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Cheryl Gets Trained

William sat back on his heels. The look he gave Cheryl was more wary now. And why wouldn’t it be, she thought to herself? He had no idea what she might do next, and no real way of stopping anything she did decide to do to him.

Cheryl knew that wasn’t entirely true. She knew about consent. She and Rachel had talked about it at length before they came to William’s house. Rachel had told him that they had a safe word, but that so far, he had never used it.

When she described how she loved to push his boundaries, Cheryl felt like she understood. But she was a little surprised by Rachel’s obvious concern that maybe sometimes, William might let things go too far. Goddess Rachel was a role she played, and Cheryl knew that, but when she heard Rachel gloat about how much she loved her husband and how William was nothing more than a toy for her to play with, it was hard to reconcile that with the obvious care she took over him. The danger that these games represented, apparently, was real, and in a way, that added to the excitement of playing them.

Now William was looking at her not exactly with fear, but at least with some trepidation. And it didn’t make Cheryl feel bad for him, or make her reconsider what she was doing. Instead, it made her feel powerful. It made her feel hot and sexy and dangerous, and sitting there tightly wrapped in a latex catsuit, her pussy on brazen display, she felt more in charge and more desired than she had ever been before in her life.

She liked it. She liked feeling this way, and part of her never wanted it to stop. Even though she knew at some point it had to, that you can’t be forever in a kind of kinky fantasy of domination and submission. That didn’t mean she didn’t want to. And for tonight, at least, she knew, she could experience the thrill of being someone else.

Orgasm was still glowing inside her. Pleasure was still vibrating in the hollow spaces of her body, filling her with glorious light. William’s oral service had taken the sharp edge off her desire, but she wasn’t done, not by a long way. The scene they were in was way too wild and way too thrilling to be content with just one orgasm. Instead, her recent outburst of pleasure felt like a warm up, a starter, an appetizer. An introduction to a long night of outrageous pleasure that stretched out in front of her.

Rachel paused for a moment. She was still standing close to the centre of the living room, and had watched the whole spectacle. She had watched her boy toy make Cheryl cum with his mouth, and if she felt even a trace of jealousy, she gave no sign of it.

Instead, she looked pleased. She could hardly have look happier with the way things had gone, her eyes glowing with excitement at what she had done. Goddess or not, she was almost like a kid showing off her favourite toy to a friend, pleased that Cheryl was as impressed as she had hoped she would be.

But she was still a goddess. There was no question of that. And when she finally decided to act, her high heels cracking like gunshots on the floor as she moved, Cheryl knew that something else thrilling was sure to happen.

Rachel disappeared for a moment into William’s bedroom. She moved around the apartment with such familiarity, you would think it was her place, not his. But that, Cheryl supposed, was all part of the game, too. She owned his cock, and it wasn’t hard to see how that would equate to owning everything else he had, too. Cheryl had seen the way William looked at Rachel. It was obvious that he was more than ready to give that gorgeous woman everything he had, just in the faint hope that maybe one day, she might let him have her.

Cheryl, of course, wasn’t married. She wasn’t even dating anyone at the moment. And the fact of her singleness was at the forefront of her mind as she looked down at William. The only thing stopping him from having her was her. And at that moment, Cheryl found herself questioning that decision. He was cute, and he was desperately horny, and he was good with his mouth. She had certainly slept with guys for less in the past.

With Rachel gone, only for a moment, she and William shared a quiet moment that, again, had that strange intimacy about it. She had known him for years, if only slightly. But now he was kneeling with his head between her thighs, his face shining with the juices of her orgasm, and Mistress or not, there was no way not to find that at least a little bit intimate. She breathed slowly, her tight latex catsuit creaking with the motion of her boobs, William staring up at her as if he no longer had any mind of his own. Just waiting to see what the sexy woman decided would happen next.

Cheryl chuckled as she tapped the toe of one boot against his caged cock, and William winced.

“Does she ever let you out, this goddess of yours?”

“Sometimes,” William said carefully. “If she’s feeling kind.”

“And you really don’t mind not being allowed to cum unless she feels like letting you?”

A complex expression flickered across William’s face. He paused before answering, as if pondering her question. As if struggling to think clearly through the fog of desire that so obviously surrounded him.

