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Cheryl The Cucksitter

“Don’t worry, honey. It’s going to be fun.”

“Yeah, for you.”

Rachel just laughed at that.

From one point of view, you could argue that she let me get away with quite a lot. That would be the point of view of a dominant goddess, a woman who knew she had the authority to decide how I could talk to her and what tone of voice I was permitted to use, along with just about everything else about my life. Rachel could easily do that, if she wanted to. She could easily be that, if that was what she chose.

But she didn’t. Most of the time. She was a goddess, my Goddess, and it was impossible to forget that full any great length of time. But she didn’t always act like it. It was only when we were in the scene, in the middle of those kinky games of dominance and denial, that she tended to pull rank on me.

Instead, most of the time, she just laughed off my little protests, my faint resistance, and I knew she was right. Nothing I said or did was any threat to her or her total domination of me. She didn’t even have to take my protests seriously. Because she knew the deal as well as I did. She knew that I had a way out of all of this, and that I never used it. She knew I wanted this, and that gave her all the power and encouragement she needed, all the belief she could ever want in the rightness of what she was doing. She didn’t have to worry about me or my feelings, because I had that rip cord I could pull to end all of this. And the fact that I never did it made it easy for her to do what she did with a clear conscience.

She was sitting at her vanity, doing her makeup while I watched from the bed. Nothing new about that, not any more. How many times now had I watched her prepare herself, watched her beautify herself so that her natural assets became almost unbearably irresistible? Many times. Many times, and each of them had led to intense humiliation and pleasure unlike any I had experienced before. The magic mixture that kept me going, that kept us persisting in this insane game even, sometimes, against our better judgement. Or at least mine. Rachel didn’t have doubts the way that I did. Rachel never seemed to question what she was doing. Rachel always, always, had a good time.

This time was no exception. My wife had another date planned, knowing that was the greatest tease imaginable, and that was part of why she did it. But only part. It was painful for me to admit, but my wife got more out of this insane arrangement than just the thrill of making me squirm. She loved her little dates with William, loved the way he kept trying to seduce her, to convince her to forget about me and cross her boundaries, while she kept on refusing. She wanted to be wanted, and she was. With me, she had never had to doubt that. But now, she was feeling the truth of it more than ever, and no matter what else happened, it was exciting to witness. The greatest thrill of my life was coming from watching my wife date another man, and no matter how many times I saw it, no matter how many times I went over it in my mind, I never got past the shame and humiliation that simple fact inspired in me.

She had showered, like always. She had dressed. Another provocative outfit, and I watched with my usual jealousy from the bed while my cock throbbed in hopeless arousal. She was wearing a black stretchy miniskirt that hugged her hips and her ass and little else, especially now that she was sitting down at her vanity unit with the material of the skirt sliding even higher on her thighs. Underneath it, she wore a pair of wide-mesh fishnet stockings, along with a gleaming pair of black leather high-heeled boots with laces up the front. They clung to her calves, rising all the way up to her knees, giving her an edgy look there was only enhanced by the black leather top pulled tight around her torso by laces in the front.

Her body was achingly, teasingly beautiful, the way it always was, and that was even without that stunning face. I watched in the mirror as she did her makeup, giving herself dark, smoky eyes, full red lips, tousling her hair to give it a messy, careless, just-got-fucked look that sent shockwaves of desire roaring through me. Unspeakably desirable, just like always, and somehow, I was never prepared for it, never ready for it. Somehow, I was just as helpless as always, just as desperate, just as completely in her power.

And we both knew what was coming. We both knew that what she had planned was the most humiliating night of my life so far, and after everything she had done to me, that was saying a lot. We both knew, too, that I was going to go along with it. I was going to let it happen like I always did, and worse, I was going to participate in my own humiliation. Maybe not enthusiastically. Maybe not wholeheartedly. But I was going to do what Rachel wanted, because when she looked as good as she did, I knew I had no other choice.

Her makeup finally complete, her look perfect, my wife stood up from her seat and turned toward me. That slight smile played on her painted lips as she approached me, her excitement at what was happening seeming to rise from every line of her body at once to leave me in no doubt about how much all this pleased her. Her date, her unstoppable desirability, and the nightmare she was going to put me through. Just because she could. Just because she had the power.

She walked toward me slowly, her leather outfit creaking slightly. I watched her skirt tighten around her thighs, watched her hips sway, watched her breasts rise and fall in the low-cut top that was giving me all kinds of ideas I knew I could do absolutely nothing about. She let me look, savouring every moment of it, secure in her unrivaled sexual power. She knew as well as I did that every glance, every glimpse, every stare at her only increased her power and made me even more weak. It took so little effort from her to turn me into a drooling idiot, and she had learned so well how to use it to her advantage.

