feet into the red patent leather.
         Barbara was probably one size bigger than her but they fitted perfectly well.
      

      
      Karen turned and looked into the mirror again; she hardly recognised herself. The tight basque, the stockings and the shoes
         had transformed her body. Her breasts and the band of flesh between the top of the stockings and the bottom of the basque
         looked yielding and impossibly creamy in contrast to the shiny red satin. The shoes had shaped her legs, and as she turned
         to look over her shoulder to glimpse her back she could see that her buttocks were pouted and firm, the gluteal fold deeper
         than it had ever been before. She looked like an expensive whore.
      

      
      The sight made her sex throb strongly. She would have liked to find the gloves and the satin panties to complete the picture
         but she could not wait. She lay on the bed without pulling back the cream-coloured counterpane and opened her legs, staring at the view of her sex in the mirror. She
         could not see as much of her vulva as she had seen of Barbara’s early on because her sex was covered with a thick bush of
         fair pubic hair. But as she bent her knees, digging the heels of the shoes into the bedding, and spreading her thighs even
         further apart, she saw the mouth of her vagina wink open. The scarlet maw glistened and she could feel her juices running
         down the velvet walls of her vagina and out over her labia.
      

      
      Lifting her buttocks she moved her hand under her legs and jammed her fingers into her sex. It had never felt so hot or so
         raw, all her nerves reacting with a huge pulse of feeling. But even with three fingers thrust in right up to the knuckle it
         was not enough. She wanted more and she knew exactly where to get it.
      

      
      The clothes made her look like a whore but they also made her feel like a different person too and that emboldened her. Pulling her fingers from her sex, she stretched across to the bedside
         chest, opened the top drawer again and extracted a gold torpedo-shaped dildo. Smiling at herself in the mirror she licked
         the phallic object, then sucked it into her mouth. It was a measure of her sexual ingenuousness that she had never used a
         dildo before. She had seen them in the windows of sex shops since she had arrived in London but had never given them a second
         thought. As her body had been so slow to respond sexually in the past she had come to think of herself as having a very low
         sex drive, and therefore had little interest or curiosity in any aspect of the subject.
      

      
      Her clit pulsed strongly as if demanding her attention. She scissored her legs apart and turned the gnarled base at the bottom
         of the cylinder. The dildo began to hum loudly.
      

      
      
      On another occasion she could imagine teasing herself with this instrument, running the tip over her breasts or along her
         thigh. But tonight the shock of what she had discovered and the effect it had had on her left her in no mood for subtleties,
         and she jammed the vibrator right up against her clit. Almost immediately her body responded with a huge wave of pleasure.
         The vibrations rippled out from her clit until they reached the depths of her vagina where a new set of nerves began oscillating
         at the same frequency.
      

      
      This was wonderful. In seconds she was on the brink of orgasm. Her eyes were forced closed and there in the darkness the images
         of the video waited for her again. She saw Barbara’s satin-gloved hand guiding Dan’s cock into her shiny wet labia. She imagined
         herself doing the same thing, feeling his heat and hardness right there, teasing him with her body while he was completely
         powerless to do anything about it. She saw his body stretched out across the frame, bound and helpless, completely at her
         mercy.
      

      
      Karen arched her head back until it was almost at right angles to her spine and opened her mouth to scream with delight, but
         her second orgasm was so intense that no sound came out.
      

      
      She couldn’t believe how quickly she had come. What had passed for orgasms when she’d masturbated before had always taken
         so long to achieve. This one had been virtually instantaneous.
      

      
      And once again it had left her wanting more. The moment the wave of pleasure subsided she pushed the tip of the vibrating
         dildo lower, until it was nestled in her labia. She raised her head to look in the mirror and could see the gold shaft glinting
         in the light.
      

      
      This time she did tease herself. She eased the vibrating tip of the dildo into her vagina an inch or two then pulled it out again. She stroked it up and down the whole length of her slit, brushing her clit and causing a new frisson
         of excitement, before bringing it back to her vagina. She angled it inward again, and then suddenly, tired of that game, thrust
         it inside. Her sex was so wet there was no resistance and the dildo plunged right up to the neck of her womb. Her sex clenched
         around it strongly, producing a sharp pulse of pleasure that made her moan. The vibrations immediately charged through the
         nerves deep inside her, nerves that she had hardly been aware of before. Obviously determined to assert their new-found dynamism
         they reacted with waves of sheer ecstacy.
      

      
      Karen withdrew her hand from the base of the vibrator and tried to hold it in place with the muscles of her sex. She could
         see it in the mirror, her labia pursed around the gold shaft. But her muscles were too weak or her sex too slippery, as the
         dildo began sliding out. Quickly she pushed it back up with her finger.
      

      
      She was coming again now. In the mirror she could see the tight red satin that banded her body and the taut suspenders that
         held the stockings. She had never worn clothes like this before but there was no doubt in her mind that they were adding to
         her excitement, not only by fuelling her fantasies but physically too; the constriction of the corset seemed to increase the
         intensity of everything she felt, like a lid screwed on a pressure cooker. Her whole body was trembling as she allowed the
         dildo to slide a few inches out of her vagina then jammed it up again. As the tip of the hard plastic hit the neck of her
         womb an explosion of feeling overtook her. Her clitoris went into spasm and now she did scream, long and loud, a crescendo
         of sound that exactly matched the soaring pleasure she was feeling.
      

      
      
      She lay on the bed, finally sated. Releasing her grip on the dildo she felt it slowly slide from her body. As it finally fell
         on to the bed another tremor of pleasure made her gasp.
      

      
      For a while she could do nothing but lay there staring up at the ceiling, her eyes glazed, as if she were floating, her mind
         on another plane. Only slowly did reality seep back and she realised that she had to get up.
      

      
      Quickly she stripped off the shoes, stockings and basque, replacing them exactly where she had found them. She wiped the dildo
         on the top of her tracksuit – not wishing to do it on one of the bathroom towels in case it was noticed – and replaced that
         too. She straightened the counterpane. There was a slight wet patch in the middle of it but she was sure that would dry by
         the time the Miltons got home. She collected her tracksuit bottoms from the front room then went to bed, feeling totally exhausted.
         It had certainly not been the night she had planned for herself.
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