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Serving Cheryl

Cheryl’s dark eyes watched as I bent over her laundry hamper. It was an absolutely absurd situation, truly unbelievable. Her standing there, looking like sex personified in a gleaming black latex catsuit and boots, perfectly in control, commanding, and dominant. And me, totally naked and visibly erect, utterly incapable of hiding my desire for her and my excitement at this bizarre turn of events.

Serving her like some pathetic servant, desperate to please, yet knowing I couldn’t have sex with her. My wife had forbidden it, and I was far too afraid of her cheating on me to take that risk. Still, as Cheryl had proved at our place, she had other ways of giving me pleasure. Ways that my wife, for whatever reason, seemed perfectly okay with.

I hoped she didn’t have the same liberal approach to what she did with William. The thought of him pleasuring her manually wasn’t something I felt like I could get past. But for now, at least, it was easier to ignore that threat, with sexy Cheryl providing all the destraction I could possibly need.

As close as she was standing to me, it was almost like I could feel the heat coming off her body. I could smell the faint scent of her perfume, could reach out and touch her, if that had been allowed. But of course, it wasn’t. Instead, she was there to tease me and torment me with what I couldn’t have, to show off her body in that outrageous outfit and remind me of what I wasn’t allowed, of what I could only hope to earn with pathetic service to this near stranger. Her curves called to me as I picked through her laundry, taking out her underwear and setting it down on the sofa beside me. Once I was finished, she allowed a faint smile to show on her face, but nothing more.

“Okay, get to work,” she ordered softly.

I started with her regular clothes. Gathering them up in my arms, I carried them across her apartment. I found her laundry machines in the hallway closet and loaded her clothes into them, scanning the different cycle settings and choosing the one that seemed most appropriate. Her detergent was on the shelf next to the machine, so I added that, starting the cycle and hearing the water running through the pipes.

So far, so boring. Except there was nothing boring about the situation I found myself in. Just knowing she was there and what she was up to, thinking about what she wanted and the way she looked, was more than enough to add an erotic thrill to everything that followed. The fact that I was doing what I was told just because she was so sexy was part of the appeal, part of the tangled web of what was happening, and I could see straightaway how it added a thrill to everything, how it made even this menial task somehow part of sex.

If doing the laundry had always been like this, maybe I would have volunteered to do it a lot more often.

But the best was yet to come. Or the worst, depending on how you looked at it. The most exciting and most humiliating part of the whole task still lay ahead of me, and as I returned to the living room where Cheryl was still waiting in her sexy latex outfit, I tried to prepare myself for what was coming.

Her panties sat in the pile on the sofa. I felt her dark eyes moving as she watched me pick them up. I couldn’t help thinking about where this fabric had been, what it had touched, and I knew I was supposed to be thinking about her pussy. Thinking about what I couldn’t have. Her plan worked perfectly. As I held her underwear, I could think of little else.

“Kitchen sink.”

She gave her order calmly, coldly, and I nodded again. I marched toward the kitchen of her apartment, and as I did, I heard the sound of her high heels on the floor, following me. I heard the latex that wrapped her so tightly squeaking and creaking with every movement she made, her thick thighs rubbing together with every step she took, and I had to try hard to resist the urge to turn around and look at her, to admire that vision of feminine beauty and power that was so different from the way my wife looked, but in the end, every bit as enticing.

Setting her panties down on the kitchen worktop, I filled the sink with water. Cheryl watched, unmoving, as I stepped past her and headed back to the spinning washing machine to fetch laundry detergent. I added it to the water, watching the suds rise up, and when the sink was full, I shut off the tap. Then I reached for the panties on the countertop, taking one pair out. Black cotton stretchy things, with no pattern or decoration. Strictly functional. And yet at the same time, I felt a shiver of arousal at the thought that I was touching something that had touched her most intimate areas.

“I wore those to work,” Cheryl said beside me. “Sitting in my chair in those all day.”

