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They Use Her Husband

Cheryl’s body convulsed in orgasm.

Right there on the living room sofa, she arched her back until the boning in her corset creaked under the strain. Her eyes were closed, and her shoulders shook, her breasts quivering in the tight prison as she moaned and gasped, her breathing ragged with bliss.

Rachel watched it all. It wasn’t long ago that she would never have imagined ever watching another woman cum. She would never have wanted such a thing, would never have pictured a scenario in which it might happen. But all that was a different life, an older version of her now superseded by this new reality. And even though it wasn’t that long ago, to her, it felt like a lifetime. It felt like a different lifetime, a different version of her, a different reality that had only a vague relationship with the present.

It was a beautiful sight, watching Cheryl cum. But not because Rachel wanted the woman herself. She could appreciate feminine beauty without desiring it the way she knew her husband did, the way William did. That infallible lever that she so loved to pull, that button she loved to press, that endless energy that she was still learning how to harness, how to use, how to exploit. No, she found the scene wildly beautiful because of what it represented to her. Her own power, her own desirability, and her husband’s readiness to submit to it. To be used like a toy for female pleasure, ultimately wanting nothing more for himself. Happy to be of service, when service looked like this.

John lifted his head from between it Cheryl’s shaking thighs. His mouth was wet from her juices, his cheeks and chin shining with the residue of her pleasure, and as Rachel looked at the almost guilty expression on his face, she felt another surge of powerful arousal. He looked so desperate kneeling there, so helpless, and the submissive expression on his face told her that he was ready to serve. Ready to do whatever it took to get in her good graces, desperate for the promise of sex that she held out, like it was all that mattered to him. She had him exactly what she wanted him. On his knees, hopelessly turned on, and ready, as always, to do whatever she said.

Watching him serve Cheryl couldn’t leave her unaffected. Her own arousal vibrated inside her just like she knew Cheryl’s must be doing, feeling all sorts of wild desire to do naughty things. She traced her fingertips over the rounded shape of her thigh, enjoying the sensation through the thin leather that covered her, and she squeezed her legs together in anticipation as she watched her husband’s eyes follow her hand. Moving steadily, inexorably, toward her pussy. Highlighting what she knew he couldn’t forget, couldn’t ignore, what drove him into these depths of service and submission to her. His craving for her body was like a force in the room with them, like some invisible weight that pressed down on them both, in different ways, but him far more than her. Like some electric connection between them, some wild pulse that added depth and dimension to the love she never questioned they both had full one another.

“Good job, honey,” she smiled at her husband. “You think you can repeat the performance?”

John didn’t reply. Not in words. Instead, he lurched forward, crawling on hands and knees, visibly desperate for her touch. Rachel bit her lip, as much to stop herself from laughing out loud, giddy with power, as anything else. That was it. She only had to say a word, and he would literally crawl to her, so desperate to give her pleasure, it was like it transcended words.

She spread her legs. Feeling self-conscious with Cheryl sitting on the sofa beside her, she tried to act as if the other woman wasn’t there. As if it was just her and her husband, him kneeling and desperate to eat her out like he had been so many times recently. But she couldn’t forget that Cheryl was there. And she didn’t want to. Because she couldn’t deny the extra little thrill it gave her, the wild little surge of pleasure to know that just as she had watched another woman cum, the other woman was about to see the same from her.

Cheryl shifted on the sofa, sliding away to make more room as Rachel spread her legs further. At the same time, Rachel slid down on the sofa, moving closer to the edge of the cushion. Closer to her husband’s face.

John’s hands seemed to tremble as he reached for the zipper of her leather pants. His fumbling fingers found it, and pulled it slowly down. She watched him breathe in, watched his nostrils flare as he caught the smell of leather and pussy, the scent that had first electrified him on that unforgettable day when he had come home to find her dressed in her sexy outfit, kickstarting an adventure neither of them had foreseen. The memory shone before her now as if it was overlaid on the present, the two scenes merging so that each one seemed to feed off the erotic power of the other.

