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Goddess Invites A Guest

Rachel slept fitfully. Lying alone in the bed she normally shared with her husband, she tossed and turned, her nap fractured by strange dreams. Sex featured heavily, of course. But that wasn’t all. Images and sensations she could barely put a name to poured out of her subconscious, all the intense feelings of the last couple of weeks manifesting themselves in a burst of almost psychedelic strangeness.

When she woke up, she had no idea what time it was. Groggy, she fumbled for her phone on the bedside table and started it up. Good. She had only slept for a couple of hours. She had been too tired to resist sleep completely, but she didn’t want to throw her pattern off too badly. A couple of hours were plenty. She’d be lying if she said she felt refreshed, but at least she had slept away some of the fatigue of her wild night and equally pleasurable morning.

Lying in bed by herself, she smiled. Hard not to, with everything she knew and everything she had done. Whenever she had intense dreams, it was always startling to awake and remember that her current life was just as wild, if not more so. It was beyond anything she could have imagined, and it was real.

Stretching under the blankets, she caught sight of last night’s blue dress laying discarded on the floor, and her smile deepened. It had done its job. It was a beautiful garment, but it was outrageously sexy, too. And soon, it would be hanging in the closet along with some other extremely provocative outfits.

What would she wear next date night? A classic, or something new? These were the kind of questions that filled her mind now. Because she never questioned that there would be another, and another. As many as she wanted, probably. If William was going to quit, if he was going to end their insane relationship, she felt that he would have done it already. No, it’s he was in, fully committed. Fully intoxicated by her and her beauty, her sex appeal, her devious mind.

And so was John. She felt a familiar rush of blood to the heart as she thought of her husband, who put up with so much. Not that it was any great suffering on his part, of course. She saw the look in his eyes when she teased him, when she talked about her boyfriend. She knew how it made him feel to think of her being so naughty, so wild, so uninhibited.

And he certainly got rewarded for it. Her body was still aching from what he had done to her, how he had taken possession of her, bending her over the bed and having his way with her. She deserved it, she knew. She had coaxed that out of him, summoning that desperate passion with the sexy little dress and her teasing story about what she had done with her boyfriend. That hadn’t been what she had planned. Frankly, she had nothing planned, beyond sex in some form or another. But when John had snapped, when he had taken control like that, she had been happy to go along with it. She had let him take her, his cock thrusting desperately into her from behind as if he were trying to pick her up with it, and her orgasm had left her shaking, weak-kneed, breathless. No, it wasn’t because her husband couldn’t satisfy her that she had started playing with William. Far from it. And she might toy with his jealousy, his sense of inadequacy, his desperate desire to please. She might dangle sex in front of him like a reward for good behaviour, or taunt him with the idea of her going on dates, and what she might do in the future with her boyfriend. But John made her very happy. He always had. He had always been a good lover, and lately, it was more even than that. As if, threatened by the prospect of losing her, he was bringing his A game.

He wasn’t going to lose her, of course. No matter what she did with William, she would always come home to tell him about it, to share with him. Yes, it drove him crazy, but in the best possible way. It excited him just like it excited her, the two of them locked into this wild passion they shared, fueled by the dark edge of jealousy.

But John had been good. Really good, and not just in bed. He had agreed to all of this, agreed to let her have her chastised boyfriend go down on her whatever she wanted. Agreed to everything except for sex between her and William, the one thing she had never asked for. He had been more than accommodating.

Maybe it shouldn’t have felt so strange to her that the rush of love that she felt when she thought of him was so inextricably linked to lust. You can be madly hot for someone, and wildly in love with them, but if you have both of those in the same person, you’re beyond lucky. She knew she was lucky, and she hoped he felt lucky too. If not, she was sure she could find a way to make him feel that way.

She was still smiling as her mind drifted. Lying there in bed, her brain still vibrating with dreams, she felt extra creative. The wildest ideas made sense to her at moments like this, but all that mattered was more excitement. Maybe her husband deserved a reward. But still, it was going to go her way.

