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      Chapter One

      
      

         The first strap was wound around her left wrist. Clara twisted her head to one side to watch as the leather was buckled tightly.
               The black leather bit into her flesh but there was no pain. The strap was attached to a metal ring set at the corner of the
               wooden frame. The second strap secured her right wrist and the third and fourth her ankles, so she was spread-eagled across
               the frame and quite helpless. The position of her arms pulled her pectorals taut and lifted her breasts, which were naked.
               In fact they had stripped her of everything but a small pair of black satin panties which barely covered the thick growth
               of her pubic hair.
         

         The woman who had bound her stood back as if to admire her work. She was tall and elegant, her long, red hair cascading over
               her shoulders. She wore a tight, white blouse and a long, black pencil-skirt that clung to the contours of her buttocks and
               thighs. She had pinched, neat ankles sheathed in sheer black nylon with a seam rising from her black patent-leather high-heels.
         

         ‘We have to start somewhere,’ she said.
         

         She sat on the side of the frame. Her captive inhaled her musky perfume. The woman’s hand ran down Clara’s body, over the
               corded sinews of her neck, down over her breasts, squeezing each one in turn, then on to her flat belly and the black satin
               of the panties. Her fingers delved between Clara’s open legs, then pushed up hard, pressing the material into her labia, screwing
               it into her.
         

         ‘After the Master it will be my turn,’ she said, the tip of her tongue licking her top lip. ‘Remember that.’
         

         She took a strip of black silk and bound it around the girl’s head, blindfolding her with it. She got up, took one final,
               long look at the bound girl, then turned and walked out of the room, her high-heels clacking on the stone floor. She slammed
               the heavy door and Clara heard the key turn in the lock.
         

      



      
      The book lay on the kitchen table. Sandra Seymour had unpacked all her shopping before taking her shower and had forgotten
         about it until she came back into the kitchen to pour herself a glass of white wine from the bottle she always kept in the
         fridge. Then the picture on the cover caught her eye once again, as it had in the shop. The girl it featured was a beautiful
         and slender brunette, her long, shiny black hair brushed over her shoulders like a mantilla. She was wearing a black lace
         body through which her heavy breasts and the dark circles of her areolae could be seen quite clearly. The girl was kneeling,
         her hands clasped behind her back. In front of her, clad in a heavy, dark red velvet full-length robe, a man stood with his
         back to the camera. He was looking down at her and had his right hand on her head as though he were a priest offering absolution.
         In his other hand he held a long, coiled whip, though he did not appear to be menacing her with it.
      

      
      All this, for some reason she did not understand, Sandra had found compelling. It struck a chord in her. There was something
         about the expression the photographer had managed to capture in the kneeling girl’s eyes. There was excitement there, clearly,
         and a glint of fear, but most of all a look of absolute submission. The man was her master, and she was his slave.
      

      
      Of course, Sandra knew perfectly well she was probably reading her own reactions into what, for someone else, might well be
         a blank face. But that was interesting in itself. How did she come to imagine the feelings of a girl in such a situation?
         It was certainly something she had never thought of before, at least not consciously. Her puzzlement, and the odd, rather sick excitement the photograph had engendered, had
         made her buy it. She had never bought anything like it before.
      

      
      She felt the same response again now. She sat at the table, sipped the wine and, opening the book, read on.

      
      

         His study was dark and dismal, apart from a roaring log fire in the huge, Gothic stone fireplace, its flicking light only
               occasionally reaching into the shadows.
         

         ‘Kneel,’ he said, his voice betraying no emotion.
         

         Clara did as she was told.
         

         ‘Good,’ he said, smiling a rather odd, thin smile. ‘There is only one rule,’ he continued, leaning back in the leather wing-chair.
               ‘It is simple. You are here to obey. Whatever. Whoever. With no qualifications. Do you understand?’
         

         ‘Yes, Master.’ Her heart was pounding.
         

         ‘If you obey I will teach you everything there is to know. Things you had not imagined. If you do not, you will be sent away,
               never to return. Have you ever been whipped?’
         