It was adorable the way John looked up at her right before he began, almost as if he was looking for permission. But it was granted. It felt like there wasn’t much she wanted more at that moment, as desperate for pleasure, maybe, as her husband was. But a lot closer to getting it.

She looked down at him, his raging erection clearly visible, and for a fleeting moment, she thought about what Cheryl had said, about keeping John in chastity.

She would never do it, she was sure. It was too cruel, too mean, too vicious a thing to do to the man she loved. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t enjoy the idea of it. Thanks to her kinky games with William, she could imagine all too well what it would do to him, and to her. How it would feel to make a humble sex slave of the man she loved. How it would feel to have two sexy men under lock and key, their masculinity totally owned by her.

She groaned as she felt John’s tongue moving over her pussy. The scene was so wildly exciting, she could feel that old magical swell of pleasure rising inside her almost immediately, at the faintest touch. Like her whole body was primed to explode, every cell vibrating with the same irresistible music.

John knew what he was doing. After years together, he had learned how to please her orally, and besides, lately, he had had plenty of practice. It was becoming a kind of ritual between them, an unmistakable symbol of his submission. To kneel and devote himself entirely to her pleasure, postponing his own, was such a powerful indicator of their relative status in the relationship, and Rachel could never forget that.

It made her heart rise in her chest, made her breath catch, made the blood sing in her veins as he ran his tongue up and down her swollen lips, tasting her free-flowing juices, sparking pleasure with every touch until she was trembling on the sofa, eyes closed, her head thrown back, opening up to physical joy like a flower opening at the first touch of the sun.

She didn’t look at Cheryl. But all the time, she could feel the younger woman watching, taking it all in. Silently observing, just the same way Rachel had when the roles were reversed.

She wondered if it turned Cheryl on the way it had turned her on. She wondered how different it was, considering Cheryl had only just had an orgasm of her own. But maybe the spectacle of watching the two of them together was driving her back toward more pleasure. Or maybe now, it just amused her, fascinated her.

Rachel knew that Cheryl wasn’t particularly kinky before they met, either, and in some way, that made it all more thrilling. These two women were discovering this stuff together, and that, inexperienced as they were, they were finding it so easy to make men serve them sexually. Like they had unlocked some latent power that had been dormant within them all along, needing only the right circumstances, the right level of bravery and confidence, to bring it out.

Rachel moaned. John’s tongue was probing deep inside her now, chasing her pleasure up into her body, drawing more of her juices out of her like the first raindrops of a gathering storm. But even as pleasure flowed through her body, Rachel knew she wasn’t going to cum. Not there, not like that. She had other plans in mind.

Still, there was no hurry. That was just one of the many benefits of her recently discovered dominant side. Everything happened now at her pace, just the way she wanted it to. Directing all the sexual contact she had with her husband could be exhausting at times, a heavy responsibility. But it also meant that Rachel always got exactly what she wanted, when she wanted, just how she wanted it. It felt good, she had recently realized, to be in charge.

She was never going to forget that now.

So she let John keep licking her for a while, let his tongue and busy lips draw those moans of pleasure out of her. She lay back on the sofa, lounging like an empress enjoying the devoted service of her favorite servant, smiling all the while at the thought of how much better things were going to get. That exhibitionist side was rising within her again, and Rachel was more than ready to let it run away with her. All of these people — John, Cheryl, William too — wanted her to be Goddess Rachel, the teasing, sexy dominatrix. Now, with her husband’s head buried between her legs, she finally felt like it.

Finally, she sat up. Her tight leather outfit creaked as she moved, the laces of the top straining to contain her bulging breasts as she leaned forward. Her husband’s hair was soft against her fingers as she ran them over his scalp, slowly but firmly tipping his head back. Making him look up at her and pushing his talented mouth away from her dripping sex at the same time.

“Good job, honey,” she beamed condescendingly down at him. “You’re getting to be a good little pussy licker for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess Rachel,” John said, the edge of desperation in his voice totally unmissable and wildly sexy. On the sofa beside them, Cheryl let out a sharp burst of laughter, but Rachel knew it wasn’t mockery. Instead, it was more like a mixture of surprise and delight, the same wild thrill she herself so often felt when things were heading in this direction.

