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Reclaiming His Wife

Fully dressed again, Rachel strode out of the bedroom. Her tight leather dress was designed to draw attention, and it did, just as it had when she first walked into the party. Maybe it drew even more now, with people wondering where she had been. She and Cheryl had arrived at the party, making a big stir with their sexy outfits, and then basically vanished.

As she made her way through the crowd, Rachel wondered how much people knew. How much had they heard? Neither she nor Cheryl had made any effort to be quiet, to disguise their moans and groans of passion and pleasure. Maybe the other people at the party knew exactly what had been going on. Though not exactly, Rachel reminded herself with a small smile. They might think that she and Cheryl had been having sex with Andre, and they wouldn’t be completely wrong. They would never guess, she was sure, what had really happened.

They would never guess that she had helped to seduce Andre in order to make him Cheryl’s slave, and that now, he was locked in chastity, his cock now owned by a woman who had had a crush on him for a long time, and was now undeniably his Mistress.

It felt good. That was the truth. Even though she felt a little exposed, a little concerned about what might people might say or think. Only a little. Day by day, week by week, those kinds of concerns had become alien to Rachel.

She knew the things they were doing were outrageous. She knew they were pushing the boundaries of sex and love and affection, playing dangerous games with powerful emotions. But it was far too much fun to stop.

Because Rachel liked who she was now. She liked being Goddess Rachel, Mrs. Sanders, whatever title she awarded herself, knowing that the men in her life would call her whatever she ordered them to. At times, it felt like everyone wanted something from her, and she knew exactly what that something was, and she loved it. It was exactly what she wanted to give to them, after all. And it was simply amazing the way that they would do anything, would obey her every whim, just to give her what she wanted just as badly as they did.

Beauty has its privileges. As Rachel walked through the house party, tight leather dress clinging to her every curve, rumours and ideas following her everywhere she went, she was well aware of the drawbacks, too.

She knew the impression she had made on this group, the moment she had first showed up on William’s arm. This older and obviously married woman who dressed so provocatively, who flirted so shamelessly, who lived so loudly and unapologetically. If they were jealous of her, they were right to be. If they were threatened by her? Well, that was fine too. It was all part of being a goddess, all part of the dominant persona she had adopted, that fit her even better than the gleaming maroon leather she wore as she strode through the party, her head held high, heading for the front door.

John wasn’t far away. As she stepped out into the cool of the evening, she knew she wouldn’t have long to wait. And sure enough, after just a few minutes, she saw his car approaching. She lifted an arm, waving at him, fixing him with a dazzling smile that she knew he couldn’t resist.

He pulled up next to the sidewalk where she stood. She circled around the car, opening the door and climbing inside. The leather dress creaked around her as she folded her body into the passenger seat, still smiling as she turned toward her husband.

He looked at her. She knew that look well. There was a question in his eyes, some fear and doubt about what she might’ve been doing, without him there to witness it. It didn’t matter how many times she reassured him; he was still terrified of her cheating on him. According to their very specific, very broad definition of what cheating was and wasn’t. But there was also that undisguised lust in his eyes that he had whenever he looked at her.

And the outfits and the makeup helped, but really, lately, that was always how he saw her. After all, he had been the very first person to see the goddess in her, even before she saw it herself. She could be sitting at home in sweatpants and an ugly T-shirt, but to him, she was always this divine being. A creature of unrivaled power, unstoppable sex appeal, a woman who could make the whole world fall at her feet, and who somehow deserved it.

Looking at him now, picking her up from her latest adventure, she was overwhelmed, as she so often was, with a powerful wave of love for him. Without John, none of this would have happened. Without him, she never would have had the confidence to behave this way, to do the things she had done, to explore her sadistic side and feel safe in being the cruel, sexy bitch he wanted her to be. In a way, she owed him everything.

But then, she thought to herself with another little inward smile, it wasn’t like he wasn’t getting anything out of it.

Reaching across the car, she put her hand on his leg. Even just that slight touch was enough to let her feel his desire, his desperation, as if his whole body vibrated just for her. Like she was the center of his universe, the sun he orbited. She knew, while she had been out, he had been waiting impatiently for her return. Thinking of her constantly, obsessing over what she might be doing, and with who. The truth was, she thought of him, too, while she was off having her little adventures. Even in the middle of torturing William or having sex with Cheryl, she thought of her husband when he wasn’t around. She imagined how he would react if he could see what she was doing, imagined the look of pure desire on his face, and it never failed to give her another extra little boost of arousal, like he was in the room with her.

“Hi, honey,” she said. “Did you miss me?”

“Always, Goddess,” came the inevitable reply.

But he meant it. She knew the answer. There was always something slightly theatrical about her being Goddess Rachel, always an element of it being an act. But his devotion, she was sure, was entirely genuine. He really did want her that badly, and he really did feel that she was the sexiest woman on earth. Which meant that when she was with him, she felt the same.

