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Cheryl Comes To Play

The tension was electric as they left the restaurant. Inevitably, with Rachel dressed as provocatively as she was, heads turned to see her go, both men and women watching her every move, hanging their fears and insecurities and desires on her. But she ignored us. Goddess Rachel had better things to think about.

John walked behind her, entranced like always by the sway of her hips, the swing of her ass, the slow motion of her beautiful figure moving in front of him like a promise of future delights. And he was weary and weak-kneed from the sex they had had in the restaurant bathroom, and the sex they had been having all day. But it didn’t matter. The primal signals that she was giving him were just too strong, more than anyone could resist. He wanted more, in the dull, sated way of a man who has already had multiple orgasms in a single day, but who also happens to be sexually obsessed with his gorgeous wife.

And Goddess Rachel was proving to be insatiable. This wildness in her was hardly the most irresistible thing about her, but it was exciting all the same. Her body and her brain combined to make her the goddess she was, almost superhuman in her endless desire for pleasure and her creativity over how to get it. John was already as deeply in love with his wife as he could possibly be, as anyone could be. But if he hadn’t been, this new sexy side to his wife would have gotten there easily.

She climbed into the car, those tight leather pants that had caused all this trouble groaning and straining around her, and as he got behind the wheel, he thought of the wetness of her sex inside those tight pants with a familiar shockwave of desire. In the faint light from outside, he watched the shadows move across the incredible swell of her cleavage, every breath she took a temptation to him as he tried his best to keep his eyes on the road. He thought of the key around her ankle, shining bright against the gleaming patent leather of her sexy high-heeled boots, and he almost shivered at the thought of what it represented.

Yes, his wife had brought another man into their sex life. Yes, she played with him, took orgasms from him, had a great time bullying and dominating him. It still made John insanely jealous to think about it. But there were times he was glad it wasn’t him, and any time he thought about the chastity cage, he was reminded of that.

Serving Rachel and being dominated by her was about the sexiest thing imaginable, but at the same time, it wasn’t easy. He could only imagine being made to serve her and never getting to have sex with her, the way William was, and it almost blew his mind. It was hard to imagine how the younger man could withstand the endless teasing, the vicious erotic pressure of it all. But somehow, he did. Some part of him loved it, and it made John uncomfortable to think about how close that made the two of them.

So he tried to put it out of his mind. And with his sex goddess wife sitting beside him, it wasn’t difficult. There was a tingling feeling low down in the pit of his stomach, an irresistible excitement at the thought of what was coming next. Rachel’s wildest idea yet, maybe. Even thinking about it made it difficult to breathe.

They pulled up outside the house. Rachel’s high heels cracked on the concrete as she stepped outside, walking quickly to the door, and John followed. Admiring, almost automatically, the way the streetlights shone in the tight leather that gripped her hips and her ass, the way every curve seemed to shine, calling to him, plucking the taut strings of his desire like a virtuoso.

She stepped through the door, and John followed. The sound of her high heels took on a different pitch as she walked now on hardwood, striding into her home, the beautiful dominant goddess returning from another night out.

“William! Get out here!”

She yelled out loud as she stood in the center of the living room, and immediately, they heard the sound of bare feet hurrying toward them. William emerged from the back room where the laundry was, and at the sight of him, Rachel’s face lit up with a smile that was almost frightening.

“What were you doing, loser? Sniffing my panties?”

“No, Mrs. Sanders,” he protested, but she was barely listening. She snapped her fingers as she pointed to the floor at her feet.

“Welcome me home probably, bitch.”

William stepped toward her, then bowed down at her feet. He knelt for her so easily, so submissively, and the fact that John knew he would do the same exact thing in the other man’s position only made him even more disgusted by the whole spectacle. But right now, the moment was between his wife and her slave, and he was only an audience to it. Rachel stood above kneeling William, seeming to grow taller as she looked down at him, the power of her beauty reinforced all over again, though she hardly needed it to be.

“Welcome home, Mrs. Sanders.”