“It’s not that I don’t mind,” he said at last. “It’s really hard. Sometimes I think it might drive me crazy. Sometimes I think it already has. But… it’s hard to give up. She’s hard to quit.”

A deep, throaty chuckle burst out of Cheryl at that.

“You know why that is? Because you love it. You love being submissive, being bossed around. It’s okay. Plenty of guys do. And girls too, for that matter. I mean, look at her. She’s so sexy, I bet she could make anyone into her slave.”

“Well, that does sound like fun,” Rachel said, emerging from the bedroom with a smile on her face. Cheryl watch the way she walked, perfectly balanced on her sharp high heels, her bottle-shaped body swaying with every step she took, as if everything she did emphasized her powerful femininity.

Cheryl wasn’t attracted to women, not in a sexual way. But looking at Rachel, dressed up in latex, it wasn’t hard to see why a man might lose his mind over her. It wasn’t hard to see how a person could become hypnotized by the geometry and rhythm of those curves, how you could want someone so bad, you’d be willing to give up your pride and your freedom just for a taste. Cheryl knew that Rachel was only half-conscious of the power she wielded, the magic her beauty gave her. She saw the effects on the men in her life, on William and on her husband John. But maybe you had to be outside it to really appreciate its full potency. Maybe William, John, even Cheryl herself, understood something about Rachel that she herself was oblivious to.

Rachel didn’t come out of the bedroom empty-handed. Cheryl saw she had a leather belt in each hand, and her heart quickened as her mind raced, trying to guess what she would do with them. On his knees, William turned his head to look over his shoulder at his goddess, and he saw what she was holding, and he, too, knew but it wasn’t his well-being she had in mind.

Rachel didn’t waste any time. Stepping behind William, she took one belt and made a loop of it, placing it over his head. Slowly, carefully, she pulled it tight until the belt formed a collar around his neck and a leash for her to hold. Standing over him holding it, Rachel looked so triumphant, so powerful, so unstoppable. And William looked like nothing more than some lucky pet, half in love with his owner.

Rachel took the other belt and folded it in half, holding it by its buckle and end in one fist. It cracked loudly as she slapped it against one of William’s thighs. The implication was clear. She could bring him pain, any time she wanted, and he would need to accept that with the same passivity he accepted whatever pleasure she might choose to give him.

“You know, it’s funny. You have this gorgeous mistress in front of you with some of the biggest, most beautiful tits I’ve ever seen, and you’ve been looking at them all night, with your little cock throbbing away in his cage. And yet you’re not doing a single thing about it. Don’t you think Cheryl’s boobs deserve to be worshipped just like her pussy does?”

Cheryl tried not to gasp at Rachel’s words. There really was no telling where the dominant woman would go next, no way to wrap one’s head around the twists and turns of her devious mind. All part of the enchantment, she supposed. All part of the thrill of being under her control.

William looked up at Cheryl. His mouth hung open, his lips and jaw slack, but he didn’t say a word. Cheryl smiled down at him, adjusting herself just slightly. And at the same time, she placed her hand on the back of his head, pulling him toward her.

William rose up on his knees. Rachel let the belt around his neck grow slack in her hand, giving him room. He pressed his lips against one of Cheryl’s boobs with obvious passion, and she trembled slightly at the feel of his mouth through the thin latex. Her cleavage swelled over the low neckline of the catsuit, the big globes of her flesh held high on her chest, pressed together, and she loved the way it looked. Clearly, so did William. He kissed his way along the black latex, and his eyes flickered toward her, again wordlessly asking permission before he dared to make contact with her bare skin.

Cheryl allowed it. A faint shiver of pleasure went through her at the feel of his mouth against her skin. She shifted on the seat, thrusting her chest forward, her shoulders back, offering her breasts to his desperate worship. Because there was no better word for what he was doing than that. She could feel his breathlessness, his wild lust, as he showered her cleavage with kisses that were becoming increasingly frantic.

And all the while, she knew his cock was throbbing in his cage, driving him wild with irrepressible lust.

The noise of his kissing filled the air. Standing just behind him, Rachel was watching with an expression of joy on her face. Her eyes looked half closed as she looked down at him, her eyelashes painting faint shadows on her cheeks. Her open mouth was smiling, her teeth showing, her expression radiating pure delight at this latest display of submission.

