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Rachel Convinces Him

I woke up the next morning already excited.

How could I not be? The memory of the night before, and the time we played like this before that, still vibrated in my brain, and my cock, like always, was hard before I woke up. My dreams were full of her, full of the memory of the things she had said and done, along with things that had never happened, but in the darkness of the night, seemed real. Waking up was an exercise in rediscovering the truth, and remembering what was real and what was not, and finding myself surprised all over again by just how far we had gone.

But when I began to move, attempting to roll over the bed, I encountered a new surprise. My arms were tied to the headboard.

I turned my head, looking around. I was alone in the bedroom. There was, of course, no doubt about who had done this to me. Rachel had used one of my neck ties, at first tying my wrists together, then tying a tight knot against the bed frame itself. I twisted on the mattress, but she had tied me up in such a way that my fingers couldn’t reach the knots that held me fastened to the bed.

If I hadn’t already been hard, that would have done it, guaranteed.

I’m not kinky like that. At least I didn’t use to be. But this new, naughty, experimental side to my wife was about the hottest thing I had ever encountered. I didn’t have to give it much thought to determine why my gorgeous wife might want me helpless, and it gave me a crazy thrill to consider what might happen next. So truthfully, I have to admit that I didn’t try all that hard to free myself. It seemed like I would have more fun right where I was.

I hadn’t been awake for long when Rachel came back into the room. She had just been in the bathroom, and now she approached me wearing her bathrobe, her hair still messy from the night before, the remnants of her makeup smudged on her face but only making her even prettier to my eyes.

Looking at her that morning, I got a feeling that was by no means unusual for me. A feeling of gratitude. A feeling of wonder that a woman like this was really married to me, that my wife was so unbelievably beautiful. And not just that anymore, either. There’s a stereotype that really beautiful women don’t try as hard in bed, but Rachel, lately, seemed almost to be on a one-woman mission to disprove that. I had never expected this kind of playfulness, this kind of experimentation, from her. But it only made her more attractive, even though she hardly needed the help.

“Good morning,” she said with a smile as she approached the bed. She sat down. Her robe slipped off one shoulder, and she didn’t bother trying to fix it.

“Morning,” I grinned at her. “I must have been out cold last night, for you to do all this.”

There was no need to get specific about what I meant. I glanced at the bondage she had me in as I spoke, and she smiled as her eyes, too, went toward it. An indulgent little smile; Rachel was giving herself all kinds of permission lately. She knew, after all, that I wasn’t going to argue.

“Yeah, you were pretty wiped out. So was I. What a night, huh?”

“You can say that again.”

With that sly smile still on her face, Rachel was already moving toward me. The robe hung even more perilously open as she leaned over me, carefully pulling away the blanket that covered me, as if she needed to be cautious. But what she found under it could come as no surprise. I was rock hard, my excitement as visible as ever, and she smiled as she ran the tips of her fingers up and down my hard shaft, every movement slow, leisurely, totally in control.

“It was so much fun, wasn’t it? You love it when I’m naughty, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” I groaned, as her fingers continued following their teasing path up and down my boiling shaft. “You were so sexy. So beautiful.”

Rachel chuckled, a little merry sound that seemed to escape her nostrils as much as it did her mouth. Her eyes were down for the moment, looking at my cock as she toyed with it. But it wasn’t long before she raised them to mine. Like she was studying my reaction, wanting to see how all this felt for me. Like she didn’t already know.

“You’re not the only one who thinks so,” she said with a pleased little smile on her face. “I got some texts from William last night.”

I looked at her carefully. She beamed down at me. This was what she wanted, after all. A woman who had never put that much effort into seeking attention, but who got it anyway, now finally discovering, almost for the first time in her life, how much fun it could be to be an object of desire for others. I had always known it, never doubted it. I knew the way she made people, especially men, feel and think. But for her, it was like this was all some new and giddy thrill, and she was, in some sense, rediscovering her own attractiveness through the eyes of others.

“Oh yeah? What’s he been saying?”

I tried, as far as I could, to keep my voice neutral. I didn’t even know exactly why. I just had a sense that that was the right way to go, to not appear to be too aggravated or excited, either way. Rachel saw right through me.

“All kinds of things,” she grinned. “The young man seems quite taken with me.”

My smile as she spoke was barely there, in contrast to her beaming grin. She was playing things up. Yes, she was older than him, more than ten years older, but she was affecting this antiquated way of speaking as if to emphasize that difference. It excited her in some way, I guess. And I wasn’t exactly in a position to question anything that excited my wife. After all, look at what was getting me off. Hardly the most normal or rational preferences to have, I knew. We couldn’t start judging each other now, not after the deviant fun we had been sharing. Besides, even if it wasn’t exactly my thing, I felt like I got it. It’s always going to be more exciting being wanted by someone young and attractive, someone with other options.

