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A Hotwife Threesome

Pleasure chased pleasure. Ecstasy chased bliss across the sparking synapses of Rachel’s brain, and as Cheryl moaned and gasped above her, she knew she wasn’t the only one. Both women were locked in this crazy encounter, their bodies melting together, joined by the toy lodged in both of them, the tireless fake cock that drove them both to new levels of ecstasy. The bed was soaked in sweat and in the residue of their multiple orgasms, and the night was torn apart by the sounds of their passion, and for long, blissful moments, neither of them wanted anything other than this.

Rachel gasped, the corset she still wore creaking as she arched her back, her whole body thundering toward another orgasm. Cheryl smiled as she watched her cum, her own face flushed with passion, her skin slick with sweat, damp strands of the dark silk of her hair clinging to her cheeks. Their passion was perfect, their joy seemingly unstoppable, and the pleasure of what they were feeling was almost enough to drive every sensible thought out of Rachel’s head entirely.

Almost. But as she groaningly recovered from yet another bright explosion of bliss, she remembered what she had promised her husband. And John had been a good boy. He had given her everything she asked for, had gone with her to these wild extremes and allowed her to do whatever she wanted with whoever she chose. She owed him, she supposed. But more than that, she wanted him.

He sat tied to the bench of her vanity, legs spread, arms behind his back. His cock was visibly raging, straining up from between his legs, wordlessly demanding her touch, but completely unable to make it happen. There was no feeling like knowing how helpless he was, how little he could do about his obvious desire. Knowing how badly he wanted her and knowing he could do nothing about it was a trip like no other, a desperate throb of pleasure that kept her burning with passion, despite the growing fatigue in her exhausted body.

Cheryl pulled out of her. Rachel gave a little cry as she did, the thick head of the dildo slipping easily free of the wetness of her sex, leaving another little dark puddle on the bed sheets. Cheryl rolled over onto her back and unfastened the straps of the toy, gasping herself as she removed it, as the inner part slid free of her own pussy. And for a moment, both women just lay there, panting with exhaustion and bliss, still at least partially dressed in their sexy outfits. It was like being on stage, like the bed was now a theatre of performance, and William and John their captive audience. Lying there, Rachel felt as if she could have fallen asleep if she wanted to, and she was sure that Cheryl felt the same. But that glowing wire of sexual excitement was still alive. Besides, they had put the guys through so much. Even Goddess Rachel wasn’t that cruel.

Collecting herself, Rachel rolled over onto her side, facing Cheryl. The other woman smiled up at her almost giddily, her face showing that she still didn’t quite believe what they had done together. Her smile only deepened as Rachel began to pull at Cheryl’s latex dress, slowly peeling it off her.

Cheryl helped, gathering up her hair, raising her arms so that the clinging rubber could be pulled away. Underneath, she was soaked with sweat, fragrant with sex, her skin warm and soft, her body as responsive to Rachel’s touch as it had ever been. There was something delicious about her, Rachel reflected. Something endlessly desirable and infinitely sexy, something that kept Rachel coming back to her again and again, coming back to the ample curves of that young body with a desire she had never felt for a woman before.

But it wasn’t just women in the room now.

Cheryl’s rubber dress hit the bedroom floor with a loud splat. But then, even though she had the other woman naked in bed beside her, Rachel turned away. Across the room, she found her husband’s eyes. And she sat up on the bed, ignoring the fatigue in her muscles as she pushed herself upright, inspired by more naughty ideas and the obvious vulnerability of the man she loved.

She wobbled slightly in the high heels she was still wearing as she stood up. She could feel everyone’s eyes on her as she walked across the room, and as always, she loved being the center of attention, but for now, it was John’s attention she wanted most. He stared at her as if he had never seen her before, never seen anything like her, as if her sexiness was something unparalleled in all the world, something he could barely believe in even as he witnessed it. And she loved that look he gave her. Irresistible, that sensation of knowing she could get whatever she wanted from him. Just because he wanted her so badly.

She didn’t say a word, at first. Instead, with everyone watching her, she dropped to her knees in front of her husband. His eyes went wide with surprise, looking at her now with an expression of restrained joy, as if he couldn’t quite bring himself to believe he was that lucky, or that she was that kind. But Goddess Rachel was in a generous mood.

