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Cheryl Gets Used

With the men rendered helpless, the atmosphere in the room changed.

Rachel could see that Cheryl had the right idea, she was still trying to project an aura of intimidating sexual confidence. And she was doing a good job of it. But Cheryl could see through it. Maybe because, ultimately, she was in the same boat as Cheryl was. No matter how often they had played these games recently, they were still thrillingly new. Everything they did was a new adventure, a fresh pushing of boundaries, and even though Rachel knew it was her role to direct everything, to be the boss bitch in charge, she knew in her heart that she was really just bluffing her way through.

It’s just that it worked so well.

So she could see Cheryl’s nervousness, her slight hesitation, even as she moved toward the bed. Uncertain of herself in a way a dominatrix probably shouldn’t be, but the way any woman in her position would be. And Rachel, without breaking character, wanted nothing more than to help Cheryl set her fears aside. Because she knew from experience that the more confident and demanding they were, the more the guys would want them, and the better all of this would work.

Rachel also knew something else. She knew, as well as anyone could, how sexual excitement works to weaken inhibitions. How, when you get turned on enough, it’s almost like being drunk, a powerful intoxication that pushed away fears and doubts, that makes even the craziest ideas seem like good ones. Cheryl was already turned on; Rachel didn’t doubt that. If she wasn’t, she wouldn’t have come over in the first place. All Rachel felt she needed to do was harness and channel that sexual energy, and the other woman would find herself as thrillingly caught up in pleasure as Rachel knew she would be herself.

Cheryl’s latex dress creaked with every movement she made, straining around her enticing curves, and to Rachel, it sounded like the groaning music of arousal. Being with Cheryl still had the thrill of the taboo, neither women having had much experience with girls before. But of course, that was a big part of what made it so exciting. They had teased William to the point of insanity by playing together, and now, the audience was bigger by one. Rachel’s husband, forced to watch as his wife betrayed him.

How far would she go? That was a question she never really had an answer to. She liked to take things as they went, often surprising herself as much as she could surprise anyone else with her wild ideas and kinky creativity. But she had some plans for Cheryl that night, something she wanted to try. And her pussy clenched at the thought of what lay ahead, with that ferocious excitement that she knew so well, that kept her playing these wild games even as everything got steadily darker.

Cheryl’s rubber dress felt like a warm second skin as Rachel ran her hands over it, smiling encouragingly as she did. She held the other woman by the hips, her hands moving slowly around behind her toward her ample ass. It was so different from being with a man. In some sense, it felt like there was so much more to play with, so much more to enjoy.

Rachel had always been able to appreciate female beauty without desiring it, without being attracted to it the way her husband was, the way William was. But now, it was as if wires were getting crossed. As if the thrill of being watched, being this deviant, was transforming itself into genuine attraction to Cheryl. After all, the girl was pretty. More than that, she was sexy. And she had never looked sexier than she did now, in Rachel’s arms, every spectacular curve of her body gleaming and glowing and shining, ready for sex.

Rachel stood closer to Cheryl, still smiling. Cheryl’s heels made her taller than she usually was, but Rachel was taller still, and she bent her neck slightly as she leaned down toward the younger woman. She pressed her mouth against Cheryl’s, and noted, not for the first time, the softness of her lips, the gentle fullness of her mouth, so different from that of a man. She noticed the way Cheryl kissed, softer as well, more yielding, less aggressive than the way her husband kissed her. But as she slid her tongue over Cheryl’s, she could feel that excitement quickening, that arousal building all the time. As they kissed, she could feel Cheryl’s hands on her body too, moving over her own curves, tentatively taking hold of Rachel and pulling her body against her, that hunger rising inside her all the time.

There was nothing like this feeling of being so desired by three different people at once, all in the same room. And knowing that whoever got her favors, it was completely up to her. Knowing that the guys were burning up with jealousy at the thought that they couldn’t have her, but for now, it was only Cheryl who was allowed to touch. Rachel’s pussy was wet with lust as she felt Cheryl’s doubts and fears already starting to melt away, her resolve already weakening, not knowing where this was going but trusting the other woman to lead her toward another night of incredible pleasure.

That was exactly what Rachel intended to do.