         ‘No, Master.’ The idea sent a shiver of fear through her. But it was fear laced with an almost unbelievable excitement.
         

         ‘I shall have you bound and whipped, child. For my amusement. I shall want to see your pretty tears. They will excite me. You
               do want to excite me don’t you, child?’
         

         ‘Yes, Master.’ She wanted that very much. Why else was she here? She would have done anything to give him pleasure because
               he was her Master.
         

         ‘Have you been with a woman?’
         

         ‘A woman, Master?’ She did not understand.
         

         ‘A woman. Have you been caressed by a woman, kissed by a woman, have you come on a woman’s mouth?’
         

         ‘No, Master.’ She tried to keep the horror at the thought out of her voice, but then realised that it was not the only emotion
               she was experiencing. Once again, vivid excitement was interlaced with her fearfulness.
         

‘I shall put you to a woman, child. I shall want to see you being used by a woman. For my amusement.’
         

         ‘Yes, Master.’
         

         ‘That is only the beginning. There are no limits, no reservations. You are simply a slave and will be used accordingly.’
         

         Now Clara’s emotion was unambiguous. She felt a surge of arousal. ‘Oh, Master.’
         

         He had seen the signs. That is why he had brought her here. She was a natural, the perfect submissive. All he had to do was
               train her, the way he trained all the girls.
         

         ‘Now I want you to slip your clothes off.’
         

         ‘My clothes, Master?’
         

         He made a strange little noise of disapproval, clicking his tongue against his palate. ‘Don’t make me repeat myself Take your
               blouse off first,’ he said coldly.
         

         Her hands were trembling. She fumbled with the buttons. She wanted to show him her body but was afraid that he would not be
               pleased by it, that he would reject her.
         

         ‘Come on, child,’ he urged impatiently. He crossed his legs. The scarlet robe he was wearing fell away to reveal his powerfully
               muscled thighs. She thought she could see the outline of his penis under the silky material.
         

         The blouse slipped off her shoulders. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her big heavy breasts, crested by dark, puckered nipples,
               quivered as they were unveiled. He had instructed her to wear nothing under her outer clothes.
         

         ‘Very good.’ He leant forward and examined her breasts carefully. ‘Can you suck your own nipples?’
         

         ‘Yes, Master.’
         

         ‘Do it for me.’
         

         She took the weight of her left breast in her hand and fed her nipple into her mouth. Her body shuddered as she let him see
               her teeth pinching the tender flesh. Without being prompted, she did the same with her right breast. The pangs of sensation
               this created left her feeling weak. Her nipples seemed to be on fire. They had never felt so sensitive.
         

         ‘Now your skirt. You may stand, child.’ He leant back in the chair again, resting his head against the leather and closing
               his eyes momentarily, as though the burden he carried was too much for him.
         

         Clara got to her feet, unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She stepped out of it, unsure whether or not to take
               off her high-heeled shoes. As he had not ordered her to do so she left them on.
         

         ‘Come here, in front of me. Kneel again.’
         

         She moved towards him, intensely aware of his eyes roaming her naked body.
         

         As she knelt in front of him his hands unknotted the belt of his robe. He parted the silk to reveal his erection. His cock
               was circumcised and very smooth, the glans wider than the shaft.
         

         ‘Clasp your hands behind your back.’ His voice had a more serious tone now.
         

         Clara obeyed immediately. The position thrust her breasts forward and her shoulders back.
         

         The Master spent a long time examining her body before he finally said, ‘Yes, a very pretty specimen. Very fine. I am pleased.’
         

         Clara felt a wonderful sense of relief. Though she did not properly understand why, pleasing her Master had become the single
               most important thing in her life, the core of her existence.
         

         At that moment the study door opened. A tall redhead stood in the doorway, her emerald-coloured eyes surveying the scene.
               She was dressed in tight leather breeches and a black leather blouse. The plunging neckline of the blouse revealed the upper
               surfaces of her breasts encased in a lacy black bra.
         

