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Rachel’s Video

I lay back on the bed, drained and astonished by the sheer weirdness of what had happened. And now, like always, as my climax subsided, as orgasm took the edge off my desire, I was more able to fully experience the doubt and fear and uncertainty and shame that was part and parcel of being treated like this.

Cheryl’s words came back to haunt me, and as I looked from one woman to the other, I wondered if they would really go through with what they said. But I knew I shouldn’t wonder. Over the last little while, Rachel had proven herself to be many things, but a liar wasn’t one of them. There had already been so many crazy things that I thought she would never go through with, that she had ended up doing all the same. It was foolish to underestimate her.

And Cheryl, of course, I knew nothing about. She hadn’t seemed all that experienced with kinky games, but she was warming to it in a way I could hardly believe. Just like my wife had. To me, it was starting to feel like every woman had this part of her psyche that she can access in the right circumstances. As if every single one of them had a dominant goddess inside her, just waiting to be discovered.

Of course, I knew better than I ever had before how much of our sexual lives can lie below the surface, undiscovered until events call it out of us.

And whatever doubt I might’ve had was soon dispelled when Cheryl began to speak. As she did, I could see the glow in her dark eyes, the thrill of excitement that animated her. She wasn’t going to let this go.

“This is going to be amazing,” she said. “My own little laundry boy.”

Rachel giggled. Of course, I knew I couldn’t rely on her to defend me. She was having way too much fun letting her new friend tease and humiliate me just like she did.

“He’s going to hate that,” my wife said, her eyes drifting to me. “But I guess that’s the fun of it. Don’t do the crime if you can’t do the time.”

She was sitting beside me on the bed, and as she spoke, her hand strayed over my body. Over my chest, over my stomach, sinking slowly downward on that trajectory I knew so well. My cock lay flaccid against my leg, drained and spent for now. But in the situation I found myself in, it was impossible to shake desire for very long.

Inevitably, it came roaring back, inspired by these two evil dominatrixes and the kinky situation they had put me in. Inspired by my own helplessness, my inability to do the slightest thing about it. I was insatiable, and I knew it, and I couldn’t even find it in myself to want anything else. Even though Rachel was right. Even though I had no desire to do the laundry of a woman I didn’t even know. Even as I dreaded it, I knew that I would do it. I knew I had no choice.

Rachel’s hand rested on my stomach. It rose and fell slowly to the same rhythm as my breath as I lay between the two women, looking at them both, overwhelmed by their beauty and how badly I craved them. The air was thick with desire, my recent orgasm doing nothing to dampen their own lust, and that, as usual, only encouraged me more. But tied up and helpless, all I could do was wait.

“I wonder what William’s up to right now?”

It was Cheryl who asked the question, and I blinked in surprise. Why had she brought him up? The guy was already in my wife’s thoughts far too much for my liking. And Rachel smiled in response to the other woman’s question, her eyes dropping toward me again to leave no doubt that she knew exactly what it did to me to hear about him, to think about him. And that, of course, was exactly what she wanted.

“I wonder if he’s thinking about me in that dress from last night.”

“Of course he is,” Cheryl scoffed. “You looked amazing, and he couldn’t keep his hands off you. I bet he’s not the only one thinking about you, either. Every guy there wanted you so bad.”

Rachel giggled, a sound of happiness that erupted out of her like bird song, and I clenched my teeth together. I knew what she would say, if I had complained. That this was what I wanted all along. That this was what turned me on, the thought of my wife being an object of desire for other men. She would be absolutely right. But that made it harder, not easier to take.

“I’ve got an idea.”

Cheryl’s eyes sparkled darkly as she spoke. She looked at my wife, then at me, and it was as if I could see the gears turning in her mind. Some new crazy idea on its way to being born, and I could do nothing about it. I could only wait and hope that when it came, there would be at least something pleasurable in it for me, whatever it was.

“Where’s your phone?”

Just like me, Rachel didn’t immediately see what Cheryl was getting at. But she didn’t seem any more interested in arguing about it than I did. She pointed toward the bedside table, and Cheryl moved. I watched her full breasts bounce in the bra she borrowed from Rachel as she picked up the device and handed it across me to my wife. Rachel took it and unlocked the screen, and Cheryl smiled as she held out her hand again.