Cheryl’s hands gripped Rachel’s own leather-clad ass, and she smiled at the feel of her fingers pressing against the firm muscle underneath. She knew what she looked like. Even if she hadn’t seen it in the mirror, she could see it in the way the eyes of both men danced over her figure, lingering in their favorite spots. The tight leather pants did wonders for her ass, packing everything in tight and firm, pulling everything up high and holding it in place, enhancing what she had to make her look and feel practically irresistible. Clearly, Cheryl felt the same way, and that was another boost to Rachel’s confidence, more fuel for this ever-growing feeling of power and desirability that was everything she needed to be a dominatrix. She supposed she should no longer be surprised at the stab of cruelty she felt, at the way excitement seemed to draw something dark out of her. It was all part of being Goddess Rachel. All part of the way these people desired her, not just for her body, but for exactly that nasty streak in her, too. And she had never felt more powerful or more wanted as she stood there in the bedroom with Cheryl in her arms, dressed to the nines, and two men watching their every move.

“You look amazing tonight,” Cheryl murmured, knowing how important compliments were to maintaining that dominant attitude both women were going to need.

Cheryl’s eyelids fluttered as she murmured her thanks, almost blushing in a very undominant way at the compliment. And Rachel moved her hands over Cheryl’s body, heading up now, taking hold of those big juicy breasts so artfully exposed by the low-cut neckline of her latex dress, with its built-in corset accentuating and exaggerating every single curve.

Cheryl’s eyelids fluttered even more frantically as Rachel’s thumbs found the swollen nodes of her nipples, teasing them through the rubber fabric, the younger woman practically squirming to her touch so that the glossy dress shimmered and shone even more. It was practically adorable. It felt so good playing her like an instrument, drawing that music of pleasure out of her so that the younger woman was practically melting in her arms.

Grinning, Rachel glanced over at John. He was watching with a look of undisguised lust on his face, his eyes dark under heavy lids, his lips slightly parted. Idly, Rachel wondered who he wanted more in that moment, his wife or the sexy new mistress who had come into their lives. But of course, it didn’t matter. He was supposed to want them both. Without even the slightest hint of jealousy, she turned her attention back to Cheryl, almost studying the other woman’s responses as she continued to tease her.

Cheryl wasn’t idle. Her hands continued to slide over Rachel’s ass, tightly packed into the leather pants, and soon, one of them moved over the round shape of her thigh, sinking slowly between her legs. Cheryl touched Rachel as if she wasn’t sure if she were allowed, as if she expected to be told to stop at any moment. But nothing was further from Rachel’s mind. She felt her own burgeoning pleasure at the other woman’s touch, just as breathless with excitement at the possibilities as Cheryl was herself.

“You want my pussy, don’t you? It’s okay. It’s okay for straight girls to want pussy sometimes.”

At times like this, Rachel could hardly believe the words coming out of her mouth. But she hardly regretted saying them, either. Especially when she saw the effect they had on Cheryl. Already, the other woman was almost whimpering with desire, like a puppy being taunted with her favorite toy. And without looking at her husband or her boyfriend now, she could feel the intensity of their attention, the feverish way they watched and wanted, desperate for the beautifully displayed bodies of the women that they weren’t allowed to have.

As Cheryl nodded her agreement, Rachel glanced at her husband again. His eyes met hers, and she saw the look of concentrated arousal in them. She wasn’t asking for permission; Goddess Rachel knew she didn’t have to do that. But at the same time, she knew it was there. Not just permission, but his ready assent. He wanted this, and every taut line of his body seemed to show it as he sat there in bondage, unable to touch himself to receive the obvious ache of passion in his throbbing cock. All he could do was watch the show that his wife was determined to put on in front of him, and she had no doubt now that Cheryl was more than ready to play her part.

“Good girl. Make me cum.”

As she spoke, Rachel placed her hands on Cheryl’s shoulders. She pushed the other woman down. Not forcefully, not aggressively. More like she was simply guiding her. Because Cheryl didn’t resist. Cheryl knew what to do. Cheryl’s movements were made awkward by the tightness of her latex dress, but somehow, that only made her sexier as she sank obediently to her knees.

A rush of sexual power swept over Rachel again. Kneeling on the bedroom floor, Cheryl pulled down the zipper of her leather pants, exposing her pussy, and as she ran her fingers through the dark silk of Cheryl’s hair, Rachel looked from John to William and back again.

