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John’s Reward

“Watch, honey. Just watch.”

Rachel looked right at her husband as she spoke, her eyes holding his.

Not that she had to tell him what to do. It wasn’t like he had any choice. His eyes locked on hers just like always, just as entranced by her power and sexiness as he always was.

Rachel had often reflected on the fact that John’s captivity was more psychological than anything else. He wasn’t locked in a cage like William was. He didn’t have to put up with this treatment from her. She had given him a mechanism to stop it, any time he wanted to. He had his safe word, rusty from lack of use, sitting silent in his head like a bullet in the chamber of revolver that would maybe never be fired.

Because he loved this. Because he wanted this. Because submitting to her, letting her be this wild slut was the most thrilling experience of his life, and they both knew it. They both knew that they had never had it so good, so exciting, so outrageous. No matter how hard it got, neither of them wanted to go back.

So John watched. Standing there in the bedroom like he was stunned, gawlping at the two women in front of him, in various states of undress. Cheryl was tightly corseted, her big breasts pushed high on her chest, her cleavage mouthwatering and unignorable, for either of them. But below that, she was naked, with Rachel’s hand on her warm pussy, and that fact seemed to vibrate in the air between the three of them, turning them all on, turning the air electric with unstoppable desire.

Rachel’s hand moved over Cheryl’s pussy, touching and teasing the silken folds of the other woman’s sex, and Cheryl seemed to melt to her touch, and Rachel smiled a wicked little smile of satisfaction. After everything that had happened between them, it was almost hard to believe that not too long ago, neither of them had ever been with another woman. Neither of them had ever particularly wanted to. But it had become about teasing the guys, and that made it incredibly sexy.

And then, it had become about more than that.

It had become about pleasure, the inarguable pleasure that they could give one another, so that now, Rachel was actively turned on by Cheryl. She didn’t want her in the same way she wanted her husband. But that young, curvaceous body of hers was a thing of beauty, and an object of desire, and not just for the boys anymore.

Rachel kissed Cheryl’s neck, and Cheryl responded with a greedy, open-mouthed kiss as she pressed her mouth against Rachel’s, practically devouring her. Rachel chuckled to herself, her free hand caressing Cheryl’s corseted boobs while the other kept working between her legs. And Cheryl’s hands were just as busy, sliding over Rachel’s body, sliding inside the robe she wore to chase the warmth of her freshly showered skin, to experience the softness and curves of another woman.

Rachel shrugged her robe off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and fall on the floor. Completely naked now, she turned her eyes toward her husband even as she kept kissing Cheryl. She always loved that look on his face, that look of abject desire. This time he wasn’t restrained, wasn’t tied to the bench like he had been the last time she cuckolded him like this. But still, he didn’t move. Because he had his orders. Because she had told him to watch, and so that was what he would do, and all he would do, no matter how much he wanted more. That knowledge sent such a thrill of power and control through Rachel, she felt her pussy spasming just from the ecstasy of being in charge.

Cheryl gasped as Rachel’s fingers slid out of her. Rachel stepped toward the bed, her movements slow and languid as she climbed onto the mattress, and Cheryl smiled wolfishly. The young woman stepped forward, her big breasts bouncing in the constricted space the corset allowed them, an invitation to sex if ever there was one. And her cleavage only got more dramatic, more unmissable, as Cheryl climbed onto the mattress, crawling on all fours toward Rachel with that smile still on her face. The smile of a woman who knows what she wants, and knows she’s about to get it. The smile of a woman who knows that very soon, she’s going to cum.

But Cheryl was never selfish. As Rachel lay back against the pillow, Cheryl crawled over her legs and lowered her smiling face down between Rachel’s thighs. Rachel lifted one knee, spreading her legs apart, letting the other woman in as she turned to give a teasing smile to her husband again. He stood right where she had left him in the bedroom, not moving, hardly daring to breathe, as if the smallest movement or gesture from him might ruin this vision of female sexual pleasure that was taking place in front of him. And that, she knew, was the last thing he wanted to do.

