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Seducing Andre

Rachel wrapped Andre’s belt around his wrists. He didn’t try to fight her. Why would he? She had no idea what level of experience he had with kink, but he could feel the rising tension of sex in the air, and she knew he wasn’t going to fight that.

In a way, it suited his cocky attitude. Like he wasn’t worried, even about being tied up and outnumbered. Once she had him bound, he would be completely helpless, their toy to do with as they wished. But it never entered Andre’s arrogant mind that they might want to do anything other than have sex with him.

Of course, he wasn’t completely wrong there.

By now, Rachel was honest enough with herself to admit her attraction to Andre. He was hot. And yes, there was something a little cheesy about his arrogant swagger, but that was to be expected in a guy his age. Rachel was well aware that had she been younger – Cheryl’s age, for example – she might have fallen for Andre’s clichéd charms just as easily as the other woman did. Now, she was older and wiser.

That didn’t mean he wasn’t sexy, and it didn’t mean she wasn’t attracted to him. But greater life experience made it easier for her to see through his cocky demeanor, to see this swagger for the act that it was.

She was still attracted to him. She could admit that to herself, now that the thrill of the games they played depended on it. It was exciting to let herself feel that attraction, fun to play with it. And like always, it was a thrill to know how attracted he was to her, how desperately he wanted her, so that, like always, she could get away with just about anything.

She pulled the belt tight around his wrists, wrapping it several times around his arms before tying it into knots. Her bondage skills were definitely approving, she thought to herself with a smile. And why wouldn’t they? It was hardly the first guy she had tied up. She thought of her husband, sitting at home, and her heart contracted with a spasm of love for him. He worried about her little games, her action on the side. She couldn’t blame him for that. In fact, that was what made it all so thrilling. His jealousy, his aching desire for her, was the rocket fuel that boosted her arousal into the stratosphere. But she wasn’t going to cheat. As tempting a dish as Andre might be, her marriage was worth more than that.

That didn’t mean there weren’t times when Rachel sometimes wished her husband was a little more lenient in his rules for their relationship. She knew there were lots of women out there with cuckold husbands who loved to watch their wives get railed by various lovers. She didn’t envy them, not exactly. She didn’t envy anyone, when she had John at home. But at times like this, it was almost inevitable that it would cross her mind that might be fun to take things further.

It didn’t matter. The rules were the rules, and they were all that stopped this game from turning into pure anarchy. Sometimes, she suspected they were all that was saving her marriage, all that stopped this from being the ruin of her existing relationship. So be it. If staying happily married meant not having penetrative sex with Andre or with anyone else except John, she could live with that.

But she remembered what he had said, and the way he had said it. She remembered what she could get away with, and knew exactly where the line was. She could still have plenty of fun without having full-blown sex with him, and she intended to.

Once he had his hands securely tied, Rachel stepped even closer to him. She heard him sigh as his hand ran over his chest, down over his stomach. Cheryl was still kneeling in front of him, still smiling up at him as she toyed with his cock, and from where Rachel stood, looking over Andre’s shoulder, she could see exactly what he saw. She could see that unmistakable look of desire on Cheryl’s face, the young woman looking so pleased, as if this was all she had ever wanted. As if being with Andre was some great reward, some prize beyond compare.

It was thrilling. Seeing the excitement in the young woman’s eyes, seeing the unabashed thrill of their big plan coming together. It was everything they had hoped it would be, and all dressed up in her new leather dress, Rachel felt again that delicious feeling of being some unattainable sex goddess, some gorgeous dominatrix that no man on earth could resist.

Her hand drifted steadily lower, and Andre groaned as she took hold of his cock. It was thick and meaty and warm in her hand, as she stroked it slowly, she pressed her leather-clad body against his, and his tied hands moved as much as they could over her body, groping and feeling, trying to get any part of her he could reach. She let him, enjoying the feeling of those hands straying over the tight leather, relishing the feeling of his desire.

Cheryl stayed on her knees. The smile on her face never wavered as she watched Rachel toying with Andrea’s cock. There was no jealousy between them, no possessiveness. The two women were happy to share this stud, knowing he was theirs to play with.

