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The Life Of The Party

The girls were bound to make an entrance.

After all, they didn’t dress up the way they had to be ignored. In her tight red and black corset and shimmering silk pencil skirt, Cheryl looked like sex personified, a collection of sweeping curves that no man and very few women would be able to ignore.

And Rachel didn’t think she was flattering herself to acknowledge that she looked pretty damn good in her brand-new maroon leather dress, too. Just like Cheryl’s outfit, it was almost kneelength, but sinfully tight, revealing every curve she had and accentuating what nature gave her. Paired with her black leather boots, her hair pulled back in a ponytail, she felt like it gave her a sexy, slightly dominant look, and tonight, that was exactly what she was going for.

She carried a purse, too. A small bag that felt heavier on her shoulder than it should, thanks to what it contained. And every time she thought of it, she felt another little shiver of desire, another little thrill of excitement. There were many different ways this night could go. Goddess Rachel, a woman who loved being in control, was not in full control of the situation. And that was an exciting experience too, to be at the edge of her capabilities, to be taking things once again into uncharted territory and not knowing how the story would resolve itself.

John drove them to the party. Along the way, they teased him by talking about all the hot guys who would be there, about how much fun they were going to have driving them all crazy, how many cocks they might make hard for them just from the way they were dressed. Cheryl sat in the backseat, and Rachel turned from the front to chat with her, almost ignoring her husband as he drove them like a chauffeur to where they were going.

She remembered, just like he did, the times he had done this for her to meet William, back in the early days of this experiment. How he had worried about her betraying him with this other man, but had done it anyway, knowing it was what she wanted. And in the end, they had ended up here, with William under lock and key, not even capable of having sex with her unless she decided otherwise. And her reminding him constantly that she never would. No one had seen that coming, but now that it had happened, it made its own crazy kind of sense. And it made her eager for more of the same kinds of adventures.

William hadn’t come tonight. Rachel had thought about it, but decided that he would probably only get in the way. As fun as it might have been to have her little sex pet on hand to do her bidding, especially in front of his friends, Rachel had other ideas for tonight. And she would have liked to see his reaction to her new dress, but that could wait, too. Besides, nothing said she couldn’t send him a few teasing photos throughout the night, just to remind him of what he couldn’t have.

They pulled up outside the house of one of Cheryl’s friends. Rachel didn’t even know whose house it was, but it didn’t matter. She knew William and Cheryl’s friends, lots of them, but there was one in particular who they were there for.

“All right, honey,” Rachel said, turning to John as he sat behind the wheel outside the house. “It could be a late night. I’d say don’t wait up, but I’m pretty sure you will, won’t you?”

“Of course, Goddess Rachel.”

He said it so plainly, so simply, like it was never in doubt. And she knew it wasn’t. The truth was, her husband was practically obsessed with her, and she loved it. She loved knowing that he would be thinking of her, unable, really, to think of anything else. Bewitched and entranced by her beauty and her naughtiness, and haunted, no matter what she might say, by the thought that she might betray him. She had no intention of doing that, but she loved the thrill of knowing that she could, the dark glow of her husband’s jealousy keeping her vibrating with sadistic bliss all through the long night ahead.

She leaned toward him and kissed him carefully, conscious of the lipstick she had chosen specifically to match the deep maroon shade of her sexy leather dress. He kissed her back, with the urgency she expected to feel from him, the desperate lust she inspired in him and never got tired of tasting.

Then, she climbed out of the car, moving slowly with her tight dress pulling her legs together. Cheryl struggled too, her own pencil skirt hindering her movements, but beauty always comes at a price. Smiling at one another, nervousness fluttering in both their stomachs, both of their minds racing with the thought of the night that lay ahead.