         ‘Is she ready?’ she said.
         

         ‘As always your timing is perfect.’
         

         ‘A pretty little thing, I must say. Do you want me to take her downstairs?’ The woman walked forward until she was standing by Clara’s side.
         

         ‘Yes. But first …’ He looked into his lap and the woman laughed. It was a strident noise that did not come easily to her. She
               put her hand on the back of Clara’s head and pushed it forward towards the Master’s cock.
         

         ‘Take it in your mouth, girl, show your Master what you can do.’
         

      



      
      The doorbell startled Sandra. She had been so engrossed in the book she had completely forgotten Michael was picking her up
         at eight. She was still wearing the cotton robe she had put on after her shower. She was supposed to be dressed and ready.
      

      
      ‘Hi,’ she said, opening the front door to her flat.

      
      ‘Hi … Oh … I thought we were …’

      
      ‘Come in. Sorry, I fell asleep,’ she lied, not wanting to tell him the truth.

      
      ‘That’s all right.’ He looked as if he meant it.

      
      She closed the door. ‘Do you want a drink while I get ready? I won’t be long.’ She was having trouble coming back to the real
         world. She had identified so strongly with the situation in the book she was surprised the Master and the redhead were not
         there in the room.
      

      
      ‘Thanks … wine’ll do.’

      
      Sandra walked through into the kitchen. The book still lay on the table. The supplicant girl’s eyes seemed to follow her as
         she walked to the fridge. She poured a glass of wine for Michael, refilled her own and tucked the book away among her shelf
         of cookbooks. She didn’t want him coming across it.
      

      
      ‘Here,’ she said, back in the living room.

      
      ‘Cheers.’ He sipped the wine. ‘Are you all right? You seem a bit distant.’

      
      ‘I’m fine. You know what it’s like when you wake up suddenly.’ She wondered what he would think if she said to him: ‘Have you ever wondered what it would be like to have a slave, Michael? Have you ever wanted to have a woman bound and
         whipped, or watch her with another woman? I was just reading about it.’
      

      
      ‘I booked the restaurant for eight-thirty,’ Michael said, looking at his watch.

      
      ‘I’ll hurry, then.’

      
      Sandra took her wine into the bedroom. She had a small, one-bedroom flat in a purpose-built block off the Fulham Road. Besides
         the living room and what the estate agents called a kitchen/diner – though it was only just big enough for a table for two
         – there was a small bedroom and a large, conveniently situated bathroom directly off it. Sandra wandered through into the
         bathroom and sat down in front of the dressing table she had set up there, because space was so limited in the bedroom. Its
         surface was littered with a dreadful mess of make-up, nail varnish, tampons, make-up brushes, hair pins, hair brushes and
         combs. She stared at herself in the mirror. The last thing she wanted to do was go out to dinner.
      

      
      In a desultory way she applied blusher, eyeshadow and mascara. Immediately her mind drifted away to the image of the kneeling
         girl on the cover of the book. She put the mascara brush down and clasped her hands tightly behind her back in imitation of
         the photograph. The pose pushed her large breasts out against the cotton robe.
      

      
      ‘Master,’ she said aloud. Her nipples, she noticed, were already hard, but the sound of her voice made them throb.

      
      The feeling was too strong to ignore. She got up and walked through into the bedroom. She stripped off the robe and went over
         to the pine chest of drawers where she kept her lingerie. All her panties were neatly stacked in one drawer. She searched
         down to the bottom of the pile and found a pair she rarely wore, a thong cut in black satin. Quickly she pulled the panties
         up her long legs and smoothed the satin against her body. The narrow gusset barely covered her sex and disappeared deep into the cleft of her buttocks, leaving her fleshy bottom exposed.
      

      
      Sandra looked at herself in the big mirror that hung to one side of the bed. She was an attractive woman. Her slender figure
         provided a switchback ride for the eye, as it curved out at her full, firm breasts, into her narrow waist then out again at
         her hips. She had long jet-black hair that hung down almost to her waist. Her face was delicately featured, with a thin, straight
         nose, small mouth and large brown eyes, the irises flecked with orange and amber.
      

