

Caging Andre

Cheryl’s hand dipped between Rachel’s thighs.

Rachel gasped, trembling at the other woman’s touch. She could feel the desire in every movement Cheryl made, could feel the affection and lust. It was amazing, really. Just a couple of weeks ago, neither of them had ever been with a girl, or ever wanted to. And now, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other.

But was it really so surprising? All the sexual tension they generated together had to go somewhere. All these outfits, all this teasing – it all demanded an outlet. And Cheryl was undeniably sexy. Rachel agreed with her husband there. Besides, what could be a better tease, a better show of female superiority? Both women got to do whatever they wanted with each other, forcing men to watch and long for what they couldn’t have.

Sex with Cheryl would have been a pleasure anyway, Rachel was sure. But the fact that it was part of these games of domination, the fact that it was done aa a tease for other men, now including Andre, took it to a new stratospheric height.

Cheryl’s fingers moved over Rachel’s pussy. Rachel spread her legs, leaning slightly back on the bed, supporting herself with her hands. Her bare breasts rose and fell on her chest as she moaned, and the sound of her voice encouraged Cheryl to press two fingers deep inside her pussy. Cheryl smiled, kissing Rachel again as she felt the lubrication of her juices, felt her obvious desire.

But even as they kissed, Rachel looked at Andre. Relishing that look on his face, that twisted desire, that jealous ache. His cock throbbed as if in tribute to their beauty and sex appeal, the unignorable mechanism of their control over him. It only made Rachel moan and groan louder to see what she was doing to him, to see how badly he wanted what he couldn’t have.

Cheryl lifted her lips away from Rachel’s. Still smiling, she kissed her way down the other woman’s body. Rachel moaned again at the feeling of her lips against her breasts, Cheryl finding her swollen nipple and taking it into her mouth. Her tongue slid over it, and Rachel trembled again, her pussy spasming around Cheryl’s invading fingers. Her whole body was responding to the other woman’s touch, her excitement rising by the second, and she didn’t need to exaggerate her moans and gasps of bliss for Andre’s benefit. She didn’t need to try and tease him. Reality was more than enough. What was really happening, the joy she was really feeling, was enough to drive him crazy all by itself. All she had to do was let herself feel it, and her passion would make him her slave.

Cheryl’s black hair shone like silk as she continued kissing her way down Rachel’s body. Over the swell of her breasts, over her stomach, heading inevitably toward her thighs. Rachel smiled, knowing where this was going, and welcoming it. She parted her thighs even more, her fingers sliding easily through Cheryl’s straight black hair, sweeping it away from her face. And as Cheryl lowered her head into Rachel’s lap, Rachel smiled over her at Andre.

His brown eyes were blazing. His mouth hung open, his full lips parted, but he didn’t say a word. He didn’t look away. He couldn’t. Just like John, when she teased him like this. Just like William. They were all such different men, but when it came to this, it always ended up the same. Like they were frozen with that desire, like it drove everything else out of their heads, destroying the ego so that in that moment of teasing and torment, they were all the same. All worshiping their goddess with their eyes, with their throbbing cocks, with every cell of their body trained on her like a searchlight. And all Rachel had to do was have fun performing for them.

She let out a long moan of pleasure as Cheryl’s tongue danced over her pussy. So warm, so wet, so soft yet firm at the same time. The younger woman knew exactly what she was doing. Inexperienced or not, she had learned so well what made Rachel happy, and she was using every one of her newly acquired skills to drive her female lover crazy with excitement.

Cheryl shifted on the bed, changing her position to get better access, and Rachel lay back on her elbows. She didn’t lie all the way down, though. She wanted to keep her eyes on Andre, wanted to see every micro expression of his face as he watched this outrageous spectacle. She lifted one leg, the heel of her boot sinking slightly into the mattress, giving Cheryl better access to her pussy. Cheryl’s tongue slid inside Rachel’s soft folds, and at the same time, her palm pressed against Rachel’s sensitive clitoris, making her squirm and shriek as she vibrated it rapidly.

Outside, the party was still going on, but the three of them had almost forgotten about it. Rachel didn’t care how much noise she was making, didn’t care if other people heard her cries of ecstasy or not. This was all that mattered now, this thrilling sex they were having, this desperate pleasure that was all the more delicious because it was being denied to one of them.