Rachel knew the woman that opened the door for them, a little. Alicia, her name was, a pretty young girl with a bob of blond hair framing her slightly freckled face. She hugged them both and welcomed them inside, and if she was surprised to see Rachel there without William, she didn’t show it. Rachel knew these people talked about her, of course. This glamorous older woman who had come into their social circle somewhat mysteriously. She always wore her wedding ring, and she knew that most of William’s friends believed she was just some married slut, having an affair with him. Which was true, in a way, she supposed. But it always gave her a happy little smile to think about how far the truth probably was from their imaginations. And there was always that wild impulse in her, that sadistic desire to reveal the truth, to humiliate William completely by exposing the real nature of their relationship.

She hadn’t done it, yet. But it was like the chastity key that she often wore on their dates, that she had left at home this time. It was like a constant weight hanging there, reminding her of her power and lending a sexy edge to everything she did.

Music played loudly as they stepped inside, the party already in full swing. Together, their high heels clicking on the floor, Rachel and Cheryl went toward the kitchen to get themselves drinks. They weren’t the only ones dressed up. Plenty of the girls, especially, had made a real effort with their appearance, showing off their assets in skimpy little dresses and tight pants with sexy shoes. But none of them, Rachel could see, had gone quite as far as they had. They stuck out, and it made the impression it was supposed to make. She could feel, like she always did, the hungry eyes of men watching as she passed, watching her walk, watching her body move and thinking naughty thoughts her outfit was made to inspire in them.

It was such a thrill. She played with this to tease and torment her husband, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t true. These days, she was addicted to the attention, addicted to knowing that she made men want her just by existing, just by putting on a tight dress and a bit of makeup. Addicted to knowing that she could have them, almost any of them, if she wanted to. If she wasn’t married.

And she never regretted that decision, never envied Cheryl’s single status, that meant her sexual world was wide open in front of her, with no rules, not even the relatively simple one that Rachel had to obey. She was convinced she had it better than the other woman did, having her husband waiting for her at home. Aman who not only loved her, but let her play the way she did, let her do almost anything short of having full, penetrative sex with another guy. There were times she still couldn’t quite believe her luck, still couldn’t really believe what she was getting away with. But she knew she had to push those doubts and hesitations aside. Again, she had to inhabit the role of Goddess Rachel fully if she was going to pull this off.

Cheryl made them each a rum and coke, and as Rachel sipped it, she could taste how strong it was. Maybe that was for the best. They needed to loosen their inhibitions, and neither of them was going to drive home that night anyway. Rachel leaned back on the kitchen counter, her eyes moving over others at the party, nodding in recognition or waving to some of the people she recognized.

“Is he here?”

Cheryl gripped her plastic cup nervously, her eyes scanning the crowd. Rachel looked at the younger woman, knowing just how she felt. Maybe, in that sense, it was easier for her. She was hardly an experienced dominatrix, but she had been doing this a little longer than the other woman. Plus, she had less at stake. Ultimately, she got to go home to man who loved her, no matter what. That wasn’t something Cheryl could say, yet.

“I haven’t seen him,” she said. But almost as if on cue, right at that moment, Andre walked into the kitchen.

Rachel’s stomach fluttered at the sight of him. And that was bad, in a way. Embarrassing, almost, in a woman her age, and married, too. She was glad, in that moment, that no one was privy to her inner thoughts and feelings, that no one should guess what the sight of him did to her.

Because he was hot. There was no denying that. And Cheryl had told her all about Andre’s reputation, and Rachel didn’t have a hard time believing it. He was a natural flirt; that was obvious. The first night Rachel had met him, he had been all over her in his cocky, laid-back way, that easy smile of his, that must have tumbled many a girl into his bed, in full effect for her. She could see why Cheryl wanted him. Everyone wanted him.

He looked great, wearing a black button-down shirt that fit tightly around his torso, showing off his broad shoulders, his heavy chest, his strong arms. Along with the shirt, he wore a pair of designer jeans, slung low on his hips, his waist narrow and giving him that inverted triangle look that so many men spend hours in the gym trying to achieve without ever quite getting there. His black hair was cropped close to his scalp, his smooth skin the colour of milky coffee, his eyes a hypnotic green color that was all the more striking with his skin tone. A faint hint of stubble showed on his chiseled jaw, and when he saw Rachel standing there, that smile spread across his face, showing off his perfect white teeth. A smile that had something roguish in it, a perfect combination of boyish charm and the hint of something more salacious in it.