She saw exactly what she expected to. Two handsome male faces watching her every move, practically hooked on this insane teasing she was inflicting on them. Two men wanting her wordlessly, desperately, unable to tear their eyes away from what she knew must be killing them, just like she wanted it to. After all, it was never meant to be easy for them. They were meant to suffer, in this specific way, this sexy kind of suffering that turned all of them on so much. It was clearly working.

“Oh yeah. That’s a good girl. Such a good girl for me.”

As she spoke, Rachel kept stroking Cheryl’s hair, practically petting her, and she shifted her weight in her high heels, spreading her feet apart and thrusting her hips forward to give Cheryl easier access.

Cheryl’s tongue ran over the soft folds of Rachel’s sex, and she closed her eyes momentarily, letting the pleasure swell through her, letting it escape in a long gasp like the rising hiss of a kettle boiling. As she breathed, she could feel her breasts swell on her chest, struggling against the corset that held them so tightly, and when she opened her eyes, she was hardly surprised to see both men staring at her in silence, already driven half mad by the kinky sight in front of them.

Rachel looked down at Cheryl. The other woman was focused on her task now, her dress creaking as she balanced herself on her knees. Cheryl’s breasts rose and fell as she breathed, held tight in the latex dress, and Rachel knew she could hardly ask to have a sexier girl eating her pussy than this one. That thought, too, sent a shockwave through her, a kind of disbelief at the position she found herself in. She had gone from never wanting anything like this, never really imagining it, to being the dark heart of this wild group, and the more they all played together, the more right she felt the decision was.

Of course, with pleasure rising inside her from Cheryl’s eager mouth, it was practically a guarantee that any doubts and inhibitions would simply melt away.

She closed her eyes again as she abandoned herself to the pleasure. But she never forgot what was happening. She never forgot about the men watching her, their attention on her so pure and so powerful, it was like she could feel it with her eyes closed. Like some great weight had settled over the room, the four of them trapped in a kind of bubble of wild eroticism so that the rest of the world melted away. There was only this, and this was all that mattered. There was only the pure pleasure of what they were doing, the thrill of transgressing like this, as if they never had to contemplate going back to reality. As if this was the real world, the only one that mattered, and the lives they lived outside of this bedroom were the crazy dream, not this.

Rachel let out a moan of happiness as Cheryl’s skilful tongue did its work. Just like with their kissing, Rachel reflected that Cheryl ate pussy differently from the way a man did, too. Less aggression, less desperate desire, but more knowledge. More skill. She moaned again, and opened her eyes briefly, wanting to see the guy’s reaction to her next words.

“Fuck, you eat pussy better than either of these two losers,” she said, laughing as she spoke. And her laughter turned to another groan of bliss as her words seemed to encourage Cheryl, her tongue sliding more forcibly into Rachel’s dripping pussy now.

She hadn’t necessarily expected an orgasm this way. Although lately, since they started playing these kinky games, she had discovered the art of coming from receiving oral sex in a way she never used to before. Her old inhibitions evaporating with the pleasure of being a goddess, she supposed. And as Cheryl kept licking, the wet sounds of the movement of her mouth filling the bedroom, Rachel realized that Cheryl was, indeed, going to make her cum. If she let her, this younger woman would lick her all the way to orgasm while two frustrated guys watched, and for all the pleasure she had already had that evening, Rachel liked the idea of that.

So she kept her hand on Cheryl’s head, using it to simply guide the rhythm and the strokes of her tongue as she thrust her hips forward, spreading her legs even more. Still wearing her sexy outfit from dinner, the tight corset and even tighter pants, she felt unbelievably powerful, virtually unstoppable. Her husband’s goddess, her boyfriend’s mistress, and now, clearly the dominant partner in this relationship she seemed to be in it with Cheryl. There was nothing like that feeling of being wanted, of being so desired that all of these people would fall over themselves to give her pleasure.

She was eager for it, hungry to show the guys what they were missing out on. And soon, she felt a rising in the pit of her stomach, that golden glow of orgasm that made her breathless with its unstoppable force. A cry of pleasure was torn out of her, and she didn’t try to hold it back, letting the bedroom ring with her ecstatic explosion so that no one could doubt what had just happened. Breathlessly, she held onto Cheryl’s head, her knees certainly grown weak, her breath coming in short gasps, and Cheryl lapped up every drop that poured out of Rachel’s pussy with the exact same hunger and desire that the men did, whenever they got the chance.

