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Cheryl Takes A Turn

Rachel’s hand kept moving up and down my cock. Slowly, teasingly, driving me further and further along this path of desire that we both knew so well.

It wasn’t like I needed the help. There I was, naked in my bedroom with my wife and her new friend dressed in sexy lingerie. Everywhere I looked, there were gorgeous feminine curves on display, two incredible bodies of two women who looked so different, but were both infuriatingly desirable in their own way. Because I knew that I couldn’t have them. Not yet, at least.

And even after everything we had done together, all the craziness of the past few weeks, I found it hard to believe that Rachel would allow me to do anything with another girl. But there was no denying that was the way things were heading. Maybe, knowing the way my wife’s mind worked, it was all part of the tease. All part of the joy she took in driving me crazy with unrelieved lust. It was working brilliantly. Even though I had plenty of evidence proving otherwise, I felt as if I had never been more turned on as I stood there in the bedroom, gasping with pleasure in front of both of them.

“I think we need to tie him up,” Rachel said, raising her face to talk to Cheryl over my shoulder. “Where did those handcuffs get to?”

“Over here.”

I didn’t need to turn and look at Cheryl to hear the grin in her voice as she spoke. Just as excited as my wife, and growing in confidence all the time. I remembered from the night before how she got caught up in these games, how Rachel’s dominance of me seemed to encourage the other woman to be equally bold, equally demanding. It was unbelievably sexy to me.

I heard the rattle of metal, and even as Rachel continued to stroke my cock, I looked in Cheryl’s direction. I saw her bending down to the floor, picking up the handcuffs that I had put myself in the night before, that Rachel had freed me from after taking me to bed and having her way with me. As Cheryl straightened up, I saw how my wife’s panties strained around her ample hips, how her heavy boobs almost threatened to spill out of the black and red bra that barely contained them, and my heart hammered in my chest, in time with the constant and relentless throbbing of my cock.

Was I going to let them do this? Of course I was. Of course I was, because Rachel had trained me to allow it. Every time she pushed my boundaries, she rewarded me with the pleasure of sex, and somehow, the kinkier and nastier it got, the better the eventual orgasms became. I’m not stupid. I was well aware of what she was doing, and how she was doing it. But that didn’t make me any more able to resist it. Because deep down, I didn’t want to. I wanted this game, this thrill, this excitement, no matter what the cost. And frankly, humiliating as it was to be bossed around in front of a stranger, it didn’t have the same torturous teeth as it did when I had to wait at home while my wife went on one of her dates with William.

“Put your hands behind your back, honey.”

The way that Rachel spoke to me at times like this was part of her charm, part of the excitement. Precisely because she didn’t yell, didn’t threaten. She just told me what to do in a tone of voice that suggested it never even occurred to her that I might not do it. As if my obedience was a foregone conclusion. And I guess it was. I guess she was right. She knew the hold she had over me, the power her beauty and sex appeal gave her. She had no call to question it. Even though I had my doubts, even though I was nervous, I did it. Standing in front of my wife with my hard cock in her hand, I put my hands behind my back, and felt the warmth of Cheryl’s body approaching me from behind, and knew I was about to lose even more of what little power and control I had.

I felt her touch my wrists. Her movements were tentative, and I understood why. She didn’t even know me. In fact, now I thought about it, I wasn’t sure she even knew my name. And yet, she was helping my wife tie me up, putting me in bondage and making me helpless for whatever the next act of this kinky sex game was going to be. This isn’t the kind of thing that happens to normal people. It wasn’t the kind of thing that happened to us, until very recently. And now, the big boobs of some young woman I barely knew were pressing against my back, the lacy fabric of my wife’s borrowed bra tickling my skin as she took my hands in hers and locked them behind me.

The way she handled the handcuffs made me think she had never done this before. But she figured out the simple device easily enough. I grunted as she tightened the metal around my arms, and the whole time, Rachel’s eyes were on my face. Studying my expression, getting off on my embarrassment and discomfort. I knew she was. She always did.