She picked up her phone and sent a text. And she lay back in the bed, waiting for the reply. She was in no hurry. Frankly, she needed time to recover. But the excitement rising inside her wouldn’t allow her to rest. There was no hurry, and yet she felt a need to keep pushing, a need to see how far she could take things. Testing herself, she thought, at least as much as she was testing him.

Her phone chirped. Picking it up, she saw an answer to her text, and a broad grin spread across her face in the empty bedroom for no one to see. Once again, her most devious plans were coming together beautifully.

* * * * *

“Honey?”

John’s head whipped around from where he sat on the sofa at the sound of her coming down the stairs. Her high heels made sure he would be able to hear her, and she had a good idea what he would think of the sound. But it was the sight of her, always, that really got him going. And as she stepped down off the last step, making her way toward the sofa where he sat, she could see he was getting an eyeful.

Silly to be nervous, really, after all the things they had done. All the wild things he had consented to, following her every step of the way along this wild road they were walking. Still, Rachel felt a little bit of uncertainty. She always did. Anytime she got dressed up sexy for him, anytime she tried to seduce him, there was always that part of her that was worried he might laugh, might reject her. Even though he never had. Even though, every time she tried, it worked flawlessly.

This time was no different. His pupils expanded at the sight of her, his eyes traveling rapidly up and down her body, taking it all in. The curves of her hips and her breasts and her ass that made him so weak, so compliant, so easy to tease. She felt, as always, a surge of confidence to see him look at her like that, a thrill of sexual power that almost made her tremble with its purity and passion. He was hers, just like he always was, and she knew she should never doubt it, but in some ways, that uncertainty made it all the more thrilling to see it work once again.

“I was thinking…”

Her high heels made that sharp sound on the floor, the leather of the boots she wore creaking as she walked toward him. It wasn’t the only leather she was wearing. She had put on those skintight leather pants, the ones that had started this whole adventure. The ones he had been unable to resist when he came home from work to find her in them, that had made him drop to his knees and submit to her almost right away.

This time, she had paired them with the same lace-up leather top she had worn to the rock concert, on the unforgettable night she had first put William in chastity. So many of the sexy outfits she had now came accompanied by memories like this, memories of teasing and desire, the stray ghosts of orgasms past seeming to hover in her closet, ready to be awakened at any moment. It was like their crazy game was accruing layers, getting richer and deeper all the time, like a meal cooked over a slow flame for hours.

His head turned to follow as she walked behind the couch. Leaning over the back of it, she ran her hand over his chest. She had her hair tied back in a high ponytail, and it tickled one of her shoulders as she leaned forward. Her mouth was almost against his ear, and she spoke in a breathy whisper, imagining her words sending little ripples of unignorable desire through his fevered brain.

“Want to do something naughty tonight?”

“Again? You’re insatiable.”

She giggled. It was the truth. She was still tired, and her body still ached from the pounding John had given her, but it was like none of that mattered. She could ignore all of it when she had a wild idea in mind.

“Well, if you’re not interested…”

“I didn’t say that. What are you thinking, Goddess?”

She bit her lip to hear him say that. It always worked, just like she knew it would. Having him call her that never failed to get her going. Because she knew he meant it. She knew he did, in a very real sense, worship her. He had seen this in her long before she had seen it herself, and in her way, she was grateful for that. He had always looked at her with unabashed desire, had always wanted her as if his life depended on having her. It was only recently that she had realized how deep that went, but their lives had been so much more exciting because of it.

“Cheryl’s free.”

With her hand on her chest, she felt him freeze, just for a moment.

She felt him draw a deep breath, and let it out slowly. He hadn’t seen Cheryl since that night when she sent him to his house, for her to cucksit while she was on a date with William.

Cheryl remained the only woman John had even touched since he and Rachel started dating all those years ago. He had licked her pussy because she made him, because Rachel had given her the ok, and she knew that her husband still felt the shame and humiliation of being used like that. But she also knew how much it turned him on.