“Let’s send him some photos.”

With Rachel’s phone in her hand, she turned on the camera, sliding off the mattress and standing as she did. And Rachel smiled as she bit her lower lip, excited like always. She was never one to miss the opportunity to show off, especially not for her new boy toy. And she knew, as she did, she would be teasing me as well as him.

Slowly, she uncoiled herself on the bed. Cheryl was exactly right: William would love seeing my wife like this. She looked absolutely gorgeous in her lingerie, the smooth stockings emphasizing her long legs, the push-up bra sculpting her chest into something ferociously desirable. Anyone would want her. And now, I knew, I was only going to want her more.

Rachel circled around the bed, walking with that long-legged stride the high heels gave her, her hips swinging in a rhythm designed to drive me crazy with lust. I watched from the bed, not saying a word, as if I wasn’t even there. Rachel turned, standing with her back to one wall, and Cheryl, holding out my wife’s phone in front of her, positioned herself so that she could take a photo.

“Sexy,” Cheryl beamed. “That’s right, cock that hip.”

Smiling with happiness, Rachel struck a pose, one foot forward, one hand on her raised hip, accentuating her perfect hourglass figure. Cheryl took several photos, and my wife shifted position again, this time turning her back on her camera and smiling at it over her shoulder. Her panties disappeared between the firm globes of her gorgeous ass, and I felt my cheeks burning with rage and shame as I thought of her sending such a provocative picture to another man.

The girls were almost giddy with their sense of freedom and power now. Rachel struck one pose after another, standing in front of the mirrored door of the bedroom closet so that the camera could capture her body from almost every angle simultaneously. At one point, she even got on her knees, sweeping her hair back from her face, looking up at the camera with an open-mouthed look of erotic hunger, and while Cheryl cooed her appreciation, I bristled with jealous rage. It was far too easy to imagine how William would feel at receiving those pictures. Far too easy to imagine his reaction to my gorgeous wife displaying herself like this for his entertainment, for his excitement.

“These are amazing,” Cheryl said.

Rachel stood up and moved across the bedroom in a couple of steps, peering down at the screen over the other woman’s shoulder. Together, they browsed through the photos, and the look on my wife’s face showed me how delighted she was with the results. Cheryl handed her the phone, and Rachel sat down on the edge of the bed, the weight of her body making the mattress sink just a little. She was so close to me, close enough to touch, almost. But with my hands locked behind my back, that wasn’t an option. So instead, as I did so often these days, I just waited.

Silence filled the room for a little while while Rachel used her phone. While she did, Cheryl walked across the room and sat down on the bed beside her, raking her lustrous black hair back from her face with one hand and shaking it out. She heaved a deep sigh that made her breasts rise and fall in the bra she wore, and as she turned to look at me over her shoulder, I felt a shiver of embarrassment and lust.

Rachel either didn’t notice or didn’t care as Cheryl reached out and put her hand on my thigh, her fingers dancing over my skin, just inches from my cock. A cock that was coming back to life, thickening and hardening again in humiliating excitement at what was taking place. Because I didn’t need Rachel to tell me what she was doing on her phone. We all knew why she had taken those pictures, and who they were intended for.

She was sending them to William, and as she abruptly burst out laughing while still looking down at the screen of her phone, we all knew he had responded.

“Yeah. He likes them,” Rachel said. Cheryl turned her face back toward my wife as she spoke.

“Of course he does. You look amazing. What did he say?”

Rachel didn’t answer in words. Instead, she turned the phone screen to face the other woman. From where I lay on the bed, I couldn’t see it. But I saw the way Cheryl’s eyes widened, the way they moved over the screen, taking it all in even as she raised her hands to her mouth in a gesture of shock. She didn’t look away. Instead, she seemed glued to what was on the screen. And I saw her shoulders shake with laughter.

“Well. That got him going. Kind of a big boy, isn’t he?”