William was doing his absolute best to behave for her. Desperate, no doubt, for an orgasm that she had given no sign she was going to allow. Lowering his face to the floor, pressing his lips to each of her gleaming boots in turn, and John watched, noticing, just like he knew William had noticed, how close his face was to the key that kept his cock locked away. But he wasn’t going to take it. That was obvious. He had had so many opportunities, and he had declined every single one. He was hers, completely. There was never any question of that.

“Well, I hope you’ve been keeping yourself busy while we were gone. We had an amazing meal. Not to mention the mind-blowing sex we had in the bathroom.”

She was gloating over him, smiling and preening herself, thrilled with her own naughtiness. And even from across the room, John saw William wince at her words, just a little. Even though he knew the deal. Even though it was always the same. Sex was for her and her husband, not for him, and that was what William had signed up for, but that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt.

And that was why she did it. Because Rachel loved hurting William, and John could see it in every line of her face and body, could see it in the way her corseted boobs rose and fell with every breath she took, the way her face lit up with pleasure as he debased himself in front of her all over again.

“Go upstairs. To the bedroom. I have a use for you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

Like always, William didn’t hesitate. Like always, he practically jumped to do what she said, pathetically eager to serve her. She smiled as she watched him go, folding her arms under her prominent boobs, turning slightly on her heels to enjoy the sight of his cock bobbing between his legs in its black cage as he headed upstairs at her command. Then, once he was gone, she turned toward John, shaking her head slowly so that her dark hair swayed over her bare shoulders.

“God, he’s such a loser, isn’t he? Really brings out the mean side of me.”

John nodded silently. William was about the last thing he wanted to talk with his wife about, and knowing it was unavoidable didn’t make it any easier to take. But he was going to be part of what happened next. That was what Rachel wanted. And the promise of her latest idea was more than enough to keep him willing to go along with whatever she had in mind.

Unfolding her arms, she walked across the living room toward him. She had that slow, sexy swagger again, shifting so easily from the snarling dominatrix to the sultry seductress. But they were both the same woman, and John knew that. Both were just different expressions of that same sexual power, that ability she had to make outrageous things happen.

He smelled her perfume as she stood in front of him, draping her arms over his shoulders. He could smell the faint smell of their sex rising from her body, mingled with the leather of the tight pants she wore. It was enough to make him dizzy. He trembled with excitement as she kissed him deeply, her tongue sliding over his, probing his mouth, so that they could taste each other’s passion, could feel the lust they each had for each other and for everything else the night was going to bring them. Her big boobs pressed against his chest as he held her by her narrow waist, his hands moving down over the curve of her leather-covered ass. This was exactly what William didn’t get to do, exactly what he craved, and John didn’t feel even a little bit bad about that. Maybe the closest he ever got to his wife’s sexual sadism was the strange feeling of pride he sometimes felt at times like this, when he reflected on the fact that what was freely given to him was denied and dangled like a carrot in front of another man to get him to do the most outrageous, humiliating, embarrassing things.

His cock was already swelling back to tumescence as she lifted her smiling lips from his. Her hands slid up the back of his head, running through his hair, and her eyes flickered over the features of his face, taking in his expression. She was close enough to him that he could feel the warmth of her breath against his skin, but it was never close enough. And yet, she put her hands on his chest, keeping him just slightly at bay as he held her close, pressing his hips against hers, letting her feel the hungry bulge of his cock against her, the unignorable proof of her power over him.

“This might get a little crazy,” she said softly. “Are you sure you’re ready for this?”

“Depends what it is,” he said. “You haven’t given me any details.”

She smiled, knowing he was right.

“Well, you know I like to wing things a little bit,” she said. “Besides, I don’t want to ruin the surprise. Let’s just say I’m probably going to tease you a little bit, but I’ll make it worth your while. I’m going to give you the hottest night of your life, but you have to play along with it, okay? Let Goddess Rachel have her fun.”

“When do I ever not?”

She shrugged as she smiled, a gesture that made her breasts bounce even more temptingly in the tight red corset she was still wearing.

“Yeah, you’re usually good that way,” she said. “So don’t blow it tonight. Trust me, you’re going to like where this ends up.”