Physically, Cheryl was almost as different as you could get from Rachel herself. But she was undeniably cute. And she was more than capable of being a sex goddess herself. As she kissed John’s cheek, she could imagine all too well the kind of thoughts that were racing through his mind at that moment.

“You spoke to her?”

“I texted. She’s up for something if you are.”

“Up for what?”

Rachel straightened up. As always, at times like this, she couldn’t keep the smile on her face. It was so sexy, so exciting, but also, it was funny. Funny how easily he gave in to her, funny how desperately he needed her. She circled around the sofa, climbing into his lap, straddling him as she draped her arms around his neck. She felt his hands on her hips, gripping her tight through the clinging leather, and she kissed him with deep passion. He returned every ounce of that passion, holding her close, and she could feel his cock rising in his pants underneath her as she sat on top of him. No mystery, no surprise. Just the dark thrill of domination and submission, washing over them both again.

“Well, it might be a tough night for you. Two of us to serve. Because I expect you on your best behaviour. You have to do everything we tell you. Everything. No matter what. You know how I can get when I’m in a bossy mood, and I know she’s the same. You’d be our little servant boy, bowing down at our feet and doing whatever we say.”

He didn’t even have to answer. She could feel the surge of his cock between her legs, telling him how much the idea turned him on. He stared up at her, his lips parted, his eyes wide, totally enraptured by his goddess all over again.

“Okay, Goddess Rachel,” he said.

“Yeah? Just that easy? Okay. Sounds like fun. Let me text her right now.”

Rachel climbed out of her husband’s lap, heading briskly upstairs to get her phone. With it in her hand, she texted Cheryl.

He’s in. Come by around seven?

I’ll be there, came the reply.

Beaming with happiness, Rachel headed back downstairs. John was still sitting on the couch, waiting in expectation, his face asking a wordless question as she grinned at him.

“She’s in. It’ll be a while before she gets here, but I’m sure we can find ways to amuse ourselves.”

By the time Cheryl arrived, Rachel was more than ready. She had been toying with her husband all afternoon. Not letting him cum, and not letting herself cum, either. Just teasing him, playing with him, letting the sexual tension build.

When she heard a knock on the door just after seven, she looked at John. There was no question over who it might be. He stared at her, his nervous excitement showing on his handsome face, and she nodded, turning her eyes toward the door.

“Let her in.”

John hesitated, but only for a moment. He was completely naked, his cock rock-hard, projecting from between his thighs. It still wasn’t dark outside, and he was clearly hesitant to answer the door in the condition he was in. But he knew the whims of his goddess too well. He knew the taste she had for humiliating him, the little exhibitionist streak that ran through her and that she sometimes wanted to inflict on him. It was all about desire, disgrace, and humiliation. The potent cocktail that he had never imagined wanting before, and now couldn’t get enough of.

He walked to the door. Rachel watched him go, buzzing with excitement the whole time. As usual, she had that sense of excitement, that feeling of things sliding out of control, in the best possible way. That sense that they were about to do things which couldn’t be undone, and that that was exactly what she wanted.

John swung open the door. From the living room, she couldn’t quite see what was happening, but she could hear it. John’s voice, abashedly inviting the other woman in. And the sound of her footsteps on the floor as she accepted the invitation and stepped inside.

Cheryl walked into the living room, with naked John following behind her. Rachel got up from her seat, walking over toward the other woman to give her a hug.

Cheryl had absolutely dressed for the occasion. She wore her straight black hair in two braids at the back of her head, her hair pulled away from her pretty face with its delicate Asian features. Her curvy body was packed into a red and black corset that pushed her big breasts high on her chest, giving her a cleavage that Rachel knew her husband would be powerless to ignore. Along with the corset, she wore a black tulle skirt that seemed to float around her hips, ending well short of the top of the fishnet stockings she wore that disappeared into a pair of knee-high boots. Chunky platform boots that added several inches to her height, silver buckles up the sides, with decorative chains hanging from them, giving her outfit an almost Gothic edge. Her outfit was like something from a kind of dark carnival, or a burlesque show that had taken an extreme turn. Rachel’s heart beat faster at the thought that the younger woman had gone out in public dressed like that, but she well knew herself how much fun it can be to show off, to be the centre of attention.

