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A Goddess With A Plan

“Rachel – Goddess. What the hell are you talking about?”

“Male chastity. Never heard of it? You know what a chastity belt is, right?”

“Vaguely.”

The term conjured up images of medieval torture chambers, of princesses locked in dark towers, of tyrant kings. It wasn’t something I expected to hear in this context, lying beside my beautiful and naked wife with my cum still cooling on my thighs, another orgasm coaxed out of me by Rachel’s beauty and by her surprisingly kinky mind. But already, even as my mind seemed to rebel, I was getting the idea. It was just that I barely believed it.

Surely she couldn’t be serious? Of course, I had learned over the last little while to put nothing past Rachel, to not try to second-guess what she was capable of, what she might do. Still, what she was hinting at seemed even more extreme, even more outrageous than what had already happened, and it was crazy to think of how far she had gone.

“Well, it’s like that. They sell these little cages for men. It’s like a fetish thing. They lock onto his balls and cage his cock so that he can’t touch it or get hard.”

“How do you know this stuff?”

She giggled again, a naughty little giggle of confidence. She was so pleased with herself, so delighted by her own kinkiness. My goddess really loved being a bad girl.

“Online,” she said. “I was looking into this stuff, looking for ideas, I guess. There’s some pretty crazy stuff out there. Some people go way further than we do.”

“I don’t doubt it. Some people are crazy.”

“Yeah, well, some people would think that we were crazy for doing any of this. I probably would have a couple of months ago.”

That was the simple truth. Together, Rachel and I had gone from being not kinky at all to… whatever this was. And if she seemed to have adapted perfectly, to not even question the things she was doing or the decisions she made, I was having trouble keeping up. This new twist almost blew my mind, and I struggled to process it. My goddess, of course, had no need to explain herself or her actions. Goddesses never do. But Rachel seemed to want to talk about it, and I was more than ready to listen.

“I saw them online, and it – I don’t know. It excited me, I guess. I mean, power is sexy, isn’t it? You know how I like being in charge. And I thought, wouldn’t this be the ultimate version of that? What more power could a goddess have been controlling when a guy gets to cum? So I ordered a little toy. I was so nervous, not knowing how I would bring it up. That’s why did mention it to you. And then the opportunity just sort of appeared, and I took it.”

“He’s okay with it?”

“Well, he was hesitant at first,” Rachel said with an evil little smile. “He didn’t want to give up control, especially because I told him before I’m not going to let him fuck me. I didn’t lie to him, either. That wouldn’t be fair. I just told him how excited the thought made me, how wet it got me to think of him wearing a cage for me. And I wasn’t lying about that, either. I’m not lying about it now, either.”

As she spoke, Rachel took my hand. She guided it under the blanket, down her gorgeous body, down between her legs. I could feel moisture shining on her thighs, her pubic hair slicked with it. And some of it, I knew, was my saliva from where she had sat on my face earlier. But that wasn’t all of it. Slowly, gently, I moved my fingers over her wet slick lips, and she let out a little shivering breath of happiness that I could feel against my shoulder as she snuggled close to me.

“He loves knowing he’s getting me wet. Loves knowing he’s turning me on. So I stood close to him and whispered in his ear. I reached up under that tiny little skirt and pushed my panties aside and touched my pussy.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, while my own finger slid inside her, making her moan.

“Yeah,” she breathed. “I got my finger wet, and then I held it up to his mouth. I ran it over his lips so he could taste me. He licked it all up like a good boy, and it was like I could watch his pupils dilate, watch him slip into this kind of trance of desire. At times like that, I really do feel like a goddess. You have the same look on your face right now, pretty much.”

“That’s because I want you so bad, Goddess Rachel.”

“I know you do. And so does he. I absolutely love knowing that. Think about it. He’s out there somewhere right now, probably just waking up, and already, I know he’s thinking about me. Already, that big cock of his is probably trying to get hard, and he’s remembering what I did to him. He’s remembering that he’s locked in a cage because of me, and he can’t even get an erection unless I say so. He’s remembering that Goddess Rachel owns his cock. God, that makes me so hot, I can’t even believe it.”