It was enough to make even a goddess feel weak in the knees.

“Oh my God, Rachel, hi,” he said, stepping forward, and ridiculously, she felt slightly flattered that he remembered her name. Even though, normally, she knew she wasn’t the kind of woman that men forget. She had taken his number once, and they had texted back and forth a few times, but in the end, she had let it drop. She was busy enough with William and John, and lately, Cheryl too. And Andre wasn’t the kind of guy who needed to chase a woman, or at least, not for long. She had no doubt he had plenty of other women on the go, to have flirty chats and maybe more with.

As he stepped in close to her, wrapping his arms around her, she inhaled his cologne. He smelled as good as he looked. And she felt again that forbidden flutter of excitement as he kissed her on the cheek, his full lips as smooth as silk, and she wondered what else that mouth might be capable of.

“I didn’t know you would be here,” he said, his hands still on her hips as he pulled back slightly, looking her up and down. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” she said.

“Is William here?” he said, looking around the kitchen briefly.

“No, he couldn’t make it,” Rachel lied. “I came with Cheryl instead.”

When Andre turned his head toward Cheryl, it was like he was noticing her for the first time. And that gave Rachel kind of complicated feelings. She was there, after all, as a wing woman, her role to help Cheryl get what she wanted, which was Andre. At the same time, she couldn’t help but feel flattered by his attention. Cheryl looked absolutely incredible, and was dressed in an outfit calculated to be provocative, and yet, he had made a beeline straight for her, barely even noticing Cheryl standing beside her.

But he noticed her now.

Those gorgeous eyes traveled up and down Cheryl’s body, practically dancing over every curve, and the smile that had never fully left his face only grew stronger as he looked at her. The tip of his tongue showed, just slightly, as he wet his lips, looking at Cheryl like he was ready to devour her. Rachel didn’t feel jealous; not exactly. She knew she had no right to feel that. Still, it was a weird feeling, seeing this stud look at someone else with that kind of obvious appraisal, even if that was the whole point. That was exactly why they were there.

“Damn, Cheryl, you look… Wow.”

And Cheryl giggled at his words as if she had never been complimented by a man before, as if she hadn’t had both John and William practically worshiping her. Somehow, praise from Andre seemed to mean so much more, and Rachel understood it, even if she felt a strange protective stab of anger as she thought of her husband.

Andre stepped in close to Cheryl, kissing her cheeks too, and Rachel saw how she leaned into his touch, almost pressing her body against his, her corset enhanced boobs pressing against his muscular chest like she was offering herself up to him. And she was. For a moment, Rachel found herself wondering if Cheryl was going to lose her nerve. Would she really have the guts to go through with what they were planning? Did she really feel she could handle a guy like him?

There was only one way to find out.

“You two are just stunning,” Andre said, the compliment falling easily from his lips mainly because it was true. And while he looked them both up and down again, Rachel looked at Cheryl and saw the other woman looking at her. Cheryl was biting her lip in unconcealed excitement, her dark eyes blazing with powerful emotions. Maybe she was up to this after all, Rachel thought to herself.

“You’re not so bad yourself,” Cheryl said, smiling at Andre. Rachel watched him reach out a hand tentatively, running it over her arm as if sizing her up, as if seeing something new in her. They had known each other for a long time, and never hooked up, and given Andre’s reputation, Rachel had wondered if that was a bad sign. Maybe he just wasn’t into her like that. But now, he was looking at her the way he was supposed to, the way her sexy outfit practically demanded, and maybe he was considering something he hadn’t thought about before, seeing Cheryl in a new light. He’d have to be blind not to, Rachel thought. She really did look amazing.

“Thanks,” Andre said. “I just… what made you guys get all dressed up like this tonight? Not that I’m complaining,” he added with that easy smile. “You two are the baddest bitches in here.”

“Well, I was hoping you would be here.”