My hands trembled just a little as I thrust them into the water.

I had no idea what Cheryl did for work, and I didn’t particularly care. But I couldn’t keep myself from thinking about her, maybe sitting in some office, wearing this exact underwear. Maybe wearing a tight skirt, a pair of high heels, her curvaceous body destined to attract attention wherever she went. Under the water, I scrubbed the panties, and she watched me, taking it all in.

“Make sure you give those ones a good clean. I wore those to the gym.”

I nodded as I picked up another pair of plain panties, plunging them, too, into the water. If she was going to narrate every piece of underwear she had, I couldn’t stop her. And I couldn’t stop my own mind from imagining her in all these different situations, imagining her getting sweaty at the gym, imagining that body that was so different from my wife’s but still frighteningly attractive in its own way, shining with effort the way it was now shining with seduction.

I felt dizzy where I stood at the sink. As I wrung out her gym panties and set them on the other side of the sink, I reached for another pair. Cheryl chuckled, just a little, as she watched me pick them up, her breasts jiggling slightly in the top of her latex catsuit.

“Those? Those were for date night.”

I hadn’t asked. But that didn’t matter. She was going to tell me anyway. I picked up the panties, a red lacy pair that I couldn’t keep myself from imagining her wearing. As I moved toward the sink, Cheryl reached out and grabbed my wrist. She didn’t hold me hard, but it was enough to stop my movement, to make me look at her and blink in faint surprise.

“Take a look. Are there any stains?”

I blinked again. But like usual, like always, I did what she said. I held her panties and both my hands, staring down into them. And she was right. On the fabric, right where it would have pressed against her pussy, I could see the faint white streaks of dried moisture.

“Oh yeah,” she chuckled, standing so close behind me that I could feel the smooth warm latex of her catsuit pressing against the skin of my back. “I got pretty excited that night. He was so sexy, and he turned me on so much. I wanted him to fuck me so bad.”

Standing in front of the sink still, I felt her hand on my shoulder as she moved behind me. And her other arm reached around me. I groaned as she took hold of my cock, slowly stroking.

“Don’t move,” she whispered in my ear, her soft silken hair brushing against my skin. “Stay right there. Keep holding my panties.”

I groaned wordlessly while she stroked me, driving me insane with desire I could do nothing about.

“You want to hear about what happened on my date?”

I didn’t. Or at least, part of me didn’t. The sensible part, the part that preached caution, that warned me that I was already too deep under the spell of this dominant woman. But that part never really stood a chance. That was always the part I ignored, the part that got quickly and completely overwhelmed by my desperate desire. It was exactly the same now as it was when I played with Rachel. I had no more choice and no more chance than I ever did.

“Yes,” I groaned, and felt the air moving against my skin as she chuckled behind me.

“Well, we had a great time. He was really charming, and… I had been alone for a while. So I was ready for some fun. I was kind of naughty, I guess. I invited him back to my place, to here, even though we had only just met. So he came back here, and we fooled around. We had sex right in my bed over there. He made me scream.”

I almost growled at the way she emphasized that word, and she laughed again.

“What’s the matter, cuck? Does that make you jealous?”

“Yes,” I admitted, an answer that amused her even more.

“But why? You know you can’t have me. Besides, you’re married, to a really beautiful woman. Are you just greedy? Do you just want all the women you see?”

“I guess so.”

“Interesting. I wonder what your wife would make of that.”

I grunted again as she squeezed my cock tighter, her hand mimicking the pulsating rhythm of a woman’s body getting close to its extreme of orgasm, and she laughed close to my ear, enjoying every moment of her obvious control. The teasing was outrageous, the pressure building inside me all the time, and it felt like I was going to lose my mind as I stared down at the panties I held in my hand, seeing the stains of her arousal, my heart on fire with jealousy as I wished it was me who turned her on that much.

“Want to smell them?”