Letting go of her hold on my cock, she shifted on the mattress and slid her robe down off her shoulders. Underneath, she was completely naked, which came as no surprise at all. Leaving the robe behind on the mattress, she moved toward her bedside table. I watched her body move, watch those big breasts hanging down from her chest, every delightful curve so temptingly on display, and for the first real time, I felt the nagging torment of the bondage I was in. I wanted to touch her, to take her in my arms, and she had known that I would, and had taken measures to ensure I couldn’t do it. Not yet. So devious, my naughty little wife. So well prepared, always a step or two ahead of me.

She picked up her phone. Then she crawled back across the bed toward me, holding the device in one hand. She climbed on top of me, and I felt the welcome weight of her body on mine, the warmth of her bare skin against me, everything I wanted right there, close enough to touch, if I hadn’t been tied up. But I was, and that was the point. That was exactly how Rachel wanted things.

Her knees pressed against my sides as she straddled my hips. Her pussy pressed against my cock, pushing it back against my body, and she giggled as she ground herself against it, sending jolts of pleasure through both of us. At the same time, she held up her phone, and for a cringing moment, I thought she was going to take a photo. But she didn’t. The light from the screen only faintly lit her face in the bright morning as she went through her messages.

“He asked me out again. I told him I’m married, but I think he likes that. It might just be encouraging him. I wonder if he’s told his young idiot friends yet, about this hot married check who’s, like, totally into him.”

She could code-switch with the best of them, my gorgeous wife.

“But I guess I can’t blame him. I mean, I’m the one leading him on. I sent him those pictures you took. All of them.”

I stared up at her in astonishment. In the heat of the moment, it felt like there was a certain sense to what I was doing when I took that picture of my wife lying on the bed, immediately after sex, exhausted and glowing with pleasure as she had been. But now, in the light of morning, even with my cock throbbing against that pussy I crave dso badly, things felt different. I’m not going to lie and say I regretted what we had done. It felt just as exciting, just as sexy as ever. But it would also be a total lie to pretend that I had no doubts whatsoever, that I didn’t have some misgivings about what we had done.

It wasn’t going to change anything. It wasn’t going to stop me from doing what we were doing. But it was just enough to make me nervous, to make me feel like we needed to be careful, even as other impulses urged me to throw all caution to the wind.

“He liked them, I bet.”

“He sure did. Sent me some of his own in return. Look.”

She turned the screen toward me, and I turned my head away with a yell of disgust. Too late. I had already seen his hard cock, gripped by his hand. Monstrously engorged at the thought of my wife, and what he would love to do to her, given the chance.

“Jesus, Rachel, I don’t want to see that!”

“Oh, don’t be such a baby,” she said. “This is what young people are like now. Besides, you wanted me teasing other men.”

I did. I didn’t need to understand it to feel it. And it was still just as sexy as it had been, just as exciting. Not making sense had never been a barrier to that.

“You’ve really got him hooked, I guess.”

“Seems that way. He’s been telling me all the things he’d like to do to me, how he wants to make me scream. How he’d love to go down on me, wants to taste my pussy. He’s addicted. It’s cute.”

“That’s not the word I would use.”

Rachel just laughed again. Ultimately, both of us knew the truth. It didn’t matter what words we would or wouldn’t use. This was our reality, and it was driving us both crazy with desire. Maybe in different ways, for different reasons, but the end result was the same. I wanted her more the more I knew she was attractive to others, and she felt the same way. The more they wanted her, the more turned on she felt.

“No, maybe not,” she conceded, speaking in a singsong voice now as she continued to gyrate on top of me. The motion of her pussy against my cock was making us both breathless, both of us wanting the same thing. But only she could make it happen, and for now, she didn’t seem to want to do that. Instead, she wanted this. The tease of it all, the sense of power flowing through her, reminding her just how sexy she was.

“But it’s exciting. Even if I’m not going to do anything with him. Just the thought that I could. I mean, literally. All I would have to do is give him a call, and he’d be all over it. He’d be happy to take me out, to wine and dine me, to try and impress me. All in the hope of getting some of this.”

As she spoke, she pressed down a little harder on top of me, making me groan. And she groaned, too. Driving both of us crazy, just like she intended to. Keeping that flame of desire burning inside both of us.

“Oh my God, are you going to do it?”

Distracted as I was, driven half mad by lust, I was in no position to take care over what I said. I just blurted it out. And as I did, I caught the same implication that I knew she wouldn’t be able to miss.

I was asking, not telling. I was asking because I had no doubt that she could, if she wanted to. I was asking as if it never even occurred to me that I could stop her. I had given up, apparently, any pretense I might once have had that I could control what my wife did, that I could influence her in any way. I was admitting, it seemed, that she could do whatever she wanted. Even if that included cheating on me. And just the thought of it made my heart ache, but it also made my cock surge underneath her, and she laughed, giddy with glee and her sense of total power, as she stared down at me.