Placing one hand on my shoulder, she leaned over me, sweeping her deliberately messy hair back from her face. She kissed me with that deep, passionate kiss I was getting to know so well, the one that showed her excitement about what was going to happen. It reminded me that she loved me, but it also reminded me what I was at risk of losing. This incredible woman, light of my life, the source of all my sorrow and joy, and nothing scared me more than the idea that our marriage might be at risk. But that, of course, was also the source of the thrill. If you don’t stake anything, what’s the point playing the game? What made this so exciting, so thrilling, so forbidden, was that there was danger in it.

Rachel did her best to reassure me, of course. She had had, by now, so many opportunities to cheat on me, with a guy that by her own admission, she was attracted to, and who was, obviously, deeply attracted to her. She hadn’t done it. I believed her when she said that. I had to. But the darkest part of my heart sometimes wondered how long that could go on. How long could she hold out? Especially because I was such a prisoner of my own desire, so completely helpless against it. In the position I was in, it was hard to imagine anyone wanting something and not doing everything they needed to in order to get it.

Rachel lifted her lips from mine. Her eyes were shining, accentuated by the application of makeup as she regarded me from under half-closed lids. No matter how many times we did this, it never seemed to lose its magic, for either of us. I never lost the sense of shame and disgrace and desire I always felt, and Rachel never seemed to stop getting off on the idea of herself as this infinitely desirable goddess, a woman who could make any man do anything just for the privilege of being close to her.

“Okay, let’s go,” she said. “You can drop me off with William before you go to Cheryl’s house.”

As she spoke, her free hand rested on my thigh. But it didn’t stay there for long. Soon, it slid over my leg, reaching for the bulge of my erection. She smiled as she touched it, teasing it through the fabric, toying with me while I groaned underneath her. The urge to grab her, to pull her down on top of me, to throw her onto the bed I sat on, was almost irresistible, but I knew I had to hold out. That was one of the rules of the game. I didn’t get to do anything until my Goddess told me, and the thrill of that power she had over me made us both almost giddy with the possibilities it presented. It had already given us so much. And now, tonight, it was going to give us more.

“You know, I have mixed feelings about this,” Rachel said, still teasing my cock as she spoke, her hand moving almost absentmindedly, as if it barely occurred to her what she was doing. But I knew that wasn’t true. I knew she was well aware of the effect she was having on me.

“I mean, you think Cheryl’s hot, right?”

I looked into Rachel’s glowing eyes as she spoke, not sure where she was going with this. But that didn’t seem much point in lying.

“She’s cute.”

“Yeah. She is. She put you in your place pretty quickly, didn’t she?”

I groaned, and Rachel laughed. At the same time, she squeezed my cock a little harder, making me groan even more.

“I love making you jealous,” Rachel said, her voice now pitched just above a whisper, with every word seeming to explode inside my skull as she spoke it. “But honestly, this kind of makes me jealous. She thinks you’re cute too, you know.”

“She’s in her 20s.”

Rachel shrugged.

“So is William. I guess it’s nice to know that we can still turn younger people’s heads, even at our advanced age.”

She smiled as she spoke, knowing what she was saying. We were older than these people, sure, but we were hardly past it. Rachel especially. As far as I was concerned, as sexy as she had been in her youth, she had only got more desirable over the years. The way she looked now was all a man at any age could possibly want, and the fun she had had at the party with William and his friends was all the proof she could need of that. I won’t deny that it was a little flattering to hear about Cheryl’s opinion of me. But cute or not, sexy or not, she could hardly compete with my Goddess of a wife.

“What if something happens between you?”

“Like what?”

Rachel was still smiling, but she looked more thoughtful now, even as she continued to stroke my cock. Still teasing me, even while she pondered what scared her.

“What if she wants to have sex with you?”

“Then I’ll say no.”

“Really? You would do that?”

“If you promise to do the same.”

Rachel bit her lip as she smiled down at me.

“Oh, honey. How many times have I gone on dates with William now? And I’ve never cheated on you. I’ve told him a thousand times, I’m faithful to you. I just like being wooed, that’s all.”

“I know. But it scares me. All it would take is one moment of weakness, and…”

“Well, I promise, all over again. I’m not going to have sex with William, or with anyone else. He’s just my boy toy, my tease toy. He’s taking me to a concert tonight, and I’ll let him kiss me. Touch me, a little. And I’ll send them home with blue balls like I always do, and come home to you.”

I groaned again, and this time it wasn’t at her touch. Or not just that. It was her words, what she was saying and the wild idea behind it. She had done it so many times, but it never lost any of its magic. She was turning me on so much, just like she intended to, and the thought of how cruel she was to him only added to her sex appeal. I didn’t know why it turned me on the way that it did, but there was no point denying the truth. The more mean Rachel was, the more desirable I found her. And apparently, it wasn’t just the thought of her being mean to me that turned me on. It was the thought of her being this selfish and cruel and demanding with anyone.