And as she hugged Cheryl in greeting, pressing her cheek against the other woman’s, she looked at John over Cheryl’s shoulder.

He looked stricken. He stood behind Cheryl, gazing at both women with that familiar but always enchanting expression of total submission on his face. Already, she could tell, this was blowing his mind. And they hadn’t even started yet.

“You look amazing,” Rachel said, taking a step back from Cheryl.

It’s just what you say, especially when you know another woman has tried really hard with her outfit. But this time, it had the advantage of being true. Cheryl did look amazing, and even if her outfit was not something Rachel would have worn herself, she couldn’t deny that the other woman pulled it off admirably. Again, her own total lack of jealousy surprised her. She wanted her husband to be attracted to Cheryl. She wanted him to be almost as desperate for her as he was for Rachel herself.

Almost.

“Thanks. You look amazing yourself.”

“Want something to drink?”

“Yeah, a soda, if you’ve got it.”

Turning her eyes to her husband, Rachel snapped her fingers loudly.

“Drinks. Now. Wine for me.”

John hesitated, but only for the briefest of seconds. Not enough to earn him punishment. Not yet, anyway.

“Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

As he moved toward the kitchen, Cheryl looked at Rachel. Dropping her dominatrix persona, she opened her eyes wide, her mouth forming a perfect round O in a silent expression of surprise. Rachel grinned. She nodded. Cheryl was right, of course. This was all crazy, no matter how many times they did it. It never became routine.

And in some sense, it was fun to have someone to share that surprise with. With John and with William, she knew she had to play the part. To be the arrogant, commanding dominatrix who expected men to fall to their knees in her presence, who expected to be obeyed without question. It was nice to have another woman there, a woman with no more experience than she had, who was finding her way through all these games just as much as Rachel was.

“Have a seat,” Rachel said, gesturing to the sofa.

As Cheryl sat down, her black skirt flared up high on her thighs, almost exposing her completely as she crossed her legs, the tops of her stockings straining against her fleshy thighs. Rachel sat beside her, the leather of her pants creaking as she, too, crossed her legs. And that was how John found them as he stepped back into the living room with a drink in each hand, the perfect obedient servant for women like them.

“Thanks,” Rachel said as she took the glass of wine from his hand.

Cheryl didn’t say anything as she took her soda. John didn’t say anything either, standing there in front of them awkwardly, his cock swollen and hard, his desire impossible to hide as shame showed on his features. Rachel knew she had to take charge.

“Down,” she ordered, pointing to the floor in front of them.

Cheryl giggled, her breasts bouncing slightly in the tight-laced corset she wore, but Rachel kept her eyes on John. He knew she demanded obedience. She had told him not to show her up in front of her friend. And so he sank down to his knees, his posture an unignorable reminder of the difference in status between him and the women sitting above him, fully dressed and completely in control.

“You have him so well-trained.”

“Well, he’s on his best behavior at the moment. He knows that’s his best shot at getting what he wants.”

“Have you locked him in chastity yet?”

Rachel giggled.

“No, that’s just for William. I love my husband too much for that. Still, he knows who’s in charge. Don’t you, honey?”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel.”

The answer was easy, immediate. Even though she saw his cheeks flushed with embarrassment as he said it. Because she was right, of course. They both knew what he wanted, and they both knew his only chance of getting it was to serve her just the way she wanted.

“Are you glad to see Mistress Cheryl again?”

John tore his eyes away from his wife to look over at Cheryl. She was watching him, a satisfied little smile on her face. She shifted on her seat, and with every move she made, those big boobs bounced in her corset. Rachel knew her husband was getting a show. She couldn’t understand why that idea turned her on so much, but she didn’t try to look too deeply into it. As always at times like this, she reminded herself to just enjoy the ride.

