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Part Three


Chapter Four

 


Maura woke up to a cellphone ringing. It wasn’t in
the room but it was somewhere in the quiet house. She knew it
wasn’t hers; she had turned hers off before she even walked into
Preston’s house last night. It had to be Preston’s she presumed, or
maybe Beth’s. Were slaves allowed to have cellphones? It didn’t
matter. She rolled over and moved next to Preston’s warm body. The
sun was up and angling through the shades on the window, but it was
still too early to wake up for breakfast or to have sex.

Eventually the phone stopped ringing and Maura was
able to almost drift back to sleep…right before the phone attached
to the landline in the house started ringing. She wanted to sleep
and the annoying outside world was intruding on her perfect morning
sleep-in.

“Fucking hell,” Preston grunted and disentangled his
limbs from hers and stumbled out of the bedroom. Maura grabbed a
pillow to replace his missing warmth and curled up into an almost
fetal position. In the distance she could hear her lover talking on
the phone but couldn’t make out the words. Whoever it was calling
she hated them right away because they had taken her lover away
from her.

The conversation went on for a while and Preston’s
words became animated which forced Maura to open up her eyes. She
sighed. It was too early on a Saturday morning to be awake.
Everything started to come back to her and she remembered that Beth
must still be sleeping on the floor next to her. She rolled to the
bed’s edge and peered over the mattress. Beth was laying under her
blanket, her head on the pillow, her eyes wide open. “It’s too
early to cook breakfast,” Beth told her.

Maura blinked her bleary eyes and nodded. “Yeah.
Who’s calling?” There was no way the slave could know who was
calling Preston, but Maura felt the need to ask anyway. Anyone
calling this early in the morning, it couldn’t be good news.

She shrugged and twisted her neck back and forth. It
couldn’t have been comfortable sleeping on the floor, even on the
thick carpet, and Beth was additionally saddled with the thick
leather collar around her neck that was clipped to the hook in the
wall. There wasn’t a lock; the slave could have freed herself at
any point, but she didn’t because she didn’t want to and didn’t
have permission to. Maura figured Beth must have released herself
last time she spent the night because she had Preston’s permission
to make breakfast. It made sense. “I don’t know. No one should be
calling this early.”

Beth nodded in agreement. “Yeah.” She rolled onto her
back and considered inviting the other woman in the bed. Now that
she was awake some early morning sex sounded like a good idea but
Preston walked back into the bedroom. Stomped was more accurate. He
was cursing under his breath and scowling.

“Emergency at work,” he said to them both. “They
fucking need me. Or so they say.”

“What kind of emergency?” Maura asked. Occasionally
things went wrong at her office, but she had never before been
called into work on a Saturday morning.

“Stupid computer troubles. Nothing I can do, but I
have to go in to supervise because apparently we only hire
incompetent people now.” He sighed and sat down on the edge of the
bed. “I’m going to take a shower and go in. With any luck I’ll be
home in the early afternoon and we can salvage a weekend out of
this.”

“Okay…” Maura wasn’t happy with this change of
plans.

“What should we do?” Beth asked with a little more
anxiety in her voice than seemed appropriate for the moment. It was
only a few hours in the office—hopefully.

“I don’t know,” Preston complained. “Take her
shopping,” he snapped. “Isn’t that what women do?” He practically
jumped up from the bed and headed to the shower.

Beth stood up and unclipped her leash from the wall.
“Was he serious?” Maura asked her.

“Probably. He doesn’t really know what women do
together—too many lesbian fantasies.”

“Actually shopping sounds fun.” Maura sat up and
pulled the bed covers around her, hiding her naked body. It was
okay for Beth to be naked in front of her, but as the dominant in
their relationship she needed to be a bit more comported.

“Okay then,” the slave agreed. “Breakfast, showers,
and shopping.”

That’s what exactly they did. Beth went downstairs to
make breakfast for the trio. Preston’s shower was quick. He dressed
in the downstairs bedroom where he kept most of his clothes, had a
quick bite to eat, and drove away. The women took their time
eating. When she was done, Maura headed for the downstairs bathroom
to shower, but Beth was right behind her.

“I can’t let you groom yourself,” she said in her
submissive tone.

“I don’t know if I actually need help,” Maura replied
a bit nervously. It wasn’t that she didn’t appreciate Beth’s help,
but wasn’t sure if this was the right time.

“I won’t go down on you if you don’t want,” Beth said
brightly.

After Beth removed her collar the two got into the
huge shower and turned on the water. The first step was shampooing
Maura’s hair and washing her body. “Would you like me to shave
you?” Beth asked innocently.

“Go ahead.” She stepped out of the spraying water and
allowed the slave to coat her legs in shaving cream. Once they had
been shaved Beth daubed cream around Maura’s curls and carefully
removed the fine stubble that would be annoying to Preston if he
came home and wanted to go down on his lover. Though she offered,
Maura turned down Beth’s offer to shave her underarms, opted to do
it herself.