She leaned across the car and kissed him, feeling an even more intense sensation of his desperate desire for her, his passion, as his lips moved over hers, as his tongue slid into her mouth. She could have sex with him right there in the car out in front of the house where the party was still going on, she knew. And frankly, it wasn’t like she wasn’t tempted.

“Where’s Cheryl?” he asked when she finally lifted her smiling lips away from his.

“She’s staying on a little longer. Don’t worry about her. She has her own slave boy to take care of her now.”

Rachel grinned as John blinked at her. He had known their plan, at least the general outline. Maybe he never really expected them to pull it off, even though he of all people should have known what Goddess Rachel was capable of. But now he looked at her in astonishment, surprise merging with desire on his face as he stared at her.

“That’s right, honey,” she said, squeezing his leg affectionately. “We locked Andre in chastity, and I gave him to her. Now each of us has our own little chastity boy. But only I have a husband, too.”

“Oh my God, that’s so fucking hot,” John said, his voice now little more than an animalistic growl. She loved doing this to him. It was so easy, but so fun at the same time, plucking on the tight strings of his desire, making him half crazy with the desperate need for her. It never got old. It was the tireless engine of the games they played, the driving force behind their new life together, and she knew he wouldn’t change it for the world, any more than she would.

“Come on. Take me home. I can tell you all about it when we get there.”

John nodded, turning his attention back to the road in front of him. As they pulled away from the house, still loud with the sound of the party, Rachel thought of Cheryl. Her young protégé was embarking on an entirely new phase of her life, being the keyholder of an admittedly very attractive man.

She had warned Cheryl that it was a huge responsibility. It was fun and sexy and empowering, of course, but it could also be intimidating. Controlling a man’s cock gave you such incredible power over him, and any good mistress had a responsibility to make sure to use that power in the right way.

But Cheryl was ready. She felt confident of that. It was such a crazy thrill to play the older, wiser, more experienced dominatrix, even though Rachel knew she was almost as new to these games as Cheryl was herself. They were learning together, but they had come such a long way, and they both knew that now, life would never be the same again.

John drove her home through the nighttime streets, his eyes not entirely fixed on the road. Instead, they drifted from time to time over to her, as the streetlights from outside shone in dull reflections on the glossy red leather of her dress. She smiled every time she caught him looking, the erotic tension between them unmistakable.

She had already had multiple orgasms that night, but she was by no means finished. The excitement that blazed between the two of them needed its outlet, and after everything that had happened, they needed each other. It was like she needed to reaffirm her commitment to him, every time she played with someone else. Like she needed to remind herself who she really belonged to, who she actually loved, no matter who else she might be attracted to. When she thought about the game they played, she never could decide what was the best part. But this was one of them. The aftermath. The homecoming. The passion of reconnection with the man she loved.

When they pulled up in the driveway, she got out of the car. Her high heels clicked on the pavement as she walked toward the front door, John walking close behind her. Like she often did, she thought of the neighbors, wondering idly if anyone could see. It wasn’t the most provocative outfit she had worn outside recently, but it was definitely part of the same pattern. Well, if the neighbours thought she had suddenly transformed into some kind of slut, she was happy to let them think that. After all, it wasn’t exactly untrue.

Inside the house, she turned to her husband with a smile. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close, and she kissed him again. The wild passion in that kiss, that intensity, sent shockwaves through her, feeding her already powerful desire. His hands slid over the leather that covered her body, caressing her back, her waist, her hips, moving down over her ass.

She smiled, feeling the bulge of his erection pressing against her, his body practically demanding the release that only she could give him. He wasn’t locked up. Even though she sometimes flirted with the idea, loved to tease him with it, she never seriously considered it. She already had her chastity boy, and knowing that, knowing she would never have sex with him, was all the ego boost she could ever need. She loved to make her husband submit sometimes. But she didn’t want him as a permanent slave. Sometimes, she wanted him to be the man she knew he could be, a man who was capable of simply taking her and bending even a goddess to his will.

But for now, as urgent as his desire was, he was still waiting on her word. Following her lead, knowing who was in charge. She felt that surge of power like a ripple of heat spreading through her, the wetness between her thighs telling her wordlessly what she already knew.

“Let’s go to bed,” she said softly.

She took her husband’s hand and led him up the stairs of the house, the heels of her boots echoing on every step. She could feel him watching her body, his eyes on her ass as it swayed with every step she took, and that addictive attention kept her desire ticking over just like she knew it would.

In the bedroom, she turned to him, draping her arms around his shoulders. And she felt his hands already busy with the laces of her dress, untying it carefully. He was moving cautiously, for now, knowing his Goddess could stop him at any moment with a single word. Knowing that sex was something she alone controled, something she could award or withhold as she saw fit. But for now, she was giving, yielding, permissive. Happy to allow him to touch her like that, to untie the laces of the dress and loosen the gleaming leather around her body.