A tremor of desire lanced through Rachel’s body as she felt Cheryl’s mouth on her pussy. The young woman’s tongue traced the complex folds of Rachel’s sex, sparking excitement wherever they touched. Already, Rachel could feel her excitement growing, could feel things tightening inside her, her body preparing itself for yet another orgasmic explosion. They had come so frequently lately, and so powerfully, it was starting to feel like that was all her life was about now. And who would complain about that? Rachel liked her new life, and she loved that John loved it too, and Cheryl, and William, the young partners they played with as an enhancement of their own intense pleasure. If Rachel had any regrets about what they were doing at all, it was only that they hadn’t done it sooner.

Rachel’s eyelids fluttered, and she let out a gasp as Cheryl kept licking her. The younger woman was pressing more forcefully with her tongue now, and with every stroke, Rachel’s pleasure group. She felt like she always did at times like this, like a goddess too desirable for anyone to handle, lying back on the bed and being worshipped by just one of the many people in her life who wanted her. But she also felt that delicious slutty feeling, that desire to break boundaries, the desire to give pleasure as well as receive it. She wanted to cum, but she wanted to make Cheryl cum too, the magic of sex that can turn selfishness into generosity and vice versa, so that in the end, there’s no difference between the two.

“Bring that pussy up here,” Rachel growled, seeing Cheryl’s dark eyes rise toward her as she spoke. Her lips were already glistening with wetness as she lifted her head from Rachel’s pussy and smiled. She saw straightaway what Rachel wanted, and she was hardly about to protest.

John gasped. Rachel turned to smile at him again, and saw the bulge in the front of his pants that his hand was moving over, as if he didn’t realize he was doing it.

“Stop that,” she said sharply. “No touching yourself. Not yet. Just watch.”

And amazingly, he did. She could see the reluctance in his movements as he pulled his hand away, but he did it all the same, following her orders as if she had every right to control his body and his reactions to what he saw. It was cruel, she knew, but it was exactly the kind of cruelty they both loved. She was doing what she was doing because she wanted to, because it turned her on, but she was also doing it to tease him. And she didn’t even know why she wasn’t going to let him experience a lonely orgasm of his own, except to say that she could. She could deny him even that, and he would accept it, and that turned her on as much as the corseted young woman repositioning herself on the bed, climbing toward her. Power was addictive, sexy, irresistible, and Goddess Rachel never denied herself an opportunity to use it.

Cheryl straddled Rachel on the bed, facing her feet. Her big ass filled Rachel’s view as she leaned forward, and Rachel smiled again as she thought of how her husband had worshipped that ass, how he had eaten Cheryl’s pussy from behind while she fucked him. Every crazy thing they did was like an echo of some other crazy thing they had done in the past, and their sexual adventures, for so long confined to the vanilla activities of a happily married husband and wife, had suddenly become this wild tale that Rachel would hardly have believed if someone else had told her about it. But it was all real life. Her memories now were wilder than her fantasies had ever been, and in some ways, the hottest part was knowing that there was more to come. The only limit seemed to be her own imagination. The rest of them, all of them, would let her do seemingly anything to them.

Cheryl lay down on top of Rachel, her pussy right in her face. And as Rachel raised her mouth, pressing her lips against Cheryl, she heard a delightful moan from the other woman. A moan of pleasure and excitement, a moan of animalistic desire that tugged at the taut strings of her own arousal.

At the same time, Cheryl lowered her head down between Rachel’s thighs. They began licking one another, both their tongues moving rhythmically, sliding over sensitive flesh while passion grew steadily between them.

Rachel couldn’t see her husband anymore. She couldn’t see anything. In the warm and moist space between Cheryl’s thick thighs, all she could do was hear and smell and taste. And feel, as she lifted her hands up and took hold of Cheryl’s hips, as she squeezed the other woman’s ample ass. And she squirmed under her girlfriend as pleasure overtook her, as Cheryl slid her tongue deep inside her pussy, and Rachel gasped, the two of them mimicking each other, riding the same rhythm of sex toward an unstoppable conclusion.