Rachel felt an orgasm blooming inside her, and she let it come. She wanted nothing more than that, to feel that warm golden glow of pleasure filling her, and to let Andre see it. Her breathing grew short, her chest tightening, and she arched her back as she groaned in pleasure, Cheryl’s hot little mouth getting the better of her, driving her toward that blissful explosion.

When she came, it ran through her like a shockwave. Rachel trembled and gasped on the bed, squirming and moaning, panting with pure bliss. She could hear her own wetness as Cheryl lapped it up, eager to taste her, almost feeding off her body like there was nothing more delicious in the world. Finally, with a groan, Rachel allowed herself to fall back fully on the bed, closing her eyes for a moment, grabbing her own breasts and shivering as she squeezed her sensitive nipples in her hands. It was all so kinky, so wild, so incredible, and Rachel, as she usually did at times like this, felt like she needed a moment to process it all, to let the pleasure flow through her, to let her climax slowly fade after it had overwhelmed her completely.

But orgasm or not, the show was far from over. That wild sexual tension was still vibrating in the air between them, the room seeming ready to burst into flames with it at any moment. Rachel had had her own selfish orgasm, but Cheryl still wanted more, and so, of course, did Andre. And in her own way, Rachel did too. Even in the shadow of the powerful orgasm she had just had, she craved more. The situation they had engineered was simply too exciting to stop at just one orgasm.

With an effort, Rachel pushed herself up on the mattress again. Looking across the room, she smiled to see Andre still watching from his corner, still with that same expression of frustrated lust on his face. She was sure no one had ever put him through anything like this. He was the kind of guy who effortlessly charmed women, who got whatever he wanted from them. The kind of guy that women would throw themselves at, would be happy to be taken by. No one had ever made him beg, ever humiliated him, ever reduced him to little more than a prop for their own selfish sexual pleasure. And Rachel was absolutely delighted to be the first to break this man down.

“How badly do you want to cum right now?”

She grinned as she spoke, tossing her ponytail back over her shoulder. Andre’s burning eyes traveled up and down her body, taking in her nakedness, her skin flushed with pleasure. And his eyes moved over Cheryl too, admiring her corseted curves, lusting after her while she smiled at him with her face that shone with the juices of Rachel’s orgasm.

“So badly, Goddess Rachel,” he groaned, and the sound of his voice was so pitiful, Rachel almost felt sorry for him. But this, after all, was the point. And this was what turned her on like nothing else, this power she had to make men suffer from their own desire, from their helpless lust for her.

“Please,” he said in a voice that cracked with the force of his longing,

Rachel slid toward the edge of the mattress. She stood up. She tried to control the shaking of her legs as she walked across the room, still in her high-heeled boots and nothing else. She stood above Andre, placing her finger under his chin and tilting it upward so that he was looking up at her. She knew he could smell the sex rising from her, the scent of her pleasure unmistakable in his nostrils with every breath he took. And his cock throbbed so desperately, so urgently, his whole body practically aimed at her was like a missile. But only she could press the launch button.

“No,” she said simply.

She turned and walked away from him, not trying to hide the sinister smile that spread across her face at the groan that came out of him. A strangled cry of rage and of despair and of frustration that was music to her ears, that made her heart pound in her chest at the acknowledgement of her irresistible sexual power. Cheryl saw that smile and echoed it with one of her own, the two women grinning at each other, delighted with what they had done to him. And delighted, too, with what they had done to each other, filled with the power they had to drive him crazy with unbearable desire.

Rachel turned and sat down on the edge of the mattress again. Cheryl was kneeling on the bed close to her, and she reached out an arm, pulling Cheryl against her again. The younger woman smiled as she nestled her body close to Rachel’s, and Rachel’s hands traveled over Cheryl’s big boobs, and Cheryl’s hand moved over Rachel’s thighs, sliding over the smooth skin, both women teasing and pleasing one another right in front of the agonized captive.

“You know what, though? Maybe I could be persuaded to let you cum. But you’d have to give me something really big.”

“Anything, Goddess Rachel.”

Andre made the promise rashly, the words blurting out from between his lips before he could stop them. Rachel’s smile glinted dangerously as she held his eyes with hers.