She wasn’t the only one. One of the many lessons I had learned over the last few weeks of playing this game was that I didn’t have to understand something to be turned on by it. This was as wild and as crazy as anything she had ever said, but I wasn’t exactly blind to the sexiness of it. After all, I loved her dominant, loved her cruel, loved her selfish. This was the most dominant she had been yet. And it was aimed at him, not me. I was glad of that. What she was saying sounded absolutely crazy, and I could imagine all too well the frustration and humiliation that would come from being owned like that, from being physically controlled in such an intimate and emasculating way. Rather him than me. But still, in some strange way, I was jealous, too. Jealous of anything intimate that passed between them, I guess. I certainly didn’t want to be locked in a cage like he was. But the thought of my wife having full control over another man’s cock wasn’t something that was ever going to sit easy with me.

But Rachel didn’t care about that, and that was part of what made it all so sexy.

She moved under the blankets. She pushed my hand away from her dripping pussy, and rolled up onto her knees. Pushing back the blanket, she took hold of my cock again. This conversation had me swelling back to hardness, and her touch only accelerated the process. Smiling happily, secure in her power and in her abilities, Rachel stroked my manhood, coaxing me back to full erection while I gazed at her beautiful naked body and marveled at her devious mind.

Then, once my cock was ready for her, she straddled me again. Clambering over my hips this time, spreading her thighs and sliding my manhood up into her. I groaned at the tight feeling of her pussy, at the undeniable wetness that proved her arousal. It was everything I had been craving, everything I had been so desperate for for so long.

Rachel groaned too as she sat on top of me. She sank all the way down, the tight entrance of her pussy clamped around the base of my cock. But then, she didn’t move. Not right away. She sat on top of me, both of us feeling the pleasure of being joined like that, but she didn’t fuck me. At first.

Instead, she leaned down over me, my cock moving inside her. For a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me, but instead, she reached two one side, toward her bedside table. While she was at full stretch, I took advantage of the opportunity to squeeze her boobs, to caress them with my hands and press my lips against them, kissing one swollen nipple while she giggled. Then, grabbing her phone from the bedside, she sat back up, lifting her tits away from me.

She looked down at the screen of her phone for a moment, tapping it as it lit up. Then she turned it around toward me. I saw what was there, and quickly looked away. But it was already too late. I had seen it. Another man’s cock, visible through gaps in the bars of a black steel tube that was locked onto him. Just like my wife had said.

“There it is, honey,”she said, smiling smugly. “His cock, or should I say, my cock, now. He can’t fuck me, and he can’t fuck anyone without asking my permission. You know how horny he’s going to get? How desperate? I bet I could make him do anything. I bet I could make him worship the ground I walked on. I could make him do my laundry, like Cheryl did to you. I could probably make him do yours, too.”

“So is he your slave now?”

Rachel smiled and shrugged, and tightened her legs, moving up and down on my cock slowly. Just slowly, just gently, but the building desire between us was obvious. The pleasure she was taking in what she had done, in who she had become, couldn’t have been clearer. My gorgeous wife was completely in her element, and she had never looked or sounded more divine.

“Not necessarily. I’m not sure I want that. But if I did? Yeah, that’s exactly what he would be. But I was thinking. I know you worry about me having sex with him. Well, now it can’t happen, unless I unlock him. And maybe, if you play your cards right, I can give you the key.”

“Holy shit, Rachel.”

She laughed at my response, and I felt her pussy tighten around my cock again. She moved up and down on top of me a little faster now, just a little, her excitement steadily growing, but always under her control.

“Only if you’re really good,” she said in a voice that was thick with dark excitement. “But that way, you would know for sure I wasn’t doing that with him. And if I told him that you had the key… Well, that would kill him. To think that his cock wasn’t even under my control, but under my husband’s. That would be such a mindfuck. God, just thinking about it is such a turn-on.”