Once my hands were locked behind me, Cheryl stepped back. Rachel did, too. She released her grip on my cock, leaving it throbbing in the air, my whole body feeling like I was burning up with lust for these two minxes who stood in front of me in their underwear, looking absolutely gorgeous and completely in control.

“That’s better,” Rachel grinned. “Now we can have some real fun. Ever had a guy get on his knees and worship you, Cheryl?”

Cheryl burst out laughing, in surprise, not amusement. And Rachel had half-turned toward the woman as she spoke, but all the same, she kept her eyes on me. Like she couldn’t stop staring. She couldn’t get enough of my discomfort, my doubt, my shame and desire, the whole complicated suite of emotions I was feeling as my goddess basically shared her dominance with someone new. Still, out of the two of us, I had no doubt over who was getting the better view.

“No, I can’t say I have,” Cheryl said, still struggling to choke back her laughter. And Rachel kept her eyes on me.

“Well, this seems like a golden opportunity, doesn’t it? Come sit on the bed over here.”

I heard Cheryl move behind me. From the corner of my eye, I saw her circle around both me and Rachel and sit down carefully on the mattress. Me and my wife were still looking at each other, and it struck me that in some sense, Cheryl, although she was a real person with her own needs and desires, was almost like a prop. A tool that Rachel was using to push me even more than she already had, to test more of my boundaries and see how far we could take this crazy game between us. It was so sexy, so wild, so naughty. It was almost beyond belief.

“I think you know what you’re going to do next, don’t you?”

I looked at Rachel as she spoke to me. She was right, of course. But I didn’t want to do it. Half the time, the things she asked of me were something I wanted, or was at least indifferent to. Even when she set out to humiliate me, when she made me grovel at her feet, it wasn’t the worst thing in the world.

This was different. Much more extreme. Much more humiliating. I knew that that was the point, and I knew, like I always did, that the only way to get what I felt like I needed at that point was to give in to Rachel again and let her take what she wanted from me.

But more than ever, I was tempted to resist. To do the unthinkable and say no to my goddess, as if she had asked me instead of simply telling me what I was going to do.

But I didn’t. I couldn’t. My head and my heart were full of her, my body lit up with the excitement of sex, demanding I do whatever it took, no matter how degrading or pathetic or embarrassing it might be. And the fact that I didn’t really want to, the fact that Rachel was going to make me, only made it even hotter. That was theconflict I was in, the tangle that trapped me, and Rachel knew it better than anyone. After all, she was the one who had created it.

“Goddess Rachel,” I began, using the title she had given herself to try and get on her good side. She smiled, seeing through the attempt, but enjoying it anyway. Enjoying what it meant, what it said about us and the relationship between us. What it said about her and the power she had over me.

“What? Don’t want to? Tough. I wasn’t asking. She’s a guest in my house, and that means you will show her the proper respect. Now, get on your knees where you belong. Don’t make me punish you.”

Even that, she said with a smile. And as Rachel spoke, Cheryl laughed out loud, covering her mouth with both hands, shocked by what she was hearing but quite obviously delighted by it all the same. Of course she was right, I knew that. We both knew that she had all the cards, all the power she would ever need to make me do whatever she wanted.

Still, I hesitated. Still smiling, the outcome never in doubt, Rachel stepped back. She sat down on the bed next to Cheryl, her stockings whispering over one another as she crossed her legs, one gleaming high heel dangling and catching the light. With her hands on the mattress behind her, she took a deep breath and let it out with a long sigh, and I knew that she was well aware of how it made her breasts rise on her chest, how it accentuated the ample cleavage I was desperate to bury my face in. They were both unbelievably sexy, and I was helplessly turned on, and all my wife had to do was look at me in the right way, wear the right thing, and I would literally grovel at her feet.

Again.

As I sank to the floor, the women looked at each other, giddy smiles on their pretty faces. Then, they turned their attention back to me. I shuffled forward on my knees, hands locked behind my back, cock throbbing and surging in front of me, the humiliating proof of how much it turned me on to be treated this way. Pointing up, in a way, at the two women sitting above me, lording their power over me.