As he untied the dress, she took hold of his T-shirt, pulling it off over his head, him raising his arms to help her. Then, he reached for the straps of the dress, sliding them off her shoulders. The leather clung to her tightly, the dress fitting her as if it had been made exactly for her curves, and she wiggled her body as her husband peeled it off her.

As it fell to the floor, she stood in front of him naked except for her black leather boots, and she remembered the way that Andre had looked at her when he saw the same thing. The desperation and desire in his brown eyes, the cocky young stud reduced so easily to a helpless, horny slave.

It wasn’t just John. It wasn’t just William. It seemed like it was every man she came into contact with, and that was such a thrilling thought to her. As if she could have half the world bowing at her feet if she wanted to. Maybe more than half, if Cheryl was any indication.

John’s hands took hold of her breasts, caressing them gently, while she reached for the sweatpants he was wearing and pushed them down. They fell to the floor, next to her dress, along with his underwear, his cock springing out, hard and ready for the pleasure he was dreaming of. She sighed slightly as his thumbs ran over her sensitive nipples, and he groaned as she took hold of his cock, gently stroking and feeding into his hunger as the sexual tension between them grew.

“That was so funny,” she said, in that same soft voice. “He was all cocky at first, thinking he was going to get a three-way with us. Like we just couldn’t resist him. And then, five minutes later, he was on his knees, licking our boots and worshiping us.”

“Oh my God,” John groaned.

Rachel smiled at what her story did to her husband. These wild adventures turned him on so much. He loved to hear anything that showed her power, that reinforced how irresistibly desirable she was. Uncomfortable with it though he was, he also loved the idea of other men submitting to her.

“He’s never going to get to fuck me, either. Just like William. He’s just going to get to dream about it, to fantasize about it, to wish he could have what only you get. God, it turned me on so much.”

Leaning forward, she kissed him again. Desire seemed to form a bubble around both of them, a kind of dome descending on them and shutting out the rest of the world. It was always like this. As if their need for one another made the rest of the world vanish. She didn’t know how to explain it, and she didn’t waste a lot of time trying. She just experienced it, like he did, as a force that overwhelmed both of them, as something too powerful to resist.

“I had him on a leash,” she said, chuckling slightly.

“You did?”

“Yeah. I tied him up, and then I used a belt like a leash to lead him around the room like a dog. It was so funny. It’s even more fun, I think, when a guy has an ego like that. Just breaking him down, showing him he’s not the hot stuff he thinks he is. I mean, he is gorgeous. Cheryl’s lucky there. I wonder how long she’ll keep him locked up? I wonder how long she’ll be able to resist that cock of his? Because she definitely enjoyed it tonight.”

“Did she?”

Rachel smiled at her husband’s obvious interest. It never made her jealous. It only turned her on to know that he wanted Cheryl almost as much as he wanted her.

“Yeah. He fucked her. Well, she fucked him, really. We made him lie down on the bed, and I sat on his face, and Cheryl rode his cock.”

“Oh my God,” John groaned again.

It wasn’t like she expected impressive vocabulary from him at that moment. He was barely keeping it together, with lust melting his brain in that way it had, at moments like this. She loved to see it. This was, after all, what these games were all about. Once again, and so easily too, Rachel had her husband exactly what she wanted him.

“Yeah. She rode his cock so hard. And now she owns it. It’s a great cock, too. It’s huge. I see why he’s so popular with the ladies.”

John moaned again as she continued to stroke his own member, not making the comparison explicit, knowing his own mind would do that for her. The truth was, she was never disappointed in her husband’s endowment. It had given her so much happiness over the years. But it was part of her goddess persona, part of the sense of inferiority that turned him on so much, and she never could resist these mind games.

“You might see for yourself one day. Once Cheryl has him trained, maybe she’ll lend him out. Imagine that. I could have both him and William doing our chores, cleaning the house, worshiping my boots. Maybe, if they’re lucky, worshiping my pussy. And then, while they get on with their chores, they’d hear us having amazing sex upstairs, and their cocks would ache in their little prisons, wishing they were you.”

“Oh fuck,” John groaned. The picture she was painting was turning her on just as much as it was him. She was just as breathless with desire as he was, the touch of his hands on her body just as enticing as hers clearly were to him. The sexual tension was far too great now for either of them to resist, the pressure of it all weighing down on both of them. He was close, and she didn’t want him getting any closer before she got what she wanted.

Releasing his cock, she stepped back, sitting down on the bed. And as she smiled up at him, he stepped toward her, that familiar fire in his eyes. He was staring at her like something he wanted to devour, and even though she knew she had all the power in this situation, she loved that feeling of vulnerability he gave her, that thrill of surrender.