“Look at this thing,” Rachel said, keeping her voice soft, her mouth right beside Andre’s ear. Her other arm was still wrapped around his chest, holding his body closer against her, enjoying the feeling of his hard muscles under the smooth skin.

“And just what, exactly, were you planning to do with this?”

“Fuck you,” Andre said, his voice plain, matter-of-fact. Rachel laughed, as if the very idea was ridiculous. As if she didn’t already know exactly what he wanted, as if that wasn’t the whole basis of the game that they were playing.

“Ambitious,” she said with a smirk. “Someone thinks highly of himself. But if you want women like us, you have to earn it.”

“Earn it?”

Andre was intrigued. There was no question of that. But maybe, on some level of his brain, he was starting to realize the danger he was in. She felt his hands move against her again, testing the tightness of the belt. It wasn’t going anywhere. Rachel had had plenty of practice in tying a knot over the last few weeks, and she knew how to make a knot that wouldn’t slip.

“Yes, earn it. By being a good boy and doing everything you’re told.”

“Okay,” Andre said.

He grinned as he spoke, so sure of himself, so confident that whatever they wanted from him would be exactly what he wanted to do. For the most part, Rachel knew that was probably true. The things she and Cheryl wanted to do with Andre were most definitely things he would enjoy. But she felt that little spike of sadism she was coming to know so well, that little burst of nastiness that made her want to break him. After all, to own something fully is to have the power to destroy it, if that’s what you want to do.

Rachel lifted her hand away from Andre’s cock. But at the same time, Cheryl leaned forward. Andre moaned deep in his chest as she wrapped her lips around him, sucking hard, and Rachel smiled as she watched. They were quite the double act, her and her protégé. They hadn’t formulated a detailed plan of seduction, both instead preferring to just ride the vibes of the moment. But it was working. That was obvious.

Andre shivered with lust, and both Rachel and Cheryl knew from experience that his desire was the weapon they could use to control him. The more turned on he was, the easier this would be, and the more likely the plan was to work. So Rachel simply watched as Cheryl sucked Andre’s cock, her mouth moving with obvious passion up and down his shaft, her black hair shining like silk as she raked it back from her face, behind her ears. For a while, that was the only sound in the room, the wet sound of her mouth moving up and down his manhood, punctuated by his groans of primal pleasure.

But when Cheryl lifted her mouth away, Rachel saw the evil little smile on her pretty face, and it turned her on even more. Andre groaned with the sound of something like despair, and it was music to the dominant women’s ears.

“You want to cum? You need to beg for it.”

Andre stiffened. She felt it as she held him in her arms. She had surprised him. Clearly, the bondage she had put him in hadn’t been enough of a warning. He hadn’t yet realized how serious they were about this game. But he was about to.

Cheryl stood up slowly, rising easily from her knees to stand in front of Andre. She took a step back, and Rachel stepped away from him too. She circled around to stand in front of him, beside Cheryl, folding her arms so that they pushed her breasts even higher in the low neckline of her tight leather dress. Standing in front of him, they presented a united front, a team. He had no chance.

He looked from Cheryl to Rachel and back again. Nervously, he licked his lips. His cock was still throbbing, still pointing at them, still demanding their female bodies. Rachel studied his handsome face, savoring, like always, the complex expression she saw there. Just like John, just like William. His body was telling him to just do it, to give in, to do what the pretty lady said, while some part of his brain and his ego screamed at him that he shouldn’t. That battle was so delicious, so rich and intoxicating, that Rachel never got tired of it.

“Ever begged a woman to let you cum before?”

“No,” Andre said, shaking his head as he looked her up and down. He wanted to do it, she knew. Or at least, part of him did. He wanted the sex the situation seemed to promise, and she knew that it was simple to get a man so excited that he becomes unable to resist. But Andre was strong-willed, seeming to want to put up a fight. She remembered, with a smile, that William was once like that, too. And then the chastity cage went on, and that was the end of his defiance.

“Well then it will be a new experience for you,” she said. “And by the way, from now on, you call me Goddess Rachel.”