Cheryl shifted a little where she sat, almost squirming on the spot. She had her thighs pressed together, her hands in her lap, my wife’s black and red panties hugging her broad hips, Rachael’s boots gleaming on her feet. I leaned forward awkwardly, spreading my knees to balance myself, and as I lowered my face down, I took one last look up at Rachel. Not saying a word, but checking in with her, like I was silently asking her not to make me do this.

But there was no reprieve coming from that direction. She was beaming down at me, her eyes alive with excitement, her face radiating all the pleasure and thrill she felt at making me do this. She wasn’t going to change her mind. She never did. Once my Goddess made up her mind, that was it. And I was just her humble servant, having to go on with whatever she said. Whatever turned her on.

So I pressed my lips against Cheryl’s foot. To make it easier on myself, I thought about how it was exciting my wife, thought about her pussy getting wet in the panties she wore as she watched me degrade myself like this. The leather of the boots was smooth against my lips as I kept kissing, the humiliating sound of it filling the quiet of the bedroom while both women watched.

“Oh my God,” Cheryl said, her hands still covering her mouth. She couldn’t believe what was happening. But Rachel seemed to take it all in stride. Of course, that was part of her role, part of her power, part of being a goddess. If she was ever surprised by how much she could get away with, she was determined never to show it.

“Awesome, isn’t it? I mean, it feels a little weird at first. But you’d be surprised how quickly you get used to it. Pretty soon, it starts to feel… Well, not natural, exactly. It’s still kinky and fun. But you start to expect it, after a while. To demand it. It feels… Right. I mean, look how badly he wants us. He should be on his knees, begging.”

“It feels… powerful,” Cheryl said. And as she spoke, she shifted again on the bed. She swung one foot of the other, and I took the hint, switching my attention so that now, I was kissing her other foot through the leather of my wife’s boot. My cheeks were burning with embarrassment, my whole body on fire with the shame of it all, but that was the whole point. That was what was turning these women on. I could feel it, that arousal crackling in the air around us, the excitement of being in control filling Cheryl just like it did Rachel and turning all of us on.

That was my hope, now. That this act of submission would get these women excited, and that that would lead to the kind of sexual adventure I had once only dreamed about.

“Yeah, it does,” Rachel agreed with her protégé. “You know, talk about empowerment. It’s basically impossible not to feel powerful and sexy when a guy is literally worshiping you. That’s why I recommended this to any woman. There’s nothing quite like the control you get when a man wants you this desperately.”

Cheryl laughed again. But my wife hadn’t said anything funny, and she certainly wasn’t joking. She was saying nothing but the truth, and I was the proof of it, kneeling there on the floor in front of them with my lips pressed against Cheryl’s feet.

By now, I knew the drill. I kissed my way up this woman’s legs slowly, trying to show all the devotion and submission I knew they wanted to see from me. And as I rose higher up her body, the excitement only grew. I was moving closer to Cheryl all the time, closer to her bare skin, her heavy thighs, and what lay between them, and with a thrill of excitement, I wondered how far Rachel intended to allow things to go. What were the limits here? As always, they were whatever my wife decided they would be. And that thrilling thought kept me rockhard as my lips and tongue slid over the lever of Cheryl’s borrowed boots, as I continued to grovel and kiss and worship at the feet of a woman I had only just met.

“Yeah,” Cheryl said at last, as if someone had asked her a question, although nobody had. “This is pretty hot.”

Now it was Rachel who laughed at the other woman’s comment.

“I told you. And take it from me, it’s even hotter thinking about this when you’re on a date with another guy. Knowing you have a man at home who wants you this badly, and other men out there who are just as needy, just as desperate. I know you thought it was weird when I told you how our relationship works. I mean, I don’t blame you. It is weird. But I think you can see now why I do it.”

“Yeah,” Cheryl said dreamily. But it almost seemed like she wasn’t really paying attention.

