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Part Two


Chapter Two

 


Waking up the next morning Maura noted that Beth was
gone from her place next to the bed, Preston was lightly snoring
next to her, and the smell of bacon was wafting up from the
kitchen. The smell made her stomach rumble and Maura opted for a
morning meal over morning sex. She carefully disengaged Preston’s
arm from around her shoulders and made her way silently downstairs
wearing her nightie. It made her feel elegant and not so
vulnerable.

As she expected Beth was there cooking breakfast and
Maura didn’t blink when she saw the slave was naked but for a small
apron around her waist. She gave her credit for bravery, facing a
pan of hot bacon grease with her bare breasts. Beth smiled in
greeting and Maura was a bit upset that she already looked put
together: her eyes were clear and bright, she wore no makeup but
her face was clean and no puffy from sleep, her hair was pulled
back into a simple ponytail that gave her a youthful
appearance.

“Coffee?” Maura asked.

Beth quickly poured her a mug and said, “Breakfast
will be ready in a minute.

Would you like toast with your eggs and bacon?”

“Yes, please.” She grimaced after she said
please and made to cover up her mistake with a quick gulp of
coffee. A dominant woman shouldn’t say please or thank you to a
slave, she had decided. “When are you going to wake Preston?” she
asked, curious about their morning rituals.

“I’m not going to. He’s not a morning person.
And he rarely eats breakfast. This is for you and me.”

“How nice of you. I think I’ll wake him after I’ve
eaten.” She perched herself on the barstool that faced the
breakfast bar where Beth had setup their breakfast. The cool
leather of the stool’s seat felt smooth and velvety on her bare
bottom. She wondered how it would feel to Beth’s sore bottom.

“I’m warning you, he’s not a morning person.”
Beth smiled at her and handed over a plate of eggs, bacon, and
buttered toast.

“I’ve found most men don’t mind being woken early if
it’s done with a blowjob.” Beth nodded her head and made to sit
down on the stool at the end of the bar. Maura stopped her. “Let me
see your bottom.”

The slave hesitated just a moment but then turned
around and presented her ass for Maura to inspect. To her delight
she saw that Beth’s skin had worked overtime during the night and
almost all the redness was gone and the welts had faded to little
lines that were no more prominent than kitten scratches. Maura
reached out and lightly ran her fingertips across the abused skin.
It was only slightly warmer than body temperature and she reveled
in the fact she was touching another woman’s naked ass. For just
half a second she wanted to dip her fingers between Beth’s legs and
tease her pussy lips, but that was a step too far. “It doesn’t look
bad at all,” she commented and went back to her meal, pretending
this was something she did all the time.

“My body is used to it, my lady,” Beth said as she
sat down without the faintest hint of pain. “I heal quickly.” She
actually blushed and then added. “I think Preston likes to leave
marks on me and because I heal so quickly…he has to do it a
lot.”

“I see,” Maura said neutrally and went back to her
breakfast. They finished their meal in silence. Maura wanted to
make Beth understand that even though she was the novice in this
situation it was Beth who was the slave, the submissive, and the
one on the lower social scale. As she finished and stood up,
leaving the plate behind for Beth to take care of, the slave
stopped her with a quick question.

“Would you like me to groom you before you go to wake
Preston?”

“Excuse me?”

“Would you like me to groom you?” she asked again.
“It wouldn’t be proper for you to go back to Preston’s bed without
at least shaving your legs and bathing.”

Maura blinked at her. “Is this something you offer to
all of Preston’s lovers?”

The question was pointed and a little bit nasty. Beth
responded with grace. “Of course. I would love to prepare you for
my Sir. He would be thrilled that you allowed me this little
service.”

Maura considered. It was weird. It was strange. Those
quick assessments were enough for her to decide. “How will we
manage not to wake him?”

“You haven’t seen the master suite,” Beth said and
beckoned to the brunette after untying her tiny apron and tossing
it aside. She was led to the back of the house, down a hallway she
hadn’t seen earlier. When Beth opened up the door she revealed a
gigantic bedroom at least twice the size of the one used by Preston
upstairs. This puzzled her for why would he choose to have a
smaller bedroom than what the house offered. This was pushed off
with a shrug when Beth grabbed her hand and brought her to the
attached bathroom. It too was huge and featured a sunken tub that
would better be described as a hot tub for four people.

Beth opened up the tap and water gushed out. “May I?”
she asked, reaching for Maura’s hips, indicating that she wanted to
undress Maura. The dominant woman nodded once and Beth lifted the
nightie over Maura’s head and dropped it to the floor. Maura was a
touch uncomfortable being naked with the slave, but reasoned it was
fine. She was just being groomed. “Get in the water, my lady, and
see if the temperature is to your liking.” Beth turned to the shelf
of soaps and lotions as Maura lowered herself into the tub

The faucet used to fill the tub was like a firehose.
It filled incredibly quickly. Beth knew what she was doing because
the temperature was perfect. Taking a breath Maura lowered her
entire body under the surface and relaxed for a moment before
coming up to the top.

