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Date Night for Goddess Rachel

It was definitely one of the stranger dinners of John’s life.

He was beyond distracted, barely even noticing the food or anything that was going on around them. All he could really see with his wife. His naughty, sexy, kinky wife, her bright eyes shining like polished jewels, lit from within by the excitement that came from knowing she was transgressing.

He knew she was turned on. Just like she always was at times like this, just like she was supposed to be. After all, that was what all this was about. All of it in service to her desire, all of it intended to drive them both to a wild pitch of animal lust.

It never failed. No matter what, these games always served to get both of them vibrating with pure lust, to drive both of them to places they had never been before.

This dinner was just another example.

The drinks arrived, and then the food that they had somehow ordered. The server smiled, but John barely noticed. He had eyes only for Rachel, and the way her rounded breasts swelled and heaved above the corset that held them so tightly, that pushed them high on her chest into a vision of pure desirability, irresistible sex appeal, everything he wanted purified and condensed into her beautiful shape, so that sitting and looking at her, he felt even more breathless than she was.

Meanwhile, Rachel couldn’t keep the smile off her face. She talked about various things, some of them mundane, some of them with a flirtatious edge of excitement, little reminders of the insane events that had taken place at their house that day, along with hints of what might happen later. And all of it made his head spin. He watched the refined line of her jaw moved as she chewed her food, as she savored every bite. It was as if desire inflamed all of her senses, so that everything she smelled and tasted and looked at acquired a halo of pleasure. All of it driving her, one way or another, to the same destination. The same orgiastic explosion of bliss that he knew she was capable of, that he had never really seen from her until recently. These days, his wife was something else. And he loved it. And as she talked, making her little hints and jokes and innuendos, it felt like he could watch her forever.

“It’ll be nice to come home to a clean house. Assuming he does his job. But if he doesn’t, he knows he’s in trouble. I might have to punish him.”

Rachel spoke quietly, and slowly, taking the time to annunciate each word with those full and beautiful lips. John’s head was spinning. His cock throbbed under the table as he wondered what exactly his wife meant, what kind of punishments she was willing to hand out to her humble slave. He didn’t doubt that they could be severe. She had this vein of cruelty in her that only added a keen edge to her breathless sexiness, that only made her even more brutally desirable. Especially because it wasn’t directed at him.

At the same time, he knew it could be. Rachel could switch on a dime, and she had already proven that she was willing to humble and humiliate him, too, when the mood took her. But William got the worst of it. He had to deal with the truly sadistic side of Rachel, and from the way John had seen the younger man obey his wife, it was clear that he was completely obsessed with her. He loved being put through his paces by her, bullied and bossed around, completely sexually dominated. And sometimes, John might like to pretend that he didn’t know why that was, like he didn’t understand it. But that would be a lie. Truthfully, he knew exactly how it felt to submit to Rachel. There was no other thrill quite like it.

“Oh, I should tell Cheryl about this. Pass me my phone, honey.”

There was nowhere, on Rachel’s figure hugging outfit, for her to carry her phone. And she hadn’t brought her purse. A goddess like her assumes her way will be paid for her. She never has to bring anything except herself.

John reached into his pocket and found Rachel’s phone, nestled next to his. He handed it over, and her eyes reflected the glowing light of the screen as she stared down at it, typing out a text message. Her grin only broadened, and John found himself wondering what she was saying, but it wasn’t all that hard to guess.

His cock surged again as he thought of Cheryl, imagined her receiving this text from Rachel, and knowing what was going on. And he wondered how the other woman would feel about it. No one was sexy in the way that Rachel was; it wasn’t possible for any mere mortal to compete. But John could never think about Cheryl without another stab of desire, without a thrill of excitement.

She wasn’t the type he would usually go for, but in some way, that made it even hotter when he was forced to submit to her. Besides, she was undeniably cute. Undeniably sexy, especially when she got dressed up in some dominatrix outfit and helped Rachel to put him in his place. Just thinking of her added an extra little thrill of excitement.