It was coming. There was no doubting that. Rachel felt the tightness growing in her stomach, the warmth spreading out from between her legs, and from the moans and gasps and twitches Cheryl was making, she knew the other woman was close too. Rachel’s own breath came in shallow gasps now, her body feeling like it was ready to lift off the mattress entirely with the bright force of her pleasure, and even though it was hard to keep going as her orgasm swelled within her, even though it felt as if her mind was melting from the onrush of pleasure, she kept licking and kissing Cheryl’s pussy, slurping up the juices that now poured steadily out of the other woman, even as she gasped and moaned with excitement of her own.

Rachel’s orgasm made her scream. Her cry was muffled by Cheryl’s pussy, but she hoped her husband could hear it. She wanted nothing more than for him to know just how good she felt, just how much this other woman pleased her.

And that wild, ecstatic cry triggered something in Cheryl, too. Rachel couldn’t miss the wet explosion of Cheryl’s pussy against her mouth, and she gulped down the fragrant juices that poured out of the other woman as if it was the key to life itself. She spluttered and gasped underneath her, tasting her cum, feeling her excitement and bliss as the mirror image of her own. The two of them almost came together, their orgasms overlapping, and Rachel felt the weight of Cheryl’s body on top of her as the other woman relaxed, the intense pressure of pleasure finally relieved in the wet explosion they shared.

Groaning, Cheryl rolled off Rachel, her movements made awkward by the unyielding corset she was so tightly laced into. And Rachel lay back on the pillow behind her for a moment, looking up at the ceiling, not thinking of anything in particular. She was never more present than at moments like this, when the release of orgasm burned everything else away, when life became reduced to the most basic elements, where the afterglow of pleasure filled her world.

It couldn’t last, of course. But in its own way, that made it the perfect pleasure. It never stayed long enough that you got used to it. And Goddess Rachel knew, with all the willing sex partners that she had now, that she could create this feeling again, anytime she wanted to.

But tonight, they had a mission. A mission that was leading to more nights like this, more of this intoxicating cocktail of desire and denial, of teasing and torture, of the craziest pleasure of all of their lives. There was still work to do. And she was more than ready for it too.

She turned her head to grin at her husband, letting him see Cheryl’s juices shining on her face. Then she pushed herself up on the mattress. Lying beside her, Cheryl watched, letting the older woman take the lead the way she usually did.

“That’s better. I needed that. Now, honey, you need to finish getting us dressed.”

Cheryl giggled, pushing herself back upright, moving toward the edge of the mattress. The clothes she had brought with her were still laid out on the bed where they had left them, and that was where she went now, rising to stand beside the bed. Rachel sat on the edge of the mattress, watching John as she stepped forward, his face wearing that perfect expression of desire and denial that she absolutely loved to see on him. And she loved it even more when he did as he was told.

John picked up the black silk skirt Cheryl had brought with her. It looked tiny in his hands as he held it, finding the zipper at the back. Cheryl just watched, positively beaming, her hands on her artificially narrowed waist as she waited to be served. John held out the skirt, and Cheryl put her hand on his shoulder for balance as she stepped into it, and Rachel smiled at her own strange feelings, watching that oddly intimate gesture. She had seen them have sex. She had seen John eat Cheryl’s pussy. But somehow, that hand on his shoulder seemed more familiar, more intimate, and in some way, more threatening. And Rachel had proved to herself and to everyone else, over and over, that she was hardly the jealous type. She surprised herself with how much she loved watching her husband play with another woman, how much of a turn on it was to see him balls deep in Cheryl, pounding away at her beautiful body, desperately turned on by her pussy and her curves and her pretty face. It’s just that there were times, like now, when the strangeness of what was going on hit her with full force, and somehow, it was never at the moment she would expect it to be.

Rachel blinked the thought away. After all, this was what she wanted. She watched her husband pull the skirt up, the fabric growing tighter around Cheryl’s hourglass figure as it reached toward her hips. She pressed her thighs together, wiggling from side to side so that he could pull her skirt into position. It fit her exquisitely, a slight sheen on the fabric glowing as it pulled tight around her legs. Slightly breathless, Rachel watched John reach around behind Cheryl, practically embracing her, as he pulled the zipper up, making the skirt even tighter. As he stepped away, Rachel looked the other woman up and down, not with the desperate eyes of a lover now, the way John was looking at her, but with the critical eye of a woman with a keen sense of fashion.