He climbed onto the bed on top of her, and she pushed herself back to make room for him. As he climbed on top of her, she parted her legs for him, and he eased himself between them, the head of his thick cock pressing urgently against the wet entrance of her pussy. She let out a gasp as he slid inside her, that blissful feeling all the more precious for being familiar. She knew every inch of his body, just like he did with her, and even though he looked at her as if he had never had her before, as if he had never wanted anyone more, he knew exactly what his Goddess needed.

He knew exactly what he needed, too.

He hunched over her, his busy mouth now showering her with kisses, chasing the heat of her blood through her fragrant skin. At the same time, he moved his hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy and bringing both of them a steady rhythm of increasing pleasure. The breath caught in her throat, and she wrapped her arms around his shoulders, wrapped her legs around his waist, clinging on to him as she prepared herself for what she was coming. Exactly the pleasure she had been waiting for all night, exactly what she had been longing for even in that room with Cheryl and Andre.

They showered each other with kisses in storms. His weight pinned her to the mattress, but she didn’t want to be anywhere else. His cock was like a spike nailing her down, and she surrendered herself completely to the blissful feeling, her pleasure so intense it mimicked pain.

This was the old them, the classic them. The happily married couple enjoying each other’s bodies, having missionary sex like they had so many times before. But he didn’t feel that way. It managed to feel both familiar and new at the same time, still blissfully exciting, no matter how many times they had done this before. Because everything she had done that night and in all the weeks leading up to it informed what they were doing now, changed the way they thought and felt about each other.

John wasn’t simply talking his wife now. Instead, he was pleasuring his goddess, abandoning himself completely in his favorite thing, in the magic of sex, so that mutual greed became selfless, that desire for pleasure of their own enhancing the pleasure they were giving one another.

She felt her orgasm spark inside her, as she knew it must. She felt pleasure roll over her like waves of summer heat, and she closed her eyes as she clung to her husband, moaning his name as he moved above her. His thrusts became more powerful, more urgent, more rapid, all of his body devoted to pleasing her, and pleasing himself.

She held nothing back. She clung onto him like he was the wreckage of some great ship, and she was the only survivor, rolled and tossed by some force far greater than herself. Her pussy contracted around his cock, the spasm of her orgasm sweeping her away, and she moaned and groaned in his ear, her limbs shaking with the force of her pleasure, her body melting with passion.

He growled above her, a sound that rose from deep in his chest, that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. She felt his cock swell, and she cried out as he emptied himself into her. They shared the explosion of their bliss, until it felt like the same orgasm was moving through both of them, lighting their nerves on fire, making them shake together with the power and purity of what they were feeling.

He kissed her again, the fire in him tamed for now. His kiss was slower, less urgent, but no less passionate, and she kissed him back in exactly the same way, letting him feel exactly what he had done to her, exactly how much she needed him, no matter what kinky games she might play. Then, he rolled off her. His cock slid easily free of her body, and he sprawled on the mattress beside her, slowly regaining his breath. She stared up at the ceiling, her hands pressed to her stomach, not thinking much of anything. Simply savoring the sensations that followed her latest powerful orgasm.

“That was amazing,” she said finally, still looking at the ceiling instead of directly ahead. “That was exactly what I needed.”

“Glad I could help,” John murmured, and she laughed. Turning to look at him now, she reached out toward him, taking his hand in hers, her thumb moving over his knuckles. He smiled at her and leaned closer to kiss her, once, on the shoulder.

“Did you ever think we’d end up like this?”

“Not me.”

“And all because of a pair of leather pants.”

She chuckled, and he did too as she reminded him of how the whole adventure had started. They had come so far since then. Now there were multiple people involved, men and women. Chastity cages and genuine sex slavery, domination and submission, erotic humiliation, cuckolding. After all the darkness and intensity, their relationship had only grown stronger. That, Rachel sometimes thought, might be the biggest surprise of all. That they had risked everything and somehow come out better on the other side of it, their marriage enhanced, not damaged, by the crazy things they had done.

“I love you so much,” she said, and he smiled at her.

“I love you too, Goddess Rachel.”

“No,” she said, tracing a finger over his lips as he spoke. “Not tonight. Tonight, I’m just Rachel. I can be your Goddess again tomorrow.”

His smile deepened. He understood. And he leaned over her, kissing her again with the same tenderness, the same passion, the same unmistakable love that didn’t need to be put into words, that she could feel glowing in her heart whenever they lay like this in bed together.

It had been a wild ride. And the future was so full of new erotic possibilities, new adventures the two of them could have together. Lying there in bed beside her loving husband, Rachel had the incredible sense of possibility that knows comes from knowing that no matter what the future brings, you’ll face it with the person you love by your side.
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