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Girl’s Night

Rachel’s desire surprised even her.

It was hardly the first time that had happened. Ever since they had started playing these crazy games, she had been amazed by what turned her on, the ideas that seemed to sprout in her mind fully formed, as if they came from somewhere outside herself. Things she would once never have contemplated now seemed unbelievably sexy to her, so that the life she was living with her husband and, now, William and Cheryl too, seemed like something out of the wildest fantasy rather than their new reality.

What surprised her now, as she took a step back from Cheryl, her strap-on dildo sliding easily out of the other woman’s claimed mouth, was how badly she wanted Cheryl. She wanted to fuck her, like she had never wanted a woman before, and this unexpected aggression in her seemed to go perfectly with the masculine appendage she had strapped to herself. It was like she was experiencing a whole new spirit of existence, a whole new way of being, and she loved it.

“Come here,” she said.

As usual, she spoke to Cheryl more softly than she did to the boys, giving her orders in a gentler town. But that didn’t stop them from being orders. The younger woman straightened up as Rachel took her by the arm, pulling her toward her.

She led Cheryl toward the bed and stopped, grabbing her by the back of the neck and pulling her face toward her to give her a hungry kiss. And Cheryl returned it with the exact same hunger, the same passion, the desperate desire inside her obvious. Rachel couldn’t help smiling against the other woman’s lips. Once again, an idea that it seemed absolutely insane in the cold light of day had worked perfectly. Again, she felt like she had gotten away with something, as her taking the game to some wild level that no one had expected, but no one could resist. Again, Rachel had the feeling that she could get away with anything.

Lifting her lips off Cheryl’s mouth, she guided the other woman to the bed. Cheryl sat down on the mattress, her breasts bouncing in the latex dress she still wore, the skirt pulled up around her hips. Her soft thighs jiggled adorably, and Rachel bit her lip as that hunger swelled inside her, that sexual aggression seeming only to grow.

She climbed onto the bed with Cheryl. Her hands on the other woman’s curvaceous body, she wordlessly guided her into position. Cheryl turned, smiling her own smile of deviant pleasure, as she saw what Rachel wanted. She got on her hands and knees, facing the foot of the bed where William was chained up.

Her dark hair hung down on either side of her face, her breasts hanging in the tight latex dress, a beautiful cleavage Rachel knew her boyfriend would be powerless to ignore. And her own fantastic cleavage swelled with every breath she took as she positioned herself behind Cheryl, her hand on one of her hips to steady herself, the other taking hold of her fake cock that now glistened with the younger woman’s saliva.

Cheryl moaned as Rachel rubbed the head of the dildo over her wet slit, teasing her with it. Her full hips wiggled so adorably, her body clearly desperate for the pleasure this new development promised. She wanted it, and Rachel bit her bruised yeah not sure you want to really lip again, unable to stop herself as another wave of arousal crashed over her.

Still, she paused a second or two longer. She turned to look at her husband, holding his gaze with hers, flashing him a teasing little smile. He didn’t smile back. He looked at her as if there had never been anything more serious in his life, as if nothing had ever mattered quite the way that this did. And that only turned her on more.

Cheryl moaned as the thick head of the dildo parted the swollen lips of her pussy. The toy sank easily inside, lubricated by her excitement and by John’s saliva, and Rachel stared down, watching as it filled her up. Her own pussy spasmed and clenched at the sight, gripping the end of the dildo that was buried inside her, and she let out a gasp of her own.

Then, holding Cheryl by the hips, she began to fuck her from behind.

Cheryl moaned desperately in time with every thrust. Her body quivered and trembled under Rachel’s hands, so sweetly responsive to everything Rachel was doing. Rachel didn’t even try to keep the smile off her face, reveling in every moment of this new outrageous experience as she watched Cheryl’s pussy clench around the toy.

She had never envied men sexually. Compared to her own orgasms — especially lately — male pleasure had often seemed to be much to do much ado about nothing, more drive than satisfaction, more build-up than release. But now, grabbing Cheryl by her big hips and penetrating her from behind, making that big ass bounce and jiggle with every thrust of her hips, she had to admit, she could see the appeal. Lately, she had had endless opportunities to feel in charge in the bedroom, and she loved every one of them. If this was yet another new experience, yet another way to be on top, she absolutely loved it.

