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Part II


Chapter Three

 


I watched as Sheila scrolled through the
pictures I had taken of her. There’s plenty of porn on the internet
and the photo sharing site I had used to post her dirty photos was
one of a hundred, meaning it was nothing special. As she went
through them I saw her lick her lips, trying to moisten them, but
her tongue was so dry that was next to impossible.

“Oh my god,” she said softly. “I look like a
whore.”

“More of a slut than a whore,” I corrected
her. “Whores take money for sex. Sluts do it for the fun of
it.”

There was no personal of identifying
information about her, and in most of the shots her face was either
cropped out or obscured in some way, but anyone intimately familiar
with her body, like me, knew exactly who she was.

“I rather like the way you look,” I
complimented her.

“I’m not sure if I’m excited or so nervous I
should be falling apart.”

“Why not both?” I suggested.

“Is it possible to make me look like more of
a slave?” she asked. “I mean, I really just look like I’ve been
tied up and fucked, there’s nothing special that say ‘slave’ on any
of these.”

“I’ll write the word slave on your body the
next time we do a photo session,” I promised her.

“Thanks,” she said without enthusiasm.

“I’m going to give you a slave task,” I told
her.

Sheila grimaced. “What? Like scrubbing the
kitchen floor with a sponge in my mouth? I’m not doing any shit
like that. I have some fucking dignity.” This was delivered as we
sat next to each other at the dining room table, the laptop between
us. I was home from work, still dressed for what was essentially a
day at the office. But she had shed her clothes the moment she got
home and was now wearing her four leather cuffs, locked in place,
plus the metal collar around her neck. She might have some dignity,
but she also knew exactly what she liked and how she liked to be
used.

“No, nothing stupid like that. I want you to
find me another woman to have sex with.”

Her reaction was to just stare at me. “I’m
not a pimp.”

“I didn’t say you were. I just want you to
find someone else for me to have sex with.” I paused a half second.
“While you watch.”

“That’s not what I want.”

I reached between her thighs and found her
pussy. I wasn’t the least bit surprised to find that it was wet.
She was leaving a small puddle on the wooden seat of the chair.
“Your lips say no, but your pussy says yes. Which one am I going to
listen to do you think?”

Sheila swallowed and looked back at the
images of herself on the website currently displayed on our
computer. “You’re going to listen to my pussy.”

“You like to be humiliated, Sheila,” I told
her after taking my finger from her pussy and rested my hand on her
thigh. “It turns you on, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“And I know the idea of being with another
woman turns you on,” I continued. “Doesn’t it?”

“Sort of,” she said. “But those are just
fantasies. And I told you about them because I knew it would turn
you on. Besides, what makes you think I’m actually going to be with
a woman?”

“Because you want to be a good slave,” I
told her. “What’s the point of me having a slave and her not doing
what I ask?”

“I suppose there’s no point to it at all,”
she said, her attitude completely blasé.

“That’s right. Which means I won’t continue
with our games unless you do what I like as well. That’s how this
works, doesn’t it?”

She nodded her head in agreement. “This
wasn’t exactly how I was picturing my life as your slave,” she told
me with a little kiss. It was her technique of getting what she
wanted out of me. It only worked when what she wanted was something
I wanted to give.

“A good slave,” I told her after returning
her kiss, “does what her owner asks, right?”

When she hesitated in her answer I reached
out and grabbed one of her naked nipples and gave it a twist and
didn’t release it. She gasped at the sudden shock of pain but
didn’t do anything to try to pull away. “Right?” I prompted
her.

“You’re right,” she gave in. “How do you
want me to find you a woman?”

“Find us a woman,” I told her. “The usual
ways, I suppose. Put an ad on Craigslist, troll the usual hookup
websites. There’s bound to be a woman out there who wants to have
sex with a married couple, especially if the wife wants to serve
her.”

“If that’s what you wish,” she said. Tears
were starting to form in the corners of her eyes. It wasn’t from
the humiliation or prospect that she would soon be seeing her
husband fucking another women, it was because the pain from her
nipple was actually starting to hurt her. I gave it a tiny bit more
of a pinch before letting go. When I did she exhaled audibly and
her posture relaxed. I hadn’t realized how much her spine had
stiffened from the treatment. Gently she cupped her breast,
comforting her abused nipple.

“It’s what I wish. Now I think it’s time for
you to go make dinner.”