Cheryl was going all out now, Rachel could see, putting it all on the line. Exposing herself to the possibility of rejection in pursuit of what she wanted. She had to admire the guts that took. After all, Rachel had put herself out there plenty lately as well, and she knew how it felt to take a big risk in the hope of a big reward. Andre definitely looked like a big reward, standing there in his handsome glow, the center of every woman’s attention just like the two of them were the center of every man’s.

“Really? I like the sound of that.”

“Well, don’t get too excited,” Rachel interjected, feeling like she needed to bring some control into the situation, to keep Cheryl from getting lost in Andre’s striking eyes. “I’m not sure you could handle two of us.”

“Well, I’d love to try,” Andre said, not batting an eyelid. It was like there was nothing you could say that would make him uncomfortable, nothing he didn’t have a ready answer for. He was so different from William that way. William had had his cocky, confident side too, when Rachel had first met him. But she had put him in his place so easily. Now, it was like he didn’t even dare speak without her permission, hardly dared to breathe. And she liked that about him. But it was fun being around someone so different, too.

“Cocky, aren’t you?”

Rachel smiled as she spoke, to soften her words, and Andre smiled in response.

“I’ve been told that before,” he said with a shrug. “Is it really arrogance if you can back it up?”

“Yeah? And how do you back it up?”

Rachel took a tiny step forward as she spoke, standing even closer to him, and his eyes traveled over her face and chest again, taking it all in. She needed all of her goddess experience to stay calm, to project this confident persona that seemed so fake and false compared to his natural charm. If she hadn’t had men literally worshiping her over the past couple of weeks, she would never have been able to pull it off. But she thought of William, and of her husband, and the way they groveled at her feet, and it gave her the confidence she needed to look Andre straight in the eye, to engage in what felt like an invisible battle of wills between them, with only her knowing what was truly at stake.

“I have my methods. But most of them aren’t things I can do in public.”

Rachel didn’t even blink. She looked past him, her eyes darting around the room, before returning to his.

“This place has bedrooms, doesn’t it?”

Cheryl stifled a gasp beside her. But Rachel didn’t look in her direction now. Instead, she just smiled slightly at Andre, a smile that was as much a challenge as it was anything else. For the first time since he entered the room, he looked just a little bit uncertain. But the cocky smile quickly returned to his face. Maybe he couldn’t believe his luck. Or maybe he was so arrogant that he just accepted it when things like this happened to him, like it was perfectly normal to him. Rachel didn’t know. But what she did know, with growing certainty and confidence, was that what was about to happen to him was going to absolutely blow his mind.

“Yeah, it does,” Andre said.

Rachel looked at Cheryl then, and nodded wordlessly. Cheryl, looking more nervous than ever, nodded back. And Rachel strode forward, her drink still in her hand, making her way through the crowd in the kitchen as heads turned to watch her go, just like they always did.

She didn’t look back to see, but she knew Andre was following her. Probably looking at her ass, admiring the way it swayed with every step, watching the maroon leather of her expensive dress tighten around her with every step she took. And Cheryl followed behind Andre, her stomach no doubt churning with nervousness, her mind probably racing with fears and doubts. But she was doing it anyway. It made Rachel proud, in a way. Proud of her little protégé and her courage in going after what she wanted.

Rachel turned away from the noise of the party, heading down the hallway of the house. It was a single level, which wasn’t ideal. She’d have felt more comfortable climbing some stairs as a buffer. But she felt that things had gone too far now to turn back. And as attractive as Andre was, she felt the urge to knock him down a peg or two, to wipe that cocky grin off his face. To show him that, hot as he was, he was no different from her husband, or from William. She wasn’t sure she had ever felt a stronger urge to break a man than she did now, and that thrilling thought sent her ego surging, kept her confidence right where it needed to be as she led them down the hall and pushed open the door of the bedroom.

It was dark inside, until she turned on the light. Andre followed her inside, and so did Cheryl. She closed the door behind them, and locked it. Then she turned to face him, downing the rest of her drink in one gulp and setting the empty cup and a bedside table, alongside her pusre, before putting her hands on her hips.