The boning of her corset creaked as she slammed her body against Cheryl’s, the rhythmic slap of skin on skin filling the bedroom with torture and ecstasy. Cheryl was mewing like a kitten, her whole body bouncing, her hair swaying, all of it happening right in front of William’s hungry eyes.

Rachel could see him over Cheryl’s bent back. Especially when Cheryl, exhausted by pleasure, leaned forward, lowering her head down onto her folded arms. Arching her back, she practically offered herself to Rachel, and Rachel smirked at her boyfriend as he watched her pound Cheryl from behind. His eyes dropped to Cheryl’s body from time to time, but mostly, he kept his focus on Rachel. Entranced, just like always, by her body, by her beauty, by her dominance, unable, ultimately, to tear his attention away.

A sheen of sweat was starting to form on Rachel’s skin. It was hard to catch her breath. Her thighs ached, her stomach muscles ached, and again, she reflected on this taste she was getting of the male experience of sex. It was harder work than she had realized. But there was no question that it was worth it, as Cheryl cried out in desperate passion beneath her. After so often feeling like a goddess these days, especially when her husband or her boyfriend worshiped her the way they did, fucking Cheryl was starting to make her feel like a god. And she smiled at William even through her gasps and her breathless aches, winking at him while she did what he was forbidden to do, her fake cock somehow luckier and more desired than his real one.

Cheryl was moaning and gasping, but she wasn’t the only one. The part of the dildo that was buried inside Rachel’s pussy wasn’t nearly as big as what Cheryl was taking inside her, and the pleasure was less intense. But it added up. Rachel could feel it accumulating inside her, thrust by thrust, ecstasy feeding on itself the way it so often did these days, the way she was coming to expect it to.

But Cheryl came first. Rachel grinned, her own dark hair swaying around her face with the rhythm of her thrusts as she rode Cheryl’s big ass like a jockey, pounding her toward orgasm. Cheryl’s face was almost buried in the mattress, but her ecstatic cries could still be heard, echoing in the bedroom air, leaving no one in any doubt about what she was feeling.

Rachel felt the straps of the toy grew tighter around her as Cheryl’s spasming pussy threatened to pull it off her body, but they held. And she growled as she drove herself even harder against the other woman, driving the dildo all the way inside her to feel every spasm and vibration of Cheryl’s orgasm.

Then, she pulled out. Her fake cock was shining with the juices of sex, a white ring around the black silicon as the undeniable evidence of her powerful orgasm. Cheryl slumped on the bed, the gleaming latex of her dress showing the way her ribs rose and fell as she breathed deeply, worn out by being fucked so hard. And Rachel was tired too, but she felt like some conquering hero as she sat back against the headboard of the bed, her breasts pushed up practically under her chin as she breathed, the slick black cock projecting from between her legs like a weapon. And unlike the men in her life, the ones who were watching from their own tiny little prisons of desire, it would never go soft. It would never be satisfied. The only limit here was desire.

It’d been a long night. But Rachel was still far from done. As always, she was getting everything her own way, but if anything, that only encouraged her, spurring her to even wilder acts of cruelty and domination. The guys were still watching, their hungry eyes still locked on her, and it wasn’t responsibility she felt, to give them an unforgettable night. It was much darker than that. It was a desire to take things as far as they could go, to push past every limit, to be completely unfettered in her dark sexual divinity.

“Oh my God,” she heard Cheryl say as the other woman pushed herself upright on the mattress at last. “Oh my God.”

“Good, huh?”

Cheryl blinked. The way she was looking at Rachel now had something in it, maybe, beyond desire. She was looking at Rachel now as if she had never seen anything quite like her, as if she couldn’t quite believe in the reality of what they had done. And Rachel knew that expression. She had seen it on her husband’s face, and on William’s, especially lately. But seeing it on a woman was, again, another delicious thrill, another delightful inversion of everything they had been doing so far.

“Good? That was amazing.”

“Yeah? I guess I fuck you better than these two losers ever could.”

Cheryl burst out laughing, a musical sound that poured out of her, her big boobs bouncing in the tight latex dress that still contained them. Rachel’s eyes flickered over the other woman with undisguised lust. Cheryl looked good, especially now, glowing with satisfaction, flushed with the radiance of sex. And Rachel’s own pussy, still full of the other end of the dildo, was clenching around the toy, still hungry for release. She was glad she had made Cheryl cum, especially in front of the captive audience. But there was still more to go before the night was finished.