She took his cock in her hand, stroking slowly along the shaft, and the bench of her vanity creaked under his weight as he shifted, struggling against the ropes that help him in place. Over the bed behind her, she heard a chuckle, and the bedsprings creaked as Cheryl moved to get a better view.

Over at the end of the bed, there was dead silence. William. Rachel knew he was watching. Her poor chastity boy wouldn’t be able to tear his eyes away, even though what he was about to witness could only hurt him, could only make his cock ache even more in the tight steel prison she kept it in. Everything came down to this, all that attention like a funnel that narrowed to a tiny point right where she was, the center of it all. And the sex act she was about to perform became the hot center of the universe for all of them as she opened her mouth, lowered her head, and took his cock between her legs.

His taste was familiar, like coming home after a long, exciting, but exhausting trip. The weight of him on her tongue, something she had done one hundred times before, except never like this. Never with this audience, never in these circumstances, all of the set-up and the drama making the act of oral sex between a wife and her husband into something unbelievably kinky and wild.

Rachel knew what her husband liked. She moved her head back and forth, keeping her lips gripping his shaft tightly, her tongue flickering over the sensitive head of his cock, and in no time at all, he was moaning and gasping, his body totally under her control. He threw back his head, closing his eyes as the sensations became too much for him, but he couldn’t stay that way for long. He couldn’t stop looking at her, and so he opened his eyes again, staring down at her from under heavy eyelids, incapable of resisting the sight of his wife in corset and leather pants, dripping with sex, now blowing him like she owed him money.

Rachel stared up at him, meeting his gaze, letting him see the smile in her eyes even as her mouth was busy with his cock. Letting him see how much she was enjoying this. After all the power, all the domination, she loved serving him like this, taking a more submissive role, even though she knew she was still completely in control. And she remembered all too well how it had felt to have her cock, fake though it was, in Cheryl’s mouth. She remembered how sweet and submissive the other woman had looked while she sucked happily on the toy, as if it was real. Her pussy dripped with excitement at the memory and at what she was doing now, past and present merging perfectly into one single experience of breathless joy.

She could feel his cock swelling to her touch, could feel his body responding. That delicious, delightful breathless shiver he gave, his muscles turning to jelly. But as fun as it was to play with him like this, to service him and give him the pleasure she knew he deserved, it wasn’t how she wanted this to end. She had bigger plans for her husband’s night than just a blow job, and she didn’t want him to come just yet.

So she lifted her mouth away from his throbbing manhood, gasping as she did. Putting her hands on his knees, she pushed herself upright, arching her back and spreading her feet as she bent over him, tossing her hair like a stripper while he stared at her unignorable cleavage.

She smiled at him, and saw only the faintest hint of a smile on his own face, but that was okay. He didn’t know what was coming next. Not the way she did. He was still uncertain, well aware that his wife could change her mind at any time, and everyone in that sex-reeking room would just have to go along with it.

But for now, Rachel’s mind was made up. Straightening up, she moved around behind the bench he was sitting on. She untied his hands. The knot fell apart, the rope fell to the floor, and for the first time in what felt like a long while, her husband was free.

Her fingertips traced over his shoulders as she circled around to stand in front of him again. Her pussy, exposed by the open zipper of her leather pants, was practically at his eye level, and she knew he could see how wet she was, how hard Cheryl had made her cum. She ran both her hands over his scalp, running her fingers through his short hair, affection merging with desire to give her those powerful feelings that, for all that she was now unfaithful to him, she only had for her husband, and no one else.

“Come on, honey,” she said in a low voice. “You know you deserve this.”

Then she stepped away. Like always, she put an extra sway into her step, waggling her ass from side to side as she walked back to the bed, taunting her husband with it. But he wasn’t the only one. With her back to John, her eyes darted over toward William. Just like always, she felt that stab of arousal, that swell of pleasure, to see the desperate look on his face, the confirmation of how badly he wanted her. Another little jolt of confidence to keep her ego running at that goddess level where it needed to be.