“Yes, Goddess,” John said at last, his pink tongue appearing as he nervously licked his lips. He was trying to give what he thought was the right answer, trying not to anger either woman. Rachel felt a familiar urge to make things more difficult for him.

“Then prove it. Kiss her feet.”

Cheryl giggled, glee bursting out of her at the humiliating order. John looked at his wife open-mouthed. But Rachel, though she smiled, wasn’t joking. And he knew that. He hesitated again, but not for long. He knew he had no choice.

Then, he shuffled forward on his knees. He bowed down in front of the other woman, placing his hands on the floor, and Rachel squeezed her thighs together in her tight leather pants as she watched her husband grovel at the feet of another woman. Cheryl looked so regal as she sat on the sofa, smiling down at a much older man debasing himself in front of her like she, too, was some kind of goddess. And John looked so cute doing it, submitting like that. So desperate, so needy, and so turned on, his hard cock throbbing remorselessly between his thighs.

“He’s such a little loser.”

“Yeah,” Rachel sighed. “But he’s my loser, and I love him. Besides, speaking of losers…”

Her phone was sitting on the arm of the sofa near her, and she swept it up. Opening the picture gallery, she scrolled to what she wanted to share, and handed it to Cheryl.

The effect was immediate. The other woman’s eyes went wide, her jaw dropping in total surprise. And Rachel beamed, even as that cautious little voice in her mind warned her that maybe she had gone too far. She hadn’t asked for William’s consent to share these pictures. And again, he hadn’t asked her not to, either.

And Cheryl knew William, a little. They weren’t close, but they moved in the same social circle. Maybe Cheryl would tell other people what she had seen here tonight. Maybe that was what Rachel wanted. She wasn’t sure, but as she sat there, she could feel her pussy tingling underneath the clinging leather of the revealing pants she wore.

“Oh my God,” Cheryl said as she stared at the phone screen. “Oh, look at that! You’ve got him on a leash, like a little puppy!”

“Yeah, that was fun,” Rachel smirked. “But not as much fun as what I made him do right after.”

“I bet,” Cheryl said, giving Rachel a wicked smile.

Through it all, John kept kneeling at their feet, staring up at the two women. Like he didn’t dare to say anything, didn’t even dare to move. As if, if he kept still, he might avoid their attention.

But that was never going to happen. And probably, Rachel knew, he wouldn’t really want that anyway. The desperate surging of his cock was all the proof she needed that, with her and Cheryl sat in front of him, the last thing he really wanted was to be left out.

“You know what? Maybe my husband could give you a demonstration. I’m still trying to decide which of them is better at eating pussy, my husband or my boyfriend.”

Amazed, Cheryl slowly shook her head, the dark braids sliding over her shoulders. But she wasn’t saying no; far from it. Without a word, she crossed her legs, one of her platform boots thumping heavily on the floor close to John’s me.

Without a trace of shame or embarrassment, Cheryl reached up under her tiny skirt. Rachel watched the other woman pulling down her panties, feeling nothing but excitement at what was about to happen. And John, unable to believe it, kept looking from Cheryl to Rachel and back again. Looking for his wife’s approval, but also drawn to Cheryl and her beautiful body as she exposed herself in front of him.

“Let’s see,” Cheryl said, letting her panties drop to the floor and shifting on the sofa, sliding closer toward the edge of the cushion as she spread her legs. “I haven’t had my pussy licked in a while, and this seems like the ideal opportunity.”

“Get to work, slave,” Cheryl said with a sneer, once again channeling her inner dominatrix, letting her husband feel the full force of her disdain, her contempt, her divine right to use him however she wanted.

John didn’t argue.

On hands and knees, he inched toward her, lowering his head between Cheryl’s stocking-clad thighs. Her smile was close to a sneer as she placed her hand on the back of his head, pulling him in further. Using him like a toy, a tool for feminine pleasure.

As the wet sound of his licking filled the living room, Rachel placed her hand between her thighs, squeezing it as she pressed it against her own pussy through the leather. For the first time in her life, she was watching her husband pleasure another woman. And it felt like the most erotic spectacle she could possibly imagine.
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