There was no doubt that she meant it. I could feel her pussy tightening around my cock as she spoke, the idea of it clearly enough to make her whole body vibrate with deviant excitement. She was riding up and down more forcefully with every passing second, her breasts bouncing, and her whole body shivering with excitement. Just like I was. I held her by the hips, lifting my own hips from the mattress to get more penetration. But she, ever the tease, controlled her motion and her speed, pulling away just enough to frustrate me and keep me wanting her, enough to give me pleasure, but never enough to guide me over the edge into the desperate explosion of orgasm I craved.

“You know, the more I think about it, the more the possibilities excite me.”

Her dark hair trailed around her bare shoulders, stray strands clinging to her face. It was messy and tousled from last night’s vigorous sex, but that only added to her beauty and her presence. It only added to my desire for her, this bewitching woman that I couldn’t resist if I tried, that I never wanted to be apart from.

“What woman couldn’t use a little slave boy to do her bidding? I mean, I’d be happy to take a few chores off my plate. That would free me up to spend more time looking sexy and teasing both of you. Just think how hot it would be, with me bossing him around. He’d have to do everything I say if he ever wants to cum again. He would be my slave. Not even my sex slave. Just a horny, frustrated guy, desperate to worship at the feet of his goddess. Doing everything he is told, just for the slightest bit of affection from me.”

“You’re crazy, Goddess Rachel.”

But there was no anger in my words, no severity. Maybe she was crazy, but it was the kind of crazy that I loved to see in her. The kind of crazy that lit me on fire with desperate lust, that kept me bowing to her will over and over again, no matter how demented it was.

“Yeah, I think I am crazy. I think I’ve gone crazy with sex, and now I just can’t get enough. God, it feels so good being a goddess.”

Her hands crept up her beautiful body, taking hold of her own breasts. I watched her squeeze and pressed them together, watched her fingers move over her own swollen nipples. She was breathtakingly gorgeous, and she knew it. It was the source of all her power, and she knew that, too. I felt my cock throb in the tight confines of her pussy, felt it surge and swell at her beauty and her cruelty. She was the whole package, everything I wanted, everything I hadn’t known I wanted until it was presented to me. I was addicted to her, completely intoxicated by her, and I could no longer doubt that she was every bit the goddess she claimed to be. I had known it before she did.

“I’m going to drive him crazy. I’m going to make him my bitch. I’m going to keep pushing him until he hates me.”

“I don’t think even you could pull that off, Goddess Rachel.”

Her laughter had a wild edge of pleasure as she bounced up and down on top of me. Again, her pussy spasmed around me, and even though she was trying to maintain control, I felt like I could see it slipping. I could see her sliding into that desperate frame of mind where all that matters is pleasure, where even the wildest ideas start to make sense. Because Rachel was in the full flow of passion now, her mind racing as fast as her mouth, and it was all I could do to keep up. I clung onto her, my fingers digging into her bouncing hips, but I clung to her mentally as well, trying my best to follow her wild flights of fantasy and never doubting that if she wanted to, she could make all of it come true.

“We’ll see. You know, he’s like a little puppy sometimes. Maybe I should get him a leash. And a collar so that everyone knows he’s my pet.”

“Oh my God, you’d do that?”

“Maybe. Maybe I’ll give him a new name. Something nice and humiliating. Spot or Fido or something. And make him answer to it. Maybe even in front of his friends. Yeah, that sounds hot. This older woman that they all think he’s having sex with, but it turns out, I own him. Give those younger girls something to talk about.”

“Would you make him bark?”

Rachel herself almost barked at that, a bright burst of laughter flying out of her open mouth, followed immediately by a long moan of pleasure.

“I’d make him wag his tail if I felt like it. I’d make him roll over, make him fetch. Ooo, yeah, I’ll definitely make him fetch. Maybe I’ll make him fetch my warm panties. In his teeth.”

I could only gasp at her audacity. It was truly unbelievable. But I was getting caught up in it as well. There was no denying that. With the powerful hormones of sex rushing through our veins, the wild excitement of what we were doing occupying both of us, it was impossible not to. And I could see the images so clearly. I could imagine her doing it. After all, it wasn’t hard. Look at what she had done to me over the last few weeks, without really trying. And she loved me. William, on the other hand, was just a toy for her to play with. She didn’t have to love and respect him afterward.