She never could get enough of being looked at like that. And part of her wanted to stay there forever, holding a fistful of her husband’s hair, making him gaze up at her with that expression of pure desire on his face. But at the same time, she knew there were far better things they could be doing together. Her heart thumped in her chest at the thought of all the possibilities, all the naughty, kinky, deviant joy she knew she could get from the situation they found themselves in.

“Good boy. That’s what I like to hear.”

Rachel giggled as she spoke, still holding her husband by the hair while she lifted a foot from the floor and tapped his throbbing cock with the toe of her boot. He groaned desperately, putty in her hands as she teased and toyed with him, and not for the first time, she wondered why he didn’t simply reach out and grab her. Even though she knew the answer. John knew the rules. He was there to do as he was told, to serve at her pleasure, but often, she wondered how he withstood the strain, how he resisted his clear need for her body that she took such delight in taunting him with.

“Let’s go to bed,” Rachel said, speaking in a soft voice that she knew would drive him crazy. Then she lifted her eyes to Cheryl to see the other woman watching, her smooth cheeks flushed with a combination of remembered pleasure and fresh arousal.

“All of us.”

As usual at these moments, Rachel could hardly believe her own boldness. And there was always the risk that she would overextend herself, that Cheryl wouldn’t play along. But frankly, that didn’t seem likely at all. And as Cheryl smiled at her, Rachel knew that again, like always, her devious plan was falling easily into place.

She stood up. With her leather pants still unzipped, she could feel the air on the wet and sensitive lips of her pussy, and it sent another jolt of excitement and pleasure through her. She turned, the heels of her boots clicking with every step she took as she walked across the living room.

John had no choice but to follow. With her hand still in his short hair, she dragged him across the floor on all fours, him crawling at her heels like a dog as she pulled him to the house. She didn’t look back as she heard Cheryl get up from the sofa, her own platform boots thumping heavily on the floor. Quite the procession they made, as Rachel headed for the stairs and dragged her husband along with her.

She thought of how she had put the belt like a leash on William, how often these days he felt like a little pet. She felt a familiar flood of arousal at that thought. But for now, she had plenty to occupy her thoughts as it was, and she led the little procession to the bedroom, the erotic tension seeming to grow with every step they took closer to the bed.

“Get on the bed, honey,” Rachel said.

As usual, she kept her voice soft, light, gentle. As if she were making a simple suggestion. But she knew her husband would take it for the command it really was. And of course, there weren’t many things she could say that he was more ready to hear than that.

John didn’t often smile when they played like this, sinking instead into a kind of desperate submission, but she thought she detected the faint traces of a grin at the corners of his lips as he scrambled up onto the mattress. Hoping for sex, of course. With either or with both of them, the naughty boy. Rachel didn’t even try to keep the smile off her own face as she pondered what her husband might be thinking.

“Lie down. On your back.”

As John did what she said, his cock stood up proud from his body, rising into the air, his desperate desire unmistakable. And Rachel felt Cheryl watching her expectantly as she turned to the closet. They still didn’t have that many toys, even though she had thought about buying some. But they had enough. Recently, she had bought some special rope. Made to be soft yet strong, gentle on the skin it touched. Exactly what a loving dominatrix needs for her favorite slave.

Rachel picked up two lengths of the rope and moved toward the bed. She held one piece of it out to Cheryl, who grinned as she took it.

“You can get his legs,” she said.

Then, she turned toward John. He stared up at her from the mattress, so aroused it almost felt like she could hear his heart thumping in the close air of the bedroom.

“Lift your arms up toward the headboard,” she ordered.

It was almost a dare in the circumstances. Because John would know exactly what she had in mind. She didn’t really doubt that he would go along with it; he had allowed similar things in the past. But that did nothing to change the wild thrill of power she felt to see him complying, to see him lift both hands toward the headboard, above his head, meekly surrendering himself to her and whatever she wanted to do with his body.