The belt cracked against William’s ass. He jumped on the spot, groaning in pain, and Cheryl jumped a little too, startled by the sudden sound.

“Have you forgotten she has nipples, slave?”

“No, Mrs. Sanders,” William moaned against Cheryl’s cleavage, and her breasts swelled even more against his face as she laughed out loud.

Such a pathetic display. Rachel knew exactly how to humble this poor guy. His tongue slipped out from between his lips, and he shifted his head a little to one side, finding one of Cheryl’s nipples through the latex. It wasn’t hard. Her nipples were so engorged that they were making visible bumps in the flawless black latex, and as his tongue moved over the hardened nub, Cheryl let out a little sigh of pleasure. It was like electricity flowing through her body, the thrill of being served like this combining with the simple physical pleasure of being touched to give her an experience unlike any she had ever had before.

“Suck it, loser.”

The belt cracked again, leaving a bright red mark on William’s ass. And while he groaned as his lips closed around her nipple, Cheryl felt the vibrations of the sound travelling through her like waves of ecstatic bliss.

Her high heels slid a little on the wooden floor. Her hands gripped her thighs. She could feel the smoothness of the latex she was wearing, as warm and supple as if it were really part of her. She could feel the air of the apartment on her pussy, the moisture from the orgasm she had had cooling only slowly on her skin. William sucked gently through the latex, and Cheryl closed her eyes, gasping with pure passion, arousal soaring inside her again.

Maybe she couldn’t have held back if she had tried. But she didn’t want to try. Reminding herself again that this was a night for the extreme, for the outrageous, for the unbelievable, she let her hand drift between her thighs. She felt the slick wetness of her damp pubic hair, the swollen lips of her pussy, and she groaned as she ran her fingers over it. Then, pushing herself apart with the outer digits of her hand, she slid her two middle fingers inside.

Rachel chuckled softly as she heard Cheryl moan. And William sucked even more desperately on her nipple, his lips pulling slightly on the sensitive skin. Cheryl ran the fingers of her free hand through his short hair, and he groaned in pain as Rachel whipped him with the belt again. Pleasure and pain merging together, enhancing one another. His pain, her pleasure. The two of them becoming one and the same, as if Rachel was deliberately training her to be a sexual sadist. In that moment, Cheryl had zero problem with that idea. Having William suffering beneath her and giving her so much pleasure was such a wild turn on, and as she fingered herself, she surrendered to the blissful feelings that threatened to overwhelm her.

Rachel’s makeshift whip cracked against William’s skin again.

“Move,” she ordered. “Don’t stop sucking, though. Make some room.”

As always, William did as Rachel said. He shuffled to one side on his knees, his hands still uselessly cuffed behind him, held in place by Cheryl’s pink leather cuffs. Cheryl lifted her eyes toward Rachel, watching as the other woman stood over her, still holding a belt in each hand. Rachel, with all that unassailable confidence she possessed, looked down at Cheryl, a faint smile showing on her beautiful face. Then, she lifted her foot from the floor and put it down on the couch where Cheryl was sitting, right between her parted legs.

Cheryl stared up at the other woman. She didn’t know what exactly was happening, but truthfully, she didn’t hate the view. And she kept playing with herself, kept sliding those fingers in and out, grinding her pussy against her hand now, pressing her palm against her swollen clit. Shockwaves of pleasure kept racing through her, enhanced by William’s busy mouth on her breasts, and Cheryl felt ready for absolutely anything. The pure debauchery of the night was getting to her, driving her wild with lust, and she felt as if she had never come closer to understanding how William felt that she did in that moment. After all, she was staring up at his latex-clad goddess, feeling a horny and desperate enough to do just about anything.

“Good girl,” Rachel murmured, while Cheryl moaned in passion. “You look so hot right now. You’re amazing. You’re a goddess.”

“So are you, Goddess Rachel,” Cheryl managed to say, in a voice that was torn and fragmented by her outrageous lust.

Rachel smiled indulgently, and Cheryl watched, almost stunned by her own excitement, as Rachel unzipped her own catsuit. Her nimble fingers found the concealed zipper and pulled it down, and there was her pussy, shining in front of Cheryl, no less wet and ready for sex than her own had been when she offered it to William.