“You look fantastic,” she said, making Cheryl giggle.

“Thanks,” Cheryl said. “It’s not the easiest outfit to move in, though.”

“Yeah, well, no one’s asking you to run a marathon,” Rachel smiled. “Looking like that, I doubt you’ll even need to do is much as get yourself a drink. You’ll have guys falling all over themselves to do everything for you. Trust me.”

Cheryl laughed again, but Rachel meant what she said. It wasn’t exactly a new discovery to her. Looking back, she knew that she had always found it fairly easy to get men to do what she wanted, but she had never in her life used that power the way she was using it now. If only she had discovered it when she was Cheryl’s age, she thought to herself with another wicked smile. The things she might’ve done then. Still, there was plenty of time.

“Don’t forget her shoes, honey.”

John looked at her, but said nothing. Meanwhile, Cheryl watched this little domestic drama, her hands moving over her hips, smoothing the fabric of the skirt before sliding it up over her waist again. It was like she couldn’t keep her hands off herself, like she couldn’t believe her own curves. Rachel knew how she felt. This had all started from an uncharacteristically provocative outfit she had decided to buy on a whim, and look at where it had led them. She knew all too well that feeling of being so sexy, of knowing how good you look and being turned on by that fact, and it was exactly what she wanted Cheryl to feel, and she was delighted to see that glow of excitement practically radiating off her friend.

Meanwhile, John picked up the shoes on the bed. Chunky boots that would go so well with the ultrafeminine outfit Cheryl had chosen, that would lengthen her legs and make her hips sway with every step she took, emphasizing those already dramatic curves so that no one could miss them, so that no one would be able to look away.

It gave her such a thrill to watch John pick up the boots and then kneel on the floor at Cheryl’s feet. As sexy as she had looked thanks to her outfit, she looked even sexier now, standing over a kneeling man. So powerful and in control, that intoxicating combination of beauty and authority that made these men so weak. Rachel was secure enough in her own sexual power that she loved to see the same thing in Cheryl, loved to see her husband literally brought to his knees by his own desire for a female body that, for now at least, was denied to him.

This time, Cheryl placed her hand on John’s head for balance as she lifted a foot, and he slid the boot onto it. Rachel bit her lip. He was being such a good boy, so submissive, so obedient. The fact that she knew that there were other ways he could be only made it more thrilling to see him like this. You would never think, watching him now, that he had pounded Cheryl from behind and made her scream like a cat in heat only about a week earlier. You might not guess, watching him, that he wanted to do exactly that again.

Not yet.

Cheryl shifted her weight slightly as she got used to her high heels, the silk of her skirt shining on the rounded shape of her thighs as she moved. Watching her transformed into this goddess, Rachel felt a mild and very specific form of envy. She wanted the same for herself. She wanted to look hot and sexy just like the other woman, and she knew that she would. She had made sure of that. And now she was more eager than ever to get started.

She climbed off the bed. She felt John’s eyes on her, watching her as she moved across the room, heading toward the closet. Completely naked, completely unconcerned, letting him look. Letting him stare at her, taking in every unconcealed curve of her body the way he had been gawking at Cheryl, his cock visibly hard in his pants, desperate for either and both of them.

Reaching into the closet, she pulled out a bag on a hanger that held her latest dress. The clothing budget had ballooned out of all proportion lately, but she knew her husband wasn’t going to complain. It was part of all this, part of the thrilling game they were playing, and her looking sexy was the key to the feminine power he loved to see her flex. He watched as she carried the bag over to him, handing it over.

“My turn.”

She stood in front of him in her bare feet, looking up at him, her hands on her hips. And he unzipped the bag, sliding the dress carefully out of it. The smell of leather filled the air of the bedroom. Over by the bed, Cheryl gasped, and John’s eyes moved up and down the dress he held in his arms. Rachel could practically see his mind working behind his eyes as he imagined it on her.

“I went back to that same shop. The one where I bought those leather pants, with the sexy salesman. God, he’s such a flirt. He remembered me.”

“I bet he did,” John murmured.

“Don’t be jealous, honey. When you marry a goddess, you have to expect that she’s going to get hit on from time to time.”

