TO HELL AND NOT COMING BACK

CHAPTER SIX

“You bastard! You just couldn't pass it up, could you?” Stephanie hissed at her husband almost as soon as they arrived back at their house.
Bruce's wife stood five foot eight in bare feet. Her elegant dress hugged her svelte thighs, closely set up-tilting breasts and the tight oval cheeks of her firm buttocks. Though pushing forty she still had the figure of a much younger woman due to her disciplined routine in the gym. She was perfectly coifed and her make-up was immaculate but there was nothing asexual about her and she radiated sensuality even though her patrician face with the catlike green eyes, sharp nose, wide mouth and high cheekbones had that haughtiness which belonged on the catwalk.
“Do I detect a note of jealousy in your insinuations, my love?”  Bruce asked sarcastically. 

His voice was low pitched but his wife immediately recognised the danger and knew that she'd stuck her neck out but she felt as if she'd been slighted in front of their friends and couldn't contain her anger.

Bruce supposed that having been away for nearly an hour from the party was enough to make her suspicious but of course he would deny strenuously that anything had happened however he was astute enough to know that she wouldn't believe him. He didn't know how but his beautiful wife always seemed to sense when he'd been with another woman. Still as long as she had no direct proof he could play the game and it would add that extra spice to their sex-life. He'd realised that something was brewing when she'd been silent all the way home after the party. He scowled at her as if highly offended by her accusations but in his heart he realised that maybe this time he'd gone a little too far. All the guests must have seen him escorting Elaine out and noted the length of time he was away and he was certain that some of the women would have taken delight in being able to point the finger as they were jealous of Stephanie.

“You're a beautiful and brainy bitch, my love, but psychic you're not so, leave it alone. I haven't done anything except try to comfort Elaine, who was quite distressed meeting Sharon again.'” He snapped

“Don't patronise me, you son of a bitch! I know you've wanted to fuck Elaine ever since she married your bastard of a brother. I know just what kind of comfort you offered the beautiful, grieving widow, the same you're dispensing to that tart, Sharon!” She snarled back at him, close to tears as she reproachfully glared at him.

“Sharon! What as she got to do with this? I agree with you she's a tart so am deeply insulted that you would think that I would have anything to do with her. One last time, Steph, leave it because you're talking crap!” he snarled, surprised that she was so near the mark. 

“Why are you so mad at me? Wasn't Elaine any good and has she left you horny? Here let me take care of you, honey.” Stephanie's voice had a wheedling tone mixed with acerbity. She sank to her knees and swiftly pulled down the zip of his trousers and had his limp penis out before he had time to stop her. The limp object in her hand felt sticky and her nostrils were immediately assailed by the pungent aroma of sex confirming her suspicions. Although she was deeply wounded, that he'd lied when he'd told her that nothing had happened, she was a fighter and knew you had to fight fire with fire. Brushing away her anger and suspicions she took the penis between her bright red lips and began to suck on the bulbous glans while her slim fingers toyed with his testicles.

Bruce had not washed after screwing Elaine and he knew that his wife could smell and taste the woman's sex juices on his prick but that only added to his enjoyment. It was time to go on the offensive. “Don't think, for one moment, that I'm going to forget the way you just spoke to me. For being so bitchy about Elaine then accusing me of screwing Sharon you've got some real punishment coming. Let's get that over before I fuck you. Get up now and get ready! Do it now!” He snarled hoarsely as he pulled away from his wife. 

His now fully erect cock came out of her mouth with a loud plopping sound. He looked down cynically at the crestfallen beauty as she rose to her feet with a little sob of terror that inadequately masked her obvious growing arousal. She slipped out of her dress revealing that she was wearing an expensive but very brief lacy bra and matching pants with her hold-up stockings. She stood with her head held high, an expression of defiance on her beautiful face. Holding out even for only a few seconds heightened her arousal and boosted her self esteem.

Bruce stared at her with cold eyes and made an impatient gesture.
Stephanie, shivering voluptuously, hastily pushed the panties down and stepped out of them then reached back and unclipped her bra and tossed it aside to stand in front of him naked except for her high heels and hold-ups, which enhanced her elegant legs. She faced him contritely with her hands ritualistically behind her. This was not the first time she'd earned his displeasure and had been punished before they made love and it was something she craved and in her opinion did not get enough of.

Bruce's eyes feasted on his wife's body and compared it to Elaine's. Stephanie was a race horse and Elaine was a point-to-pointer. Both women had something the other didn't so comparison was a waste of time and anyway he liked variety and now had them both.  Stephanie was in the habit of trimming and shaping her pubic hair into a heart-shape which beautifully setoff the crinkly pink labia of her enticing pussy. Her sleek thighs showed no hint of cellulite. The firm tips of her saucy nipples thrust forward as if inviting sucking.