Rachel held Cheryl’s eyes. She still had that same smile on her face, that same expression of pleasure and passion. And her hand slipped over her sex, finding her wet entrance, two fingers sliding inside, just like Cheryl’s had. Masturbating right in front of Cheryl’s face, the mixed smell of latex and female arousal that now seemed to be driving all three of them into a state of wild lust.

Rachel moaned with bliss as she touched herself, and William turned his head. When he saw what was happening, both women touching themselves, Rachel standing over Cheryl and rubbing her pussy right in front of her, he gasped. Rachel never broke her eye contact with Cheryl. But the belt she held in her free hand swung at him, slapping noisily against his chest.

“No one told you to stop sucking her tits, loser.”

Cheryl moaned as her pussy contracted around her fingers, and Rachel laughed.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders,” William mumbled, returning to his task. Like he was almost an afterthought now, of barely any consequence whatsoever. Just there to witness what was happening, to serve as best as he could, to long for the bodies of the women who were torturing him almost by accident now, lost as they were in their own pleasure.

As such close quarters, Cheryl could clearly hear the wetness of Rachel’s pussy as her fingers slid in and out of her. And stroke by stroke, the older woman was losing control. Cheryl could hear her gasping, could watch her breasts straining against the black latex catsuit that matched Cheryl’s own as her breathing grew more rapid, more shallow, as her body trembled with the delight.

Meanwhile, Cheryl could hardly believe what was happening. But that was becoming a familiar feeling. And look how much joy it had brought her already. She didn’t say anything to Rachel, just stared up at the other woman, waiting to see how she would react. Hardly even knowing anymore what she wanted.

Rachel smiled down at her. Slowly, gasping a little, she slid her fingers out of her dripping pussy. Her juices shone on the latex that covered her body as she rested her hand there, spreading her legs a little further apart as she stood over Cheryl.

She didn’t say anything either. She just raised her eyebrows in an unspoken question.

Barely perceptibly, Cheryl nodded.

Then, she leaned forward, and for the first time in her life, tasted the pussy of another woman.

Rachel chuckled to herself, thoroughly pleased again. Draping the belt she had been using as a whip over her own shoulders, she used her hands to sweep Cheryl’s black hair back from her face.

“Such a good girl,” she purred, almost petting Cheryl as she spoke. “You look so fucking hot right now, I can’t believe it.”

Cheryl moaned. The feeling of running her tongue over another woman’s sex was unlike anything she had experienced. It was warm and wet and soft, and at the same time, her cheeks burned at the taboo of what she was doing, the sheer deviance of it. But her own fingers kept sliding in and out of her own dripping pussy, and her arousal was as high as it had ever been. Soon, she lost herself in what she was doing. Soon, she started licking Rachel’s pussy more easily, tonguing her wet slit, chasing out the same pleasure spots she knew from her own body.

Rachel hummed with happiness. Her breathing caught in her throat, and she closed her eyes again. She let out a long, long moan that was soon echoed by another, the pleasure she was feeling seeming to drip from her lips by the second.

She wasn’t the only one. Cheryl, with her hand still working busily between her thighs, was ready to explode. She was practically vibrating where she sat on the sofa, desperate for orgasm. She slid further forward, rubbing her hand and her pussy against Rachel’s boots. Practically humping the boots of the older woman like a bitch in heat, gasping with the need for sexual relief.

It came. She came, releasing all that unbearable tension in a breathless rush of wet pleasure. Her pussy spasmed wildly around her hand, tightening like a fist, and Cheryl spluttered in surprise at the unstoppable flood of juices the poured out of her. She moaned and quivered with her face still buried between Rachael’s legs, licking even more forcibly now, her excitement at its absolute peak. And then, as the wave rolled over her, she removed her own hand from her pussy. The hollow feeling inside her now found its echo in the afterglow of orgasm as she trembled on the sofa, barely able to believe what had just happened, what she had just done.

But she wasn’t going to stop.

The wild, debauched night seemed to have closed down around them all now. Nothing was forbidden, nothing off-limits. Cheryl felt like she was losing herself, her identity, her personality, everything she was, everything she had thought she liked. All of it evaporating as her body turned into nothing but a vehicle of pleasure, and her mind seemed to retreat completely. She kept licking Rachel’s pussy, licking the dripping slit of a married woman, feeling this crazy urge to make the latex goddess cum.