      
      As the gusset of the panties folded into the slit of her sex she felt a strong surge of sexual pleasure. Pulling at the satin
         to make it sit more comfortably she discovered, not altogether to her surprise, that her labia were puffy and wet. She thought
         she could feel her clitoris, hard and swollen.
      

      
      It was getting dark outside. Sandra pulled the curtains over the window and turned on the lamp on the bedside chest. She stripped
         the patchwork quilt off the bed with the top sheet and sat on the edge of the mattress. From the bottom drawer of the bedside
         chest, where she kept all her scarves, she took two: a patterned flowery one whose predominant colour was red, and one of
         plain black silk. She draped the red scarf over the lampshade, colouring the light in the room a rosy pink.
      

      
      Picking up the other scarf she wound it into a narrow strip and placed it over her eyes, knotting it tightly at the back of
         her head. The material pressed against her eyeballs. This sensation thrilled her. She lay back on the white sheet. The bed
         had an old-fashioned brass bedstead and she reached up over her head to grasp at its corner stanchions. She tried to touch
         the bottom rungs with her feet, imagining, in the blackness that enveloped her, what it would be like to be spread-eagled
         and bound to each corner.
      

      
      ‘Michael,’ she called out.

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘Come in here, will you?’

      
      
      ‘Sure.’

      
      She heard his footsteps cross the living room. The bedroom door opened.

      
      ‘Could we forget about dinner?’ she said, arching her body off the bed, her legs wide open, presenting her sex to him on a
         white-sheeted platter.
      

      
      ‘Jesus, Sandra, what’s got into you?’ They had slept together many times before but she had never done anything as wild as
         this.
      

      
      ‘I need it, Michael,’ she said breathily.

      
      ‘I can see that.’

      
      To give him his due, he did not hesitate. He ripped his jacket and shirt off, kicked away his slip-on shoes and pulled off
         his socks. As he skimmed his trousers and pants down his legs his cock began to unfurl.
      

      
      ‘You look very sexy,’ he said. ‘Can you see anything?’

      
      ‘No. Are you naked? I heard you take your clothes off.’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      He knelt up on the bed beside her. Teasingly, he ran his hand above her body, then flicked his finger against her nipple,
         making her start. He played guess-the-spot again and this time lighted on her thigh.
      

      
      ‘Bring it up here,’ she said. ‘Let me suck it.’ There was no need to specify what ‘it’ was. She felt his weight moving and
         his knee nudging her shoulder as his hand snaked behind her head to lift it, feeding his erection into her mouth. She gobbled
         it up hungrily. He was circumcised and, though his cock was not particularly long, it was remarkably thick. She took it as
         deep as it would go, until her lips were stretched around its base and it was buried in her throat. With equal vigour she
         sucked hard, dimpling her cheeks and feeling it react with a spasm of movement.
      

      
      ‘What’s got into you?’ he repeated, his hand fastening on her breast.

      
      She didn’t answer, concentrating on sawing his phallus in and out of her lips, while still sucking it, so that her hot, wet
         mouth clung to its length just like her sex would.
      

      
      ‘Jesus, Sandra …’

      
      His hand slid down over her flat belly and under the black satin panties, his middle finger probing the slit of her labia
         until he found her clitoris.
      

      
      ‘You’re so wet,’ he said.

      
      His finger pressed down on her clit and she felt her whole body jerk uncontrollably. She couldn’t ever remember feeling so
         sensitive or so needy.
      

      
      ‘Use me, Master,’ she said in her head, stretching her limbs out across the bed as though bound to some imaginary rack. ‘Use
         me, let me be your slave.’ Slave. The unspoken word made her feel giddy. She tore her mouth away from his pulsing erection. ‘Are you going to fuck me?’ she
         said out loud.
      

      
      He started to pull her panties down.