Her tight leather pants creaked as she climbed onto the bed, the mattress sinking under one knee. She took hold of his wrists, gently but firmly, and pressed them together. Then she wrapped the rope around them, tying a tight knot behind his hands. John didn’t resist her, not even a little, but she still felt the hidden strength in him as she pulled his bound hands toward the headboard, tying the rope around one of its upright poles.

In some ways, that was part of the thrill for her. Knowing that there were times when he could, if he wanted to, break free, resist her, stop what she was doing. But knowing that he didn’t, because he wanted this.

By the time Rachel had his hands tied to the headboard, Cheryl had already bound his feet. Just like Rachel, she had tied his ankles together first, then run the rope down to the headboard. John lay stretched out on the bed, occupying its full length, totally helpless now. His chest rose and fell as he breathed steadily, his stomach sunken in, the curve of it sweeping down to his erect cock. Theirs to play with, just as Rachel had intended. But what now?

For once, she didn’t have to decide everything herself.

Cheryl stepped forward, climbing onto the bed, her big boobs bouncing in the tight corset that barely contained them, her dark hair hanging down on either side of her pretty face. Rachel, content to watch, sat down on the mattress close to her husband’s head, feeling the nervous tension in his body as he appreciated his helpless position at the mercy of two horny and dominant women.

Cheryl leaned further forward, smiling darkly at John. She moved across the bed on hands and knees, seeming almost to be stalking him like some wild cat, and it was a wonder her heavy breasts didn’t fall out of the tight confines of her corset. Clambering over John’s body, Cheryl pressed those fat tits against his cock, and Rachel giggled as she heard her husband groan. He loved boobs, like most men do. Certainly, he loved hers. And Cheryl was almost cartoonishly well-endowed, the bit of extra fat on her body seeming to go mostly to her breasts and her ass to give her an enviably curvy figure.

Repositioning herself above John, Cheryl squeezed her boobs together with her upper arms, trapping his cock between them. She moved up and down, using her tits to slowly stroke his cock, and John let out another moan of pure despair, pure desire, desperate and unstoppable horniness.

For a moment, Cheryl glanced in Rachel’s direction, as if checking in without saying a word. Making sure that it was okay to play with the other woman’s husband like this. But of course, it was. It was hardly the first time Rachel had felt herself amazed at her own lack of jealousy, but it was just as true as it always was. She didn’t feel even slightly jealous of this other woman playing with her husband’s cock. All she felt was the thrill of desire.

Cheryl continued to move her breasts up and down, stroking John’s cock with her deep cleavage, smiling all the while. And Rachel reached over toward her husband, running her fingers through his hair again, a show of affection that turned possessive as she playfully pulled on his scalp.

“You like that, honey? You like feeling Cheryl’s big boobs on your cock?”

“Oh my Goddess, yes,” John groaned, squirming against the bondage that held him tight without forgetting to use the humiliating term of respect she insisted on. Like always, it sent a jolt of pleasure through her, making her heart flutter in her chest with all the wild possibilities of the moment.

“Yeah, I bet you do. You know, her boobs are so big, they kind of make your cock look small, don’t they? I mean, look. Her cleavage is swallowing you completely.”

Cheryl laughed, and John moaned in a combination of humiliation and pleasure. Just the reactions she had set out to get from each of them. Female pleasure and male humiliation were rapidly becoming two sides of the same coin to her, and that idea was such a turn-on, it made her breathless.

Cheryl looked almost guiltily at Rachel again, even though she didn’t need to. She didn’t need to feel the slightest trace of guilt or shame about what was happening here, not when they all wanted this so badly. Still, Rachel almost gasped herself as Cheryl pursed her lips and spat, her saliva sliding down into the tight space between her breasts where John’s cock lay trapped. Lubricating the motion as she squeezed her tits together again, making him moan and groan even more, making him squirm and twist in his bondage, unable to escape.

The spectacle was so hot, Rachel could hardly stand it. And she thought for a moment of climbing back onto John’s face, of making him worship her pussy all over again, the way he knew to do so well. But the hunger inside her seemed to demand more even than that.

Besides, she had the familiar feeling of a new idea forming, spreading its dark glow through her as she sat on the bed next to her devoted slave of a husband. She knew, from all the time she had played these games in the past, that there was always somewhere new and wild to go to next.