“Get the riding crop and bring it back in your teeth, Bitch!”  He hissed softly with a sadistic smile of relish as he saw the terror blended with intense arousal in her eyes.
Stephanie's eyes widened as she realised that he'd chosen the most painful instrument of chastisement from their collection. Why had she lost her cool? Was it jealousy because she'd realised that Elaine was one of the sexiest women she'd ever encountered and she was afraid that she would steal Bruce away? She knew that before the night was over she would suffer the most terrible pain...and ecstasy.
“Oh please, Bruce, not the crop! I am sorry that I was jealous...I really am...please use your hand...please!” She gasped. “I'll be extra good to you so please let me off...just this once! You know how I hate the crop. Please!”
Standing with his rampant penis sticking out of his expensive trousers Bruce casually looked away as he spoke. “If I have to repeat myself I will double the six you've already incurred and keep on doubling it until you stop that infernal whining.” His voice was low which made his words far more menacing than if he'd shouted.
His beautiful wife was familiar with his temper and with a stifled moan of dismay she sank down to her knees and crawled away on all fours. He watched her delightfully sculpted bottom rolling and rocking. He could see the pouch of her sex and despite her terror it was already moist and half open. Her pubic hairs were dotted with glistening pearls of vaginal juices. He knew that Stephanie was turned on by fear and, though she responded well to pain, she was even more susceptible to the apprehension of being punished and he had often delayed the punishment for hours to heighten her pleasure. Bruce watched his wife disappearing through the door. 

She came back a few seconds later, still on her hands and knees, with a riding crop clamped between her perfect teeth. She was blinking her eyes trying to clear the tears which were spilling over and running down her cheeks. She was looking at him apprehensively and noted the sardonic expression on his handsome face and knew that she would punished severely for having accused him of being more than proper with Elaine even though she was certain that he'd screwed her. Her eyes divided their attention between his handsome face and the pulsing rigidity of the very swollen penis sticking straight out of his flies and she was sure that she could detect flakes of white stuff in his pubic hairs which could only be dried sex juices. Anyone else standing like that, with a stiff penis jutting out from his trousers, would have looked ridiculous but her husband only looked demonically menacing. She finished crawling forward and stopped inches away from him and sat up so that buttocks rested against her heels. She knew what was coming but she was a proud woman and held her head high, her face only inches away from the swollen head of the twitching penis. She longed to taste it but did not dare make a move without being ordered to do so.
Bruce reached down and took the riding crop from her mouth, the leather was soaked with her saliva and tears and he wiped it dry in her hair.
“I'm very unhappy with you, Steph. What's come over you? You know that if I want to take another woman I will and it's nothing to do with you but I didn't and if I did I will not continence you questioning me about it. Is that clear?”'

“Yes, Master Bruce! I'm very sorry but Elaine is so sexy that I was jealous. I'm sorry...I really am and will never do it again. I know I was wrong about Sharon and that you would never stoop to having anything to do with a slut like her. I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry!”
“I believe you mean it but now you'd better tell me what you deserve and how I should give it to you and make it quick!”
“Please...oh please Master Bruce punish me. I've been a very bad girl so please be so good as to punish me. I know I don't deserve someone as wonderful as you, Master, but please forgive me and punish me for offending you. Spank my...bottom please, Master!” Stephanie sobbed while trying to gulp back pleas of mercy because she knew they would only increase the ferocity of the punishment. She was looking up at him and she saw that his nostrils flared as he drank in the terror on her face. She closed her eyes and shivered all over as her back hollowed and her buttocks rippled as if anticipating the first blow as she swiftly obeyed his gesture to get down on all fours.
Bruce knew that this would be a totally different experience to what he had in store for Elaine. For one thing this was his wife, his chosen mate for life, the woman who he loved and respected so the punishment had a certain rhythm and limits that he would never exceed but with Elaine there would be absolutely no limits and he intended to go as far as his imagination would take him without causing the woman permanent physical harm or damage. He would subjugate her so that she would be the most compliant of sex slaves, doing absolutely anything he wanted no matter how obscene or debasing and when he was tired of her he would auction her to the highest bidder. But this was in the future in the present he had to deal with his jealous wife.

Taking his time and doing everything very deliberately, thus heightening the sexual tension. he carried a straight-backed chair to the middle of the room and sat himself down on it. He looked down at his beautiful wife as she knelt on all fours and. as if she could feel his eyes on her, her back hollowed and her bottom stuck out provocatively. Her small breasts hung from her torso like ripe peaches waiting to be plucked. Her face was white and tears were rolling down her cheeks. Anyone not in the know would have thought that she was highly distressed and would miss the inner glow of arousal in the depths of the large blue eyes and the trembling lips denoting fierce arousal. However standing behind her an alert observer would detect the movements of the sex lips as they twitched open and allowed dollops of sex juices to escape the confine of her vagina and the way the rosy anus imitated its neighbour and opened and closed like an iris.
Bruce cupped Stephanie's chin in his hand and lifted her face so that she was staring at his face. He blew her a kiss then nodded and swiftly she stood up on shaky legs. He could see that her nipples were already erect and deep red. 

Stephanie looked at the man, who was both her husband and Master, with a mixture of deep love and intense fright. Carefully she draped herself over his lap and her hands gripped the struts of the chair and her toes just touched the carpet on the other side so that her body formed a taut bridge across his lap. Her sleek bare bottom was sticking out obscenely in the air, the skin stretched taut and the buttocks parted so that her rosy anal ring and the pussy below were lewdly exposed.  She closed her eyes and waited. Her bottom lip trembled tremulously and her eyes were tightly shut. She realised that once again she was submitting herself to her husband even though she knew that he'd screwed Elaine and that her accusations had been valid. She was doing it not because she had to but because she loved him and needed the reassurance that punishment could give her. If she'd really objected to being punished he would have understood and desisted but she knew instinctively that it would have changed something in their relationship and perhaps allow another woman to steal part of his affections. Her husband's need to exercise control over women was deep seated and was part of his charm and attraction.
