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Telling Her Husband

William drove right up the street outside her house. Another first; he had never seen where Rachel lived before. There were no real surprises there. A regular suburban house, like any other. Nice enough, but nothing fancy. He asked himself, what did he expect? A big sign outside saying, “a hot wife lives here”?

Rachel was all smiles as she turned toward him, saying goodbye. He leaned in to kiss her, and again, she turned her face away, only letting him press his lips against her cheek. It didn’t make a lot of sense, after the things they had done together the night before. But she was a woman of rigid rules, and he knew he had to respect them.

Rachel stepped out of the car and made the short walk up the driveway. She knew how she looked. Still wearing last night’s dress and high heels, an outfit that had seemed provocative enough in the dark of night, but now seemed even more wild. A walk of shame, she knew. Any of her neighbors, looking out of the windows, would know straightaway that she was still wearing last night’s clothes. But she didn’t feel ashamed.

Instead, she felt a tingle of excitement, the transgressive thrill of being naughty that she felt so often these days. It was, she knew, the feeling of being a hot wife, and what the neighbors knew, or what they thought they knew, was to her only a little extra spice, a little extra excitement to add to the near-constant thrill of living this way.

She stepped through the front door of the house, her high heels echoing on the floor. As she approached the living room, she saw John turn his head toward her. He was sitting on the sofa, a mug of coffee on the table in front of him, dressed in pyjama pants and a T-shirt. His eyes moved over her body in that captive way they always did, irresistibly drawn to her no matter what he was feeling. He stood, stepping toward her, and she draped her arms over his shoulders as he wrapped his around her waist, pulling her close.

He kissed her. Him, she let kiss her on the mouth, let his tongue slide between her lips, her own moving over it at the same time. She pressed her body against his, lifting one foot from the floor, losing herself for a moment in the rapture of that kiss.

Sometimes, for Rachel, it was hard to decide what the best part of all this was. There was such a dark thrill to getting dressed up for a date in front of her husband. But coming home to him was just as exciting, and even sweeter. And the things she knew they would do together, both of them fired up by her infidelity.

And that was without even counting the things she did with William.

“Good morning,” she whispered as the kiss broke. “I guess I lost track of time and fell asleep at his place.”

John still had his arms around her as he tooka half-step back, a questioning look on his face. He didn’t say it. He didn’t give voice to the question that she knew burned in his mind, a question he asked her over and over again until she got sick of answering. Now, it was like he was trying to avoid asking it, but she could see that he couldn’t help thinking it.

Her hands reached for the necklace around her neck, tugging at it lightly, making the key to William’s chastity device move over her skin.

“He didn’t get let out the whole night, the poor thing,” she said with a chuckle low in her throat. And John seemed relieved.

“That’s not to say he didn’t have his uses,” she went on. “In fact, he was very accommodating. I’m telling you, I have that boy completely trained. We have to bring him around here. I want to make him my little chore bitch.”

John shook his head, but not in refusal. It was more in surprise, at wonder that this was  woman his wife had become. He still wasn’t used to it, and frankly, neither was she. Both of them secretly hoped that they would never get used to it, that this would never become normal or routine. Because after this, where else was there to go? This was already far more extreme than either of them had ever imagined they would be.

“I thought, maybe I should keep some things in his place, if I’m going to be staying over,” Rachel went on, still in that same sultry voice. “But then I thought, that’s going a bit too far. A bit too intimate. I mean, I guess that might be splitting hairs, given the other stuff I do with him. He’s my boyfriend, but I don’t like to think of myself as his girlfriend. I’m your wife, and his goddess. And if that means doing the occasional walk of shame in front of the neighbors, so be it. I wonder what they think. I wonder if they think I’m cheating on you.”

“You are.”

Rachel’s nose wrinkled with distaste.

“Only technically,” she said. “Or not even that. Depends on your definition. We have our rules, remember? You agreed to them.”