“Good girl,” Rachel panted, running her fingers through Cheryl’s soft hair again.

Playfully, she grabbed a handful of it, shaking just slightly. Not pulling on Cheryl’s hair, exactly, but more like demonstrating that she could if she wanted to. Cheryl looked at up at her with those dark slanted eyes of hers, her full lips glistening with Rachel’s juices, and as she looked down at the other woman, Rachel felt all over again that surge of excitement, that stab of sadism. The other woman looked so sweet, so sexy, so submissive as she kneeled on the floor at Rachel’s feet, all of them meekly waiting to see what their goddess would decide to do next.

“You look so fucking hot right now,” Rachel growled. “Stand up.”

And Cheryl did. Without hesitation, without protest, taking orders from Rachel just as readily as the guys did, none of them ever seeming to question her right to rule over them. It would have been funny if it wasn’t so wildly arousing. And Rachel reached down between her legs, running her hand over her own sensitive pussy, feeling the jolts of pleasure it gave her, the renewed swell of excitement, as if the thrills that night would never stop coming, as if she could ride this orgasmic wave forever. Her hand came away shining with the wet residue of her orgasm, and she stepped toward Cheryl, reaching around to smear her cum over the other woman’s ass. Leaving wet handprints on the shining latex, she spanked Cheryl, just once, then grabbed a handful of her full backside, gripping and squeezing possessively.

“Make my husband clean that up.”

She looked deep into Cheryl’s eyes as she spoke, and Cheryl nodded. The smile that spread across her pretty face was at the same time totally adorable and also slightly chilling. Rachel watched Cheryl turned, watched her hips swaying in the tight dress as she strode across the room to where John sat tied up, as if newfound confidence was surging inside her. And that was exactly what Rachel wanted to see.

Cheryl could clearly be a perfect little sex kitten when that was what was called for, but part of what made her so sexy was her own dominant side. And when it came to the men, that was the side of her that came out.

“Lick it, cuck,” Cheryl said, an audible sneer in her voice as she turned in front of John, standing with her feet as far apart as the tight latex dress would allow and bending forward to place her hands on her knees, thrusting her ass back toward him. “Lick your wife’s orgasm off my ass, and thank me for making her cum.”

Rachel covered her mouth with both hands, trying not to laugh. A sex goddess, she knew, should never be surprised by things like this. But the way Cheryl switched so easily surprised and delighted her, and it was hard not to giggle as she watched John glance over at her, just for a moment, then turned his attention back to the other woman.

Seated on the stool at her vanity, her husband leaned forward. Again, his eyes flickered toward Rachel, and she nodded, the smile never leaving her face. Next, he stuck out his tongue, and Rachel savored again that thrill of power as she watched him lick another woman’s ass, his tongue gliding over latex, scooping up the residue of her juices, tasting that crazy pleasure. Her pussy spasmed in response, clenching at the sight of him debasing himself, and she saw Cheryl smile as she looked up at her. Then, her hair felt like a dark curtain around her face as she turned to look back over her shoulder at the submissive man behind her, worshiping her body through the black latex that covered it.

“Pathetic,” Rachel sneered, as Cheryl laughed. And now, if she had had any doubts about what she had planned, they evaporated. She could get away with anything. She was Mrs. Sanders, Goddess Rachel, and all of these people were there to do whatever she wanted.

She walked toward her closet, feeling the cool air on her wet pussy, translated into little swells of pleasure that only made her feel even more excited than she already was. Her toy collection kept growing, but she had kept this latest addition hidden. Waiting for the big reveal that was here now, the moment of truth that would lead to a new level of kinky fun.

She had never used it before, but it didn’t take a genius to figure out how it worked. Cheryl and John seemed busy, but William was watching with intense eyes as she stood in front of the open closet, guiding the base of the toy into herself. She gasped, just a little, as it spread her wet lips apart, lubricated by her earlier orgasm. Then, with that delightful feeling of fullness inside her, she began to tighten the straps.