Her voice was just as quiet and controlled as ever, but I could hear the excitement and the malice dripping from every word. And I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction. I didn’t want to admit the truth. But I couldn’t help it. Besides, I had the feeling she already knew. Just like Rachel, Cheryl seemed to see right through me, to know exactly what my desire for her did to me, and just how obedient it could make me.

I wanted to say no, of course. To tell her I didn’t desire her that badly, that she wasn’t as powerful as she thought she was. But it was a lie, and I knew she would see that straightaway. Every cell of my body seemed to be vibrating with lust for her, and with my pulsing cock in her hand, there was no way to deny the truth.

“Yes.”

She laughed even more loudly, and I wondered if I was just imagining it, or whether I was right that she was pressing her latex-wrapped body even tighter against me.

“Go ahead then, cuck,” she drawled in my ear, honey and venom dripping in equal measures from her words. “Take a whiff of the pussy you’ll never have.”

Feeling like the biggest loser in the world, I lifted her underwear toward my face. I inhaled deeply, catching the faint scent of her sex on the fabric. My cock surged again in her hand as she continued toying with it, teasing it, fueling my weakness and my desire for her so that she had me exactly where she wanted me. I stood trembling in her kitchen, totally naked, completely vulnerable, and my cheeks burned with shame as I sniffed her panties while my wife was on a date with another man.

“How does my pussy smell, loser?”

“Amazing,” I groaned. And I absolutely meant it.

Cheryl moved suddenly. She used her grip on my cock to spin me around where I stood in front of the sink, making me face her. I dropped her panties in the water, and she let go of my cock, placing both hands on my shoulders as she pushed me down to the floor.

Seeing what she wanted, I dropped to my knees, staring up at this latex goddess standing above me, her eyes blazing now with something that looked more like anger than the mischief I had seen in them earlier. But it was still sexy. Everything about her was sexy, and never more so than now, with her taking control of me, treating me roughly, bossing me around like she never questioned her right to do whatever she wanted with me.

From my position below her, her thighs and her hips were even more prominent, along with the swell of her breasts jutting out from her chest, and her pretty face high above, sneering down at me. Reaching out, she grabbed a fistful of my hair with one hand, while her other sank between her own legs. I watched her fingers slide over the gleaming latex between her thighs, and my mouth watered at the thought of what lay beneath it.

“Look at you. You’re practically drooling, cuck. If your wife could see you now. In fact, wait there.”

Cheryl didn’t wait for an answer from me. Instead, she stepped away from me, striding quickly out of the kitchen. I watched her go, her big ass straining against the shining latex that covered it like a second skin, until she was lost from my sight. And I stayed on my knees until she reappeared in the kitchen, a triumphant smirk on her face, her phone in her hand. She stood above me again, grabbing my hair like she had before, tilting my head up toward the camera of her phone.

“Smile, bitch,” she growled, and I heard the phone click as she took my picture. Her eyes still on the screen, she tapped it a few times, and I wondered what she was up to. But I could already guess. She had Rachel’s number, after all. And after everything that had happened, I had next to no faith that my wife would have any interest in saving me from the humiliation she seemed to agree I deserved.

In the meantime, Cheryl was far from done with me.

“You want this pussy, don’t you? Tell me. Tell me how much you’d love to see me cum, how badly you want just a taste of what you can’t have.”

I hesitated, and Cheryl pulled painfully on my hair. Not that I really needed the encouragement. The sight of her body so beautifully displayed in latex was all the leverage she was ever going to need. I hesitated because I was unsure of where this would all lead, of how much of this I could take. But I could never doubt my desire for her. And more than that, for exactly the kind of humiliation she was trying to inflict on me, too. It was so sexy, and my cock ached with desire as I stared at her, at the tiny zipper I could now see between her legs that promised access to what I wanted so badly. What she seemed intent on making me beg for.

“Please, Cheryl, I want to taste you,” I said, while her shoulders shook with laughter. She kept the phone’s camera trained on me the whole time, and I realized with a sinking feeling that she was recording me. But as always, there was nothing I could do to stop her.

