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A Hotwife Confesses

“And that was it? She made you eat her out, then made you hand-wash her panties, like a little slave boy?”

“No. That wasn’t it.”

After eating Cheryl to orgasm, I was indeed sent away to perform the menial task I had been sent there for in the first place, to do her laundry like some kind of servant. And all the time, while I did it, I could feel that unrelenting pressure. The pressure of sexual desire, the heat of lust that animated us both and made this whole game work the way it did.

I, of course, had not cum. And I could taste her unfamiliar pussy in my mouth. Even while I did her laundry, I couldn’t stop thinking about Cheryl. Sitting there on the sofa, her sexy curves tightly wrapped in shining black latex, looking every inch the dominatrix that she was. I couldn’t not think about her, in the situation I was in. I couldn’t control my thoughts or my emotions, nor my desperate desire. I was so horny that I started to think things that didn’t make any sense. I thought of taking matters into my own hands, so to speak. Of pleasuring myself right there in her kitchen. Anything to relieve the strain of the relentless desire I was filled with.

But I didn’t do it. Pride stopped me. For all the shame I had been put through, it would be even more shameful to do something like that. Besides, Cheryl had fully adopted her dominatrix role, and I didn’t question either her willingness or ability to punish me for an infraction like that. I didn’t want to admit that I was scared of her. She was, after all, a young woman, and I’m a full-grown man, almost old enough to be her father. But I was painfully aware of the need to be careful around her, to not do anything to anger her. She, as the object of my tormented desire, held all the cards.

And of course, she wasn’t the only person on my mind as I shuffled around her apartment, doing whatever I was told.

“Oh, that’s so sweet,” Rachel said, her nose wrinkling slightly as she smiled at me. “You were thinking of me on my date?”

“Of course I was.”

Of course I was. My wife could laugh like it was also a big joke, but in truth, it was very real. She was out on a date with a young man I was trying not to think of as her boyfriend, but it was hard to say what he was if not that. A guy she was dating, going to fancy dinners and concerts and nights out with, letting him flirt with her, hit on her, kiss her, hold her, and show her off like his trophy, a conquest, some unbelievably sexy older woman who didn’t seem to care that she was married. The only thing she didn’t let him do was fuck her. And as grateful as I was for that, there were times when I wondered how much difference it really made.

Lying next to her in bed with morning light streaming through the window, I was glad that she saved that just for me. I was glad that her incredible body, so beautifully displayed these days in all kinds of provocative outfits, was given in that way only to me. It was what we still had, the physical proof of the love between us, and I clung onto it like it was the only thing keeping me afloat. All the while, the crazy game continued, both of us pushed to barely believable heights of desire by our very different encounters with other people.

When I had finished laundry at Cheryl’s place, I returned to the living room where she waited. It was crazy how easily I fell into the submissive role, casually awaiting orders from a woman I knew almost nothing about. Crazy, too, how easily she seemed to adapt. How she, who had never played like this before, seemed to know exactly what to say and do, how to humiliate me, how to make me desperate for her, how to make me obey.

She ordered me to my knees. She made me lick her boots in an act of total submission, total adoration. And as my tongue slid over the gleaming leather, she filmed the whole thing with her phone. She sat above me, giggling occasionally, the shining latex fitting her like a second skin and her curvy body driving me wild with frustrated desire. And she recorded my suffering for purposes I couldn’t know, wrenching away a little more control of the situation from me.

She could blackmail me, she pointed out with a laugh. She could post the video of my naked submission to her online and let the world see how pathetic I was. She was right. I begged her not to, but she just smiled, raking her black hair back from her pretty face, and said she would see.

“I’m not sure how I feel about that,” Rachel said slowly. “Having a video out there of my husband licking some other bitch’s boots.”

“Well you’re the one who sent me over there.”