Instead, she was looking down at me, watching my every movement as my mouth approached her knees. I glanced up at her, saw her dark eyes looking down at me, her head tilted to one side. As I stared at her, I saw something that excited me even more. Between her thighs, I could see a dark patch of dampness on the panties she had borrowed from my wife.

She had said herself that this was a turn-on, but seeing the visual proof of that was so much more thrilling than just hearing the words. I felt, as I often did at moments like this, like my head was spinning, like my brain couldn’t adequately process the full weight of the desire and the need I felt. Like always when Rachel dominated me, I had no choice. All I could do was carry on following her orders in the hope, eventually, of a reward.

With my face at the level of Cheryl’s knees, I waited. Sometimes, Rachel made a point of not letting me touch her bare skin. She loved making me wait for the privilege. Under the power of both of them now, I didn’t dare make any assumption about what I might be permitted or denied. So I just waited, staring at all those gorgeous feminine curves on display in front of me, driving me wild with a lust I could do nothing about until Rachel decided to allow it.

“What do you think? Has he been a good boy?”

That was Rachel, asking Cheryl. This woman, this stranger, now able to decide my fate just like my wife was, a decision that I was shut out from. The implication was unmissable.

Cheryl turned her dark eyes on me, using one hand to sweep her black hair away from her face. She was doing good job of acting the dominatrix, but she couldn’t keep the smile from her face. Not that that mattered. Rachel always gave her orders with a smile, too.

“I mean, he’s been okay,” Cheryl said grudgingly.

“Oh? What more do you think he should be doing?”

Rachel softened her words with a smile as she looked at Cheryl. But Cheryl didn’t seem to know quite what to say. She looked from me to my wife and back again, her dominant demeanour cracking, and Rachel knew she had to step in.

“I know what we can do. Get up here, honey. Up on the bed.”

As she spoke, she patted the mattress beside her, as if encouraging a dog or cat to jump up next to her. I got to my feet and climbed onto the mattress, struggling to balance myself without the use of my hands. Not that it mattered. As soon as I was on the bed, Rachel reached out and pushed me over with one hand, so that I fell on my side. Then, she turned, getting on her knees and reaching over me, her breasts hanging from her chest supported by the sexy bra she wore. She pushed me down on the bed, pinning my shoulders, and as she smiled down at me, Cheryl turned to watch.

“Lie down there,” Rachel said softly. “Remember, don’t cum. Not until I say you can.”

Then, she sat back on her knees. I groaned as she reached out and took my cock in her hand, stroking again. It rose up from between my legs, throbbing to her touch, and my wife knew exactly how to please me. She had just the right speed, just the right tightness, twisting her hand slightly as she toyed with me, smiling down at me the whole time. More than enough to reduce me to an absolute mess. More than enough to have me gasping and quaking where I lay on the bed, an orgasm building inside me just like she knew it would, just like she intended.

“Let’s play a game. If he can last ten minutes without an orgasm, I’ll have sex with him. If not?…”

“If not,” Cheryl said slowly, her dark eyes sparkling with a new malice, “he has to come to my house and do my laundry. Naked.”

Rachel burst out laughing at that, clearly absolutely delighted with the idea. But even as she laughed, her hand kept up a steady rhythm on my cock, keeping me just this side of explosion, just a side of pleasure. Ten minutes seemed impossible. With her touching me like this, I was ready to go at a moments’ notice, and the idea of holding out seemed as remote as the stars.

“Love it,” Rachel said, shaking her head. “Okay, that’s the deal. If you can’t control yourself, you’re going to be Cheryl’s little laundry boy. That’s going to be embarrassing, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” I groaned through gritted teeth, as the woman shared a delighted look. And Rachel’s hand moved a little quicker on my cock, making me moan out loud, making me pant and gasp as I tried to resist the most natural reaction in the world.

“Good. It should be. That’s what happens to horny boys who can’t control themselves. Now, try to behave for ten measly minutes, or else that’s exactly what you’ll be doing.”