His brain exploded with possibilities, but it was clear she didn’t want to say anymore. Instead, she broke free of his grasp, pushing him gently but firmly away. Then, she took his hand in hers, threading her fingers between his, and turned toward the stairs.

He followed along behind her, his heart beating high and wild in his chest at what she had said. In her skintight leather pants, she led him up the stairs, her ass wiggling in front of him, until he entered the bedroom where William waited.

The young man was standing at the foot of the bed, looking awkward as he always did. Who wouldn’t, standing there naked in someone else’s house, with their cock locked in steel chastity? It had to hurt him to see them show up like that, the happy couple hand-in-hand, flaunting what he couldn’t have. But that was the whole point. That was the darkness he was as addicted to, in his own way, as Rachel was.

“Kneel.”

Again, Rachel’s tone abruptly shifted, from the soft seductive purr she used on John to the firm orders she liked to give to William. Like always, her chastity boy did what she wanted, dropping instantly to his knees on the bedroom floor.

John watched his wife stride toward the closet, the laces running up the back of her corset accentuating the inward curve of her back as she fetched a few things. Restraints. She had been amassing quite a collection, and had used several of the same items on John before. Others were new. Including the handcuffs she carried in her hands, along with a length of rope that was more familiar to him.

“Stretch your arms out. Grab the top rail.”

Their bed was made of wood, but with steel rails, including one that ran along the top of the footboard. William had to guess where this was going, but he didn’t put up any more fight than he usually did. He stretched out his arms to either side, holding the railing, his chest pressed against the footboard as he kneeled in front of it.

As Rachel bent over him, her fat breasts swelled even further against the cups of the corset, and John knew that his rival was watching. She clicked one of the cuffs around his wrists, looped the chain over the rail, then attached the other cuff to the same wrist, binding his hand easily in place. Then, she circled behind him to do the same with the other arm.

Her movements were slow, controlled, deliberate. She knew she didn’t have to rush. She knew he wasn’t going to stop her, that she had all the time in the world.

Once William’s hands were bound, Rachel stepped behind him. She had draped the rope over her shoulder while she put the cuffs on, but now she took it in her hands again. John somehow managed not to groan in repressed desire as he watched her ass fill the straining leather pants when she crouched behind her captive. And at the same time, he tried not to growl with jealousy as Rachel reached forward, between William’s legs, and took hold of his manhood.

For now, she was looking at him. Instead, all her focus was on William as she held his balls in her hands, gently squeezing the sensitive organs until he let out a whimper. She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against his back, her mouth almost against his ear, and even though she spoke in a whisper, it was loud enough for her husband to hear the edge of cruelty and malice in her voice, the threat and the thrill of being in full control.

“Whose balls are these?”

“Yours, Mrs. Sanders.”

“That’s right,” Rachel snarled, and William let out a gasp of pain as she squeezed them a little harder. “I own your balls, and I’ve decided, they don’t get to cum. You don’t deserve it, cuck.”

It was so hot the way she carefully formed every word, emphasizing the last one, as if she liked the way the insult felt in her mouth.

Then, still crouching behind him, she wrapped the rope around his sack, tying it tightly. William groaned in pain as she pulled his balls back behind his legs, ran the rope up his spine, and tied it, finally, around his neck. John could see the other man’s thighs shaking with the strain of his position as he shifted, trying to make himself as comfortable as possible. But Rachel had done her work well. She had tied the rope so that it kept up a steady pressure on his scrotum no matter what he did, almost as if it was still her hand holding him, even when she finally let go.

She stood up smoothly, flashing a megawatt smile at her husband that John did not return. Then, she circled around the bed and climbed onto the mattress.

Both men watched her with unrelieved desire as she crawled over the bed, her big boobs hanging in the tight confines of the corset, the key to William’s chastity shining on one ankle. She rose up on her knees at the foot of the bed, staring down at William, and he gazed up at her with a look of absolute anguish on his face. A look that only got more intense as Rachel’s hand found the zipper of her leather pants and pulled it slowly down.

The smell of sex filled the air. Even from where John was standing, he could smell it, and he knew it would be much stronger and more intense where William was. His wife’s pussy was right in front of the other man’s face, and as she pulled on the zipper of her pants, she used her fingers to spread her wet lips slightly apart. Her pubic hair glistened with their mingled juices, the white foam of her orgasm showing on her swollen lips.