“I want to see you cum. I want a taste of what I can’t have.”

“Oh my God, you’re so pathetic. Here, kiss it. Kiss my pussy, you worthless little cuck.”

She pulled on my hair as she spoke, guiding my mouth between her legs, and I did exactly what she wanted. I pressed my lips against the shining latex of her outfit, and through it, I could feel the warmth and the tantalizing shape of her swollen lips. She let out a soft little chuckle as I debased myself, still holding that camera pointed at me. Then, seemingly satisfied with my performance, she pressed a button on her screen. Finally lifting her eyes away from her phone, he stared down at me.

“You’re like a needy little puppy, aren’t you?” she laughed. “Well, we’ll see what your wife has to say about that. Oh, there we go. That was fast.”

The glow from the screen of her phone lit up her pretty face from below. I watched her dark eyes reflect the light as they scanned back and forth across the screen, and the way her lips lifted in a wide grin gave me no reassurance, only more fear and doubt.

Cheryl turned her phone screen toward me, so that I could see what it said. So that I could witness the truth. Rachel, out on her own date, enjoying the company of another man, had more or less abandoned me to this woman we barely knew.

Go ahead and use him however you want. Just don’t have sex with him.

“Your wife doesn’t care about you at all,” Cheryl mocked. “For tonight, you’re mine. And I guess it’s your lucky night. Because I want to cum, and you’re going to make me.”

Cheryl set her phone down on the kitchen counter that was right beside her. Then, she reached behind her back, shifting her weight in her high heels just a little. At first, I didn’t realize what was happening, but as she squirmed on the spot, I saw that she was unzipping her catsuit from the back.

The zipper seemed to start right in the small of her back and swing down over the curves of her big ass, then rise up between her legs. She let go of it, then reached between her legs and took hold of it again, pulling it upward. I saw that the suit was designed so that she could expose herself like this without taking it off, and my cock throbbed even more at the unbelievable tease of it all as she pulled the zipper higher.

As it came apart, I saw her swollen lips, shining with moisture, dark curls of her pubic hair revealed by the parting teeth of the zipper and the gap it made. I could smell her, too. The same smell as I had detected in the panties, only far, far stronger, far more intoxicating, far more irresistible. Breathless with desire, I stared at this vision of femininity in front of me, her other hand still holding me by the hair, still controlling me. My hands were free, but I didn’t even think about fighting her, didn’t so much as think about touching her without permission. My lowly status was clear, and as wrapped up in desire as I was, it didn’t even occur to me to do anything other than exactly what I was told.

“Lick it, loser,” Cheryl sneered as she pulled me forward. And that was exactly what I did. I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue against her dripping pussy, tasting her excitement, her pleasure, her own desperate desire that felt in some ways like just another version of mine. A darker, wilder, more powerful version. Different in the sense that my desire made me weak, while hers seemed to make her stronger. But ultimately, all this power and submission came from the same source.

I licked her. I tasted her pussy, seeing at once how different it was from the taste of Rachel. But just like when I went down on my wife, it sent desire surging through me, my body reacting to the taste of her skin and her juices with another wave of wild lust. Unable to help myself any longer, I reached for her and took hold of her ass, squeezing the big globes of flesh through the latex that still covered them so that my fingertips sank a little into her while I licked her with desperate passion.

She had both hands on my head now, running her fingers through my hair, almost crushing my face against her sex while I ate her out. And I didn’t want anything else. The thrill and the passion of it all, the wild ecstasy of doing something so wrong, so forbidden, and yet so enticing, sweeping us both up together.

I felt her pussy spasming against my mouth, and I heard her cries of passion growing ever more intense, ever more shrill. She didn’t care who might hear or what anyone might think; she was too far gone for that. And so was I. I plunged my tongue inside her, pressing my face between her legs, grinding my features against her, holding her tight and ignoring the growing ache in my tongue and jaw as I licked her to climax.