John nodded. He wasn’t likely to forget what he had agreed to. He still could barely understand it, let alone believe it, but he had agreed to this. Letting Rachel do anything with her young lover, short of actual penetrative sex. Of course, he had done the same with Cheryl that one wild night. For him, though, it was only a small consolation. He still couldn’t shake the feeling that he had been manipulated, tricked into this. But at the same time, it was too hot and too exciting to go back on. His wife had him in a prison of desire, and he didn’t want to escape. That was the power she had.

“Want to hear about it?”

Her eyes flickered over his face, studying his expression. Again, it was like she wanted to read his answer on his face, trusting that more than his words. John hesitated before speaking, but both of them knew the answer was never really in doubt. Just like he couldn’t resist her, he couldn’t resist this, either. The taunting, humiliating, disgraceful debrief that followed one of his wife’s date nights, and the pleasure that almost invariably came with it.

“Yeah,” he breathed. The smile that spread across Rachel’s face was utterly devilish.

“Good. Come on then.”

She dropped her arms from his shoulders, taking him by the hand instead. She turned, graceful and poised in her high heels, as she walked across the floor, and he followed. He watched the sparkly skirt that barely covered her ass swaying with every step she took, her narrow waist emphasized by the fitted dress with its discrete boning, and he felt that same cold surge of desire for her he always did. That lust for her, inspired by the way she looked, and enhanced by the way she was. So devious, so cruel, so selfish. He couldn’t get enough. His heart ached, and his cock surged, and he cringed at the thought of hearing every sordid detail of what had happened, but he was glad Goddess Rachel was home.

She led him to the bedroom. Standing in front of the bed, she turned around to face him, that smile on her lips again. She lifted his T-shirt up over his head, and he raised his arms, letting her undress him. Dropping it to the floor, she reached for the waistband of his pants and pushed those down too. As she stepped out of them, she pressed her hand against the front of his boxer shorts, tracing the visible shape of his cock as it stood out, pressing hard against the fabric. But when he reached for her, his arms traveling around her back to find the zipper of her dress, she stopped him, holding his wrists.

“Not yet,” she said.

She sat down on the bed. The short skirt of her dress slid even higher up her thighs, barely covering anything now, and John remembered that his wife had gone out the night before wearing no panties. Such a naughty girl, with this wild exhibitionist streak that neither of them had known about until so recently. Only a faint shadow robbed him of the sight of her pussy, and as he stood above her, the swell of her cleavage looked positively gargantuan, and her hand on his cock sent shockwaves of desire traveling through his body, making him breathless, making him even more desperate than he already was.

Rachel pulled his boxer shorts down. His cock sprang out, and she wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly as she smiled up at him.

“It was another great night,” she said. “I mean, he was actually a little bit defiant, at first. Well, maybe not defiant. Maybe moody is a better word. Like he was sulking. Like he didn’t want to do what Goddess said. But I soon put him in his place.”

John felt her breath, warm against his skin, as she leaned closer to him, her mouth open. Her free hand swept her dark hair back behind her ear, and she grinned up at him, her mouth just teasing millimetres away from his throbbing hardness.

“I made him go to the bathroom of the restaurant and take a photo of his cock, and send it to me. Then I showed it to the waitress.”

“You did what?”

John spluttered in surprise, but the noise of his shock soon turned into a moan of pleasure as she ran her tongue along his shaft. Her movements were slow, almost intolerably sexy, and her shining eyes looked up into his the whole time while she toyed with him.

“I know. Evil, aren’t I? But it was so funny. You should’ve seen her face, never mind his. Imagine that. Imagine how humiliated he must’ve been.”

“I don’t know how he stands it.”

“I do. He wants me so badly, he’ll put up with anything. Just like you.”

Again, she licked him, sending another powerful wave of pleasure crashing over him. John’s head was spinning as he stood there in front of the bed, his wife expertly teasing his cock, his mind racing. She was right, of course. Just look at the things she had made him do. When she decided to flex her power, there was no stopping her. John knew that better than everyone except William himself. He was only glad that Rachel wasn’t quite as mean to him as she was to her boyfriend, that she seemed to target most of her sadistic tendencies toward the younger man. Though not all, by any means.