She laughed softly at that. She knew it was true. And for all her supposed doubts, she didn’t really seem all that concerned by what Cheryl had done. More than anything, it amused her. She knew this was all her fault, all her doing, and that ultimately, my shameful obedience to Cheryl was really just a reflection of Rachael’s own power. Cheryl had said it herself, the night before when I was at her house serving as her desperate little sex slave. If I didn’t behave, she would tell my wife. And maybe Rachel wouldn’t let me have sex with her for a long time. The thought of that brutal deprivation was all the encouragement I could possibly need to be just as obedient as these women wanted me to be.

Cheryl finally set her phone aside. The latex catsuit creaked and shone around her as she leaned forward, her big breasts swelling over the top. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and used her grip to guide my head upward, over her knee, along her inner thigh. All the way up her leg, I licked the shining latex, and as she pulled me ever closer, I caught the smell of her pussy. She hadn’t zipped her suit back up, and her sex was still on display, and as she parted her thighs, I saw it, glistening and shining almost as much as her dominatrix outfit did.

“She made you lick her again? Greedy girl.”

But Rachel wasn’t the least bit disturbed or angered by my story. It seemed like she loved the thought of me going down on another woman. Or perhaps more precisely, loved the thought of me being made to perform such an intimate service. If the roles were reversed, I knew I wouldn’t be able to take it. The thought of her pleasuring William with her mouth almost destroyed me, and if it had actually happened, I didn’t think I would ever be able to recover. My wife clearly had very different ideas of what constituted being faithful, of what was allowed in our marriage.

She was the one cheating on me, but technically, I suppose, I was getting away with doing more than she was. It was hard to make sense of it, and the only way I could was to reflect that the whole reason for it was because I was being made to. Because my goddess of a wife found that just as exciting as my latex mistress Cheryl had.

Cheryl lay back on the sofa, groaning with pleasure as my mouth moved over her sex. She slid lower on the cushion, spreading her legs wider, giving me more access. But she didn’t leave things there. There was real aggression in her movements as she shifted on the sofa, rising off it and standing above me. She used her grip on her head to turn me around so that I had my back to the couch, sitting on the floor. She pressed my head back on my neck until it was sitting on the cushion. Then, she straddled my face.

“Oh my God! She sat on your face?”

And rode it. There was something wild and elemental in Cheryl’s actions. Encased by her latex thighs and her dripping pussy, I lost track of everything else. I ate her out as best as I could, ignoring the ache in my neck and in my jaw. It wasn’t easy, with her grinding on top of me. She was using the pressure to get off, and I struggled to breathe, and every gulp of air I did take tasted and smelled of her wild passion. I gripped her full ass, helping support her weight as she bounced up and down on top of me, and all the time, she growled curses and insults, still gripping my hair and pulling on it as she rode my face toward ecstasy.

“What did she say?”

That I was her personal pussy licker. That I was a worthless cuck who couldn’t satisfy his wife. That this was all I was good for. That I should be honored to lick her boots and hand-wash her panties. That I was a little oral slave that she was going to use to get off whenever she felt like it.

“Oh my God, she’s so mean!”

She was.

But all the time, my cock kept raging, ignored between my thighs as I served the devil woman riding on top of me. Mean is sexy. Rachel had taught me that. I loved it when she was dominant, teasing, a little bit cruel. I loved witnessing the power she had over me in action, being unable to fight against it. Cheryl, though, was even crueler than my wife. Rachel had never treated me like that. I had been made to eat her out plenty of times over the last little while since she had discovered her dominant nature, and I had loved every minute of it. But she had never used me like that.

Still, there was a sparkle in my wife’s eyes as I told her about my night with her new friend. And that revelation, and how Cheryl had ridden my face, sparked something in her.

Rachel stood in the bed next to me. Her breasts hung from her chest as she rose up on to her knees. I had peeled off her latest slutty outfit the night before, and we had made wild love the minute she got home, both of us channeling the night of excitement and frustration into the pleasure we took from each other’s bodies. The same magic spell that seemed to never fail, that always filled us both with such a wild joy. I had reclaimed that body the night before, but truthfully, half the passion I poured into her came from the teasing Cheryl had given me, and visions of that cruel latex mistress hung in my head even as I had sex with the most beautiful woman in the world, my wife.