      
      ‘No, leave them on.’ She wanted to feel them cutting into her flesh uncomfortably, like a form of bondage.

      
      He caught her mood like a virus. He jumped on top of her and forced his cock up between her legs. The narrow gusset of the
         panties, already soaked with the sticky syrup of her sex, was easily pushed aside. Thrusting forward he buried his erection
         in her vagina. It was slick and tight, gripping him as firmly as her mouth had.
      

      
      ‘Yes,’ she said. In her mind she said, ‘Yes, Master.’

      
      In the darkness she could see herself bound to a wooden frame, the black silk over her eyes, her naked body exposed and vulnerable.
         She could see a woman standing by the frame looking down at her, a woman in a white blouse, a tight pencil skirt and black
         patent-leather high-heels.
      

      
      ‘You’re so wet,’ he breathed into her ear.

      
      ‘Thinking about you,’ she lied. She was thinking about the Master in his silk robe and the tall redhead. She was thinking
         about being made to have sex with a woman. She was thinking about being bound and whipped. All the images and ideas from the
         book were whirling around like a vortex in her head. They provoked an intensity of feeling she had never experienced before. She knew her orgasm was going to be almost instantaneous.
      

      
      ‘Fuck me, Master.’ She could not help saying it aloud this time.

      
      ‘Master?’ He said, picking up on the word at once. ‘You want me to be your Master?’

      
      ‘Yes, yes,’ she gasped, the first throes of orgasm already riffling through her.

      
      ‘You want to be a little slave, is that it?’ His cock hammered into her.

      
      ‘Yes, yes …’ Somewhere in the depths of her mind a voice asked her how she could possibly want such a thing. But it was easily
         disregarded. As she felt his thick hard cock forcing its way into her, her orgasm peaked. Her body, bound to a rack of her
         own imagining convulsed. In the blackness she saw the redhead leaning forward to kiss her. The Master stood behind her, his
         eyes watching eagerly. ‘Master …’
      

      
      Michael felt her orgasm subside. He rolled off her, the sudden disjunction of his cock causing Sandra’s body to convulse again.
         His hands took her by the hips and pulled her over on to her stomach.
      

      
      ‘On your knees,’ he commanded, playing the part she had created for him.

      
      ‘What are you going to do?’ Her voice was weak and tremulous.

      
      ‘Whatever I want,’ he said, crawling up behind her and grasping her hips. His cock, drenched with her juices, nudged between
         her buttocks, brushing the thin strap of black satin buried between them. He pulled the material aside and stared at her vagina.
         It was open and glistening wet, its lips pursed ready to suck him in. But above it there was another hole, one he had not
         breached with her before. ‘I can have what I want, can’t I?’
      

      
      ‘Yes, Master, anything.’ The little voice told her not to allow herself to be demeaned in this way. ‘Anything, Master,’ she
         repeated, ignoring it, knowing perfectly well what he was going to do even before she felt his glans, hot and slippery, butt against the puckered corona of her anus.
      

      
      ‘You want it, don’t you?’

      
      ‘Yes.’ And it was true. She pushed her buttocks back against him and tried to relax the little ring of muscles that had tensed
         reflexively at his approach. She had been buggered before and had not enjoyed it but her body was so high now, and so totally
         absorbed in this new game, she knew this would be different. It was, after all, an assertion of his mastery over her.
      

      
      He pushed forward but could not penetrate. ‘It’s too big for you.’

      
      ‘No, Master. Try again.’

      
      He did. She felt his glans test her sphincter then plunge through it. There was a stab of pain followed by a rush of pleasure
         so intense it seemed to hit every nerve she possessed simultaneously. His fingers dug into her hips and pulled her back on
         to his erection, burying it deeper.
      

      
      ‘Is that what you want?’

      
      ‘Oh Master. It’s so big, so big, Master.’ The words twisted the spiral of her pleasure tighter.