William knew what they had done in the restaurant bathroom, but now he was seeing it for himself. Seeing and smelling the evidence of their sex, taunted with what he wasn’t allowed. So often these days, Rachel’s cruelty took John’s breath away. And again, he was only glad that this time, it wasn’t directed at him.

“Want a taste, cuck? Want to lick my married pussy clean for me?”

“Oh God, yes, please, Mrs. Sanders,” William said, all self-respect and self-restraint completely abandoned. It was as if his wife’s pheromones were overcoming the other man’s reason, making him desperate to do the unthinkable. And Rachel chuckled to herself, staring down at him over the swell of her boobs, inching just a little forward on her knees, spreading her legs just a little wider.

“Go on then, lick me,” she said. “Do a good job, and I might even think about maybe letting you cum.”

She laughed as William lunged forward. They could be no better demonstration of how desperately he wanted her than that. Tied up in an uncomfortable position, he nevertheless launched himself at her like her pleasure was all that mattered.

But Rachel was too cruel for that. She leaned back, shuffling again on her knees so that her pussy stayed out of his reach.

William stood. He leaned forward, completely off balance, his wrists still shackled to the headboard. But Rachel placed her hand on his forehead, holding him at bay, just a few frustrating inches from the pussy he so obviously craved. She laughed again, a wild, dangerous sound, a sound that made John’s heart vibrate with desire and disbelief. This wasn’t the woman he had married. Not by a long way. But it was undeniably the woman he loved, and this vicious streak in her only made her even more desirable that she already was.

“On your knees, loser,” Rachel said, still laughing as she spoke. “I didn’t say you could stand up, did I? No, no pussy for you. You can just watch.”

William groaned as he dropped back down onto his knees. And as he did, Rachel inched toward him again, maintaining that same distance between his face and her pussy. She wanted him to look at it, wanted him transfixed by it, but unable to reach. Getting off on her cruelty.

Slowly, she traced two fingers over the wetness of her sex, letting William see the slick shine of mingled cum on her digits. Then, she raised them to her lips and sucked her fingers slowly, making William groan like he was being stabbed. Frankly, John felt the same way. Even though he got to have her, got to have sex with that incredible body, it was never enough. You could never have enough of a woman like Rachel. All you could do, like William, was try to be happy with whatever she allowed.

Rachel let out a soft moan as she played with herself in front of William’s distraught face, and John knew that she was putting on a show for him, but he also didn’t doubt that her pleasure was real. She was feeling herself as every inch the goddess he had always thought she was, her sexual power flowing out of her to fill the room like the smell and heat of her beautiful body, entrancing both men at the same time. She was an absolute picture of sexual pleasure, every curve of her body seeming to radiate gorgeous light, and even where he was standing, John trembled with the desire that he knew must be only a shadow of William’s. This was what his wife did to people.

From downstairs, a knock on the door interrupted the scene. Rachel, her hand frozen between her thighs, turned to John with a giddy smile on her face, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed rapidly with growing excitement.

“That’s Cheryl,” she said. “Go let her in, honey.”

John nodded. Just as obedient in his way as William, he turned without a word and headed out of the bedroom, hurrying down the stairs. His heart was pounding as rapidly and forcefully as ever in his chest as he hurried down the stairs, knowing things were about to take an unbelievable turn. His cock throbbed urgently in his pants as he pulled open the front door and saw Cheryl standing outside.

She looked incredible. It wasn’t easy to compete with Rachel, but somehow, Cheryl always looked better in real life that she did in his memories. Her straight dark hair fell in a silken wave around her shoulders, framing her round face and her dark eyes that glinted as she looked at him, a faint smile on her plump lips. She wasn’t wearing a coat, and just like with Rachel, John wondered, for a split second, where these women found the confidence to dress the way they did in public. He wondered, just for a brief moment, at all the things their neighbors might have seen over the past few weeks they happen to be looking out of the window at the right moment. But Cheryl’s appearance didn’t leave much room for rational thought in John’s brain, already addled as it was to my wild desire.