But it’s never enough. No matter how good it is, no matter how pleasurable or blissful it might be. That was what the look on Rachel’s face told me as she placed her hands on her shoulders, playfully pushing me back on the bed. I gasped as she shifted her weight, placing a knee on my chest for a moment, pinning me down. Her dark hair hung around her face, last night’s makeup smeared and blurred but only adding to her undeniable beauty. And yet nothing about her was more beautiful than the glow of excitement and malice in her eyes.

“I want to try that.”

She wasn’t asking, I noticed, but telling.

Rachel’s knee slid over my chest, and the weight of her knees on my shoulders held me down. Not that I was trying to go anywhere. She shuffled forward, out from under the cover of the blankets now, and her pussy hovered above my face. As I lifted my head, she chuckled to herself. Laughing, perhaps, at how eager I was, and how easy all this was for her. What a simple task it was to drive me wild with desire, to make me serve her in any way she might want.

It was clear what she wanted. As she spread her legs wider, lowering herself down to me, I slid my tongue into her. And her thighs pulsed on either side of my head, pushing her body up and down as she rocked her hips back and forth.

“Like this? Was this how Cheryl fucked your face?”

I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. My mouth was busy, and even if it wasn’t, any sound I made was muffled by Rachel’s gorgeous body on top of me. But she was right. That was how Cheryl had used me. Only she had been even more aggressive, even more domineering, totally selfish, like my feelings didn’t matter at all. Like I was just a tool for her to use in the pursuit of her own pleasure.

Then again, Rachel was still warming up.

Steadily, her movements became more aggressive, more forceful. I could hear the passion growing in her voice, and I could taste the juices of excitement pouring out of her. She was hurtling toward a powerful climax, and the closer she got, the less she held herself back. Before long, I had to concede that she was indeed riding my face every bit as aggressively as the other woman had. She was using me just like Cheryl had, grinding her pussy against my nose and mouth, using me like a living sex toy. And while I licked and kissed as best as I could, I held Rachael’s bare ass just like I had held Cheryl’s latex-covered one, and my cock raged just as desperately between my legs at being treated like this by both these women.

Rachael’s body stiffened above me. I knew what was about to happen, and I welcomed it. I craved it, perhaps almost as much as she did. The sweet release of her orgasm, the hot explosion of her passion, was all I could think about in that moment. Even as I struggled for breath, even as I gasped and gulped as if I was fighting for my life. I was fighting for her orgasm, too. And when it came, it washed over me like a blessing, like a baptism into a life of service to her. All sparked by a pair of leather pants and a wild story about some public masturbation. Neither of us, I knew, regretted a thing.

Practically sobbing with pleasure, Rachel climbed off my face. She flopped down on the mattress beside me, like she was melting with the heat of what she had done. She closed her eyes for a moment as she snuggled up close to me, one hand on my chest. I could feel her breathing against my neck, could feel her slowly descending from her ecstatic peak of pleasure.

For a moment, I thought she might have drifted off to sleep. It was morning, but we had had a strenuous night. She had been out late with William, and when she came home, sleep had been the last thing on our minds. I had given her multiple orgasms, and she had given me the same before our heads finally found our pillows. Now, we were right back at it, as if the two of us were locked in a world of pleasure from which we couldn’t even try to escape.

But Rachel wasn’t asleep. After a moment, her hand stirred on my chest, and she opened her eyes again. There was a happy little smile on her face, and that glow in her cheeks that I always loved, the glow that told me I had pleased my wife again.

“So what else did Cheryl do to you?”

“That was about it. She sent me home after that.”

“Aww. You must have been so frustrated. She didn’t let you fuck her?”

“No. You know the deal. We don’t do that.”

“No,” Rachel said softly. “We don’t. But you did everything but.”

“You said I could. She showed me the text.”