“Anything? That’s a dangerous promise to make to a Goddess. Because you know what I think? I think, if we make that cock cum, we should own it. The truth is, we only play with cocks that we control. Isn’t that right, Cheryl?”

“That’s right,” Cheryl said, nuzzling her face against Rachel’s neck, kissing the skin and making the other woman smile.

But Andre didn’t smile. He just watched, staring in shock, not fully understanding what they were talking about, but nervous about what it might mean. As he should be. The big reveal was coming, and Rachel could hardly wait.

“So if we let you cum, you have to promise that you’ll only cum for us. That Mistress Cheryl will own your orgasms from now on. You’ll only get to cum if she says so.”

“This is fucking insane,” Andre said.

His voice sounded choked, the pressure of this wild moment getting to him. But despite what he said, he was still looking at them with that same look of desire and excitement on his face.

Rachel decided it was time to escalate things.

“Maybe,” she said with a shrug.

And, detaching herself from Cheryl’s arms again, she walked back across the room toward Andre. He watched her coming, his heart probably rising with hope with every step she took, thinking she might release him, or at least give him what he wanted. But instead, she picked up her bag. She had dropped it to the floor as they walked into the bedroom, and it stayed there during what followed. Now, she reached inside, not trying to conceal her smile of happiness as she pulled out a chastity cage.

It gleamed blackly in her hand. The exact same model she had bought for William. After all, why argue with success? The device had proven itself inescapable, and unrivaled when it came to making a man submit. Now, she held the cruel cage out in the palm of her hand, watching Andre’s eyes go wide as he stared at it.

“What the fuck is that?”

“That, cuck, is exactly what it looks like,” Rachel said, grinning as she spoke. “It’s a cage for your cock. We’ll lock it on, and then we really would own it. You wouldn’t be able to cum without our permission. No more jerking off. No more one night stands. Just total control. And you won’t believe how horny you’ll get, locked up in here with no relief except when we say so. You’ll be begging for release, promising us anything. Trust me. You’re not the first slave boy I’ve put under lock and key.”

Andre shook his head. He was still kneeling on the floor, still with the belt tight around his neck and lashed to the door handle beside him. He didn’t try to escape, not that he could. Rachel’s stomach fluttered as she waited for him to resist. Maybe this was a step too far. Maybe they were crazy for even thinking of doing this; certainly, that thought had crossed her mind several times while they were planning Andre’s enslavement. William was one thing, but Andre was a different kind of man. And even though Rachel didn’t doubt her sexiness, or her persuasive abilities when it came to men, she knew that everyone has their limits. And for all the fun of the game, for all the dark delight of being in charge and of imposing her will on others, she had no intention of actually forcing him into genuine slavery.

He had to want it. That was the key. That was what made everything work, what made William and John into willing slaves to her and Cheryl, what made the whole game kinky fun instead of something even darker.

Andre shook his head, but he didn’t say a word. Rachel kept waiting, for that ‘no’ to fall from his lips, but it didn’t come. She raised her eyebrows as she looked down at him, and he looked up at her, that same expression of unrelieved desire on his face. It was like he couldn’t say anything. Like he was so taken in by the potent cocktail of lust and fear he was feeling that he couldn’t choose a side.

Rachel knew she was going to have to lay it all out for him.

“It’s quite simple, cuck,” she said, not breaking character for a second. “This is the only way you get to fuck us. If you agree to wear this afterward and become Cheryl’s chastity slave. That’s it. If you’re too scared of losing cock privileges, if you’re too selfish to submit to a gorgeous woman like her, that’s fine. We can end this right now. You can go back to the party, and that will be that. But the real question is, will you be able to live with turning your back on the biggest thrill of your life?”

Like always, she had no idea where the words were coming from. She didn’t know how she channeled this persona, how she managed to say such outrageous things with such calm, as if she had done this a thousand times before. As if she wasn’t still learning her way in these games of domination, still making it up as she went. So far, that had always worked out for her, and she hoped she was right to roll the dice again.

Everything seemed to wait on Andre’s answer. Everything seemed to hinge on it, like nothing else mattered. She had offered the same choice, with different details, to William and John, and they had both accepted it, more scared of being without her than they were of what she might do to them once they were in her power. But she genuinely had no idea what Andre was going to choose until he said it.

“Okay,” Andre said.