And just like always, John had to face how conflicted he was by this whole arrangement. There was still a part of him that didn’t want his wife to be with anyone else, anyway. But then, there was that part of him that acknowledged how sexy it was, how it fueled her confidence and her ego, made her feel like the goddess she was. And then there was the pragmatic gratitude that she had someone else to bully, to tease and keep under lock and key, if that was what she wanted. He was reaping the rewards of that right now.

He knew that wasn’t accidental, either. These bouts of glorious sex that they had after her dates were a natural response to how turned on Rachel got from dominating William. But sometimes, John reflected that there was more to it than that. Like they were his reward for putting up with her philandering. Like she was using sex and the promise of pleasure to train him, to mould him into the perfect husband for her.

Maybe that was true, and maybe it wasn’t. But the idea, he had to admit, was sexy all by itself. All part of the bind he found himself in, wanting his goddess to be a goddess, while having to also reconcile that she was his wife and the love of his life.

And there she was, her tongue moving over his cock, her full lips smiling up at him, eager to tell her sordid little story and drive him crazy with jealousy and desire. That was who she was, now. It wasn’t who he had married, but it was who she had turned out to be. And for all the shame and nervousness that came with it, he didn’t want her any other way.

“She didn’t know it was his. But I wonder if she guessed. I know it’s mean of me. But I just can’t help it. I love the thought of exposing him. I love the thought of other women knowing that I have his cock locked away. Just destroying his ego, one little photo at a time. I took more photos, too. I haven’t decided what I’ll do with them.”

“Oh my Goddess,” John moaned, in that habitual phrase they had agreed on. It was almost impossible to keep up with the sharp turns and twists of her devious mind when she was in a mood like this. She was cruel, but jealous as he was, John didn’t have much sympathy for William. If the guy was stupid enough to let Rachel treat him like this, so be it, he said to himself, even as part of his rebellious brain reminded him that he would probably have done no better at standing up to her than the younger men did. She was unstoppable, after all. Looking and acting the way that she did, she was always going to get exactly what she wanted from any man she chose.

“Maybe send them to his friends. Maybe post them online. Probably not. I don’t think I’m that mean. But just the fact that I could is enough to get me going. And it’s enough to scare him. I mean, I could like, blackmail him, I guess. Although I’m not sure what I would want from him that I’m not already getting.”

She actually giggled at that, her mouth so close to his cock he could feel the puff of air that escaped from her lips. It was all so funny to her, so amusing. And for all her beauty and confidence, John suspected that his wife would never fully understand the exact mechanism behind the obedience she got from the men in her life. Intellectually, she knew why. It was because they both wanted her, because they craved her so badly. But John suspected, as all men married to beautiful women do, that she would never really know how it felt to desire someone the way he desired her. Only William, his rival and his wife’s boyfriend, would understand that.

Rachel still had her hand wrapped around the base of his cock as she leaned forward. She took him into her mouth, her lips closing tight around his cock as she sucked. He let out a loud groan, his fingers running through her thick dark hair as he swept it back from her face. She kept eye contact with him, staring up at him while her cheeks hollowed, and the magnificent swell of her breasts drew his eye to the key hanging from her necklace. His cruel, dominant, sexy wife, who had a boyfriend she refused to have sex with, and now wanted to make him into some kind of house servant. Flushed as he was with the powerful hormones of desire, John was in no position to argue with anything Rachel wanted. It was laughably easy for her to get what she wanted, and they both knew it.

He groaned again as Rachel’s mouth lifted off his manhood with a soft pop. Her hand replaced it, sliding up and down his cock, lubricated by her own saliva that shone on his skin.

“Anyway, that put him in his place. I was so fucking wet, I thought I was going to stain the chair I was sitting on. Walking out of that restaurant in this dress was an adventure, I can tell you that. It felt like one wrong move, and everyone would see my dripping pussy.”