“Okay, hot stuff,” she said. “You got us here. What now?”

Still, Andre didn’t hesitate. He stepped forward, moving closer to her, and she tried not to shiver as she felt his hand gliding over the leather that covered her hip. His other hand reached for the back of her neck, behind her sleek ponytail, and he pulled her close to him, pressing his full lips against her mouth.

He kissed her passionately, deeply, and Rachel’s eyes went wide in surprise. For a minute, she placed her hand on his chest, about to push him away. She remembered how she never used to let William do that, and how that was reserved for her husband. But then, she allowed herself to melt into it. Enjoying the thrill of kissing someone new, the excitement of being such a naughty wife filling her as he held her in his arms.

Then, he lifted his lips away. That smile still on his face, he turned toward Cheryl. He wrapped an arm around her corseted waist, pulling her close, kissing her, too. With her, there was no reluctance, no hesitation. She squeezed him tight, kissing him hungrily, desperately, thrusting that impressive chest against his, as eager as a puppy responding to her favorite toy.

Andre looked so smug as he turned back to Rachel, feeling like he had seduced the two most gorgeous women at the party. And Rachel smiled back at him, her own devious ideas swimming in her mind. She stepped closer to him, and her hand brushed the front of his pants, feeling the beginnings of an impressive erection. Inside her tight leather dress, her pussy clenched, the wetness obvious between her thighs. The guy was sexy as hell, and in another life, she would have been happy to take him to bed, to let him do whatever he wanted to do to her, to give herself to him completely. But that wasn’t the game they were playing. And she knew, when she and Cheryl had first concocted their plan, that part of what made this so hot was the fact that he was as attractive as he was. So good-looking, so confident, so self-possessed. That was what made this game difficult, and that was what made it fun.

His hands moved over her body too, sliding over the leather that covered her ass as she unbuttoned his shirt. He reached for the laces at the back of her dress, but she smiled as her eyes flickered to his.

“Not yet, stud,” she said. “Right now, this is all about you.”

And she peeled his shirt off his massive shoulders, letting it fall to the floor as it slid down his muscular arms. Underneath, he wore a black sleeveless tank top, and she lifted that off too, peeling it away from him to reveal the hard ridges of his abdominal muscles. She couldn’t resist running her fingers over his stacked chest, digging her fingernails in just a little, admiring the hardness of the muscle underneath his smooth skin. Andre grinned, no doubt sure that his physique had won her over like it probably had so many other women before.

She reached for his belt buckle and undid it, drawing it out of his pants. Then, she took a step back. Confusion flickered momentarily over his handsome face as she turned to her friend.

“Cheryl? Take his cock out.”

Andre made a slight clicking sound of surprise with his tongue as Cheryl stepped forward. Grinning happily, she unzipped his jeans, and reached inside his boxers. He groaned as she took his cock in her hand, his eyelids fluttering slightly, another little crack in his confident demeanour.

“Not bad,” Rachel said approvingly. “What do you think of his cock, Cheryl?

“Yeah, not bad at all,” Cheryl grinned at her friend. And then, without prompting, she dropped to her knees on the floor in front of him.

Andre looked down at her, admiring those huge tits in her tight corset, taking in the sight of her kneeling for him. She had his huge cock in both hands, stroking it up and down, coaxing it rapidly toward hardness. Rachel grinned as she watched, her protégé acting like a total slut, desperate for this man who might not have given her a second glance until tonight, but was now fully enchanted by how sexy she looked.

Rachel stepped close behind Andre. He grunted, just a little, as she leaned forward and bit the substantial muscle of his trapezius, turning his smiling face toward her. At the same time, her hands ran down his arms, taking his wrists. She pulled them behind him, and felt only the slightest hint of resistance from him as his belt touched the skin of his arms.

“Just relax,” she whispered softly in his ear. “For tonight, you’re ours. And maybe if you play your cards right, not just for tonight, either.”
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