Rachel shrugged, but there was no hiding the sly smile on her face. She looked almost proud, and that felt like a dagger in my chest. I didn’t need to see what was on the screen to know what they were talking about. It was the first time I’d had to hear the two of them discussing it like this, to hear how they were impressed by it, and it sent those familiar feelings of rage and shame racing through me all over again.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Rachel said. “Honestly, I’ve been with my husband so long, I almost forgot what other guy’s dicks are like. Yeah, I guess he’s pretty lucky in that regard.”

“He’s bigger than your husband, for sure.”

Cheryl’s eyes darted toward me as she spoke, as if I didn’t already know that she wanted me to be hanging on every word, wanted me to feel all of the embarrassment and shame she could possibly give me.

“Do you think?” Rachel said thoughtfully. “I mean, maybe a little. Sorry, honey.”

That half-baked apology was almost worse than nothing at all, worse than the cruel laughter that burst out of Cheryl at my deepening humiliation. Because it made it feel real. It made me believe what Rachel said, that her new boy toy was more well-endowed than me. I’ve never felt especially insecure in that way. All through the years of our relationship, Rachel had never had any complaints about my body. But to see her now discussing it in uncomplimentary terms with a woman she had only just met played into all those same fears and dark desires, all the giddy thrill of being at the mercy of two women who were clearly not particularly well-endowed with that particular virtue.

“I have to say, I’m kind of jealous. You have these two guys absolutely desperate for you, and plenty of other options, too.”

“You could totally have the same thing,” Rachel smiled. “You’re gorgeous, and it’s easy. Wear a sexy outfit, have some confidence, and it’s like they can’t wait to fall at your feet.”

“And you still haven’t fucked him? I would. Especially with a cock like that.”

Rachel laughed.

“I’m married,” she said simply. “And I love my husband. I’m faithful to him. I just like to have a little tease toy on the side.”

“So you’re never going to sleep with William?”

Rachel shook her head, making her dark hair sweep over her bare shoulders.

“That’s almost worse,” Cheryl laughed. “Just keeping him on the side for the ego boost?”

“Basically,” Rachel shrugged. “I know it’s kind of mean. But he knows the deal. I told him, this is just a bit of fun for me. He can take me out on dates. He can look at my pics, and send me his. That’s as far as it’s going to go. If he wants more, he can find someone else. But so far, he doesn’t seem to want to do that.”

“Amazing,” Cheryl said. “I love it.”

“Then maybe we need to find you a few guys to keep on the side,” Rachel beamed. “I mean, you’re young and single. If you can’t have some fun now, when can you?”

Cheryl looked at me again. Again, I got the feeling that she was forming some new idea, concocting another phase of this crazy scheme. It made me as nervous as it always did.

“Oh my God, look,” Cheryl said, giggling as she looked at me and nudging my wife at the same time. “Your husband’s got a boner again.”

Laughing herself, Rachel turned toward me. There was no look of surprise on her face to see my state of arousal. Because Cheryl was right. My cock had swollen back to full hardness, this teasing conversation and the sight of these two gorgeous women having its predictable effect on me. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but it didn’t matter. I couldn’t hide the truth. In those inches of throbbing flesh was all the leverage the girls needed, the outward sign of their unstoppable power, the proof of their ability to make me do whatever they wanted.

“He really does get turned on by this, doesn’t he? The thought of you with other guys.”

“Yeah, he does,” Rachel said. Her hand rested possessively on my chest as she turned where she sat, raising one leg up onto the mattress. “It’s so kinky, but it’s so fun. I’m so glad we discovered this. I know it’s weird, but I don’t even care. It’s fun, and that’s what matters. Ever since I started going on dates with other men, we’ve been having the best sex of our lives. Haven’t we, honey?”

I didn’t want to answer. I didn’t want to admit the shameful truth. Rachel was right. Her outfits, and her teasing, and now her little pseudo-relationship with William all made my wife unbelievably sexy to me. And as exciting as it was, I didn’t want to admit that. I didn’t like what it said about me as a man. But I didn’t have any choice. Lately, Rachel dug her fingernails into the skin of my chest as if to remind me that I was under her power and control, that I was expected to do what she said at all times. But I had to play this game along with her and follow her lead wherever it took us.