“Give me that cock,” she growled, using an aggressive tone of voice she didn’t often. At the same time, she began to crawl on the bed, heading toward Cheryl. Smiling, Cheryl sat up, her cleavage glistening with saliva, her face flushed with excitement. She inched away, down the bed, toward the foot board, making room as Rachel approached.

Climbing on top of her husband, facing his feet, facing Cheryl, she took his cock in her hand. She could feel the warm wetness of the other woman’s saliva, but she didn’t care. It only added a dirty thrill to a moment that hardly needed embellishment.

She wrapped her hand around his cock. She positioned herself on top of him until his wet manhood was right at the entrance to her pussy. And she looked at Cheryl, no longer feeling an ounce of shame or self-consciousness, feeling only excitement at what was happening here, at her own kinky deviousness.

“Grab my phone. Film this.”

Cheryl grinned evilly. Rachel slowly stroked John’s cock as she watched the other woman move toward the bedside table where her phone was. Not that he needed the encouragement to stay hard, after everything that had happened that night. She did it as much for her own pleasure as for his, for the joy of knowing how crazy she could drive him.

With Rachel’s phone in her hand, Cheryl moved back toward the bed and sat down, her back against the foot board. She pointed the camera at Rachel, nodding as she started the recording.

Feeling like the sexiest slut in the world, Rachel spread her knees a little further apart, sinking down onto John’s thick cock. She let out a long moan that was only partly an act as she sank down on top of it, and his desperate groan, she knew, was 100% authentic.

Her body quickly adjusted to the feeling of him inside her, her wet pussy stretching to accommodate him as she sank down onto him all the way, then stopped for a minute, her thighs pressing against his sides, as she enjoyed the feel of him inside her after what seemed like a long wait. She let John feel his helplessness, his inability to increase the pleasure her body was giving him. Tied up, he was just going to have to wait.

Only when she was sure she had made her point did she start to move. Slowly, at first, but with purpose.

Her eyes found the camera, that little dark square on the back of the phone. But that wasn’t really what she saw. What she saw instead was William’s desperate face, a collage of all the times she had teased and tortured him hovering before her now, making her gasp with the thrill of it all. Making her pussy spasm and clench around John’s cock so that the hot juices of desire poured out of her even more.

“God, I love this cock,” she gasped breathlessly. Behind the phone, Cheryl covered her mouth with her hand, trying not to giggle. Rachel gave the camera her best dominatrix stare, the most lustful look she had at her disposal.

“It feels so fucking good inside me. I feel so full. How does my pussy feel, slave boy?”

“Amazing, Goddess Rachel,” John groaned behind her as she half-turned her head toward him. Obedient as ever. He knew exactly what she was doing, and had to guess who the video was for, but he wasn’t going to deny her anything now. He wasn’t in any position to say no to even the wildest of her whims.

“That’s right. This pussy is amazing. And you’ll never know. You’ll never will know what it feels like to have a goddess bounce on your little locked-up cock. The best you can ever hope for is to lick this pussy and know that only my husband gets to fuck me.”

Dirty talk had never come naturally to Rachel. Until they discovered this new kink. But now, the words seemed to pour out of her, and as she bounced up and down more forcefully on her husband’s cock, the ideas came one after another, bursting out of her. Pleasure and desire swept away all her inhibitions, the voice in her head that usually preached caution completely silenced now by the bright burst of her sexual ecstasy.

“This goddess pussy is for husbands, not chastity boys,” she moaned, hoping that the camera would capture every ounce of honey and venom that dripped from her breathless words. “This pussy owns you, and you don’t even get to fuck me. What a fucking loser you are.”

Behind the camera, Cheryl couldn’t contain herself any longer. A bright burst of laughter poured out of her, and Rachel laughed too. Only her laughter soon turned into a wild cry of pleasure, and she tipped her head back, her open mouth projecting her scream of passion at the ceiling as she bounced up and down on John’s cock.

Another orgasm for her, another session of kinky sex for her husband, and another mind-blowing tease for poor William. Somehow, it all added up to sheer perfection.
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