I felt it pour out of her in a hot flood, even as I heard the wild cry of satisfaction she made. Her whole body trembled, shining in the dark latex, those delicious curves moving above me. As the juices poured down my throat, it was like I was engulfed by femininity, swept away by the tide of desire that none of us, not even Rachel, could control.

Cheryl heaved a great sigh as she let go of her grip on my hair. She didn’t need it to keep me where I was. My tongue moved over her trembling pussy, over her skin, over the latex between her legs that was now shining with the residue of her juices, my face a wet mess as I continued to serve her. My cock throbbed with desperate desire, but I resisted the urge to touch it, knowing instinctively that such a thing could never happen without permission from the dominant mistress who stood above me, her face now shining with the afterglow of bliss.

Cheryl took a step back. Her eyes, half closed, looked me up and down, and her breasts rose as she took a deep breath and let it out in a long sigh. The grin on her face was almost infectious, and if I hadn’t been so unsure of myself, so terrified of what might come next, I might’ve smiled too. But I didn’t. Instead, as always, I waited for a woman to tell me what she wanted, to tell me how she wished to use me next. And Cheryl didn’t keep me waiting for very long.

“Not bad. At least you’re useful for something. Maybe I can see why your wife keeps you around.”

After her orgasm, she was a little unsteady on her feet, and she put a hand on the kitchen counter to steady herself as she lifted a foot from the floor. I groaned as she tapped the pointed toe of her gleaming boots against my cock, making it bob and bounce, and she giggled at the sight of it, at the sense of power that filled her as she stood above me, knowing she was in complete control.

“Finish my laundry, cuck,” she said, her dominant tone seeming to reassert itself by the second. “And do a good job. I’ll be checking, and if you disappoint me, I’ll be having words with your wife.”

She didn’t wait for me to answer. Instead, she picked up her phone and turned. Again, and from my knees this time, I watched her gorgeous round ass sway itself away from me, swaying from side to side with every step she took as she returned to the living room.

I stood up. I felt almost numb, even with my desperate desire still coursing through my every vein. It was so wild to be used like this, to be bossed around and dominated, and to a large degree, it was exactly what I wanted, but that didn’t make things any easier. That didn’t make the shame any less intense. But I was stuck. With nothing I could do and no way out of the predicament I was in. Cheryl wanted me to obey, and my wife wanted me to obey, and while she was out on a date, I was fully in the grip of this other woman. I had to do as I was told.

So I did. I turned back to the sink, reaching into the water and finding the panties that lay at the bottom of the sink. And as I washed them, I thought about the story Cheryl had told me. I thought about her having sex, thought about her screaming in that bed that was just a few feet away, about how amazing her tight pussy would feel if it were clenched around my cock the way it had clenched around my tongue. I thought about how I couldn’t have that, about the pleasure Cheryl took in denying me, and I imagined how Rachel would laugh when she heard all about it. Because I knew that she would, whether from Cheryl or from me. Some secrets are too delicious to keep.

So I stood there in Cheryl’s kitchen, handwashing her panties while she relaxed in the living room. And all the time, my head was full of thoughts of her and of my wife, the two women who were driving me insane with this wild journey of submission and desire.

Finally finishing, I stepped away from the sink. My cock was rock-hard, jutting out in front of me as I headed toward the living room. There she was, my new mistress, sprawled on the sofa, still dressed in her shining latex, every desirable curve flaunted in front of my desperate eyes. She grinned at me, but there was no warmth in her smile. Only the pleasure of being in total control.

“Finished with my panties? Okay, laundry boy. The load in the washing machine must be done by now. Go put it in the dryer while I decide what else I can have you do.”

I nodded again. I still didn’t know what to call her, and she hadn’t told me. So I turned on my heel and headed down the hallway, toward the washing machine, to do what I had been sent there to do. To perform as a menial servant for a woman I barely knew but had already given an orgasm to, and all because my gorgeous goddess of a wife thought it was hot.
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