Andre smiled. He actually dared to smile at that, as if she was making a joke. But Rachel didn’t smile back. Instead, she stared at him haughtily, making her eyes flash as she stared him down.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I’m absolutely serious. And if you’re not going to show us the proper respect, then we can end this thing right now. I’ll walk right out of here, and you can explain to your friends why you’re naked and tied up with a hard on, and why you couldn’t get us into bed with you, for once.”

Again, he looked from her to Cheryl and back again. Like a cornered animal, looking for a way out. But there wasn’t one. Rachel was still relatively new to this game, but her experiences with her husband and with William had taught her that there are times to be soft, yielding, teasing. And then, there are times to be firm. This felt like one of the latter. You can’t let a man challenge your authority, can’t let him turn it into a joke. The things they did were a game, but at the same time, she took them seriously. Part of the fun of playing this way was the drama of it all, like a theater piece. It only works if you take it seriously, at least some of the time.

Rachel spoke her next words slowly, her voice low, only just loud enough to be heard over the base throb of the party still going on on the other side of the closed bedroom door. She enunciated each word clearly, as if to hammer the syllables into Andre’s brain.

“Get down on your knees and beg us for an orgasm, or you don’t get one. It’s a simple as that.”

Even though Rachel kept her eyes on Andre as she spoke, she felt Cheryl glancing at her. Silently, she willed the other woman to cooperate. They had to stay united, had to stay on the same team. Cheryl liked this guy, and Rachel worried that that might make her too lenient. Maybe things would be different if she hadn’t been there. Maybe Cheryl, giddy with the idea of finally getting to sleep with Andre, would have set aside all the dominance, all the power, and let him do whatever he wanted with her. Let him use her like he had used so many other women in the past, with his gym-sculpted body and his cocky smile.

But Rachel knew that Cheryl didn’t want that. She wanted him sexually, yes, but she wanted him for more than just a single night. And they were going to make sure that was what happened, in their own kinky, wild way.

“I’m waiting,” Rachel said, tapping a foot rhythmically on the floor.

She saw Andre’s resistance break. It was a beautiful thing to witness, the way he just seemed to fall. She had seen it before, and William and in John, but seeing it now, on the face of a new man, made it even more thrilling. And it probably helped that he was so cocky, so resistant, such an alpha male stereotype. It made his submission that much sweeter.

Andre grinned sheepishly, as if making a joke out of it would make it easier to do what he now knew he had to do. He sank down to the floor of the bedroom, kneeling in front of them, and Rachel allowed herself a tight little smile as she glanced finally at Cheryl. Cheryl was looking at her wide-eyed, trying to maintain her dominatrix demeanor while at the same time visibly blown away by what was happening, and that made Rachel smile a little deeper.

“That’s better,” she said, turning back to Andre. “The sooner you learn your place, the sooner you might earn a reward. Now, beg. Let’s hear it. Show us how badly you want to cum, and maybe we’ll take pity on you.”

Andre hesitated again. Rachel waited. Maybe she was better at faking it than that Cheryl was. Maybe she was better at acting. But inside, she was still a swirling ball of doubts, too. It was like this every time she made a man submit, but it was especially like this the first time. With a guy like this, whose reactions she didn’t already know, whose feelings she wasn’t familiar with. There was always, at times like this, a faint feeling of being slightly ridiculous. There was always that fear of his mocking laughter, his refusal to play along. Rachel wasn’t sure her ego could take that.

But in the end, it didn’t happen. In the battle of ego against desire, Andre proved in the end to be just like all the other men she knew. His sex drive was too high, his desire for them too great to allow him to walk away from this.

“Please,” he said hesitantly, his voice more uncertain than she had never heard him before. “Please let me cum.”

Rachel’s leather dress creaked as she took a deep breath, and slowly exhaled. She looked at Cheryl again, grinning broadly, and the younger woman smiled back at her. It felt like some threshold had been crossed, his resistance now broken, as if everything would now follow on seamlessly from this capitulation.

“Who do you suppose he’s talking to, Mistress Cheryl?” Rachel said, forming a confused expression on her face. Cheryl grinned, as caught up in the game as Rachel was herself.

“I’m not sure. I didn’t hear him address us properly.”