She was dressed in black latex. Flawless and gleaming and figure-hugging as she stepped through the door, without waiting for an invitation. A black latex dress so tight it looked almost like it had been painted onto her curvaceous body, swooping inward at her waist narrowed by a built-in corset, that revealed her breasts swelling over the low neckline and her thighs shining in the tight skirt that reached almost to her knees. Along with the dress, she wore a pair of black high-heeled pumps with a wicked spike heel that cracked with a loud sound on the floor of the kitchen as John closed the door behind her. Cheryl, younger though she was, stepped into the room like she owned the place, and her outfit only enhanced the impression she gave of total sexual power, of inarguable authority.

“Hi, cuck,” she said dismissively. “Where’s your Goddess?”

“Upstairs,” John said.

Cheryl’s dark eyes flashed as she turned her head abruptly toward him, the faint smile that had been on her face dropping away immediately. It felt faintly ridiculous to John to be scared of a woman so much younger than he was, but at the same time, he glimpsed a danger in Cheryl’s slanted eyes, and he knew the power she held. A power that his wife would only reinforce, he knew.

“Upstairs, Mistress Cheryl,” he said, his voice cracking slightly on the humiliating words. But the corners of her mouth lifted in a satisfied little smile.

“Okay. Let’s go then.”

Cheryl didn’t wait for an answer. She walked through his house, her body swaying in the skin tight latex, and he stared at her big round ass just the way he had stared at Rachel’s in her leather pants as she led him upstairs. Cheryl climbed the stairs, and John followed, his heart rising in his throat with every step, his cock surging with arousal.

In the bedroom, they found Rachel sitting on the edge of the bed. Apparently done with teasing William for now, she had zipped up her leather pants, and when she saw the other woman, she sprang to her feet. She hurried over to Cheryl and embraced her, and both John and William watched, these two very different but dangerously beautiful bodies pressed together, a symphony of tempting curves that neither of them could ignore.

“Thanks for coming,” Rachel said.

“Wouldn’t have missed it for the world.”

Rachel giggled, and headed toward the closet. John’s heart throbbed with nervousness as he saw his wife get more ropes, more restraints, and turn her burning eyes on him.

“Take your clothes off, honey,” she said, not even trying to conceal the wild smile on her face. “Let Cheryl see how turned on you are.”

He didn’t hesitate for long. He knew, just as well as William did, that there was no point in trying to resist. The women were fully in charge, and their authority seemed to echo through the room, seeming to weigh down on both men who wanted them so badly.

Glancing toward Cheryl, who stood there with her hands on her hips, smiling as she watched the show, John took off the clothes he had worn to the restaurant. And as he pulled down his underwear, his rigid cock springing free of the fabric, both women laughed, sharing a glance at one another.

“God, these losers are so lucky, aren’t they?”

“You can say that again,” Rachel said, stepping forward with a length of rope in her hands.

“Hands behind your back, baby,” she said. And, knowing what was coming, John did as she said. He watched Cheryl as he put his hands behind him, and Rachel circled around to tie them together. She was looking him up and down with a broad grin on her face now, pleased by this erotic spectacle. As the rope tightened around his wrists, he felt that thrilling surge of helplessness, that erotic sensation of surrender. Rachel had always been in charge, always in full control. But now, it felt that way more than ever.

“This way.”

Taking him by the arm, Rachel led John across the room toward her vanity. She ordered him to sit down on the chair, and as his cock throbbed, she crouched in front of him, ignoring it. Instead, she used two short lengths of rope to tie his ankles to the legs of the stool.

A voice in his head screamed that he should resist, shouldn’t let them do this, that what was meant to happen was that he got to enjoy both her and Cheryl, a wild fantasy he might once have thought would never come true. But he remembered all too well what his wife had said. Go along with what she wanted, let her have her way, trusting that in the end, the outcome would be more than worth it.

Her task done, Rachel stood up, grinning down at him as she placed her own hands on her hips.

“There we go,” she said as she turned toward the bed, strutting along in her high heels. “Time to enjoy the show, boys.”
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