“I promise not to have sex with Cheryl, either.”

“But you have to do everything else she tells you. You have to be a good boy. I have a reputation to uphold.”

That last part was a joke, I knew. But at the same time, there was truth behind it. Rachel enjoyed playing the goddess, the experienced dominatrix, even though she wasn’t, really. She had told Cheryl all kinds of stories about her power over me, about how much she could get away with. It was all true. But clearly, Rachel wanted everyone to see the truth of it for themselves.

“Okay, Goddess Rachel.”

As always, she smiled at my term of respect that had become almost a term of endearment between us. She always loved to hear me say it.

“Good. I’m going to check with her afterward and make sure you were a good boy. If you were? You might get a reward. If not? Maybe she’ll help me punish you.”

Rachel laughed as she felt the sudden surge in my cock, the wild arousal her words sparked in me. I couldn’t help it. Just the thought of being at the mercy of these two women, of having them compare notes on my behaviour like I was some wayward child or indulged pet, sent such waves of desire through me.

When Rachel finally released my manhood and straightened up, I felt like I was close to the edge of orgasm. And watching her adjust her outfit one last time in the mirror, watching the sexy sway of her body as she strutted across the room, did very little to change that. As she headed for the door, I stood up, my erection making and obvious bulge in my pants as I followed her. Ready for the next adventure, the next excitement, the next erotic humiliation that I already knew was going to drive me crazy, and yet could do next to nothing about.

Her high heels clicked on the tarmac outside as she headed for our car. Another gorgeous outfit that shone in the dim light coming from the streets, and it wasn’t the first time I pondered how things must look to our neighbors and wondered how much they had seen. Rachel had always been stunning, but this new focus on her looks, on the things she wore for her dates, was designed to attract attention. My cheeks burned with shame as I thought about how many people knew of our arrangement. Already too many, really, for my comfort. But after all, like so many things in our relationship now, there was nothing I could do about that.

I drove her across town, heading to a bar she directed me to. I saw the crowd gathered outside, and saw William among them. My wife kissed me goodbye, and swung open her door, stepping out of the car on her way to another betrayal, another exercise in ego, another mind-blowing tease.

From behind the wheel, I watched as she hurried toward him, her excitement once again gnawing at me as she stepped close to him and threw her arms around his neck. As always, she turned her face away as he went in for a kiss, but it never seemed to discourage him. As he pressed his lips against her cheek instead, she glanced in my direction, her eyes shining as I watched her through the windshield.

She let him wrap his arm around her, pulling her close as he led her away from me, toward a group of his friends outside the bar. Just like a regular boyfriend and girlfriend, just like a normal, healthy relationship. But it was anything but. And as usual, as always, my heart ached with frustration, with desire, with doubt and fear and the powerful emotions I couldn’t shake, even as I tried my best to control myself.

As she vanished in the crowd, I thought about what lay ahead. A night of frustration and humiliation at the hands of a woman I didn’t even know. A woman I was attracted to, admittedly, just as Rachel had said. But a woman who had nothing like the hold on me that my goddess did.

I could just go home. I could just say no. If I couldn’t stop Rachel’s dates, that didn’t mean I had to put up with whatever wild humiliation she came up with outside of that. I could leave Cheryl waiting and refused to go along with what they wanted.

But just like always, I talked myself out of it in seconds. Not because I particularly wanted to go and submit to this other woman, even if the thought did excite me. But it was the thought of what my wife wanted that kept me going along with her plan. The thought of Rachel, excited already by her date, getting even more excited by the thought of what she was making me do.

I had Cheryl’s address. I drove through the night, my head filled with thoughts of my wife and of what lay ahead for me, the lengths I would go to to make her happy. And all the while, my cock kept throbbing in pure desperation, my heart pumping the hot blood of excitement through me with every second that passed, my own twisted desires making it impossible to say no even to this outrageous humiliation.

Cheryl lived in an apartment. I pulled up outside, easily finding parking on the relatively quiet street. With my heart fluttering in my chest, I hurried to the door and pressed the buzzer, hearing her voice crackling through the speaker as I identified myself. The door clicked open, and I stepped inside, heaving a deep breath as I walked up the stairs of the old building, on my way, I suppose, to meet this unexpected destiny that had become mine.

At the top of the stairs, I knocked on the apartment door. I heard her voice through the wood.

“Come in!”

So I did.

What was I expecting? Maybe something like this, in a way. In fairness, neither woman had left me in any real doubt about what they had in mind. I was there to submit, to be bossed around and told what to do, and that was what was going to happen.

But I wasn’t ready for the sight of Cheryl.

As I stepped around the corner into the living room, she stood up from the couch she had been sitting on, and she smiled as she heard me let out a gasp I hadn’t meant to make. Taking a step forward, she stopped for a moment, seeming to pose, her hands on her hips as her dark eyes stared at me with an almost predatory look.