Done texting, Rachel set her phone down on the table. She took another drink of wine, swirling it around her mouth carefully before swallowing. The whole time, her eyes were locked on his, her smile never fading. John knew his wife. And as much as this dark and kinky side to her had surprised him, he was getting to know that, too. He couldn’t imagine what ideas were now forming in that beautiful head of hers, but he could see that that was exactly what was happening. She was plotting, scheming, concocting some new and no doubt insane plan for all of them. And he couldn’t wait to hear all about it.

He almost jumped when she touched him. Under the table, her boot slid up his shin, the gleaming leather that William had worshiped sliding easily over the fabric of his pants. Rachel smiled at him from across the table, practically glowing with excitement as she teased him. That foot kept creeping irresistibly higher, with only one possible goal, and he gulped down a forkful of food as he waited.

Rachel’s foot nestled between his thighs, and he tried not to groan as she sat back. The sharp heel pressed against his thigh, but he didn’t care. The slight weight of her foot pressed down on his swollen cock, and every slight movement she made sent a jolt of arousal through him, and it was all he could do not to groan and gasp right there in the restaurant, in public, as his wife expertly toyed with him under the table.

“It was so hot, making him watch,” she said.

She spoke slowly, and it was true that there was really no one close enough to hear them. But still, her boldness made him breathless as she discussed their outrageous activities of the day right there in public.

“I bet it’s driving him absolutely crazy. All he gets is to watch me have fun, and I know it’s so mean, but I can’t help it. It’s just so good. I want to really drive him crazy.”

“I think you’ve already done that,” John said, and Rachel laughed as though he was joking.

But there was no denying it. It wouldn’t be hard to make the argument that William had to be at least half-crazy to put up with what she was doing to him, to even tolerate this level of humiliation and submission.

Rachel, of course, could drive any man crazy. John firmly believed that. Lately, there were times when he felt like he was on the verge of losing his own mind, her wild sexiness too pure and too powerful for anyone to stand and remain sane. All he could do at times like this, when excitement overtook her and wild ideas seem to bubble out of her, was go along for the ride. To try his best to keep up with her wild flights of fancy, knowing that really, he never stood a chance.

And there was that foot of hers, still, pressing down on his bulging cock, making him melt with desperate desire. Making him weak for her. Nothing was accidental with Rachel these days. She knew exactly what she was doing. Every look, every touch, found its target, all of it combining to make it easier for her to get whatever she wanted.

“I just thought of something that would drive him absolutely nuts. But I’m not sure you’re ready to hear it either.”

Rachel pushed a morsel of food around her plate was her fork, glancing down at it for just a second before lifting her eyes to him again. He could see slight bulge of her tongue in her cheek as she spoke, sizing him up. He felt a little drop of fear enter his heart as he looked at her. She had proven, over and over again, there was practically no limit to her dark desires. But the pleasure that came with them seemed to have no limits, too. Sometimes, he almost wished that her devious ideas weren’t as sexy as they were. Then maybe, he might have a chance. But at the same time, the larger part of him never seriously wanted that.

“What are you thinking of now?” he said, trying not to groan too much as he spoke. And she smiled without answering, picking up a napkin to dab carefully at one corner of her mouth.

“I’m going to the bathroom,” she said, sitting more upright in her chair. “Meet me there in a couple of minutes.”

His jaw dropped. But as always, gorgeous Rachel was being serious, even as the smile never left her face. Bewitched by beauty, he watched her body move as she pushed herself up from her chair, her breasts bouncing in the tight confines of the corset, the leather pants shining on her thighs and her hips and on the mouthwatering curve of her ass as she turned away from his table.

She strode across the restaurant dining room, her hips swaying with every step, looking like sex personified. And John noticed the way heads turned to watch her go, but at the same time, he could never tear his eyes away from her. It was as if the rhythm of her walk invaded his dreams, as if every second with her burned itself indelibly into his brain. He called her Goddess, and it scared him sometimes how much he meant it. She looked divine, and lately, she was acting like it, to. And the way the world seemed to just fall into place for her, the way her beauty opened every dark door, only seemed to confirm that there was something almost supernatural about her.