She climbed onto the bed, and Cheryl made room for her. As she did, she knew she was giving her husband a tantalizing view of the leather that covered her ass, and she turned to smile at him over her shoulder. She laughed, and so did Cheryl, as John stood up, stepping toward the bed and forgetting for a moment that his ankles were tied to the bench. With a rueful smile on his face, he sat down again and pulled of the ropes, untying the knots to free himself.

She waited. She turned on the bed, kneeling on the mattress, and Cheryl kneeled beside her. The younger woman was totally naked now, and again, Rachel felt as if she could feel her nervousness, her excitement, pouring off her like waves of heat. She reached for the other woman’s hand and gave it an encouraging squeeze while both of them kept their eyes on John.

Free now, he hurried toward the bed. She felt the mattress sink under his weight, and she felt the strength in his arms as he took hold of her. It felt as if he would have thrown her down on the mattress right there and then, but Rachel had other ideas. Ideas she knew he would like even more.

“Like this, honey,” she said softly, her hands on his shoulders, pushing him down.

For a moment, John hesitated, and she wondered if he was finally sick of following orders. If he had finally had enough of being told what to do. The thought made her pussy tingle. She loved being in charge, but it was undeniably hot when she teased her husband to this point so that he couldn’t take it anymore, so that he had to take her and have her just the way he wanted. She remembered the restaurant bathroom earlier that night, how powerful and forceful he had been, and her pussy spasmed at the recollection.

But this time, she held firm, and even though she was no match for him when it came to strength, her husband yielded to her again. Guided by her, he lay down on his back, and she straddled him, her knees gripping his sides as she took hold of his cock in the bed they had shared on thousands of nights before this one.

He held her by the hips, staring up at her, his eyes traveling over those corset-accentuated curves again. His desire fed hers as she stroked his rigid cock, feeling it pulsing and jumping in her hand, feeling the hot flood of his arousal coursing through him and making him completely hers.

She mounted him. She spread her legs and pressed her head of his cock against her wet pussy, spreading her knees further apart as she lowered herself down onto it. She gasped as her pussy stretched to accommodate him, and he groaned in pleasure he had been waiting for so long, a pleasure that was so much greater because of everything that had led up to it. Already, Rachel could feel her pussy clenching around his cock, hungry for exactly this, this familiar but thrilling feeling of being with him.

She began to move, slowly at first. The tight leather pants creaked against the muscles of her thighs as she moved up and down, his cock sliding easily in and out of her wetness. Rhythmic waves of pleasure seem to wash over her, matching the rhythm of their sex, and her breasts swelled against the tight confines of the corset, her breath catching in her throat.

She was still wearing her sexy outfit from dinner, and she loved the slutty feeling of having sex in it over and over again, of doing all these dirty things while still dressed. Her husband seemed to love it too, his fingers sliding over the gleaming leather wrapped around her hips, his hands reaching for her ass so tightly and beautifully packed into the revealing pants.

Close by, Cheryl watched. But not for long. Rachel didn’t even have to say anything, didn’t have to express the wild idea that had got them into this situation. Cheryl knew what to do.

She crawled across the mattress, moving toward John. He managed to tear his eyes away from his wife long enough to watch her crawling toward him, her big boobs hanging from her chest and swaying with every move she made. His eyes danced over Cheryl’s body with the same passion and intensity they moved over Rachel’s with, and again, she was almost surprised by her lack of jealousy. She didn’t envy anyone, not now that she was having the best sex of her life. She knew that his drive for sex was enough to keep up with two women. She just hoped it would get him through tonight.

Cheryl’s dark eyes glittered with wickedness as she kneeled on the mattress beside John. She didn’t say a word. She didn’t have to. She turned, facing Rachel as she straddled her husband’s head, spreading her legs above him so that her dripping pussy was directly above his mouth. Her big ass engulfed him as he raised his hands toward it, taking hold of her cheeks, squeezing them tightly while his tongue extended, looking for her.

