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Part Four


Chapter Six

 


“Are you sure we aren’t going to be interrupted this
weekend?” Maura asked as she stepped into Preston’s house. She
handed her bag to Beth who was standing just inside the front door,
silent and naked but for her collar and anklet.

“I promise,” he said raising his hand like a Boy
Scout. “I’ve already got two people covering for me if there are
any so-called emergencies that can’t wait until Monday.”

It was three weeks since Maura had been in Preston’s
house. She was practically going insane with desire to have his
cock inside her pussy, but more than that she was eager to see how
much pain she could make Beth endure before the slave broke down
and begged to cum.

Kisses were exchanged, a meal was eaten, wine was
drunk. Maura was completely comfortable having Beth, naked and
beautiful, serve her and Preston. In one sense it was completely
normal having another woman serve at her whim. Why wouldn’t it be,
she reasoned.

“Ready to go to the shed?” Preston asked her.

Maura grinned. “Of course I’m ready. Shouldn’t you be
asking Beth if she’s ready? She’s the one who is going to be
suffering.”

“Does it matter? She doesn’t have a choice. She does
what she’s told otherwise she doesn’t get to be a slave any
longer.”

At the bottom of her wicked heart Maura liked talking
as if Beth weren’t there with them in the dining room cleaning up.
She had arrived almost at noon on Saturday since Friday really
wasn’t possible for her this time. That was all right. Preston had
made big promises for the trio and she expected him to deliver.

“No,” Maura agreed. “It doesn’t matter. Should we
have sex first before taking her out there?”

Preston was shocked at the question. “Of course not.
That’ll only dull the anticipation. I want you full of lust when
you treat her,” he said. “I want to see how far you can push
her.”

“Well what are we waiting for?”

A metal leash had been placed on the table at the
beginning of the meal and Maura now snatched it up and snapped it
to the D-ring of Beth’s collar when she returned from the kitchen.
Without a word she led the slave out the back door, across the
patio, around the pool that Maura gave an eager eye to because it
was now warm enough to swim, and into the shed that had been
readied for her visit. Preston followed. He was wearing shorts,
sandals and a t-shirt, the height of casual dressing. Maura had
donned a comfortable bright yellow sundress that hugged her small
bustline and concealed the rest of her figure. Because she was a
slave of course Beth was wearing nothing and was all the more
beautiful for it.

Inside was exactly as Preston had promised and Maura
felt her heart quicken. Could Beth truly endure what she had
planned for her? It didn’t matter if she could or not, the
adventure would be seeing how she suffered the torment Maura had in
mind, and the perfect conclusion would be watching how the slave
climaxed from pain.

Inside the shed Maura found her heart beating faster.
She wasn’t nervous, she was excited. She wanted to see what she
could do with Beth and how much the obedient, consensual slave
would be able to endure. As before there was the pillory on one
side of the shed along with a large chest that Preston immediately
crossed over to, quickly worked the combination lock, and opened it
up for Maura to inspect.

Her smile didn’t diminish at all. “She can handle
this?” Maura asked Preston.

“Probably. She’s done it before but not all at once
and never under your hand.”

Beth had already walked to the pillory and was
obviously expecting to be put into it so she could be properly
whipped. Maura turned to her and said, “No, Beth. We’re not doing
that today.” Beth turned around, puzzled. Maura and Preston had not
told her their plans. She didn’t need to be told, she just needed
to obey.

“Yes, Lady.” She shivered once and wondered what the
domme was going to do to her. She knew she didn’t have long to
wait.

Maura plucked the pair of manacles out of the chest
first. “Turn around,” she ordered Beth. The slave knew what was
expected of her and immediately obeyed. This was what she was used
to . This was what she was born to do. “Hands behind your
back.”

The slave followed the direction and crossed her
wrists behind her back, right above her buttocks. That wasn’t
strictly necessary, but it was fine. It took Maura a minute to
figure out how the buckles and straps worked, but once that was
accomplished it was easy to place them around Beth’s wrists and
tighten them up. The cuffs were lightly padded inside so they
wouldn’t chafe Beth’s skin. Maura briefly glanced at Preston and he
nodded. Since he was the experienced one in these activities that
were new to Maura, she wanted his approval and inspection at every
step. She wanted to hurt Beth, not damage her.

“Face the wall,” she said and Beth obeyed. Out of the
chest she now took a short length of chain similar to the leash
Preston often used with Beth. It wasn’t high security, it was just
a device to keep Beth under control. Maura snapped one end of the
leash to the two D-rings on the cuffs. She was the forced to push
aside Beth’s thick black hair to access her collar. There was a bit
of fumbling as Maura turned the collar around so the D-ring was on
the nape of the slave’s neck. To this D-ring she attached the other
end of the chain. It was the perfect length, pulling up her wrists
just a little bit and forcing her to keep he chin elevated. It was
uncomfortable but not dangerous.