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” I groaned, while both women giggled again.

“I have an idea.”

Cheryl’s eyes flashed toward me again for just a second before she leaned toward Rachel. She rose up off the bed a little bit, supporting herself with one foot on the floor and the other knee on the mattress as she put her mouth conspiratorially next to Rachel’s ear. I heard her whisper without being able to make out what she said, and I studied my wife’s face. It lit up with excitement, with that gorgeous sadistic glow I had come to know so well over the last little while, and Rachel didn’t have to say a word. I already knew what her answer would be.

“Oh my God, that’s wild,” she murmured as Cheryl shut at sat back on the mattress again. “Do you think he’d want that?”

“Oh, he definitely would,” Cheryl nodded. “Trust me. You know what guys are like. They love anything visual. They love to watch.”

Rachel nodded slowly as she looked at me. It seemed like a foregone conclusion that she was going to go along with whatever Cheryl had in mind. And I watched as she handed her phone over to the other woman, then rose to her feet.

Cheryl smiled happily as Rachel stood at the side of the bed. But now, I barely looked at her. Instead, my focus was all on my wife as Rachel reached for her tiny black panties and slowly pulled them down. She wiggled her hips as she did it, putting on a little striptease show, and my eyes were fixed on her pussy as she slid her underwear down her stocking-clad legs. I could see her swollen lips under that neat dark pubic hair, the faint glint of moisture revealing the excitement I already knew she felt. If this was what Cheryl had meant about guys liking to watch, she wasn’t wrong. Watching this was only making my cock surge and throb even harder, only turning me on even more.

Rachel’s panties fell to the floor at her feet. She stepped out of them, her sexy high heels shining in the light. Then, she climbed back onto the bed. I watched as she crawled toward me, her heavy breasts pushed up on her chest by the bra she still wore, her sex practically framed by the lingerie she was still wearing. And Cheryl, sitting on the mattress, was now pointing the phone at my wife. As she moved it, tracking Rachel’s movements across the bed, I knew she was filming.

Rachel smiled at me. But she didn’t say anything. Instead, she crawled toward me, climbing over me, lifting a leg and swinging it above me until she was straddling my head, facing the foot of the bed. She spread her knees apart, her pussy right above me, filling my vision, her beautiful ass beautifully poised over me. Already, I could feel the heat of her body, the heat of my own excitement, and I wanted her as badly as I ever had.

Rachel settled down further, sitting on my face, and I knew exactly what to do. Another of these situations she was so good at creating, where I wanted exactly what she did. I stuck out my tongue, running it over the silken folds of her pussy, and the faint moan she made above me filled my heart with joy as I tasted her divinity. I licked again, kissing her pussy as I pressed my mouth against it, and knowing the other woman was filming everything, every sigh, every moan, every shiver of pleasure, added an unbelievable thrill to what would have already been a delightfully kinky experience.

Rachel let out another moan above me. Her pleasure growing all the time, her excitement growing as the wet lips of her pussy spread apart, eager for more pleasure. My tongue slipped inside her, tasting the juices that flowed freely from her body, and I felt almost as hungry for her pleasure as she was.

“Hey, William,” Rachel said then, in a voice that was thick with pleasure. And for just a moment, I froze. For one awful second, impossible as it was, I thought that somehow, he had shown up, like he was standing there in the room with us. But then I remembered Cheryl and the video she was making. That made it better, though not by a lot. At some point, I knew, William would be watching my wife get her pussy eaten by me, and I barely believed how embarrassed and ashamed and desperately turned on it made me, all at the same time, that familiar mix of emotions that Rachel had gotten so good at making me feel, that fueled this crazy game we were playing.

“I’m just here having some fun with my husband, and I thought you might like to see. I don’t think you’ve ever seen me cum before. But I know you’ve imagined it, haven’t you? Naughty boy. Chasing a married woman. You’re lucky you’re cute.”