“Yeah,” Rachel said with a soft little smile. Her hand moved over my cheek, caressing my skin, a gesture of affection that was all the more striking for coming in the middle of the conversation like this one. “I did. And I’m glad I did. I mean, you had fun, didn’t you, licking another woman’s pussy?”

“Yeah,” I said slowly. “But I’d rather have been with you.”

“So sweet. But you know a Goddess has other needs. And I had a lot of fun with William last night. Want me to tell you about it?”

I always had mixed feelings about that. Part of me didn’t want to hear it. After all, I knew it would only drive me crazy, that it would make me insane with jealousy. But the other part, the stronger part, wanted to hear everything. Partly I was curious, but mostly, I knew it was because it turned me on. It was so sexy when Rachel was naughty, when she gave in to her darker desires. It was so sexy to hear the confidence in her voice when she spoke about how this young man wanted her, while she drove him as crazy as she drove me. It was an aphrodisiac unlike any other, pure rocket fuel for our desire for one another.

Besides, I knew she was going to tell me anyway.

“Yeah. What happened?”

“I was such a naughty girl.”

“You didn’t…?”

“Fuck him? No. In fact, once I tell you this story, you’ll realize you really don’t have to worry about that ever again.”

I had dropped her off at the bar William told her about. Not exactly a dive bar, but somewhere on that spectrum. But it had live music most nights, and was somewhere he and his friends went sometimes to see a show.

Rachel had adopted the perfect lock. In her black miniskirt, fishnets, and black leather top, she looked every inch the sexy rock chick. She turned heads even before she got into the bar, from the moment she stepped out of my car and threw her arms around her boy toy.

And he couldn’t keep his hands off her. Rachel took obvious pleasure in telling me that, in reminding me of how badly William wanted her, how he loved to hold her close to him, to wrap his arms around her narrow waist, to feel those sexy curves packed into her tight clothes, even if she wouldn’t allow him to have sex with her.

“I could feel his hard-on when we hugged,” Rachel said, her candor making me cringe. “I always can. That thing seems totally out of his control. Young guys, right?”

Her laughter was so sexy, and her words were so teasing, I felt almost breathless as I lay there in the bed beside her. And my own cock was just as rock hard as his must’ve been, and Rachel knew that. She slipped her hand under the blankets and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and I groaned as she giggled again, stroking slowly. Very slowly, just teasing gently. She wanted me to be turned on during her story, but I knew she wouldn’t want me to cum until she had finished telling it.

“A bunch of his friends were there, and they couldn’t keep their eyes off me. Every time I looked at one of them, he was checking out my boobs, my legs, my ass. Like I was a piece of meat, but in a good way. It’s fun to be objectified when you’re doing it deliberately, when you’re putting it out there for just that reason. All these young guys, all staring at me. Even though some of them had girlfriends of their own. It was making the other girls jealous, and that made me so wet. Knowing that I’m much older than any of them, but I could probably steal all of their men if I wanted to.”

“Of course you could,” I groaned as her hand kept moving over my cock.

“Thanks. Anyway, the band were pretty good. We started dancing, and of course, William had his hands all over me. At one point, I remember, he was standing behind me with his hands on my hips, and I was kind of grinding against him, and I could feel his boner pressing into my ass. I could feel how badly he wanted me, and it was such a turn-on. You know how short that skirt I wore last night was. Well, when I was dancing, I moved my feet apart a little bit more, and the skirt slid up a little bit, and honestly, his cock was so close to my pussy, with just our clothes in the way.”

“Oh my God.”

“I know. For a minute, I thought about fucking him right there on the dance floor. I mean, it was dark, and there were people all around, but no one was really paying attention to us. I thought maybe I could reach back and take out his cock and slide it into me, and it would just look like we were dancing while we fucked right there in front of everyone. But don’t worry. I didn’t do it.”

I let out a long sigh, staring up at the ceiling. The things my wife said these days were beyond belief, and the idea that she had such naughty thoughts was every bit as much of a turn-on as I would’ve expected it to be. Jealousy burned my heart, of course, but it wasn’t even the primary emotion I could feel. I wanted her so badly, and as turned on as I was by her sluttiness, it almost felt like part of me wished she had done it.

