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  “Do you think you deserve her?” Her master asked as he sat hidden in the shadow of the large room, his eyes gazing intensely over her body. Taking in the sexy attributes of the pale skinned, blood red haired Goth dressed in only leather-spiked collar around her neck, the rest of her body dressed in a color array of sexual explicit tattoos draped across her ass, legs, inner thigh and lower hips.


  “I… I…,” Piper gasped, gazing into the shadows, making sure not to make direct contact with the eyes of her master as she thought of the correct words to say. “I… you, master, you promised I could have her once I got her here,” she whimpered airlessly, only to see his eyes narrow, becoming more sinister, more intense.


  “I know what I said,” he growled, flashing a studded leather whip across her bare ass, the air around her smacking hard to the violent lash. Forcing the young slave, to whimper roughly before feeling the lash once more slapping against her velvet flesh, watching as her flesh turned a great crimson hue, the firm round of her cheek welting to the heavy lash, “I know what I promised to my sexy slave but I asked if you think you deserve to her?” he said darkly.
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