“Well, we’re not done yet. Pop up here, cowgirl.”

Rachel patted her leather-covered thigh as she spoke, a gesture that made her fake cock sway from side to side. As often happened at moments like this, she wondered what would happen if Cheryl refused. She had to be tired, and she had clearly cum, and maybe she had had enough. Rachel wondered how she would save face and still seem like the dominant goddess everyone wanted her to be if that happened.

But she didn’t need to worry. A broad grin spread across Cheryl’s pretty face, and she turned on the mattress, crawling slowly toward her first ever female lover. Rachel could see the fatigue in her movements, her limbs seeming heavy as she crawled, but it didn’t stop her. The desire overcame her weariness, and Rachel took it as another tribute to her unstoppable sex appeal as Cheryl once again did what she was told.

“Face that way. Toward our little chastity boy. Let him see everything.”

Cheryl giggled at Rachel’s cruelty and faced the footboard where William was bound as she struggled Rachel’s lap. She spread her thick thighs apart, the skirt of her latex dress no obstruction now that it was bunched up around her hips.

Reaching down between her legs, she took hold of Rachel’s cock. Rachel let out a little sigh as she felt it move inside her, just a little. Certainly, it was no match for Cheryl’s moan of pleasure as she guided the toy back into her dripping pussy, spreading her legs wide as she sank down on top of it.

Her fat ass was right in Rachel’s view, and she grabbed it with both hands, smiling to herself. As Cheryl began to bounce up and down on top of her, riding her cock, Rachel smiled once again at her husband. She watched him beside the bed, abandoned and teased beyond all endurance, and yet he still said nothing. He still just watched in silence, taking in this humiliating show, watching her betray him and wanting her more than ever because of it. It was such a wild rush, it made Rachel’s pussy spasm again, the cruel teeth of sadism biting deep into her heart and never letting go, shaking her like a terrier.

Cheryl had clearly found a second burst of energy. The pleasure of what they were doing made her fatigue vanish, an experience Rachel had had many times herself. At times like this, nothing mattered beyond sex, nothing mattered more than that. Tiredness was no match for the promise of pleasure that hung in the air like the electrical discharge after a storm.

Cheryl’s ass bounced more vigorously on top of Rachel, and the married woman couldn’t resist smacking it. Cheryl yelped with passion rather than pain, and Rachel gripped the reddened flesh of her ass, digging her fingernails into it with a little hiss of delight between her teeth.

Cheryl held her hair back from her own face, and Rachel could imagine how her boobs must be bouncing wildly in the tight latex, how it must be driving William crazy, how his cock must be aching inside the chastity that she controlled completely, his orgasms now hers to allow or deny as she saw fit. It was all too much. The intoxicating kinkiness of it, the wild rush of being in control. She closed her eyes as bliss swelled inside her, sweeping her away, her pussy spasming hard around the end of the dildo that was buried inside her. Rachel moaned and came, her chest expanding with bliss, passion exploding inside her. It was all ecstasy, all of it, and as her climax slowly faded, she was struck once again by disbelief that this was her life now. That this was what she had made happen, creating a situation where three people practically depended on her for the wildest thrills of their life.

And Cheryl was still bouncing on top of her. The end of the toy in Rachel’s pussy continued to probe her dripping depths, in time with the movements of Cheryl’s body as the younger woman fucked herself in front of the two watching men. Rachel held her by the hips now, watching with glassy eyes as one tremor after another passed through Cheryl’s body. Again, she felt that pull on the straps of the dildo as Cheryl’s body spasmed in lust, as another climax came, just as powerfully and loudly and beautifully as the last.

Cheryl practically froze, just for a moment, at the very peak of explosion. And then she let out a loud, shivering cry as she came, and Rachel smiled as she felt the hot rush of the other woman’s fluids on her body, dripping down over the shining black cock, the gleaming black latex, over her own moist skin, slick with sweat and the juices of her own arousal. The smell of sex hung in the air, adding to the torment of the watching men, and Rachel loved it. She loved every minute of what was happening, intoxicated by the thrill of it all, and the craziness of it was part of the fun.