Rachel could have squealed with happiness at those simple syllables. She felt like jumping up and down on the spot, clapping her hands together giddily. She was so excited, the wild thrill of acquiring a new toy filling her world in that moment, so that the joy of it all made her almost breathless. But she tried to maintain her standard Goddess calm, even while her breath caught in her chest, while her heart hammered wildly beneath her ribs. Another victory. Another win for Goddess Rachel, another in the lengthening line of victories she had on her record as she went around conquering one man after another.

“Yeah? You’re sure? You’re ready to give up your orgasms for Cheryl?”

Andre tore his eyes away from Rachel with visible effort, looking across the room at Cheryl. Again, his stare moved up and down over her body, taking in her curves as she sat there beaming with happiness, flushed with the thrill of victory. Rachel knew it was her victory more than it was Cheryl’s, but she didn’t begrudge her protégé this. This was always the deal.

Besides, there was something almost unspeakably sexy about her seducing and breaking this young stud and then handing him over to her, like personal property.

“Yes, Godess Rachel,” Andre said, his voice thick with emotion. “Yes, Mistress Cheryl.”

Still holding the chastity device, Rachel turned to look over her shoulder at Cheryl. Cheryl sat on the bed open-mouthed, as if she hadn’t quite believed that this was going to happen until that very moment. Even as they teased him, bound him, made him grovel at their feet. Rachel understood. Because this was more than that. This was long term, their kinky game extending into the future, their sexual power becoming more real.

“Good boy,” Rachel said. “That’s a good boy. And good boys get rewarded. Let’s get that cock a nice going away party before Cheryl takes ownership of it.”

The chastity device in one hand, Rachel stepped forward and untied the belt from the door handle with the other. She pulled on it, using it as a leash, and Andre, looking humiliated, rose to his feet. It was such a fun juxtaposition, this powerful and muscular man naked on the end of the leash while she, wearing only her tall boots, led him across the room, that Rachel felt another little surge of arousal, another little swell of excitement deep in her body.

She guided Andre over to the bed and made him lie down. He did, his broad shoulders shifting as he squirmed, his cock swaying with every movement he made. Cheryl moved across the mattress, making room for him, kneeling over him like some beautiful bird of prey swooping down on its next meal. And Rachel, setting the chastity device down on the table beside the bed, climbed onto the mattress too, kneeling on Andre’s other side.

He lay on his back between them both, turning his head to look first at one, that at the other. Like he couldn’t believe he was in bed with these two beauties, but the bondage he was in meant he couldn’t do what he so clearly wanted to do with them. He just had to wait for them to allow it.

She looked at Cheryl, and nodded. Cheryl, not saying a word, moved on the bed, her big breasts swelling out over the top of her tight corset. Andre’s eyes followed her, a look of pure excitement on his face as she mounted him. She straddled his legs, reaching down and taking hold of his cock, stroking it slowly. Then, she mounted him. Rachel bit her lip as she watched. Andre was more well endowed than either John or William, but Cheryl took his cock like a champ, hungry for who knew how long for this exact moment of consummation. Rachel knew she had had a crush on Andre for a while, but until she had met Cheryl, she knew the other woman had never even imagined doing anything like this. Now she was taking him forcefully, greedily, selfishly. And the look on Andre’s face told her how much he loved it.

Cheryl kneeled beside Andre, watching for a while. Watching Cheryl ride his cock, watching her fuck him, feeling the movements of her body transmitting themselves through the bouncing springs of the mattress. It was hot. Cheryl’s big boobs bounced in her corset, her dark hair flying around her face, and she closed her eyes, her open mouth ringing with moans and screams of pure pleasure. She didn’t care if anyone heard any more than Rachel had, the orgasmic thrill of what she was doing sweeping away all other considerations. Rachel knew exactly how that felt. And her pussy dripped as her body demanded the same thing for herself.

She climbed on top of Andre. She straddled his face, facing toward the foot of the bed, facing toward Cheryl who was bouncing up and down on top of his cock, crying out loud with every stroke. She positioned her pussy above his face, and Andre didn’t need to be told what to do. As hungry as any man she had been with, as hungry as John, as hungry as William when she drove him crazy like this, he pressed his mouth against her pussy and started licking.