Andre sighed. It was clear he didn’t want to do it, and that was exactly why Rachel wanted to make him. He needed to learn that he didn’t have the power here, that it wasn’t up to him what he said or how he said it, and that they would decide how things went from now on. They both turned back to face him, waiting expectantly for what they knew was coming.

“Please, Goddess Rachel,” he said, before his brown eyes moved toward Cheryl. “Please, Mistress Cheryl.”

Cheryl giggled, her big boobs jiggling in her corset, and Rachel had to try her best not to laugh too. He sounded so pathetic, there on his knees, abandoning his pride and begging like the slave he was, the slave they wanted him to be. But as much as they had pushed his boundaries already, Andre still had no idea what was coming. Rachel did, and it made her almost breathless with excitement as she stepped closer to him, ready to put the next phase of their plan into action.

“I don’t know,” she said thoughtfully, standing over him, tapping one foot on the floor again. “I don’t know if I believe you. You don’t sound all that desperate to cum to me.”

“Please, Goddess,” Andre said again, a new urgency entering his voice. The first one was always the hardest, Rachel knew. The first time a man had to call you Goddess, it was like you had to pull it out of him. It only got easier with each successive time after that.

“I don’t think so. It seems to me, a guy who really wanted to cum would be groveling at my feet. Licking my boots like a dog and begging for my permission.”

Behind her, Rachel heard Cheryl laughed again. They had both been through scenes like this before, but it felt different with this different guy. She could see that for herself, even if she was trying not to let on.

Andre resisted, like she expected him to. With John, they had felt their way into this power exchange together, moving more intuitively into the roles of mistress and slave. But back then, Rachel hadn’t known what she wanted the same way she did now. And after all, Andre wasn’t her husband. If this didn’t work, she lost nothing except a new potential toy. So she was willing to push harder than before, willing to take a risk. Better to risk going too far, she felt, than to have regrets about not going far enough.

“Please…” Andre murmured.

For a moment, she suspected he was about to ask her not to make him do it. But then he seemed to think better of it. His broad shoulders slumped, just a little, as it dawned on him that there was no way out. Not if he wanted to get the sex that they dangled in front of him, their provocatively dressed bodies flaunted in front of him so that he had almost no choice. He didn’t want to debase himself, but more than that, he didn’t want to miss out on the possibilities for pleasure they represented. His battle was already lost.

Reaching out, Rachel ran her hand over his close-cropped hair, feeling the roughness of it against his scalp. The gesture was at once affectionate and condescending, as if she was petting a dog. Andre’s cock was still rock-solid, pointing up at her as she stood above him, and she tapped the underside of his shaft with the toe of one boot, making him groan as his manhood bounced up and down.

“You know you want to do it, Andre,” she said. “You know you have to. We’re not even going to think about having any fun with you unless you show us that you know your place is beneath us. That you belong on your knees, kissing our feet, worshiping the ground we walk on. Right, Cheryl?”

Cheryl’s dark eyes were glowing as she stepped forward, her corseted breasts bouncing again with her movement. Andre’s hungry stare darted toward her, just for a moment, before returning to Rachel. After running her boot over his cock again, she put it back down on the floor, her leather outfit creaking as she shifted her weight.

“May as well get it over with,” she said.

Andre’s eyes were dim with lust as he looked up at her. Then, without a word, he bent forward. Rachel had to press her hands to her mouth to stifle a gasp as he began licking her boots, while Cheryl, holding nothing back, spluttered with joyous laughter.

“Oh my God, he’s doing it,” she said, and Rachel smiled.

“Good boy. We love a man who knows his place. Now, keep begging if you want that orgasm.”

“Please, Goddess Rachel,” Andre said, mumbling the humiliating words in between more licks over the leather of her boots. “Please let me cum, please.”

Just as she expected to, Rachel felt that surge of power, that spike of excitement at having reduced another man to this. Adding to her collection of slaves, she thought to herself with another little thrill of disbelief that this was now her life. This was now something she did, and doing this to Andre made her feel even more that she could do this to anyone. It wasn’t just her husband, and it wasn’t just submissive William. It felt like she had discovered a cheat code to the universe, a way to have the most outrageous sexy adventures and be worshipped by any man she chose.

“What about mine?”