But all the same, she loved his jealousy. She loved that look on his face, that hint of doubt that showed in his eyes. She would never do anything without his permission. She had proven that again and again. But that didn’t mean the thought didn’t occur, and it didn’t mean it wasn’t fun to play with the idea. They both knew she could have had that salesman right there and then if she wanted to, could have taken him in the change room or in his car or to a hotel in the middle of the day. Whatever she wanted. That was what Goddess Rachel got.

Turning the dress over, John found the corset-style laces in the back, and began to loosen them. He was getting to know his way around women’s clothing a lot better than he had had before. Rachel smiled at Cheryl while she waited, and the other woman returned the smile, both of them buzzing with the thrill of being served like this.

Rachel’s new leather dress was a deep maroon colour, and she had chosen her makeup to complement it. Even with the laces loosened, it felt tight as John slid it over her body, but she knew it would fit, just about. Trying it on in the breathless space of the changing room hadn’t had even a fraction of the eroticism there was now in having her husband put it on her, but there had at least been the thrill of knowing how much he would desire her in it. Now she was feeling that same desire in the rapid breath from his open mouth that she felt against her skin as he moved closer to her.

She smoothed the dress over her body, the leather warming from her skin, as he stepped around behind her. He began to pull the laces tights, the leather groaning against her body, pulling steadily inward, pushing her breasts up on her chest, squeezing them together to give her cleavage that needed no bra to support it. The rigid structure of the dress was enough for that. Cheryl smiled admiringly as she watched Rachel transform, the gleaming leather covering her from her chest to just above her knees, fitting her body like a sheath. The low neckline showed off her boobs, and the cut of the dress flattered the shape of her hips, her hourglass figure just as much on display as Cheryl’s was.

“Okay, honey, that’s tight enough,” Rachel said at last, slightly breathless. “Tie the laces off.”

Of course, John did as he was told. And then, when she ordered him to fetch her favourite pair of boots from the closet, he did that too. She sat down on the bed, the stiffness of the dress making her movements just a little awkward, and as she offered him her foot, her husband kneeled to slide the black leather boots onto her feet, zipping them up carefully. The same high-heeled boots he had worshipped in the past, and so had William. As she sat above him, he stared up at her with a look of undisguised lust, an expression close to adoration, and Rachel couldn’t resist. With a smile, she traced the shape of his swollen cock with a pointed toe of one boot, and he groaned, almost whimpering at the intensity of the sensations she was giving him.

“I’d ask what you think of my outfit, but it’s pretty obvious with that hard on you’ve got,” she said. “What do you think, Cheryl? He’s been a pretty good boy, hasn’t he?”

“I guess so,” Cheryl said, her tone slightly grudging. “But there’s always room for improvement.”

“Difficult to please. I like that.”

Again, Rachel’s foot moved over John’s cock, and she could see that he was suppressing a groan of pleasure.

“Okay, honey. I guess you can have an orgasm. Jerk it for us, right here. Jerk it to your goddesses before we go out and seduce another guy.”

Rachel heard another little gasp from Cheryl, but the other woman was hardly repulsed. Quite the opposite. She stepped a little closer as John looked from Rachel to her and back again, as if to make sure he understood the command.

But he didn’t hesitate. This desire was too strong for that. He pulled down his sweatpants, his hard cock springing out immediately, and he groaned as he wrapped his fist around it. He started stroking frantically, and Rachel and Cheryl shared another look of amusement at his obvious desperation.

“You can polish our boots with your cum,” Rachel said, making her husband groan again, making Cheryl laugh again. “A nice shoeshine before we go out. Go on, honey. Hurry up and cum for us.”

It didn’t take long. John was so desperately turned on, and soon, he was moaning in a desperate rhythm she knew he couldn’t maintain. His cock exploded in his hand, spurting thick ropes of cum across the top of her feet, and as Cheryl stepped even closer, even sticking out one foot, white beads of his semen shone on the black leather of her high heels, too. Both women laughed, unable to control the merriment that burst out of them at this latest humiliating spectacle. And John stayed on his knees, panting with lust as his orgasm slowly subsided.

“What a good boy,” Rachel said condescendingly. “Now, go get a cloth and clean this up. We have a party to get to.”
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