When she was done, the toy projected out from between her legs, a proud and insatiable cock made of shiny black silicone that echoed the gleam of her latex pants in a way that pleased her. She took hold of the base, feeling another strange surge of power as she held it like a weapon. Was this what it was like, to have this equipment between your legs, pointing out at the world like it was on a mission? She hadn’t been ready for that, but she welcomed the new experience, the same way she welcomed all the new experiences she had had over the last little while, eager for as much excitement as she could get into her life.

Cheryl gasped when she lifted her head and saw what Rachel was wearing. And Rachel, smirking now, stepped forward, her fake cock in her hand. As she moved toward Cheryl, the younger woman started to straighten up, but Rachel stopped her. Grabbing a fistful of Cheryl’s hair again, she pulled on it more forcefully now, keeping her bent over.

“Lift up your skirt,” she said, almost groaning the words as she held Cheryl’s hair in one hand and her strap-on cock in the other.

Of course, Cheryl didn’t resist. The latex creaked and groaned, snapping back against the skin as she struggled with it, but Rachel was in no hurry. She watched Cheryl finally pull her tight skirt up around her hips, and she looked over the woman’s bent back to see her tied-up husband looking from her to Cheryl’s ass and back again.

“Don’t just look at it, cuck. Lick it,” she ordered, completely caught up now in her dominant persona. And John almost lunged forward, as desperate as she had ever seen him to do what she wanted. Sexy Cheryl let out a moan of desire as she felt John’s tongue between her legs, reaching for her pussy as he hunched over, his face pressed against her ass.

Rachel’s smile was practically malevolent as she stood in front of the other woman. She took half a step forward, still holding Cheryl by the hair, guiding the fake cock toward the other woman’s mouth. Cheryl looked up at her, her eyes so nervous and yet so trusting, the flame of arousal burning deep inside her, and again, Rachel wondered what it was like to be a man. As she stood over Cheryl, brandishing her cock in her face, she got a glimpse of why guys like blow jobs so much. The sense of power that came from literally fucking someone’s face was something she could feel straightaway, and she craved it.

“Kiss my cock,” she ordered, not waiting, but instead running the fat head of the dildo over Cheryl’s painted lips. And Cheryl, the perfect submissive, did as she was told. She planted a hungry kiss on Rachel’s toy, and Rachel grinned as she leaned forward, pressing deeper. Cheryl opened her mouth, gazing up again as she wrapped her lips around the toy, and Rachel rocked her hips forward, probing deeper.

Cheryl gasped, gagging slightly, but she didn’t try to get away. She placed one hand on Rachel’s hip for balance, the other still gripping her own leg just above the knee, and she took the cock like a champion, letting it slide deep into her mouth. She held that eye contact with Rachel as she sucked on the toy, her tongue moving over it as if it were real, as if Rachel could feel every movement of her mouth the way one of the guys would if she had serviced them like this instead of another woman.

“Fuck yeah,” Rachel growled, “that’s hot.”

Her tight pants creaked as she leaned further forward with her hips, her shoulders back, her breasts swelling in her corset with every breath she took as she fucked Cheryl’s mouth. And all the while, behind her, John kept licking, his busy tongue between Cheryl’s legs making her more excited, turning her on, making her more compliant by the second.

Without breaking her rhythm, Rachel turned her head to look over her shoulder at William. Still chained to the bed, looking as forlorn as ever, watching the whole spectacle with that familiar expression of desperate and hopeless arousal on his face. She didn’t even try to stop herself from laughing at his plight. She knew that the sight of her enjoying his suffering would only turn him on more. It would only turn all of them on more, all of them feeding off the degradation and helplessness, all of them drunk on Rachel’s undeniable sexual power.

Cheryl moaned around the fake cock, her lips trembling with pleasure, her eyes finally closing. And Rachel kept sliding the toy in and out of her mouth as she looked over the other woman’s bent back at her husband.

“That’s it, cuck. Make her cum while she sucks my cock.”

She heard her husband groan, and heard Cheryl cry out with desperate pleasure as he kept tonguing her dripping slit. She held the other woman’s hair, watching with unconcealed delight as pleasure overcame her. Right there, bent over between her and her husband, Cheryl came up with a loud gasp, a shivering cry that was only partially muffled by the toy buried inside her mouth. And Rachel released her grip, instead smoothing her silken hair again.

“Good girl,” she murmured.
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