Rachel shifted her weight. Keeping one hand on the back of Cheryl’s head, she moved, removing her foot from between the other woman’s legs. Balancing on one foot, she stretched out her other leg, resting her boot on one of Cheryl’s thighs. Glancing up at her, Cheryl could see her smiling down, her cheeks red with pleasure, her eyes glassy with ecstasy.

“Look at that,” Rachel said in a voice heavy with unmistakable lust. “Cheryl made a mess of my boots. Get to work, loser. Clean it up.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders,” came the inevitable reply.

And William’s obedience was just as inevitable, just as instant. On his knees, he shuffled around on the floor behind Rachel, the belt around his neck still hanging from her fist. She switched from one hand to the other as he came around the other side of her.

Cheryl kept licking Rachel’s pussy, moaning at the depravity of it all as William began to lick his goddess’s boots. And Rachel let out a long moan of pleasure as Cheryl thrust her tongue inside her pussy. She tipped her head back, closing her eyes, biting her lip as if to stop the moans and screams of ecstasy that were coming from her, but there was no chance of that. They burst out of her like music, and encouraged Cheryl even more, driving her busy mouth to work on Rachel’s sex while their slave boy humbly licked Cheryl’s cum off Rachael’s boot.

What a spectacle the three of them made. All of them motivated, in different ways, by unstoppable desire. All of them doing things they might once have never thought they would do, swept up in a moment that seemed bigger than all of them. The wet sound of William’s tongue against the leather of Rachael’s boots was the perfect compliment to the noise of Cheryl’s tongue moving against Rachel’s pussy, all of it harmonizing with the wild moans of passion the sexy goddess was making.

And finally, Rachel came. Cheryl almost spluttered with surprise as she felt the other woman’s pussy contract against her mouth, as a hot flood of juices poured out of Rachael’s shaking body. Cheryl pulled her head back, and Rachel cried out, a wild, animalistic cry that echoed in the small space of William’s apartment. Dropping the belt she held, she grabbed her own breasts through the tight latex suit she wore, squeezing them together, gripping them tightly, almost mauling them. A wave of unbelievable lust took her, sweeping through her beautiful body and leaving her audience in awe.

Finally, Rachel opened her eyes. Her legs were shaking now as she put her foot back on the floor, her boots shining with William’s saliva. He stayed on his knees, gazing up at her, but she smiled down at Cheryl. The look of surprise on her flushed face, Cheryl knew, matched her own. She was just as surprised as anyone, more so, maybe.

“I never… I never did that before.”

“Well, you’re surprisingly good at it, for a beginner.”

Rachel’s little joke help to break some of the tension, and she stepped toward the sofa. Cheryl felt the springs bounce underneath her as she sat down heavily, stretching her legs out in front of her. Her breasts rose and felt as she took a deep breath and gave a big sigh. And she turned her smiling face toward Cheryl.

“I’ve never been with a girl either. But you look so sexy, and you made me cum so hard. Somehow, I don’t think my husband would mind, knowing I just cheated on him with you. In fact, I think he’d probably cum just from the thought of it.”

Cheryl laughed giddily. She could barely believe what had happened, but despite its strangeness, she didn’t regret it. It was thrilling, wild, naughty. All the things they had come here to be tonight. None of them had seen this coming. But there was no denying that it created an exciting new twist to their dynamic.

“Look at that, loser,” Rachel said, leaning forward in her seat so that she could peer past Cheryl to address William. “Even straight girls get more pussy than you.”

Cheryl burst out laughing, and William cringed. But he was only allowed one response, no matter what his teasing goddess said.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“That’s right.”

Smiling smugly, Rachel sat back on the sofa. Stretching her legs out in front of her even more, she crossed them at the ankle, the leather of her boots creaking. Finally relaxed, after an evening of absolute debauchery. And Cheryl leaned back against the sofa beside her, breathing slowly as she slowly calmed down. It had been the wildest sexual experience of her life, and given the things she had done recently, that was saying quite a bit.

And William was still kneeling on the floor at their feet, still locked in chastity, still handcuffed. Still desperate to do whatever they said, his eyes silently begging for an orgasm that only Rachel could give him.
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