Cheryl moaned. Her eyelids fluttered as she closed her eyes momentarily, tilting back her head and letting the sounds of ecstasy rise out of her throat. Rachel giggled at the sight, and she heard John groan as her pussy clenched again around his cock. As if one person’s pleasure fed directly into another’s, the complicated architecture of their three bodies doing exactly what it was supposed to do and turning all of them on. Every moan, every gasp, every shiver of excitement was shared between the three of them, amplifying the ecstasy so that all of them were lit up by the same fire within.

All but one.

But of course, she knew he was there. She hadn’t forgotten, not for a second, and his silent frustrated presence added the most delicious thrill to what would already have been a spectacularly kinky experience.

She didn’t need to put on a show for him; the pleasure of what they were doing was more than enough to make her scream and groan quite naturally, the bliss of it overwhelming her as she continued to bounce up and down on top of John’s cock. But she loved knowing that he was there, desperate and denied, frustrated beyond the point of sanity and unable to do a single thing about it. She thought of his hands, cuffed to the rail at the top of the footboard, thought of his balls bound to his neck, applying constant aching pressure on the most sensitive part of his anatomy, and her own wickedness amazed her, almost as much as it turned her on.

Without breaking the rhythm, still riding John’s cock, she turned her head to look over her shoulder at her captive chastity slave. He was watching her, just like she hoped. Just like she always wanted to be watched by him, to be the center of his attention, to be the focus of all his desire. His mouth was open, his eyes glassy as they traveled up and down her body. Traveling over the strings of her corset to follow the arch of her back, her round ass displayed by the tight leather pants, and John’s rigid cock sliding easily into her squelching pussy. Her high heels pointed back at him like weapons, the arch of her foot mimicking the orgasm she was chasing, and she smiled wickedly at him, knowing it was a smile he would return.

“Poor chastity boy,” she chuckled. At the head of the bed, Cheryl laughed loudly, a laugh that soon turned into another moan of pleasure. John was eating her pussy desperately, using every trick he knew, and it was working. Cheryl’s body was glowing with excitement, her big breasts with their swollen nipples bouncing as she gyrated on top of John, clearly having the time of her life.

“Don’t you wish I was fucking you right now?”

The question was superfluous; there could only be one answer. But by now, William knew his role. He nodded, clearing his throat before speaking, the long silence of his desperation finally broken in the only way it could be.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Of course you do,” Rachel moaned, her pussy clenching again around John’s throbbing cock. “But that’s never going to happen. You just stay locked and needy while my husband gets to fuck me. And anyone else he wants.”

As William groaned in despair, Rachel turned her attention back to John. She couldn’t see his face, buried as it was under Cheryl’s ass. But she could see his hands, holding the other woman up, could hear his tongue, busy against her sex. Most importantly of all, she could feel his cock throbbing and surging inside her, leaving absolutely no doubt as to how much all this was turning him on. Her heart hammered in her chest, driving that buzzing blood of arousal through her, and in a night absolutely full of them, she felt another orgasm coming.

She held nothing back. After all, why would she? Her thighs tightly gripped John’s sides, almost as tightly as her pussy spasmed around his cock, and she arched her back above him, grabbing her own breasts, closing her eyes as she shrieked in pure pleasure. John moaned underneath her, feeling her orgasm coming, and she wished her husband could see her now, in that wild explosion of orgasm that he loved so much. But William could. William was getting to see it all close-up, every detail burning itself into his submissive brain, and Rachel thought of that as the hot juices poured out of her, moving over her husband’s skin.

Gasping, Rachel crawled off him. She flopped down on the bed, her legs trembling, her stomach spasming with the aftershock of yet another monster orgasm. By now, she had completely lost count of how many of these explosions of pleasure she had had that night, but she knew it was a new personal record. Her body was absolutely drained, hollowed out by pleasure, but at the same time, she didn’t regret a single thing they had done.

And John had not cum. His cock, glistening with her juices, still rockhard and rigid in the air, still as hungry as ever. And Rachel heard Cheryl gasp as John abruptly pushed her pussy away from his face, the strength of his arms sending her sprawling on the bed. She caught herself on her outstretched arms, and Rachel smiled at the younger woman as Cheryl looked at her with an expression of shock on her face.