He picked up her phone from where she had left it on the table and slid it into his pocket. Nervous, he glanced around the restaurant. His wife was bound to cause a stir wherever she went, dressed like she was, but now she had disappeared from sight, everything went back to normal. No one seemed to be paying much attention to him now that she wasn’t by his side. He waited a few minutes, then stood, weaving his way between the tables toward the bathroom where she had disappeared.

The restaurant had single bathrooms, able to be used by either sex. Most of the doors were partially open, and when he found one that wasn’t, he knocked tentatively.

“John?”

“Yeah, it’s me,” he said in a low voice, his mouth just inches from the wood of the door. The lock clicked, and Rachel ushered him inside, closing the door behind him and locking it again.

Then she pounced.

There was no other word for it. She practically threw herself at him, pressing her gorgeous body against his as she pushed him back against the wall. Caught slightly off balance, John wrapped his arms around her, taking hold of that narrow waist, feeling the rigid structure of the corset that contained her and shaped her into such an irresistible vision of femininity.

She pressed her lips against his, almost crushing his mouth with a hungry kiss, and her hands grabbed his wrists, playfully pushing them back against the wall, pinning them above his head.

But John was having none of that, not now. He broke free of her grip easily, taking her by the upper arms and spinning her around. She gave a happy little yelp as he pushed her back against the wall now, kissing her hungrily, desperately, holding her in place. As his mouth moved down over her neck, over her shoulder, toward the deep valley of her irresistible cleavage, she tipped her head back against the tiled wall and let out a quiet gasp of excitement. This was what she wanted. Her desire primed by her own naughtiness, her own twisted ideas, she was as hungry for this as her husband was.

And while he buried his face in her cleavage, she reached for the front of his pants, feeling the unignorable bulge of her swollen cock. She chuckled to herself as she toyed with him, making him moan against her big boobs. It was almost criminally easy for her, just like it was with William. These guys never really stood a chance. But it never lost its excitement and its thrill for her to know the power she had, to know how easily she could get what she wanted. And every time she pushed, she was rewarded again, and it only made her bolder for next time.

“I was thinking,” she said.

John’s grip on her arms had slipped, his hands now on her hips, reaching for her ass with the leather pants straining over her curves. She ran her fingers through his short dark hair as he nuzzled her breasts, feeling his moans of unignorable desire against her skin.

“Maybe we should invite Cheryl around.”

That stopped him in his tracks. John raised his head away from her boobs, staring at her with his mouth open. It was a wild idea, and yet, it was exactly the sort of thing Goddess Rachel would think of. And his mind raced at the possibilities.

She didn’t need to explain why she wanted Cheryl to be involved, or what would happen when the other woman arrived. John’s cock throbbed urgently at the naughty thought, and Rachel, with her other hand fondling him through the front of his pants, smiled as she felt it and knew that once again, she was going to get exactly what she wanted.

“Cheryl?”

John’s voice was hoarse with desire, almost quavering with the force of his excitement.

“Yeah,” Rachel said gently. “Imagine it. Imagine how much that would tease William, watching me and her play with you. Like you get two girls, and he doesn’t get any. Imagine what a mind fuck that would be.”

“Oh my God,” John added, before correcting himself, “oh my Goddess.”

And, seized by another wave of pure desire, he showered Rachel’s exposed breasts with kisses even more urgently, even more desperately than before.

“That’s right, honey,” Rachel giggled, laughter pouring out of her like music to bounce back from the bathroom tile walls. “A Goddess and a Mistress to you, and nothing to him. But the usual rules apply. You have to be a very good boy to earn a treat like that.”

John nodded, unable to hide his excitement and not really trying. Then Rachel raised her eyebrows, tilting her head to one side as she took a firm hold of his swollen manhood through the fabric of his pants.