      
      ‘Take it,’ Michael insisted as he began to pump in and out of her, the tight passage lubricated by the juices that had adhered
         to his cock. Reaching around her body with his right hand, he clutched at the front of her panties. The gusset was already
         no more than a thick string and he pulled it back into the furrow of her labia, feeling it rubbing against the base of his
         erection. Then he jerked on the material again, moving it from side to side, rubbing the satin against her clitoris.
      

      
      ‘Master, Master!’

      
      Letting go of the panties, he slid his hand underneath them and found her clitoris with his finger. He fondled it quite gently,
         the little cusp of nerves pulsing conspicuously from his efforts. It had never felt more sensitive or more alive. The blindfold
         made her feel more acutely, concentrating her attention on her sense of touch.
      

      
      ‘So you … want … to be a little … slave … do you …?’ Each phrase was punctuated by an inward thrust of his phallus. ‘Well, I like … to play … that game …’
      

      
      She could feel another orgasm enveloping her like a crimson cloak. His cock was so hard and powerful it felt like it was splitting
         her in two. The feelings came in waves, linked precisely to the tempo of his thrusts. She wanted to scream for him to stop,
         but she wanted to scream for him to push harder too.
      

      
      His finger left her clit. She felt him stroke the wet channel of her labia, then enter the opening of her vagina. Before she
         had worked out what he was going to do he had thrust two fingers up inside her, as far up as they would go. Immediately he
         began stroking them up and down, alongside his cock and separated from it only by the thin membranes of her body. It was as
         though he was masturbating, using her sex as a means, not an end.
      

      
      ‘Oh, God!’ she cried. She thought that would be the final straw. Her body was quaking with waves of pleasure, her heart pounding,
         her mouth wide open to suck in air. But just as she thought she could not possibly feel anything more, the cock buried deep
         in her anus swelled to new proportions. It spasmed violently and released a chain of spunk with such force that Sandra’s body
         convulsed in an orgasm that seemed to go on forever.
      

      
      Sandra laid out a plate of cheese and tossed a salad. Neither of them had any desire to go out now. She opened a bottle of
         red wine and they drank half of it before they started on the food.
      

      
      ‘You didn’t answer my question,’ he said, sitting on the couch in the front room with one of her towelling robes wrapped around
         him.
      

      
      ‘What question?’ She sat beside him in the cotton robe.

      
      ‘What brought that on?’

      
      ‘You want the truth?’

      
      ‘Of course I do. Did you see some really gorgeous guy at work?’

      
      
      ‘No. I was browsing in a bookshop at lunchtime. And I … well, I came across something.’

      
      ‘A book?’

      
      ‘Yes.’

      
      ‘And?’

      
      ‘I don’t know. I started reading it when I got home. It just made me feel strange.’

      
      ‘Sexy?’

      
      ‘Yes, if you want the truth, very sexy, but in a way I’d never felt before. It’s odd, isn’t it?’

      
      ‘Where is it?’

      
      ‘In the kitchen.’

      
      ‘Can I read it?’

      
      She felt herself blushing, then realised it was ridiculous to feel coy after what they had just done.

      
      ‘If you like.’

      
      ‘It’s a fantasy, right?’

      
      ‘Yes. I really didn’t think I’d be affected by it.’

      
      ‘Well, you obviously were.’

      
      She laughed. ‘Obviously.’

      
      ‘I’ll read it. Then I’ll know all your secrets.’

      
      ‘As long as you act on the information.’ She was surprised at herself for saying that, but it was what she wanted. Acting
         out the fantasy tonight had given her an orgasm she didn’t think she would ever be able to forget. She had never thought of
         herself as submissive. She was the manager of a shop retailing environmentally-friendly cosmetics, and had to deal with a
         staff of six, including three men. Nevertheless, the little voice that told her that submission fantasies were demeaning her
         role as an independent woman was easily ignored.
      

      
      ‘Oh, I will, don’t worry. Variety is the spice of life after all,’ Michael said. ‘I might even get to like it.’

      
      

         ‘Ah, Clara, how pleasant to see you. I hope you don’t mind the lateness of the hour?’
         