Her body gleamed. She had dressed herself in black latex, a catsuit that tightly wrapped every ample curve of her body. It had a low neckline, held on her shoulders by a network of thin straps, and the swell of her breasts above the gleaming latex was enough all by itself to make me weak. But my eyes continued to travel over her shining body, over the way her waist that swooped inward before blooming out into ample hips and thick thighs that shone under the tight rubbery fabric. The knee-high boots she wore, with pointed toes and wicked high heels, were just as shiny as the rest of her outfit. Her dark hair fell in loose cascading waves over her bare shoulders.

Frankly, she looked stunning. No one could compete with Rachel, a true goddess. But looking at Cheryl was almost enough to distract me from my near-constant thoughts about my wife. Almost.

“There you are, cuck,” Cheryl said in a voice that dripped with disdain. She was no more a natural dominatrix than my wife was. In fact, she had come to this even later than Rachel had. But I could see that she was determined to make it work, to play out the role she had chosen to the fullest. Her tone said that, even if her outfit hadn’t.

“About time. Take your clothes off. Let me see that worthless cock your wife doesn’t even want.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but Cheryl smiled as I didn’t say a word. What could I possibly say? Rachel was out on a date with another man. A man who, both these women agreed, was better endowed than I was. She wasn’t having sex with him. But there was no way it could fail to make me feel desperately inadequate all the same. I knew Cheryl was playing on that, and I knew that for her, that was the fun of the thing, but that didn’t mean it didn’t work. Far from it.

And I hesitated to do what she said, but her outfit and her tone reinforced what I was there for. I remembered Rachel’s words, about how she would be checking how I behaved for the younger woman, and if my wife had been there, I knew what she would want me to do. She didn’t want me sleeping with Cheryl, but when the three of us had been together, she had allowed me to do just about everything short of that. Sexual contact was very much on the menu, I knew. And that gave me hope as well as hesitation, but in the end, it was clear what was required of me.

I took off my clothes. There in front of Cheryl, I stripped down to nothing, and as I produced my cock, rock-hard and ready for action, her smile deepened. As far as I knew, she had never bossed around a man before, never taken control like this. It was obvious how much it excited her.

“Look at that. What do you think you’re going to do with that?”

Cheryl pointed directly at my cock as she spoke, her shoulders shaking with amusement, her big breasts quivering in the tight latex outfit that exposed a monumental cleavage.

“Nothing,” I said, trying to be as humble as I possibly could. Of course, that only made her laugh even more.

“That’s right. Nothing. But I like that you’re hard for me anyway. As if you have a chance.”

As she spoke, Cheryl ran her hands over her body, moving slowly from the swell of her breasts down over her waist and her hips. Teasing me with those curves that she knew I wanted, that my body betrayed my desire for. I could hate that she was right, but that wouldn’t make her any less right. My erection had originally been for my wife, but now, the sight of this other woman was doing powerful things to me. I wanted her, and there was no way to hide that even if I wanted to, and I could see straightaway what it was doing to Cheryl’s confidence, just like it did for Rachel. And I knew what female sexual confidence did to me.

“You’re here to be my laundry boy. So get to work. The laundry hamper is in my bedroom. Go fetch it. Bring it out here.”

Her tone was sharp, commanding, and she was bossing me around in a way Rachel rarely did. Even when Rachel gave me orders, it was always with a smile, with a softness in her voice, a clear acknowledgement that this was, after all, a game. With Cheryl, things seemed much more serious. Much stranger, to be under the power of this woman I barely knew. But also somehow more real, precisely because she wasn’t my wife. I didn’t love her. I didn’t even know her. And yet, I was doing her bidding, taking orders from her as though she had every right to control me like this.

Cheryl’s bedroom was dim, the curtains drawn, and when I turned on the light, I saw that it was messy. I saw her laundry hamper standing close to the bed, and I picked it up, carrying it to the living room. Her eyes sparkled as I set it down at her feet.

“The washing machine is in the hallway. But I want some of this hand washed. For example…”

I did my best not to groan as I watched her bend over the basket, her big boobs straining even more, as if they were about to spill out over the top of her gleaming outfit. And I felt almost lightheaded as she reached into the basket and pulled out a pair of panties. Her eyes watched my face as she let them dangle from her fingers in front of me.

“You’re going to hand-wash all my underwear in the kitchen sink, cuck,” she said, slowly and clearly, like she wanted to impress every single word on the soft clay of my brain. “And I’m going to make sure you do a good job. Otherwise, I’ll make sure your wife never lets you anywhere near her pussy again.”

She didn’t have the power to do that. At least, that was what I told myself. But I didn’t say that to her. Instead, I simply nodded, knowing I was overmatched. Knowing that whatever was going to happen that night, it had never been in my control.
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