“You’d make him fetch your used panties, Goddess Rachel?”

It was dirty talk now, the wild fantasy sweeping us both up. I didn’t even have the mental bandwidth to wonder if we might come to regret talking this way once the moment had passed. For now, all that mattered was pleasure. All we wanted was this, more of this deviant excitement, this dark lust that had woven its spell over both of us.

“Absolutely. On his hands and knees. In fact… Maybe he’d have to pick them up after you peel them off me. Maybe I’ll bring him over here and make him clean the house while we have sex in the bedroom. He could hear us, but he wouldn’t be able to do a single thing about it. Just listen, with his poor cock trying to get hard in the cage. Oh fuck, that’s so fucking hot.”

Rachel closed her eyes, tilting back her head, her dark hair cascading down between those mobile shoulders. Her breasts bounced up and down to the rhythm of her movements, and as she froze for a moment, her back arched, her chest thrust forward, I felt her pussy contract in a series of powerful spasms. I felt her cum, and I heard the long moan of her ecstasy ripped out of her, and I felt dizzy. My own orgasm was vibrating inside me, driving me wild with anticipation and the seemingly endless swell of pleasure. But at the same time, I didn’t want to let go. Not yet. What was happening here in this bedroom was too wild, too exciting, too blissful to want it to stop, even if I craved that ecstatic explosion more than anything.

So I did my best to hold back, even as I watched her body moving on top of me. The sexiest woman in the world saying pure filth while her pussy clenched around my cock, so that there was no questioning her divinity.

Rachel opened her eyes again. She leaned forward, her hands on my chest, groaning through her smile as she continued to move on top of me. More slowly now, more controlled than she had been a moment ago. But no less pleasurable, no less thrilling. Lying underneath her, I was bathed in pure bliss, and as she smiled down on me like a radiant sun, I grinned up at her. It had been a wild ride already, and it was getting wilder, and we both absolutely loved it.

“You like that idea? Maybe I should be cucking him, not you.”

“I like it better than the idea of him fucking you.”

Still smiling, Rachel leaned down to kiss me, pressing her lips warmly against mine. I could feel the passion in the movements of her lips and tongue against mine, and I gave back exactly what I received. Maybe it wasn’t so strange, the way that this wild and deviant sex seemed to fuel our love for each other. Maybe because now, we were being perfectly emotionally intimate too, sharing things we might once never have dared say. This side of her was completely bewitching, completely intoxicating, and in a strange way, I felt like I knew my wife better than I ever had before. And that she knew herself better than ever, too.

Her hands on my chest, she pushed herself back into a more upright posture, riding my cock again. Her pussy kept gripping me, and her face glowed.

“What if I made him watch us? You want to show my little slave boy how to fuck a goddess?”

“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, gripping her hips harder, arching my back as I thrust my hips up from the bed. Rachel yelped in excitement and pleasure.

“Sexy, isn’t it? I bet I could make him do it. Make him kneel in the corner like the desperate little cuckold he is. Or maybe tie him up. Force him to watch. Force them to sit there with my panties in his mouth, because that’s all he gets. Just a taste of his goddess, while you get the real thing. All of me. I tell him. I’d say, oh fuck, that feels so good! Fuck, I love the feel of my husband’s cock inside me! Make sure he knows what he is missing out on. Make sure he knows what he can’t have.”

“That would be torture.”

“Yeah it would. The sexiest torture of his life. And so humiliating for him. I could absolutely ruin him, and make him thank me for it. Oh, you know what I could do? I could make him clean me up after we’re done.”

A shiver passed through me, and I held her hips even tighter as I rammed my cock home.

“He could help me shower. Scrub my back, my legs. Everything. Make sure I’m nice and clean after you messed me up. And he’d be watching me naked in the shower, touching me, not allowed to do anything at all.”

“Nothing?”

“Well… That depends. It depends how horny I was. Maybe, if I was still turned on from you fucking my brains out, I might let him touch me. Maybe I’d let him give me another orgasm in the shower with his hands.”

“Holy shit, Goddess Rachel.”

“Would that be okay? Would that be against the rules?”

“No,” I panted.