She nodded and headed to the kitchen. I
packed away the computer, went to the bedroom and plucked a tool
out of the toy box, and went back to the kitchen to observe my wife
hard at work making dinner. A half century ago the joke was to make
a woman happy you had to keep her barefoot and pregnant in the
kitchen. There might have been some truth to that for some women.
Watching my wife working, she had a happy little smile on her face.
And she was in the kitchen. And she was barefoot—and naked. And
while she wasn’t pregnant, she was in bondage which was close
enough.

When Sheila noticed me leaning against the
kitchen doorjamb she glanced up from the stove. “What?”

“You look good,” I complimented her. She was
facing away from me so I could only really see her bare ass and
back, plus the edge of one breast. “You always look better naked
than wearing clothes.”

Ever the misbehaving slave, she stuck her
tongue out at me and went back to stirring whatever she was
cooking. I might have skipped her twice-weekly maintenance if not
for sticking out her tongue. That was just a reminder that she
always needed to be kept in line.

“Can that simmer a minute?” I asked her.

“Yes. Why?” she asked while consulting the
recipe clipped to the cabinet next to the stove.

I didn’t give her a direct answer. I just
cleared my throat and displayed the flogger I had been concealing
in my hand. “Time for your maintenance.”

“What?” She genuinely looked startled by my
announcement. “Now?” She turned toward me and showed me her sore
red nipple that I had just painfully tweaked, as if that would get
me to change my mind.

“Yes now. You don’t stick your tongue out at
me unless you’re licking my cock. Put your hands on the counter and
lean forward.”

Not wanting to burn dinner she turned down
the flame on the stove and did as I asked. I knew she would. She
liked her getting her regular maintenance as much as I liked giving
it. We often did it in the kitchen because it was a touch more
humiliating than doing it in the bedroom where it was often a just
a prelude to sex. I was less likely to pull out my cock and fuck
her after a good flogging in the kitchen than in the bedroom.

I knew the granite countertop was cool on
her palms. Her breasts hung down but didn’t quite reach the
counter. The position she took forced her ass up into the air,
making it an easy target. I ran my hand down her spine and patted
her left cheek softly, feeling the firm muscle under the soft fat
that gave her a nice curve. “Ready?”

“Yes.” Her voice shook with anticipation as
always. No matter how many times I flogged her, she was always
scared before the process began.

We had figured out pretty quickly into her
slave status that Sheila both needed and wanted regular physical
discipline. It wasn’t right to call it punishment because she
hadn’t necessarily done anything wrong, but with two floggings or
spankings a week she was much better behaved than when she went
without. I never gave her any warning when it was about to happen
and she took it as part of the life she had chosen.

The slap of soft leather falls on naked
flesh is always shocking the first time it’s heard. Even Sheila
jumped a little at the start of each discipline session. I didn’t.
I loved the sound. I loved the way her pale flesh quickly went from
white to flush to pink to bright red during the process. Sheila
tried to remain quiet during the process but after the third or
fourth strike she always let out a little yelp or cry of pain with
each blow. I never had her count out loud, but I also never let her
know when it would end. That was probably more worrisome to her. A
count would mean when a certain number was reached, I would stop. A
silence meant I could go on forever.

I didn’t go on forever. When both cheeks of
her ass were bright red I abruptly stopped. “Spread your legs,” I
told her.

When she opened up her stance I felt between
her legs, inspecting her pussy. She was wet, dripping. She had been
wet before, of course, from the idea of having to service me and
some new, unknown woman, but now she was truly soaking to the point
of having her juices start to coat the insides of her thighs. This
was helped along by the fact that her labia was now free of hair.
She was halfway through the treatment getting her pubes permanently
removed, and I was pleased with the results. Her aesthetician had
created a template where a small isosceles triangle of hair would
top her slit, but that could easily be shaved or permanently remove
later on.

“Such a slut for pain and punishment,” I
commented with a cluck of my tongue.

“It’s to please you,” she sighed. “Does
it?”

“It does,” I confirmed. “One last thing.”
Without saying anything more I brought the flogger’s wicked strands
up between her legs, letting them land sharply on her naked cunt.
That mad her jump and scream for a second.

“That fucking hurt!” she screamed at me.

“It was supposed to. And you got girl juice
all over my flogger.” I displayed the wet strands to her. “I should
give you more of a beating for that, but I want to eat soon.” I
pointed to the stove. “Finish up.”

She nodded and was about to resume cooking,
when I grabbed her and spun her around. “You did very well,” I
complimented and kissed her. She kissed back with a passionate
intensity that nearly bowled me over.

“Thank you,” she said before turning up the
flame under the pot.
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