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Humbling William

William took just a moment before opening the door.

Only the briefest pause, just a split second to catch his breath. Preparing himself, maybe. Except he knew that there was no preparing. The things that Rachel did, the ability she had to quite literally bring him to his knees, to play with his desire and his emotions until he was nothing more than a seething ball of want, was almost supernatural.

He knew what her husband called her. Goddess Rachel. And as much as he didn’t like to think about her husband, he also knew that it was impossible to avoid. Think about her, the things she did, the person she was, was in some sense to think about him, too, as much as he might dislike that fact. He was part of the story. And the fact that she was married and yet was doing all this to him was part and parcel of her unbelievable sex appeal.

Recently, she had proved that all over again.

He had watched the video she sent him so many times, he had almost memorized the lines. Not that there were all that many. Mostly just her, snarling and spitting in her best dominatrix style, berating him for his shortcomings and teasing him with what she gave to her husband, but not to him.

It started off raw, the insults and mockery flying thick and fast. But before too long, Rachel’s pleasure got the better of her. Her passion overcame her, and her words descended into moans and gasps and growls of ecstasy, the wild noises of pleasure that haunted his brain every single day.

He couldn’t shake the image of her dressed in gleaming black leather, only her pussy exposed by the zipper of her pants as she rode her husband’s cock. Yet another unbearably sexy image to be added to the growing list, added to the collection of memorized images and actions that were driving him steadily insane. Because it didn’t feel, ever, like he could handle this. It didn’t feel like he could endure this kind of teasing, this constant sexual craving, this endless humiliation. And yet, somehow, he did it, because he had no choice.

He was addicted to this cruel goddess, absolutely hooked on a woman who made no secret of the fact he would never really have her, not in the full, unrestrained way he desperately wanted. That, too, was part of her endless appeal. The unattainability of this dominant goddess, and the casual cruelty she displayed every time she went out of her way to remind him of it.

And of course, there was absolutely nothing he could do to relieve the endless pressure of desire. His cock throbbed and ached in the heavy steel cage, but she had the only key, and she wasn’t giving it up anytime soon. Another thing she took sadistic pleasure in reminding him of. That his manhood, his sexuality, his cock belonged to her, for just as long as she decided to keep it, and she gave him no idea how long that might be.

Worst of all, he feared the day she got bored of him.

He wanted to cum more than anything, wanted it with a passion and purity unlike any he had ever known in his young life. But he didn’t want to be without her. Completely obsessed, he felt that chastity was the price he had to pay to be with her, and when he was alone, often, it seemed far too high a price for anyone to ask. When he was with her, all that hesitation melted away, and he remembered why he put up with this.

And this was going to be another wild scene. Rachel had announced her intention to come to his place like she always did, the tone of her text suggesting she didn’t even consider the possibility of him disagreeing.

She was right not to. He was never going to disagree, never going to refuse to spend any time with her that she would allow him to. Even though he knew it would only mean more torture. It was exactly the kind of torture he had come to crave, a psychological prison he could no more break free of than he could of the very real prison she kept his cock in.

His cock swelled predictably, pressing against the unyielding steel bars, the moment she announced she was coming. And when he buzzed her into the building, the desire and the anticipation only got worse, swelling to near unbearable levels. Yet, like always, he took a moment to compose himself, to try and prepare himself for her, even though he knew it was impossible.

Then, he opened the door.

Rachel was unstoppable, like a force of nature sometimes. Her creativity and her kinky imagination seemed to know no bounds. He couldn’t keep up with her, and every time he started to think that maybe she had taken things as far as she was ever going to, she found fresh ways to surprise him.

Like now.

Because Rachel, standing on the doorstep of his apartment with that slight smile on her gorgeous face, wasn’t alone. Cheryl was standing beside her.

William’s heart clenched in his chest. He knew Cheryl, of course. They went to the same parties, moved in the same circles. He wouldn’t call her a friend, exactly. They had never spent time together one on one. But they were at least friendly when they encountered each other.

And William had noticed that she was attractive, of course. It was impossible not to. Even more impossible for a guy locked in chastity, whose orgasms were completely controlled by a married woman who seemed to allow that less and less frequently, who took obvious pleasure in denying them and using them as leverage to get him to serve her better. But he had never expected to see her standing here on his doorstep.

He had heard female laughter in the video Rachel sent him, of course. He had wondered then who it was, his mind vibrating with the idea of Rachel being such a wanton slut in front of another woman. The video had given him no clues.

He had basically forgotten that Cheryl and Rachel had ever even met, though now, as he cast his mind back, he remembered that Cheryl had been at that house party he took Rachel to, in that unforgettable tight red dress that had made her the center of everyone’s attention. But never in his wildest, darkest, kinkiest imaginings had he thought of this.