Completely swept up in the fantasy, I was in no position to argue with my gorgeous wife. And maybe she knew that, or maybe it was just a happy accident. Either way, it worked to her advantage. And Goddess Rachel didn’t get where she was by not knowing how to press an advantage.

“What if I wanted more? What if I wanted to feel his mouth on me? What if I wanted him to lick my pussy clean after you just fucked it?”

“What the fuck? That’s so extreme.”

“Not when you have a boy locked in chastity it’s not. I read online that that’s what cuckolds have to do. That’s what their mistresses make them do. Imagine how humiliating that would be. And he’d have to do it, because Goddess says so.”

Her words trailed off into another long moan of pleasure. Again, her pussy spasmed around me, and I wondered how long I could hold out. But my wife, unbelievably, was on the verge of another orgasm. I could see it, I could feel it, and I could hear it in the screams of passion she gave. I squeezed my own eyes tight shut, trying not to look at her anymore, trying to think of anything other than what was really happening, the wild plan my crazy wife was hatching in her beautiful head, knowing that, just like her slave boy, I would go along with whatever she said.

She practically sobbed with pleasure as she came again. I felt another hot flush of her fluids washing over me, her pussy gripping my manhood like a fist. And as she collapsed on top of me, I placed a hand on the back of her head, running my fingers through her thick, dark hair. I rolled over on top of her, and she moaned in pleasure, wrapping her legs around my waist. Her pussy was still spasming in orgasm as I began to fuck her, driving my cock deep inside her. I couldn’t hold back anymore. The pressure was too intense, the pleasure was too great, and all I wanted was to cum.

Still, my head was full of the wild visions she had conjured. Underneath me, she was thrashing in pleasure, getting off on her own kinkiness. I knew what she wanted to hear.

“You own his cock, Goddess Rachel.”

“Damn right I do,” she growled, her eyes still closed, her face frozen in a grimace of sexual pleasure. “It’s mine. My property.”

“You should put a name tag on his cage,” I gasped, not knowing where the idea was coming from, not trying to understand it or resist it. This wasn’t the time for inhibition. “It should say that. Property of Goddess Rachel.”

Rachel screamed again, her voice almost deafening in my ear. She gripped my shoulders, her fingernails sinking slightly into the skin, and her legs grew as tight as a vice around my hips. Yet another orgasm tore through her. Yet another explosion of ecstasy for my beautiful wife, and this time, I charged right over the edge with her. My cock erupted as I exploded inside her, firing thick spurts of calm deep into that desirable body that everyone seemed to want. And we shivered and moaned together, pushing out the last drop of release until our lips met in a passionate kiss.

“Holy fuck,” she breathed as I lay down beside her. “That was incredible.”

“I know,” I murmured, kissing her bare shoulder and tasting the slight salt of her skin against my mouth. “How does it keep getting better?”

“I don’t know,” Rachel giggled. I could hear the release in her voice, the complete absence of tension that follows a hot, hard orgasm like that, and I felt the same thing glowing inside me, that blissed-out state when everything seems right with the world.

“That name tag… that’s a good idea.”

Finally, Rachel opened her eyes and rolled over on her side toward me. Her face was so close to mine that her features were distorted as she looked idly at the hair on my chest. I wrapped my arms around her, feeling the warmth and softness of her smooth skin, unable, as I so often was these days, to believe that I was married to a woman like this.

“You mean you’re actually going to do all that? It wasn’t just dirty talk?”

Rachel looked at me. She blinked, once. Twice. The smile on her face gave me her answer before she spoke it.

“Why not? It sounds like fun. In fact, it sounds like more than just fun. My own little slave boy to tease and boss around while my husband makes me cum again and again. And I know William will be into it. Not that he has a choice.”

There was a flicker of something hypnotic in her eyes as she said that, a glimpse of that sadism I had never expected in her, that was so outrageously sexy. I could see the gears turning in her mind. She was unstoppable. If this was what she truly wanted, I knew she was going to get it.

“I should ask Cheryl where she got that latex suit from,” Rachel smiled. “Seems like just the outfits to wear to officially make my boytoy into my chastity slave.”
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