With a gasp, Cheryl leaned forward. The dildo slipped free of her pussy as she flopped on the bed next to Rachel, her head toward the footboard. The poor girl was trembling, filled with a pleasure that was so powerful, it was almost toxic. And Rachel knew just how she felt.

But goddesses get to be greedy. And that was exactly how Rachel felt as she moved again on the bed, inching down the mattress toward the footboard where William waited.

Like always, she could feel everyone’s eyes on her. Not just William’s, but John’s and Cheryl’s as well. Even in her blissed-out fatigue, Cheryl managed to lift her head from the mattress, her eyes wet with pleasure as she watched the show continue.

Rachel kneeled above William. Her whole outfit creaked, the tight corset and skintight leather pants, even the high heels she still wore. Her provocative outfit from dinner was maybe better suited to this bedroom scene than it had been to the restaurant, but after all, that was part of the fun. No one could argue with the results. Look what it had brought them all.

William stared up at her. She knew that expression on his face well. That expression of adoration, of worship, of desire that seemed to wipe his mind clean of anything else. Unable to even form a sensible thought that wasn’t about sex. About her.

And there was his cock, caged in its black prison like a mocking echo of the black appendage she had strapped onto herself, awarding herself the masculinity she had taken so easily from him. Her boyfriend, her servant, her chastity slave, a man whose desire for her now seemed past all bounds of reason, now seemed like the central fact of his existence. This was all a game, Rachel knew, and often had to remind herself. Any one of them could stop it all, any time they wanted to. But sometimes, especially with William, it didn’t feel that way. And it felt like she had warped his mind irrevocably, so that the more they played at him being her slave, her personal property, the more true it became.

And in that moment, she didn’t feel even slightly bad about it.

She reached out and took hold of his hair, on the top of his head, where it was longest. Her other hand closed around the base of the glistening dildo, only just able to fit around its girth. She smiled down at him with a question in her eyes, a question she felt she knew the answer to. As always, William stared up at her with undisguised lust.

She brought the cock closer to his mouth. It was almost as if he was seeing it for the first time as he looked at it with a look of repulsion on his face. It made Rachel want to laugh, the way the tattered remnants of his masculine pride tried to rebel against her, but with zero success. He couldn’t resist her now, not without using the safe word that by now, she felt confident he never would. And certainly, he didn’t this time.

She rubbed the head of it over his lips, leaving a shining trial of Cheryl’s cum.

“Open,” she demanded.

William hesitated, but not for long. Never for long. He opened his mouth, and she grinned broadly as she slid the cock inside. Even more than she had when she made Cheryl suck it, she felt a rush of power, an unbelievable feeling of conquest that only made her more cruel. She pulled the fistful of his hair that she held, guiding the toy deep inside his mouth slowly, slowly, making him feel his desperate helplessness as she used him in such a humiliating way.

“Suck it, bitch,” she ordered with a sneer that made Cheryl gasp on the bed beside her. “Suck her cum off my cock like the slut you are.”

Over on the chair at her vanity, John groaned too, a groan of frustration and desire and shock at the words he was hearing coming out of his wife’s mouth. He loved it when she was dominant and cruel, but she didn’t imagine he had ever anticipated anything quite like this. She hadn’t herself, even when she bought the toy. She had planned to fuck Cheryl in front of the guys, but that had been as far as her ideas had gone. Like always, she was willing to surprise herself and to ride these crazy ideas as far as they took her.

William did what she said. He knew he had no choice. His cheeks colored, his eyes dropping from hers as if he couldn’t meet her stare in the shadow of yet another defeat. But he sucked her cock. His cheeks hollowed as his lips wrapped tight around the toy, and she laughed out loud, mocking him as she moved her hips back and forth, fucking his mouth.

“That’s right. That’s a good little cocksucker. Wow, you’re really a natural at this. Maybe I should have trained you to be my personal cocksucker a long time ago. That’s it, use your tongue. Tease it. Good boy, good boy. What a good boy. Make sure you get every drop of her off it. I want this thing spotless by the time you’re done, bitch.”