“Holy shit,” John moaned, as Rachel chuckled.

“Yeah. So naughty. But it gets even naughtier.”

Leaving him in suspense for a moment, she wrapped her lips around his cock again. She sucked him slowly but forcefully, drawing long moans of desire out of him. He could feel his orgasm building inside his body, but his wife knew him well. Rachel knew how to play him like an instrument, to keep him on the edge for as long as she wanted, and that, he knew, was part of the game. He resisted the urge to climb on top of her, to throw her down on the bed, to plunge his swollen cock deep into that beautiful body. Not yet, she had said. And Goddess Rachel always meant what she said.

“I couldn’t wait to get him home. I really needed to cum, right there and then. I mean, you know what that’s like. He knows what it’s like better than either of us. But chastity boys don’t get that. That’s for goddesses.”

She chuckled again, and John almost shivered at the casual cruelty in her voice. She had really made this dominatrix role her own, really sunk into it sometimes, and these days, it was hard to tell to what extent it was really an act, and how much it was becoming just the way she was. Not all the time, of course. She was still his sweet, loving wife when she wanted to be, still the girl of his dreams. It was just that his dreams seem to have gotten a lot darker lately, as Goddess Rachel extended her power over him.

“So I took him out to his car, and made him go down on the right there and then. I made him lick my pussy in the car park, where anyone could see. I mean, no one saw us. But if they had, I don’t think I would’ve cared. I was just too horny not to do it.”

“Oh my Goddess,” John groaned again.

He could imagine it all too well. His wife, just like she was now, in her beautiful but undeniably provocative dress that showed off all of her best physical assets. Sitting there in the passenger seat of whatever car William drove, demanding pleasure, and getting it. He could easily imagine being in William’s place, locked up and frustrated, endlessly teased by this beautiful goddess who had told him she would never give him what he really wanted. He could imagine how desperately he would lick Rachel’s pussy in that situation, and he imagined how desperately William had done it, and the noises of pleasure his wife must’ve made with another man’s head between her thighs.

It was unbelievable. All his most powerful, primal emotions, of lust and rage and jealousy, merged inside him to form a kind of blinding light. The idea of it, the taboo of it, was absolutely irresistible. Just at that moment, Rachel wrapped her lips around his cock again, taking him deeper this time, sucking him and teasing his cock with her mobile tongue, and he closed his eyes, shivering in ecstasy the eclipsed all of his complicated feelings, burning them away in that undeniable bright bliss.

Clever Rachel lifted her mouth away from his cock just as he started to cum. Still holding him, she shrieked with laughter as she watched him explode, spurting hot ropes of his fluids over her exposed chest. His cum pooled in the deep valley of her cleavage, splashed across the plump mounds of her breasts, coated her in the evidence of his desperate desire. And she kept stroking, pumping his cock until he had nothing left to give, until he was dripping directly onto the floor of the bedroom.

“Honey, can you go get my bag? I left it on the sofa.”

Such a mundane request, for such a charged movement. But John didn’t resist. He didn’t even think about it, didn’t question why she wanted this now or what she had in mind. Naked, he stumbled to the living room, his cock hanging fat and heavy between his legs, and picked up the black purse she had taken out with her last night.

When he carried it back to the bedroom and handed it to her, she reached inside. He watched, standing awkwardly in front of her, not knowing what to do, as she pulled out her phone. She held it away from her at arm’s length, moving it this way and that, and he realized that she was taking photos. She posed and preened, pursing her lips, holding her hair at the back of her head with one hand, thrusting her chest forward so that the camera picked up the dull shine of his semen on her chest, and the key that hung from its chain, anointed with the mess he had made. Slowly, he shook his head in disbelief again. Her cruelty seemed to know no limits at all.