“Would you do that? Will you be a good boy? Will you be on your best behaviour, and do everything me and Cheryl say?”

John gulped. Immediately, memories of the last time he had played with these two vixens flooded his mind. They could be unbelievably cruel and teasing, outrageously desirable in the full flood of their pleasure.

And in some ways, it was like they encouraged each other. As if they tried to outdo each other in dominance, so that combined, they were even more powerful and sexy and demanding than either of them would have been on her own. But that, of course, was part of the thrill, too. Not just being with two beautiful women, but being forced to be. Being used like a sex toy, a plaything, a slave, by the woman he loved and another girl that he hardly knew, but was undeniably attracted to. Just the thought was enough to make him feel weak at the knees.

“Yes, Goddess,” he breathed, his voice little more than a ragged whisper now. And Rachel’s smile deepened on her beautiful face in the full knowledge that once again, she had won, and easily, too.

“Yeah? Going to be a good little submissive for us? She’ll like that. You know she loves a man who knows his place. And so do I.”

“Yes, Goddess,” John said, channeling all the resignation and humility he felt into his words, and knowing that it always got his wife going to hear him talk like that. This time was no exception. She bit her lip as she stared down at him over the swell of her boobs, enjoying his submission the way she always did.

“Good. Fuck, this is going to be amazing.”

There it was, that little crack in her dominant persona, the façade of the Mistress opening just a little to show the real woman underneath. And somehow, they both made the other more desirable. Goddess and wife, both almost unstoppably sexy in their own ways, and truly irresistible when they combined like this. John groaned again as his Goddess unzipped his pants, reaching inside and finding his swollen cock. She guided it out into the air, stroking and caressing, easily working him up to estate of panting sexual desperation.

She reached for the hidden zipper of her own skintight leather pants. She pulled it down, exposing herself to him. As the tips of his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her toned ass through the warm leather, she threw her arms around his shoulders. She hopped up on to him, wrapping her legs around his waist, the leather creaking and groaning as if it, too, could barely contain the promise of pleasure. John held her up against the wall, gripping her ass, the fat head of his cock pressing against the wet entrance of her pussy.

He slid easily inside. Her pussy was so wet from all this teasing that skin glided over skin, and she moaned as he pushed past the resistance of her body, plunging deep into her. She gripped him tighter, hooking her ankles behind him, clinging to his neck as she buried her head against his shoulder, and she felt like she was floating weightlessly in his arms as he pinned her against the bathroom wall. He leaned forward even more aggressively, and she let out another moan, biting his shoulder at the feeling of his cock filling her tight wet hole. They had had so much sex already that day, she was sore, but the pain only enhanced the pleasure, making her growl and groan and claw and bite, wanting more of this incredible feeling, no matter how much it hurt.

John’s hips pumped back and forth as he slid his cock in and out of her. Every thrust drove another moan or gasp out of her, her delightful breasts shuddering in the tight confines of the corset, fuelling his desire. His muscles ached as he held her up, but he barely even noticed. His whole body was trained on just one single objective now, ignoring any discomfort, any challenge, eager for the sweet release of orgasm as if he hadn’t already had several that day.

It didn’t seem to matter. If anything, it was like that desire fueled and fed off itself, so that the more pleasure they took from each other, the more they wanted. And her ideas, the things she had said, burned inside his brain, so even if he hadn’t had the blissful feeling of her tight wet pussy clench around his cock, her hot breath in his ear, her swollen breasts pushing against his chest as he fucked her against the wall, the idea alone of what lay ahead would be enough to excite him all by itself.

But before long, the physical sensations crowded out everything else. He lost himself in the moment, the rational part of his brain seeming to melt away or evaporate like steam, leaving nothing behind but physical ecstasy. His body moved as if on autopilot, knowing exactly what to do, his cock plunging rhythmically and remorselessly into his wife’s streaming pussy.