“Am I going to do it? What, cheat on you? No, of course not,” she said.

And as if to reassure me, she leaned down on top of me, pressing her lips against mine in a passionate kiss. She let me feel all the love she had for me in that kiss, let me feel every ounce of passion and affection that still remained between us. If anything, there was more than ever now that we had discovered this strange, wild kink. And honestly, it reassured me, at least a little. Just to hear her say it. Because I knew how dangerous the game we were playing was, and that was undeniably part of its thrill, but it scared me. It scared me all the time to think of what she might be capable of.

“I’m not going to cheat,” she said again as she straightened up. And she didn’t stop there.

Rising up on her knees, she reached down between her legs, and I groaned as she took hold of my cock. I could feel her wetness on my skin as she closed her hand around my shaft, the juices of her excitement pouring slowly out of her pussy while she worked her body up and down on top of me. And now, the same juices help to lubricate her hand as she toyed with me, manipulating me, making me groan with even more desperate desire that couldn’t be ignored, couldn’t be resisted, could only be endured for as long as my wife decided to play with me like this.

As she shifted her weight on top of me, I felt the head of my cock pressing against the tight gap of her pussy. Her eyelids fluttered as she spread her legs a little wider, taking me deeper into the tight wet warmth of her body. Pleasure filled both of us, driving away everything else in that way it did. Driving away all rational thought, pushing away all objections to what was happening, so that this outrageous game could continue. So that she could carry on teasing me with the thought of the infidelity she promised me she would never commit, while I lay tied up and helpless and in a strange agonizing form of bliss underneath her.

My cock slid deeper inside her, and she moved up and down on top of me, riding it. She opened her eyes now, at least halfway, staring down at me from under her eyelids with a satisfied smile on her face. And she rocked her hips back and forth, moving her body hungrily, holding nothing back. She was such a tease that I could barely stand it, but of course, we both knew she was right. This was exactly what I had wanted, what I had asked for. The dark heart of the game we were both addicted to, that neither of us wanted to escape from.

“Would you trust me to go on a date with him though?”

I growled underneath her, and she laughed again. Giddy with power, with frustration, with wild delight.

“A date with him? Why do you want to go on a date with him?”

“Because I think it would be fun. Because of everything I just said. Imagine him going all out to impress me, trying to show me a good time. I mean, it’s not like I’m leading him on, not really. I’ve already told him I’m happily married, that nothing’s going to happen between us. But he still just wants to spend time with me.”

“Because he wants to fuck you,” I said through gritted teeth, the power of my pleasure making speech difficult. But I persisted. “He thinks he can convince you.”

“You think so?”

The question was naïve, but somehow, I felt like she was asking it sincerely. She could be that way sometimes. Maybe that’s the case with all beautiful women. They get used to people being nice to them. They take it for granted. Maybe intellectually they know why, but having been beautiful all their lives, they don’t know what it’s like to be any other way. They don’t realize what it’s like for the rest of us. They live in a gentler, softer world than everyone else, and they can never fully understand the extent to which it’s different for the rest of us.

“I just think it would be fun,” she went on, still moving up and down on top of me. “To tease him, like I tease you. See how crazy I can make him, like I do with you. Then come home to you after. Go to bed with you, not him. My husband. The man I love.”

She was saying all the right things, you had to give her that. In my agitated state, it was exactly what I needed to hear. The suspicious part of me was still unsure whether I could believe her, whether this wasn’t just what she felt she needed to say to get what she wanted in the moment. But I knew that Rachel can be alarmingly sincere sometimes. For a woman of her undeniable intelligence, she can be surprisingly direct. Often, what she means is exactly what she says.

So maybe she was telling the truth. Maybe there was nothing more to this than exactly what she said there was, to have some fun teasing another guy, showing off some more, making someone who wasn’t me desire her just as badly as I did. The idea was exciting, no question. And of course it made me nervous, but of course, I knew by now that that was part of the fun. Part of the thrill of it all, to take things to places they probably shouldn’t go, but that excited us like nothing else did.

“You really are a tease, Goddess Rachel.”

I knew what it did to her when I called her that. I’m not naïve. And it was fully deliberate on my part. I watched her bite her lip, and I groaned as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, her desire as clear and obvious as it would ever be.

“Yeah, I guess I am,” she laughed. “I can’t help it. It’s just too much fun. Besides, you boys are too easy. It’s not like it’s exactly a challenge. Show a bit of leg, a little boob, and all of you start drooling like puppies.”

“It’s because you’re so sexy, Goddess,” I said breathlessly.