Rachel let out another little gasp, and I kept licking. Her pussy was absolutely streaming now, her juices pouring steadily into my mouth, and I could taste her wicked excitement, and I cringed to know its source. But it was sexy, too. She was the wanton goddess I had always wanted her to be, the wild slut who took pleasure in making men want her. And in some way, I supposed as I lay there underneath Rachel, licking her pussy for all I was worth, I was getting the better end of this deal. This was a tease for me, but it would be even more of a tease for William, who only got to watch. I, at least, got to touch.

So I licked more aggressively, some wild part of me wanting what she did. To put on a show. To show William what I could do, show him the noises I could coax out of my wife’s beautiful body, and remind him who she was married to. He got to date her, to kiss her, to show her off in front of his friends. I got humiliation, submission, and endless teasing. But I also got this. I also got to make her cum, and even, sometimes, got to cum myself. My reward for everything I put up with from her. No one could say I didn’t deserve it.

“Oh, that feels so good,” Rachel purred, adjusting her position again as she squirmed on top of me. “Do you wish it was you eating my pussy right now, William? Are you good at eating pussy? You know how to please a woman? I hope so. I bet you’d be able to make me cum, just like my husband does.”

Another moan escaped her mouth, her sex clenching and spasming against my lips. And then another moan, another spasm, her legs trembling on either side of my head, leaving me in no doubt about the intensity of the feelings I was giving her. Just like I wanted.

Suddenly, Rachel climbed off my face. I could see the shining trail of her juices on her inner thighs as she crawled off me, moving down the bed. In the middle of the mattress, she turned to face me, straddling me again, facing me this time. Beside us, Cheryl shifted on the mattress, moving so that she could keep everything in the frame.

Rachel smiled as she took hold of my cock. Her eyes were on the phone, not me, as she stroked it a couple times, but truthfully, I couldn’t have been any more erect than I already was.

And then, Rachel guided me inside her. Closing her eyes just for a moment as the thick head of my manhood pressed those wet lips apart. She let out an intoxicating groan of pleasure as she slid down on my cock, impaling herself, and I groaned just as desperately.

Then, she began to move. Rocking up and down on top of me, grinding her body against mine, filling us both with that wild pleasure of sex. No matter how recent my last orgasm had been, it didn’t matter. I wanted this so desperately, and it felt so good to be inside her, and I didn’t hold back my moans and groans of pleasure, didn’t even try to pretend that this was anything less than paradise.

Neither did Rachel. Her teasing little monologue to William seemed over now, swamped by the noises of pure pleasure she was making. She leaned forward, gripping my chest, slamming her pelvis down on top of mine, taking me as deep she could, riding my cock to that perfect explosion of bliss.

And it came. Rachel almost melted in orgasm, her voice quavering as she let out a long, wild, ecstatic moan. I moaned too, the feel of her pussy tightening around my cock, that blissful spasm enveloping us both, sweeping us both away in a moment of pure bliss that felt like it had been a long time coming.

Rachel opened her eyes. Her cheeks were flushed with the glow of orgasm as she looked at the camera Cheryl was still holding. She laughed, a low, sultry sound that emphasized her breathlessness after the orgasm she had just had.

“That felt so good,” she grinned. “God, I love riding cock. Now you can imagine what it would look like if I was ever going to ride yours. Bye, babe. Can’t wait for our next date.”

With that wicked smile on her face, she waggled her fingers at the camera. Every inch the gorgeous seductress, every ounce the dominant goddess.

Cheryl tapped the phone screen, ending the video, and both women dissolved in laughter. So different from a moment before, Rachel transformed back into my wife, the woman I had loved almost from the day I met her. But I was still in handcuffs, still pinned to the bed under her, still with a beautiful stranger in our bed with us. There was no forgetting how things had changed.

“Oh my God, that was amazing,” Rachel grinned. “He’s going to lose his mind when he sees that.”

Cheryl smiled, and nodded, handing the phone back to my wife. There was no doubt about it. As wild as things had been getting, as crazy as the last few weeks had been, Rachel had managed to take things to another, even more extreme level. And there wasn’t one of us who wasn’t turned on by it.
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