Rachel gasped and moaned and groaned. As her pleasure overwhelmed her, she howled like a wildcat in the echoing space of the restaurant bathroom, heedless of who might hear her. Her fingernails sank into his back, and she bit his shoulder again, but even that barely stifled her wild ecstatic cries. Adjusting his grip, he hooked his arms under her thighs now, holding her even higher against the wall, and she let out a wail of passion as orgasm rose inside her.

Her pussy squeezed his cock hard. The hot jet of her juices poured out of her, sliding over his skin, dripping off his cock to form a tiny puddle on the bathroom floor. She closed her eyes, tilting her head back against the wall again, her face momentarily frozen in what looked to her husband like a silent scream of pure release. And then, with a groan, she let all that tension go. She gasped and moaned and buried her head against his shoulder, her own shoulders shaking with the force of the orgasm he had given her. It felt almost like she was crying, but John knew better. She was just overwhelmed by the moment, overwhelmed by her own delicious deviance, and he felt just as overcome as she did, just as blown away by the reality of what they had done, and what they were going to do.

Her orgasm triggered his. With a gasp and a groan, he exploded inside her, emptying his body thoroughly into the tight wetness of her sex. She gasped and giggled at the feeling of him coming inside her, prove she didn’t need of how good she made him feel, of how crazy she made him.

And as his climax faded, as he groaned and growled against her shoulder, she slid slowly down his body. The high heels echoed on the tile floor as she dropped to her feet, and he released his grip on her, his manhood sliding easily out of her wet pussy.

Her legs trembled as she walked away from him. In the large mirror on one wall, she could see flecks of moisture on the leather of her pants, between her thighs, and she grabbed a piece of toilet paper to clean herself up. Carefully, she sipped her tight leather pants back up over her throbbing pussy, adjusting her prominent boobs in the mirror, tugging at the tight corset. Then she fixed her hair. But there was no denying what she saw her in the reflecting glass. The glow in her cheeks and the fire in her eyes said it all. She looked like a woman who had just been solidly fucked, and that thought sent the exhibitionist part of her heart into overdrive. She could feel it beating in her chest, hammering away, still not recovered from the excitement of what they had done, no matter how composed she tried to appear.

John stood behind her, his eyes still locked on her. Orgasm or not, he was still practically obsessed with her body, unable to think of anything else. Slowly, he zipped up his pants, but the expression on his face was still almost wolfish, his desire dulled by recent orgasm, but never fully gone.

Good. That was exactly how Rachel wanted him.

“Do you have my phone?”

She held out her hand, and John reached into his pocket, handing her the device. She tapped out a text to Cheryl, then handed the phone back to him. Wordlessly, he put it back into his pocket. It was like he was getting more used to serving her, bowing more easily to her whims and commands. Good. She liked him obedient. Just like she liked it when he sometimes lost control, like earlier, when he had pinned her against the bathroom wall and taken what she had been flaunting in front of him all evening.

“Okay, we should get back and pay the bill. I don’t think I need dessert, do you?”

“No, Goddess Rachel,” John all but growled, as she smiled at him.

The thought of the night ahead ignited both their hearts, both of them hungry now for more pleasure, more naughtiness, that would push the boundaries of their relationship and their image of who they were as people. And somehow, it never failed. Somehow, for all the danger that came with this kind of experimentation, it felt like they never made a mistake. That desire had never led them astray, but only encouraged them to ever greater heights of ecstasy and bliss.

It was always the same. Neither of them had any reason to think tonight would be any different.

“You go first,” she said to John, nodding to the door. “I’ll wait a minute or two, then join you back at the table.”

He nodded wordlessly, and stepped carefully out of the bathroom, shutting the door behind him right away. Breathless, she turned to the mirror again, running her hands over her narrow waist, watching the way her corseted boobs swelled as she took a deep breath to prepare herself.

It wasn’t always easy, being Goddess Rachel. But again and again these days, she had to admit that there was nothing she wanted more.
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