Cheryl stepped forward, her skirt rustling as she stood next to Rachel. Rachel smiled at the other woman, but Andre barely looked up. He simply shifted from Rachel’s boots to Cheryl’s, licking the leather and buckles and keeping up the same pathetic mantra of begging for orgasm. Grinning, Rachel put an arm around Cheryl’s corseted waist, pulling her close, and Cheryl returned the embrace. The feel of the other woman’s tight young body sent another surge of desire through Rachel as she stood gloating above their newest slave.

Caught up in the moment, she leaned toward Cheryl, her lips brushing against the other woman’s. And Cheryl kissed her back with unmistakable enthusiasm. Rachel felt the faint gasped in Cheryl’s throat as she pressed her lips against Rachel’s mouth, as her tongue moved over Rachel’s tongue, and her hands moved over the leather tightly wrapped around Rachel’s body.

Her own hands were just as busy. Cheryl’s boobs felt magnificent in her corset, the weight of them supported by the steel boning that pushed them high on her chest, practically offering them to the world. Her tight skirt was almost an irrelevance, easily lifted up above her hips, exposing her pussy, with no underwear beneath. Rachel felt Cheryl shiver as she ran two fingers over the swollen lips of her pussy, and Cheryl grabbed Rachel’s ass, pulling her body against her, kissing her with even more desperate passion, their painted lips squirming and writhing over one another as they made out while Andre groveled at their feet.

The temperature in the room was rising. Rachel could feel it in every cell of her body, all of her tuned to that same pitch of excitement. She knew now what she was going to do. She knew exactly how they were going to get Andre where they wanted him.

“Not yet,” she said, turning her head to Andre. He looked up at them, his lustful eyes moving between them, watching the way they held each other, the way their hands moved over each other’s curves, touching and tasting what he was still not allowed. This, Rachel knew, was how they would control him, with this desperate teasing, this flaunting of their pleasure, until it made him weak, and until it made him theirs completely. Clearly, he was already more than halfway there.

“For now, you just get to watch from the corner. You can be our little cuck boy”

Cheryl giggled, never happier than when Rachel was feeling mean. Rachel untangled herself from Cheryl’s arms and took a step across the room, pulling open the closet. She didn’t even know whose house this was, and she didn’t care. Now, she was focused solely on sex, her goal glowing in front of her like a target she couldn’t miss.

In the closet, she found another belt. Picking it up, she stepped over to Andre and looped it around his neck. He cringed visibly as she held it like a leash, smiling down at him like her newest pet. And she pulled him over to a corner of the room, shuffling on his knees, his cock swaying comically with every move she made. She tied the end of the belt to the handle of the locked door, then stepped away. She turned, letting her hips swing and sway with every teasing step she took as she walked back toward Cheryl. Her hand grazed the younger woman’s narrow corseted waist, the swell of her hip, the smooth skin of her thigh underneath. The sensation was electric, the erotic tension in the room almost unbearable. Just like she wanted it to be. Just like she needed to be, to make Andre completely theirs.

“Let’s show this cuck what he’s missing out on,” Rachel said to Cheryl, pausing for a moment to run one hand over the other woman’s spectacular cleavage. Then, she turned her back on Cheryl.

“Take my dress off.”

Straightaway, she felt Cheryl pulling at the laces that held the leather dress tight around her. They came free, and Cheryl helped her slide the maroon leather off her body. Rachel kept her boots on, stepping out of the dress as it fell to the floor, standing naked except for her shoes in front of Cheryl and Andre, teasing both of them with the body she knew they both wanted. But for now, only one of them could have it.

She climbed onto the mattress in a stranger’s house, smiling up at Cheryl and patting the bed beside her. And Cheryl stepped forward. Rachel let her eyes travel all over the younger woman’s body, taking in every enticing curve, as Cheryl, still dressed in her sexy outfit, got into bed with her. Rachel wrapped her arm around her again, pulling her close, the two of them kissing with even more passion before Rachel turned her blazing eyes toward Andre, the cuckold in the corner watching the whole show.

“Try not to cum while you watch me get fucked,” she sneered. The sound of Cheryl’s laughter was the perfect complement to Andre’s look of pure desperation as she silently watched the show.
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