Rachel knew it wasn’t mere flattery. She knew how I felt about her. That didn’t mean it didn’t turn her on to hear it, though. That didn’t mean it wasn’t all part of the dance, part of the game, part of what we did to one another. She loved it just like I did. Or maybe even more, I was starting to suspect.

It wasn’t the first time I found myself wondering if I had created a monster, if I had unleashed something in her that I might one day come to regret. But if so, that day hadn’t come yet. Looking up at her there in all her diabolical beauty, all I could feel was gratitude that a woman as incredible as her loved me like I loved her.

“You can help me get ready. Dress me up for him.”

She laughed as she spoke, and that laugh quickly turned to a moan of pleasure, for me as well as for her. I felt again that tightening of her sex around me, that spasm of her pussy that told me how much this excited her, and it was as if with every motion of her body, my objections and resistance slowly melted away. Anything that excited her this much seemed like a good idea. Anything that turned her on like this seemed worth doing. Who was I to stand in the way of something this crazy, this kinky, this naughty? The idea of it terrified me, but at the same time, I knew that so far, it was exactly what scared us that had turned out to be worth doing. The harder it was, the more doubts I had, the greater the rewards seemed to be.

“You want that?”

I was practically gasping now, burning up with desire like a comet entering the atmosphere. In the heat of the moment, everything seemed like a good idea. I knew that all too well, but the knowledge wasn’t nearly enough to save me from making what a big part of my heart insisted had to be a huge mistake. It didn’t matter.

I wanted this, and her, far too badly. She was going to get whatever she wanted, and she barely even had to try.

“Yeah,” she said, drawing out the word in a throaty, guttural cry so that it seemed less an affirmative agreement and more just another cry of wild passion. “Yeah, that sounds so hot to me. You know how wet I’m going to get out on a date with some young hunk in the outfit my husband picked out for me? Knowing you’re at home, thinking about me, wondering what I’m doing, all jealous and horny? Yeah, that sounds fucking amazing to me.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned.

We were past the point of words now, past the point of anything other than sex. As beautiful as the vision of femininity above me was, I closed my eyes against it, unable to tolerate it now that I was right on the brink. And she could feel it, of course. She could feel that desire welling up inside of me just like it was welling up inside of her, all those crazy impulses charging now toward their realization, toward fulfilment, so that neither of us could bring ourselves to want anything other than exactly what was already happening. The morning seemed on the edge of its incineration, the sex we were both desperate for practically all that mattered now. Whatever got us there was good. Whatever turned both of us on, no matter how naughty it might be. Pleasure was all, pleasure was everything, and we wanted nothing more than this.

She cried out as her pussy took on a new rhythmic motion, a fluttering spasm of bliss that seemed to come from the deepest part of her. I groaned too as I felt it around my straining shaft. I couldn’t hold out any longer, and I didn’t want to.

Rachel screamed as she felt my orgasm explode inside her. She squeezed her eyes shut, her mouth wide open, her hands gripping my chest as she leaned forward, pushing me further down into the mattress. Her orgasm followed right on top of mine, the two of us coming together, the wild idea of what she had said motivating us both to this breathless climax.

She folded her body down on top of me, her breath hot against my throat, her hair soft against my skin. She draped herself on top of me, her pussy still pulsing from moment to moment, the juices of her orgasm slowly cooling on my skin. We lay like that, joined at our most sensitive places, for a while, breathing the same air.

Then, she slid off me. Her hair trailed across the pillow beside me as she lay down next to me, her hand on my chest, as if she wanted to feel my heart beating just for her, to feel the breath rising and falling in my lungs. She snuggled up against me, so warm, so affectionate, and the fact I was still tied to the bed made everything feel faintly surreal.

I couldn’t even wrap an arm around her, so I just lay there, bathing in the beauty of the moment, relaxing in the blissful feelings that follow orgasm, my head spinning with everything we had said, everything that was happening, barely able to believe that it had all come to this.

She kissed my chest. Then, as if she had finally gathered her strength, she moved toward the tie that tied me to the bed. It took her a while to unpick the knots, but she managed it in the end, and once she had, I pulled her closer to me. I kissed her, with less urgency than we had kissed in the heat of the moment, but no less passion. It was such an amazing feeling to be with her, to be uncovering this side of her, and I didn’t ever want that moment to end.

But everything has to end sooner or later. Our lips parted at last, and she smiled at me, her eyes shining, her face radiating the deep satisfaction she felt.

“I can’t believe we’re going to do this.”

“Me neither,” I murmured. And for a while, lying there like that, I thought of protesting. It was one thing to say these things in the heat of the moment, but something completely different to actually live them out in real life.

But I said nothing. I couldn’t say anything. I might not want this as much as my kinky, sexy, crazy wife. But that didn’t mean I didn’t want it at all.
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