John moved. He sat up on the bed, pushing himself forward, rolling up onto his knees. Rachel bit her lip as she watched, loving the wild, predatory expression he wore as he rose up behind Cheryl. Before she even knew what was happening, he had her hips in his hands, his cock already pressing urgently against her wet pussy. She gasped in shock, her eyes on Rachel, not her husband, and Rachel grinned back, nodding encouragement, as if to say, it’s okay. I want my husband to fuck you. Because she did. She loved to see John lose control, and she loved the transgressive thrill of seeing him take another girl.

Cheryl’s eyes rolled back in her head as John entered her. His cock slid easily between the tight wet walls of her pussy, her body just as lubricated as Rachel’s was by all the sex they had already had that night. He growled like a beast as he entered her, and she gasped and moaned, his hard cock filling her up as he took her from behind.

He wasn’t gentle. And now, he wasn’t submissive, either. Rachel had worked her husband up to that point when he stopped being obedient, stop doing what he was told, and instead just took what he wanted to. And she loved to see it. She loved to hear Cheryl’s moans and groans of ecstasy, her gasps and pants, the rhythmic slap of their skin against each other as John pounded her friend from behind.

His eyes burned as he looked down at Cheryl, then looked at Rachel. He wanted her, even with his cock buried inside another woman’s pussy. Rachel trembled with the thrill of that, the naughtiness of it all, the sheer deviance of what they were doing.

And she shifted on the mattress, changing her position. After everything that had happened that night, demanding another orgasm sounded like the most insane greed, but after all, that was what being a Goddess was about.

“Eat me,” she said, spreading her legs in front of Cheryl, inching down the bed toward her and propping herself up on her elbows. At the foot of the bed, William groaned in despair. And Cheryl gasped, but she didn’t protest. Somehow, Rachel knew she wouldn’t.

Instead, Cheryl lowered her head down toward Rachel’s pussy. Balanced on her elbows, she swept her hair back from her face, pinning it behind her ears. And then, she stuck out her tongue and began to lick.

Rachel moaned. The young woman was getting better at eating pussy with every session, and lately, she had certainly had the practice. Her head rocked back and forth in time to the rhythm of John’s wrists, throwing her off, but it also made the whole experience more delicious in its own way. And every time Cheryl let out a long moan of pleasure, Rachel felt it in the pit of her stomach. Her pussy quivered with excitement, her body so sensitive after such a long night, tuned to that perfect pitch of pleasure so that one orgasm seemed to so easily follow another.

Rachel put her hands on Cheryl’s head, her fingers twining with her silken black hair, holding her in place. It wasn’t like Cheryl was trying to get anywhere. She licked Rachel’s pussy with pure enthusiasm, this once straight girl now eating cunt like it was all she ever wanted to do, like it was her favourite thing in the world.

As the swells of pleasure rose through Rachels body, she turned her head on the mattress to look at William. She smiled at him, and the teasing smile was calculated to let him know exactly how much she was enjoying herself, exactly how much fun she was having. It wasn’t like he didn’t know already, of course. But in Goddess Rachel’s view, her slave boy could always use another reminder.

And then, she surrendered to ecstasy. The powerful sensations of the young woman worshiping her pussy while her husband fucked her from behind, a married couple using a sexy young thing as their personal play toy, were every bit as intense as she would have imagined them to be. Moaning, she squirmed on the mattress, and Cheryl moaned between her thighs, and behind her, John growled and groaned with pleasure as his own orgasm, well-deserved, swelled inside him.

He shouted as he came. And Rachel heard the way Cheryl whimpered, her pussy no doubt clenching around John’s invading cock while he rode the tremors of sex. He blasted his cum deep inside her, holding her hips tight from behind until he had emptied himself completely, and as Rachel lay watching with the other woman’s face between her legs, she had to concede it was one of the sexiest things she had ever seen.

Cheryl collapsed, finally exhausted. And Rachel sprawled on the bed herself, still dressed in her provocative outfit, absolutely glowing from multiple orgasms. John sat back against the headboard, his cock finally softening, his breath gradually slowing.

And at the foot of the bed, William watched it all. Helplessly tied up, locked in chastity, and doomed to be the only person in that room who didn’t get to cum that night.
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