Just like always, there was that part of her that seemed to stand outside herself, watching the whole scene, absolutely shocked by what she was saying. But that part wasn’t Goddess Rachel. That wasn’t who she wanted to be in this moment. Right now, the sneering, demanding, mocking dominatrix was exactly what everyone wanted. And as she fucked William’s face, she could feel her own juices sliding slowly down her thighs, leaking out of her as the dildo continued to move between her silken folds.

William gasped and gulped as she thrust deeper, his eyes watering. The humiliating sound of it filled the room, and she swept her hair back from her face, her breasts bouncing in her corset as she continued to use his mouth. She felt fantastic, the sexy queen that no one could say no to, and it turned her on so much. Even as the dildo moved inside her, she knew she was going to need more.

“Hold it there. Just like that.”

William raised his eyes toward her again, his lips tight around the shaft as she reached behind her back. She unbuckled the straps, removing the dido’s harness as William held it in his mouth. The other end slipped free of her, and she felt an aching emptiness in her pussy that demanded to be filled. Smiling, she turned to Cheryl lying on the bed, watching the whole outrageous spectacle.

“Your turn,” she said.

Cheryl blinked. At first, it seemed like maybe she didn’t understand. But quickly, she got the idea. A wild smile spread across her cute face, and she pushed herself upright on the mattress, moving toward William.

Rachel leaned away, making room for her, watching as Cheryl’s unpracticed hands fumbled with the straps of the dildo. She got them around herself, guiding the toy inside her and tightening the straps so that now, the toy seemed a part of her, just like it had seemed a part of Rachel only moments before. And William still had his mouth wrapped around it as one mistress changed places with another.

“Ever had a guy in chastity suck your cock before?” Rachel said, knowing the answer.

“No,” Cheryl giggled, “I can’t say that I have.”

And already, Rachel could see the other woman’s hips moving, the same sense of power coming over her that had come over Rachel. Just like Rachel had, she grabbed a fistful of William’s hair, sliding the fake cock deeper inside his throat until he began to gag.

Both women laughed at that, sharing a look that spoke volumes. The truth was, Rachel liked sucking cock, in the right context. But it was hard work, and there was part of both of them that felt a certain amount of sadistic joy at making the boys experience what it felt like to be so intimately invaded like that.

Rachel sat back on the bed. The high heels she still wore caught in the bedsheets as she scrabbled back toward the headboard. While Cheryl continued to fuck William’s mouth, Rachel looked across at her husband, flashing him another naughty smile. Then, she turned her attention back to Cheryl.

“Hey, Cheryl? I want you to fuck me.”

To be food today lingers Cheryl stopped dead. In the silence that followed, Rachel could hear William breathing rapidly through his nose, the toy still buried in his mouth. Cheryl let go of his hair, sweeping her own hair back from her face as she turned to look back over her shoulder. The smile is spread over her lips was almost hypnotic.

William gasped at the cock slipped free of his mouth. But now, no one’s attention was on him. Instead, everyone — Rachel, John, William — watched Cheryl as she crawled along the bed, the shining cock swaying between her thighs with every movement she made.

With a tight knot of desire in her stomach, Rachel spread her legs, inviting the other woman in. And Cheryl positioned herself right there, between Rachel’s eyes. Her hands moved over the smooth skin, her fingers caressing Rachel’s body, sending little jolts of pleasure through her as she stared up at this as her latex goddess kneeling above her.

Cheryl leaned down and pressed her lips against Rachael’s. The two women kissed with wild passion, their watery mouths locked momentarily together, tongues and lips moving over one another in a delicate dance of desperate arousal. And they were still kissing as Rachel moaned, feeling the head of the dildo pressing against her sensitive pussy. Cheryl lifted her mouth away as she slid the fake cock inside, and Rachel let out a loud cry of pure pleasure as the toy split her apart. Her high heels scrabbled in the bed sheets, her hands reaching up to grip the headboard behind her, her eyes closed, her mouth open, every cell of her body seeming to light up with pleasure and passion, all at the same time.

Cheryl inched forward. And then, moving her hips, she began to fuck Rachel. The dildo slid easily in and out of Rachael’s hungry pussy, the wet sound of it once again filling the room, tormenting the watching men who both desperately wished it could be them making her moan and wail like this.

But it wasn’t. For now, it was Cheryl who got that honor. And Rachel could hardly breathe with the excitement of how it felt to be fucked by another woman while her husband and her sex slave watched.
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