When she was done, the glow of the phone lit her face from underneath as she tapped on the screen. John didn’t need to ask what she was doing. She was sending the photos to William, to drive him even more crazy with the slutty image of her having just used another man, having given her husband what she would never give her boyfriend. John still couldn’t decide whether he was somehow cursed, or the luckiest man in the world, to be married to a woman like her. Not just beautiful, not just sexy, but absolutely devious with it. Kinky and naughty and completely unashamed. Their love life had gotten so much more complex, but it only made the bond between them stronger.

Then, Rachel set her phone aside. Her dark hair fell back down around her shoulders as she released it, and her shining chest rose, then fell in the dress as she took a big breath and sighed.

“Well, I guess I better go get cleaned up,” she said. “Then I think I might take a nap. I didn’t sleep all that well, with William’s caged cock pressing into my ass all night. It’s not the same as sleeping with you. And I just mean sleeping, not sex.”

She winked at him as she spoke.

Then, she stood up, her hands on her knees pushing herself upright. She turned her back on him, gathering her hair forward over one shoulder.

“Can you help me with this?”

John didn’t reply. He didn’t hesitate. He just did what she wanted. He found the zipper of her dress, and the tight blue fabric came apart easily as he pulled it down, baring her supple back. Slowly, he slid the tight dress of her, his hands moving easily over her smooth skin, caressing the ample curves of her body. The dress seemed to whisper as it slid down her long legs to the floor, a dress that had seen some unbelievably debauched things. A dress he had happily bought her, knowing how spectacular she would look on her next date with another man.

Underneath, she was naked, except for her high heels. She kicked them off one after another, sighing with pleasure as she stretched her bare feet on the bedroom floor.

She turned toward him. Or began to. But John had other ideas. Goddess or not, he grabbed Rachel by the hips and held her in place, her back to him, facing the bed.

“What are you doing?”

But she giggled as she spoke, and after all, the answer was obvious. As he stepped up behind her, he knew she could feel his cock pressing against the curve of her ass. Unbelievably, he was already hard again, or at least swelling rapidly toward it. The kinkiness and the thrill of what they had done was more than enough to get him going again, to give him the vigor of a younger man as he held his gorgeous, naughty wife in his arms.

He bent her over the bed. His movements firm, not hurried, but for once, in control. It was always so much fun submitting to Rachel, doing what she said, letting her do whatever she wanted. But sometimes, he couldn’t help himself. And Rachel didn’t stop him. She leaned forward, balancing herself with her hands on the mattress, her heavy breasts hanging between her upper arms while she thrust her ass back toward him.

She wanted this. She wanted it just like he did, and the night she had had drove her onward. As he placed her hand between her legs, he felt her wetness, and it spurred him on.

His cock slid into her easily, and she gasped at the feeling of it filling her. He groaned too, the tight grip of her pussy around him sending more of that pure pleasure through him. She arched her back, and he squeezed her hips tight, driving himself deep into her. Grunting as his thrust almost lifted her off her feet, pushing her up onto her toes while she gasped in pleasure and surprise.

It was wild, passionate, animalistic. It was brief, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t good. The blowjob she had just given him was enough to keep John’s orgasm at bay until Rachel had one of her own, and it didn’t take much to push her over the edge. All the excitement she had had, all the wildness, soon got the better of her, until she was shrieking in pleasure, convulsing on his cock. And he thought of the neighbors and what she had said about what they must think, seeing her coming home early in the morning still wearing last night’s clothes, and he growled at that stab of kinky humiliation that only made the moment more intensely pleasurable.

Her pussy was still spasming around his cock as he felt his own orgasm rising inside him. He groaned loudly as he let it go, firing his seed deep inside her receptive body while she moaned in pleasure. As he pulled out, he saw his cock shining with her juices, the pale ring of her cum tangled in his pubic hair around the base of his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” Rachel gasped, pushing herself up from the bed, stumbling slightly as she wrapped her arms around him. “You have no idea how badly I needed that.”

“I wouldn’t be so sure of that, Goddess Rachel,” he said, as she giggled with glee.
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