But I couldn’t believe that, couldn’t wrap my head around it. I didn’t want her to sleep with other men, no matter how close she came or how much we played on that line. Of course, my conscience was no longer clear. After doing what I had done with Cheryl, it felt like I couldn’t really object, even if that had been her idea. And even at the time, when Rachel gave the go-ahead for me to go down on Cheryl, I had worried that this was a way of her justifying her own cheating. A way for her to get me in a compromising position so that we would both be as guilty as each other. Was she that manipulative? Once upon a time, I wouldn’t have thought so, but recent events had proven there were sides to her that I had never even guessed the existence of until very recently.

But she didn’t do it. I clung to that while agonized desire swept through me, while my heart pounded in my chest at the thought of what might have happened. I had to trust her. I had to believe she was telling the truth. It was either that, or fall apart completely.

“Anyway, I didn’t get the chance,” Rachel went on. Her eyes were sparkling now, and her hand moved a little faster over my cock, and she supported her head on her other hand, leaning over me while her glowing eyes studied my face. She loved this, loved watching my reactions. Seeing what she was doing to me in detail, savoring it like a fine wine.

“I made him cum in his pants.”

“Oh my God, you did?”

Rachel dissolved in a torrent of giggling laughter, but she never stopped stroking my cock. When she lifted her head to look into my eyes again, I could see the joy that sparkled in her expression.

“Yeah, I did,” she chuckled. “Just by grinding against him. I mean, young cock is great, but I guess that’s the problem with it. Always hard, always ready, but a little too ready. Oh my God, it was so funny. He was so embarrassed. I felt it the minute it happened. I turned around to look at him over my shoulder, and his face was bright red. He let go of me and practically ran away to the bathroom, leaving me there on the dance floor with all his friends.”

“Wow.”

“I know. Who knew your little wife had such an effect on other man?”

“I always knew it.”

“Yeah. Yeah, I suppose you did. Anyway, I followed him to the bathroom.”

“You did?”

“Yeah. I wanted to see what was happening. Maybe I wanted to embarrass him a little bit. I mean, you know how much I love it when you get all humiliated and flustered. Honestly, mostly, I thought it was kind of cute.”

“No guy wants to hear that,” I groaned, making Rachel laugh again.

“Yeah, I guess not. But I couldn’t help myself. I wanted to see.”

The bathrooms, she told me, were single toilets with a sink inside. She found the one where William had gone and knocked on the door. He didn’t answer until she spoke through the door, letting him know it was her.

At first, he was still reluctant to let her in. But I, of all people, know how persuasive Rachel can be. Besides, I could easily imagine the kind of thoughts William must’ve been having at that point, and what he would have hoped Rachel wanted. He still hoped she was going to change her mind about having sex with him, that all these dates and all this attention would make her cheat on me. I could hate that without blaming him for it.

“Inside, he was trying to clean himself up. He made such a mess in his boxer shorts, eventually he had to take them off and throw them away. But even then, his cock was already getting hard again.”

“You saw it?”

“I did more than see it. I took control of it.”

“What – what does that mean?”

Rachel laughed, a low, dark sound that seemed to well up from somewhere deep inside her. My own cock was throbbing desperately in her hand, also under her control as she told her strange story. My orgasm was rising inside me, and she encouraged it, her hand moving faster, gripping me more firmly, bringing me to a climax just like she was bringing her story to a climax of its own.

“I decided I didn’t want a boy toy with a little premature ejaculation problem. And I know how you worry about me doing something with him, how jealous you get. So I put it in a cage. I locked his cock away, and now I own it, and him, completely.”

As she spoke, her hand pulsed around my cock, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. As I yelled in bliss, my orgasm burst out of me, and Rachel laughed in pure joy. My head spinning with what she had said and the craziness of what we were doing, I lay in bed beside my gorgeous wife, barely believing that this was what our life had become.
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