Rachel groaned at the feeling of pleasure that rose within her. Over Andre’s body, her eyes found Cheryl’s, both of them watching each other take their bliss, as if it was them doing it to each other, and not him. Like he was just a prop, a toy for them to use to have sex with each other. That was how it felt as Rachel leaned forward, her hands grabbing Andre’s firm chest, her fingernails lightly scratching his skin.

Cheryl shivered, her pussy visibly spasming around Andre’s cock as her pleasure threatened to overwhelm her. She gasped and panted, and her thighs trembled, and Rachel knew exactly what she was seeing. She smiled, enjoying the sight of Cheryl in the full flood of orgasm.

It seemed to visibly ripple through Cheryl’s body, making her breasts jiggle and swell, making her thighs and her shoulders shake. Her cry was loud, full throated, unmistakable, the wild cry of a woman abandoning herself to pleasure, of her whole world collapsing into one tiny and very specific experience. Rachel bit her lip again, squeezing her bare breasts as her own pleasure flowed through her, enhanced by the sight of Cheryl’s orgasmic explosion.

Cheryl opened her eyes, and smiled bashfully at Rachel. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes watering from the intensity of what she had felt. And underneath Rachel, Andre kept licking. Slurping down the juices that poured out of Rachel as her own pleasure grew.

Soon, Rachel felt that unmistakable feeling growing inside her again. And as she surrendered to it, Cheryl began bouncing on top of Andre’s cock again. Her rhythmic moans and cries were the backdrop to Rachel’s own ecstasy as Andre licked her to orgasm. She felt her pussy spasmed against his mouth, her excitement pouring out of her in a wet flood to shine on his captive face as he lay beneath her, pleasing two women at the same time, already owned by them.

Shaking, Rachel climbed off Andre’s face, sitting down on the mattress beside him. For a while, she watched Cheryl fucking him, bouncing up and down on top of him just as aggressively as before, just as relentlessly.

Then, she turned, pivoting slightly where she sat on the mattress so that she was facing Andre more fully. She jabbed a heel into his chest, grabbing his attention even as he stared at Cheryl riding his cock.

“You can come now, chastity boy,” she mocked. “Fill Cheryl’s sweet pussy with your orgasm, knowing it’s the last one you’ll have as a free man. From now on, she decides if you get pleasure, and when, and how. You’re going to be groveling at her feet, worshiping her boots, begging for even the chance to cum and hoping your Mistress takes pity on you.”

Andre groaned, and Cheryl screamed, the thought of it all clearly too much for her. And as Rachel dragged the pointed heel of her boot over Andre’s chest, he closed his eyes and let out a long, shivering gasp. Cheryl moaned at the same time, and Rachel watched, knowing what she was seeing. Knowing she was watching Andre cum inside Cheryl, surrendering to what they had done to him, the pleasure that was all the more intense and irresistible for having been teased and denied for so long.

As their peak passed, Cheryl climbed off Andre’s body. He lay on the bed, panting, his skin shining with a faint sheen of sweat. His cock was slick with the residue of Cheryl’s orgasm, and Rachel’s breasts hung free from her chest, right over Andre’s watchful face, as she picked up the chastity device from the bedside table.

Sitting back on the bed, she tossed the cage over Andre’s body toward Cheryl. Cheryl caught it, almost fumbling it, smiling as she took hold of it. The key was already in the lock, and she turned it, taking the device apart.

Then, she moved toward Andre.

He lifted his head from the mattress, watching down the length of his body as she slid the cage onto his wet cock. He was soft now, drained from the orgasm she had taken from him, but Rachel could see it was still a snug fit. Cheryl didn’t stop smiling as she pressed the cage back onto its base ring, and the click of the lock snapping shut brought finality to their game. And a sense of accomplishment filled Rachel, merging with the afterglow of the orgasm she had just had. She had already felt unstoppable before they locked him away. Now, there was no doubt about it.

“Welcome to your new life, loser,” Rachel said, and Cheryl laughed. The younger woman slipped the chastity key between her breasts, tucking it into her cleavage. Rachel reached for her bag and took out her phone, typing out a text.

“That was fun. But I’m going home. Enjoy your new slave boy, Cheryl.”

“Oh, I will,” Cheryl said with an evil grin as Rachel picked up her leather dress off the bedroom floor.
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