“I like this shampoo,” Beth said as she carefully
massaged Maura’s scalp after joining her in the tub. The grooming
was become a bit to intimate but Maura didn’t want it to stop,
especially after feeling Beth’s fingers rubbing her head. The slave
knew exactly what she was doing.

Maura allowed herself to be shampooed and then
conditioner was run through her hair. As that set Beth took a puff
and loaded it with body wash. Maura was uncomfortable at first as
Beth washed her, but then took the attitude the slave was not
unlike a nurse bathing a patient. Beth didn’t spend undue time on
Maura’s breasts or pussy so everything was right and proper. After
the conditioner was removed from her hair she started to slosh out
of the tub but Beth stopped her once more.

“Please let me shave your legs.”

This was a real area of concern for Maura. She was
nervous around razors in general and was always extremely careful
when shaving herself. Her caution trebled when she shaped her pubic
hair. She hated cutting her skin with a razor and now the slave was
asking to run the dangerous implement over her legs.

“Fine.” Maura decided that Beth had to be trusted. If
she wasn’t there was no point in continuing in a relationship with
Preston. She settled back on one of the seats in the tub and raised
her leg up out of the water, resting the heel on the tub’s edge.
Beth covered her leg up to mid-thigh with shaving cream and then
carefully—oh so carefully—started removing the tiny bit of stubble
that had grown over the past day.

Her touch was light and confident, even around the
ankles and knee. Beth knew precisely what she was doing. Maura
didn’t have any trouble swapping the position of her legs and
allowing the submissive woman the pleasure of shaving her other
leg.

After the shaving cream was rinsed away but before
Maura could gain control of the situation Beth said, “If you’ll sit
on the edge of the tub, I’ll shave your pussy for you.”

“I like my hair the way it is,” Maura snapped.

“Of course, my lady, but you need the edged defined
and the stubble removed.” For a slave Beth was insistent and firm.
Somehow the way she modulated her voice caused Maura to give in.
She stood up and put her butt on the tub’s rim. Opening up her legs
was a more difficult step for her, but Beth was waiting expectantly
and once her thighs were wide enough, she moved in between Maura’s
legs to apply the shaving cream around Maura’s little triangle. The
razor she was using was new and sharp and was one of the fancier
new models that used all sorts of tricks to prevent nicks and
cuts.

Beth knew precisely what she was doing and artfully
removed every bit of stubble in and around Maura’s pussy. She held
her labia perfectly, scraping away those troublesome bits of hair
Maura never seemed to be able to get on her own. The entire time
Maura was nervous because—except for two doctors—no woman had ever
touched her there. When Beth was finally done she rinsed away the
tiny little clouds of remaining cream with a washcloth and ran her
fingers over the small curls. “The length is good. You must trim it
regularly.”

“Yes,” Maura said quietly.

Beth had been kneeling in the tub’s water. Maura’s
legs were covered up to her knees. She knew what was going to
happen next. She didn’t want it to happen, but it seemed the right
thing to do. Sometimes people simply act the way they think they
are supposed to act and Maura did exactly that.

When Beth leaned in and kissed the little patch of
hair Maura had to force herself to keep her legs open. When Beth
didn’t break the kiss and simply lowered it, licking with her
tongue, searching out Maura’s slit and clit, Maura just allowed
her. She looked down at the slave’s closed eyes and let it happen.
There was no reason to resist. Beth knew exactly what she was
doing.

Under the most skilled tongues it normally took Maura
a good amount of time to cum from cunnilingus and even with a
skilled tongue, it didn’t always happen for her that way. It took
Beth less than two minutes to get the domme off. Maura stifled her
cry of passion by biting down on her knuckle—a trick she had
learned in college when living in dorm rooms with thin walls. Upon
realizing her lady had cum Beth kissed her pussy a few more times,
pulled back a bit, and kissed her inner thigh.

“I hope you enjoyed that.”

There was only one thing for Maura to say. “Yes.”

“Now would be a good time for you to go to Preston. I
have to groom myself.”

Maura was glad that Beth didn’t expect any
reciprocation. Despite her open-mindedness she wouldn’t have been
able to do that. After toweling off she exited the bathroom with
nary a glance behind her for Beth. She wasn’t important to Maura at
the moment. The only important thing on her mind at the moment was
Preston upstairs in the bed. Walking with confidence through the
house she didn’t feel the least bit naked for she was clothed in
sureness and lust that had been stirred up by Beth.

Preston was as she had left
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