         She had no idea what time it was. She had been aroused from a deep sleep to be brought up to his bedroom by Angelica.
         

         ‘No, Master,’ she said, only because she felt he wanted her reply.
         

         ‘Leave us, Angelica, will you?’
         

         The redhead left the room without a word.
         

         The Master lay naked among tousled sheets. Only a small lamp on his bedside table was illuminated and the rest of the room
               was in shadow.
         

         ‘Come closer.’
         

         Clara edged near to the bed. The redhead had strapped a leather collar around her neck. Attached to the back of the collar
               and running down between her shoulderblades was a strap and secured to this, one above the other, were two rigid leather cuffs.
               Each of Clara’s wrists had been buckled into these cuffs, forcing her arms behind her and her elbows out at an unnatural angle.
         

         ‘Kneel here at the foot of the bed, child.’
         

         As Clara did what she was told the Master got out of bed. His muscular body was covered in hair that, like the hair on his
               head, was starting to turn white. It was thickest on his chest and around the stem of his cock.
         

         ‘Put your forehead against the sheets,’ he ordered.
         

         Clara leant forward until she touched the white silk sheets.
         

         In this position her rump was forced into the air. The Master stood beside her and caressed it gently with one hand. There
               were six distinct weals across it, in varying shades of red. As his fingers explored each in turn, Clara gasped.
         

         ‘Did she hurt you, child?’ the Master asked.
         

         ‘No, Master.’ It was not a lie. Angelica was cruel and there had been pain, but the pain had soon turned to a sickly sweet
               pleasure and the whipping had made Clara orgasm profusely.
         

         ‘No, I thought not.’
         

         His hand dived between her legs. She felt his fingers toying with her labia and was ashamed that they were already wet.
         

‘You have come a long way, Clara. It has been an interesting journey for you, hasn’t it?’
         

         ‘Yes, Master.’ It was true. Clara could not imagine life beyond the castle walls any more. She did not want to have to think
               of the real world. She cared only for this life and for her Master.
         

         She heard his footsteps crossing the thickly carpeted floor. In a moment he had returned. She caught a glimpse of him. His
               cock had become hard and was sticking out from his belly. He had an odd-looking instrument in his hand, a braided leather
               handle into which two long thin strips of whalebone had been bound.
         

         ‘Open your knees, child.’
         

         Clara obeyed, splaying her thighs apart, knowing he would be able to see every detail of her sex. The thought caused her clitoris
               to spasm.
         

         The Master stood behind her. His fingers opened her labia, spreading them apart so he could see her vagina.
         

         ‘You are wet,’ he said.
         

         ‘Yes, Master.’
         

         ‘What excites you, child? What exactly?’
         

         ‘Your touch, Master.’ The strange instrument in his hand excited her too, but she did not tell him that.
         

         ‘Do you know what this is?’ He held the whalebone in front of her face.
         

         ‘No, Master.’
         

         ‘A tawse. Better than a whip. Sharper. More poignant.’
         

         Almost immediately he cut the tawse down on her buttocks, vertically. It produced a deep but very thin weal at right angles
               to the ones already decorating her arse. He saw her sex convulse but, as her training had taught her, she did not make a sound.
               He had been thinking about her. She was special. Very special.
         

         ‘Beg me for it.’
         

         ‘Please, Master … Whip me. please.’
         

         A second stroke landed and a third. He threw the whip down and dropped to his knees behind her, his phallus pressing against her labia. She could feel its heat. It was throbbing
               and she knew he was going to come. She wished he would come inside her but he had never done that. As subtly as she could
               she moved her sex up and down against his shaft, trying to clutch at it with her labia. He raised the tawse again as if to
               cut it across her back but as he did so his cock pulsed violently. He watched as semen shot out to land in a series of stepping
               stones all the way along her spine. More spunk dribbled out, running down his phallus and on to her labia.
         

         ‘Master,’ she breathed. Unable to control herself her body took its own pleasure, quivering against him.
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