I let out a long moan of despair mixed with pleasure that made both women laugh again. Rachel adjusted her position on her knees, tightening her grip even more. I had no doubt that she was going to make me explode. She knew exactly how to please me, all the years of our relationship teaching her everything she needed to know. More than ever, it felt like she was toying with me, enjoying my helplessness. Knowing she could make me cum whatever she wanted and dragging out the tease and the torment, flexing her power in front of her new friend and reveling in how it made her feel.

In the mixture of pleasure and torture I was in, I barely even registered as Cheryl, too, turned and climbed onto the bed. Her breasts wobbled in her borrowed bra as she crawled on hands and knees toward us, kneeling next to me like Rachel was.

“Can I take a turn?”

I gasped at that. Even Rachel, dominant goddess that she was, seemed surprised. But the grin that followed the look of astonishment across her mobile face gave me the answer before she said a word.

“Sure,” she said.

My wife released her grip on my cock and inched away from me. Immediately, Cheryl replaced her in her spot beside me. I groaned again as I felt her hand close around my cock, as I felt her start to stroke.

The first woman other than Rachel who had touched me in years. Even before we got married, I had known that Rachel was the one for me, and I had never wanted anyone else. But now, it was my wife who had brought this to pass, who was directing this whole unbelievable experience. And I moaned and groaned and squirmed on the bed as Cheryl stroked my cock, gripping tighter and moving faster than Rachel had. She didn’t know my body the way my wife did, but she obviously knew exactly what she was doing. And the malice that sparkled in her dark eyes left me in no doubt about what she wanted. That kinky idea she had come up with, of reduce me to nothing but a lowly servant, was clearly her goal now. And there wasn’t much doubt in my mind that she was going to achieve it.

I squeezed my eyes shut, trying to control myself. Trying to imagine I was somewhere else, anywhere. Trying to think of something boring, something other than the two beautiful women in lingerie in bed with me. But Cheryl wasn’t going to allow that.

Still stroking furiously, she leaned forward on the bed, and I felt my face engulfed by her heavy breasts. She groaned, just a little, as she rubbed her fat tits over my face, and I kept my eyes closed, but the softness and weight of them, the feel of her smooth skin, made me even more desperate. Over the rush of blood in my ears, I could hear my wife laughing, thoroughly enjoying this insane spectacle. And I heard the wickedness in Cheryl’s voice as she spoke directly into my ear.

“You’re going to cum, you little loser,” she hissed. “You’re going to cum right here in front of your wife, and then you know what’s going to happen? You’re going to come to my house, and I’m going to make you my little bitch. I’m going to boss you around. I’m going to make you do all my chores. You’ll do it, won’t you, you little loser? Because the only way you get pussy is to be a good bitch and do exactly as you’re told.”

“Oh my God,” Rachel gasped. “That’s so mean!”

But I could hear the smile in her voice, and Cheryl just laughed too, grinding her body against mine even more.

“He’s going to cum,” I heard my wife warn. And she was right. Underneath the other woman, I was rapidly losing control. The feel of her hand around my cock, the feel of her breasts against my face, the weight and warmth of her body dressed in lingerie I knew better than I knew her was all so intoxicating, so arousing, so unbelievably exciting that I had basically no choice.

I came. I came with a loud cry of pleasure, yes, but also despair and defeat. They had beaten me with nothing but their beauty and sexiness, and as the cum spurted out of my straining cock, as Cheryl continued to grip and squeeze and stroke my manhood, milking me of every drop, my mind raced. Because as crazy as this will was, I didn’t doubt that Rachel could make it happen. Look at everything she had put me through so far. All she had to do was hold out the promise of sex, and I would go along with anything. She knew it just as well as I did.

Cheryl let go of my cock and pushed herself upright. There was a satisfied smile on her face as she looked down at me, a puddle of my ejaculate warm on my stomach and legs, my cock sinking slowly back down toward my thighs. Tamed and conquered by these two women who handled it like they owned it, like they owned me, and in a very real sense, it felt like they did.

“That’s a shame, isn’t it, honey?” Rachel said in a teasing voice. “I was going to fuck your brains out. But I guess not.”

“Oh, please, Goddess Rachel,” I groaned. The laughter of both women greeted my words.
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