“All done,” Beth announced. “Do you need anything
else?” The slave was kneeling on the floor of the shower, looking
up with wide eyes at Maura.

The domme was tempted. Beth carried herself a certain
way and had an alluring look to her eyes that made sex with her
seem natural, but she declined. “Not right now, but I do want to
watch you take care of yourself.”

“Okay,” Bethe agreed. She put her hand between her
legs and started masturbating.

“No, no,” Maura quickly interrupted her. “I meant I
wanted to watch you shave yourself.”

“Oh.” Beth laughed. “Sorry. Sometimes I get a
one-track mind.” She stood up and proceeded to shave her legs,
underarms, and pussy. It was done with efficiency and familiarity
that Maura quickly came to the conclusion that Beth had been doing
this for some time.

“I think it’s a little odd that Preston just left us
in his house. I mean, he’s awful trusting of us, isn’t he?”

Beth took a moment to formulate her answer. “I’ve
been his slave for a few years now. He trusts me.”

“That long?” Maura marveled at the fact.

The slave nodded. “Yes. In some ways he’s been my
longest relationship.”

“Wow. But he barely knows me.”

“But he knows me. And trusts me. That’s good enough.”
She finished showering and turned off the water. Maura accepted
Beth’s offer to help with drying and then went upstairs to her bag
where she found the clothes that would be best for a shopping
trip.

Beth came up the stairs right after Maura had made
her decision. The slave was, as usual, naked but for her collar
that she must have put back on after the shower. In one hand she
was carrying a cellphone and in the other hung clothing she must
have gathered from her bag that was hidden downstairs. Maura hadn’t
given any thought to the slave’s need to have actual clothing,
though she must because she couldn’t drive to Preston’s house
naked. Apparently slaves were allowed to have cellphones and
clothing, Maura thought.

“Preston has some special instructions for me,” she
explained.

“Oh?” Maura asked. She had been expecting Beth to
help her dress and was looking forward to the assistance, not that
it was needed, but it seemed like a luxury she wouldn’t normally
have access to. She held out a pair of pink lace panties to Beth
with the understanding that she was to help Maura dress. The slave
understood immediately and knelt down to fit the panties over
Maura’s feet and lift them up along her legs. “What does he want
you to do?”

“I’m supposed to wear my princess plug while we’re
shopping.”

“Princess plug?”

She nodded as she helped fit the cups of Maura’s bra
to her breasts and then fastened it behind her back. “Yes. You’ve
seen in the top drawer of the dresser.”

Intrigued, Maura allowed Beth to help her put on her
blouse and jeans. She had gone for total comfort this day. When she
was dressed Beth went to the chest of drawers and pulled the
princess plug from the top drawer. It was the pear-shaped bit of
shiny metal with a blue glass jewel set on the end of the stem
welded to the bottom of the pear.

“Where does it go?” Maura asked with a sneaking
suspicion.

Beth just smiled at her and went to the nightstand
and got out a tube of lube. She slathered the lubricant over the
pear and then squatted down on the floor. “This is the easiest way
to get it in,” she said as she reached between her legs, but she
was reaching too far for her pussy. Maura watched in fascination as
Beth forced the plug up into her ass. The slave let her eyes
flutter a minute before standing back up and shifting her hips a
bit to make sure the plug stayed in place.

“Doesn’t that hurt?” Maura asked.

A shake of her head told Maura no. “It took a few
wearings to get used to, but there’s no pain…just a sense of
fullness that won’t go away. Kind of like you need to go to the
bathroom but no really.” She turned around and showed off her ass
to Maura, bending over and placing her hands on the mattress.
“Preston says fucking me doggy style is prettier this way.”

Maura found herself agreeing. The blue jewel hid
Beth’s anus. Just below the jewel was the opening to her pussy and
her puffy labia. It was a pretty picture. “It just stays in?”

“Usually. I’m going to wear a thong today to make
sure there aren’t any accidents.”

“Is that allowed?”

Beth only smiled at the domme. “Today it is. But I
have to wear a skirt. Preston’s orders.” She grabbed her phone from
the nightstand and handed it over to Maura who read the text from
Preston. To Maura’s relief slave wasn’t lying.

“Very well. Get dressed.” Maura turned on her heel
and left the room. A slave didn’t need her help in getting dressed.
As she waited she scrolled through her messages and emails on her
own phone; nothing came up that was of concern. After a few minutes
Beth came down the stairs wearing a knee length skirt, a pretty
flowered blouse, bare legs, plain brown leather sandals, and around
her neck instead of the large leather collar there was an elegant
choker necklace sporting a teardrop pendant.

Immediately Maura’s eyes narrowed and she inspected
the other woman. “Where is your collar?” she asked. It was her
understanding that Beth was to wear a collar at all times.

“Right here,” she said, indicating the choker
necklace.
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