“Very good,” Maura murmured at the slave. Beth would
have liked to nod or say something to acknowledge the compliment,
but her neck was being held stiffly and she wasn’t sure exactly
what Maura wanted of her at the moment. That was good. The
uncertainty, the little frisson of fear was what made these
sessions worth looking forward to.

Next Maura pulled a large and curved piece of metal
from the chest. “Keep facing the wall,” she told Beth. The toy she
held in her hand scared Maura a bit. It looked scary and was heavy.
There was no way it should be used on a human body but Maura knew
it was designed exactly for a good, obedient slave. The metal rod
was J-shaped. The short end of the hook ended in a metal ball more
than twice the diameter of the rod. At the other end of the hook
was a simple loop. Preston pulled a long length of white rope from
the chest; there was a locking clip on one end of the rope. Instead
of handing the rope to Maura he instead passed her a tube of
KY.

“It’ll go in,” he assured her. “This is just to make
it easier.”

“Right,” she agreed and tried not to let her fingers
tremble. This she had never done before. It was Preston’s idea and
even though he had assured her Beth could handle it, Maura had her
doubts. Still, she was halfway into the process at this point and
it wouldn’t do to back out now. “Bend forward,” she said to Beth.
“Rest your weight against the wall.”

Once more Beth obeyed and it occurred to Maura that
the slave had no idea what exactly the domme was holding. She
marveled when Beth did exactly as told and even opened up her
stance a bit to allow easier access to her nether regions. Did she
expect something to be inserted into her pussy or her ass? In the
end it didn’t matter. Maura knelt down behind the slave and smeared
a large amount of lube on the ball of the anal hook. When she
pressed it against the small pucker of Beth’s anus the ring of
muscle didn’t resist at all. The large ball easily slid into the
woman’s rectum and the hook nestled up against her tailbone and
followed the curve of her spin up to the small of her back. “Stand
up,” Maura said. Now that the hook was in she was almost too
excited to contain herself. Since the slave wasn’t complaining the
hook couldn’t be hurting her and she knew the slave wanted some
pain. This was all build up, not the actual main attraction.

As Beth stood up, Maura held the hook so it wouldn’t
slip out or turn downward. That wasn’t a real risk because the
slave’s buttocks held it in place. She took the rope from Preston
and snapped the clip onto the ring at the hook’s end and then
Preston reached up to toss the rope over one of the rafters. She
took the rope back from him and quickly removed all the slack. Beth
was still facing the wall but she was now standing vertically.

“Up on your toes,” Maura ordered and pulled on the
rope. Beth wasn’t prepared and the hook pulled her up a little bit.
Since she was well-trained an instant later she was on her toes and
all the slack in the rope had been removed. Preston threaded the
rope through an eyehook bolted to the floor and then brought it up
to a large cleat screwed into the wall. Beth had been forced up
just to the balls of her feet, not onto the tips of her toes like a
ballerina, but she was still under a great deal of stress and was
already breathing heavily. A fine layer of sweat quickly covered
her skin.

Maura turned Beth around from the wall. It was easy
to do. The rope easily rotated her and with her hands behind her
back she couldn’t resist. Her eyes were wide with a mixture of
trepidation and anticipation. “You look adorable,” Maura told her,
placed her hands on either side of the slave’s face, and
passionately kissed her lips, pushing her tongue forward to explore
the other woman’s mouth. Naturally Beth did not resist and she
accepting Maura’s kiss, winding her tongue around the domme’s.

“Are you ready?” she finally asked Beth and held out
her hand to Preston.

“Of course.”

The man handed one final piece of equipment to Maura.
The slave glanced down; she had been expecting to see a paddle or
whip or floggers. It wasn’t. The ball gag was made of traditional
leather straps holding metal links that penetrated a bright red
ball. “Open up,” Maura said softly.

Beth didn’t like to be gagged. She liked to be able
to talk and scream when she was serviced. Still, she was, as
always, obedient. She opened her mouth and Maura placed the ball
behind the slave’s teeth and wrapped the straps behind her head,
buckling it into place right above her collar. “There. Now you’re
ready.”

Although she could move if she wanted to, it would be
difficult. She could barely cry out because of the gag. It wasn’t
that Beth objected to being tied up in unusual ways; it was that
she preferred to be spanked or caned instead.

Maura ran her hands down from behind Beth’s neck to
her chest where she stopped and cupped the other woman’s breasts.
“You have lovely tits,” she said softly and then squeezed Beth
nipples as hard as she could.
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