And now, the reality was staring him in the face as two sets of beautiful female eyes, one blue flecked with traces of green, the other a rich dark brown that deepened almost to black, like polished mahogany. His heart thumped in his chest, and his cock ached in his cage, and his head was spinning with disbelief and shock and a thousand different emotions that were difficult to even name.

Then again, it wasn’t like anyone was asking him to describe what he was feeling. He knew, already, what Rachel was likely to want from him. His only question was, did Cheryl want the same?

“Can we come in?”

Rachel smiled as she spoke, not seriously asking. She already knew the answer. She had all her usual bubbly confidence, all her gleeful authority, seeming to grow more into the role of a dominatrix every time they played together. But Cheryl looked more nervous. He saw her glance at the other woman, as if for reassurance, even though Rachel kept her eyes firmly on him. Probably, this had been Rachel’s idea. In his experience, the craziest scenes almost always were.

“Come in.”

He tried to keep his voice calm as he spoke, and he felt that maybe it had worked as he stepped aside. The women swept into his apartment through the open door, Rachel in the lead, Cheryl following behind her, and as he let the door swing shut behind him, it gave him a chance to look at them all fully.

It only made his heartbeat even faster.

As far as he could see, they were dressed just the same. It was way too warm for the long black coats they both wore, but he knew what that meant when Rachel had come over dressed like that in the past. And under the coats, he could see the gleaming black high-heeled boots they both wore, not identical, but similar in their dominant sexiness, and again, his cock pressed against the bars of the cage, sending a burst of pain spreading from between his legs. Surely she couldn’t be serious. Except she was. She always was. And no matter how wild her ideas got, Rachel always committed fully, always made them happen. He had never yet found the strength to say no to her, to refuse her anything she wanted, no matter how wild. Idly, he wondered if maybe this would be the night, without ever really believing it.

Standing proud in the centre of the living room, Rachel turned to face him. Her black coat slid off her shoulders, down her arms, and even though he expected this, he still felt breathless at the sight that confronted him.

Rachel was once again wearing her black latex catsuit, the perfect dominatrix outfit that flaunted every divine curve of her body, that made him feel weak and inadequate and breathless with lust every time he looked at her.

Her breasts swelled against the low-cut neckline and the straps that held it onto her shoulders, her waist narrowed visibly, and her hips spread delightfully, her hourglass figure tugging at every taut wire in his body like a skilled musician playing her instrument. She slid the coat off, holding it out to him with one outstretched arm, and as he took it, he looked at Cheryl.

He was barely able to meet her eyes as he did, feeling her presence as a kind of relic of his old life, the one before he ever met Rachel, the one before he was locked in chastity and made into the sex toy of a dominant woman. Having her there, his old life colliding with this new one, only accentuated the difference between the two, making him feel more ashamed, more pathetic, and more turned on.

Slowly, Cheryl slid off her coat too, her movements almost an exact copy of Rachel’s. And again, William wasn’t exactly surprised to see that underneath her coat, she was dressed just the same. The same clinging black latex, fitted to her curvaceous body as though it had been painted on. It wasn’t a surprise. But he still felt like his mind was melting at the pure sex appeal of the two women in front of him.

Moving almost on autopilot, he took Cheryl’s coat, draping it over his arm with Rachel’s. The two women exchanged a smiling glance as he moved toward the closet in the hallway to hang their coats up. When he turned back to them, he saw that Rachel was standing now with her hands on her hips, her feet apart, a power pose that left him in no doubt what kind of mood she was in. Then again, what kind of mood was she ever in when she was around him? Rachel always wanted the same thing. Control. And she always took it so easily.

“I don’t know why you even bother to wear clothes when you know I’m coming around,” Rachel said, shaking her head slowly to make her dark hair slide over her shoulders. “Go on. Take it all off.”

William paused momentarily. There was no way out, and he knew that. No hope of him getting what he felt like he might die without unless he did as she said. But with Cheryl standing right there, the humiliation and the depravity were so much more intense, and he knew that was the point, but that didn’t make it any easier to take.

He looked at Rachel, his glance full of wordless pleading. But it didn’t matter. It never did. Once she had her mind set on an outcome, there was simply no arguing with her.

“What? Embarrassed? You should be, with that pathetic thing between your legs. But Cheryl’s never seen a caged cock before, and I want to show her how I’ve made you my little bitch. Go on. Get it out.”

Rachel still smiled with every word she spoke. But as she raised her eyebrows at him, William saw the threat behind her words. She didn’t even have to say it. She maintained she was never going to allow him to have sex with her, but she did still allow him to cum sometimes, when he was extra obedient. This hesitation, he knew, was a good way to ensure his next release was a very long time away. And he cursed himself for his weakness in letting her treat him like this, in letting her degrade him in front of someone he knew, someone all his friends knew. But he didn’t feel like he had any choice.

Besides, the two of them looked so intolerably sexy, standing there with their ample curves sheathed in gleaming latex. They had two different body types, Cheryl significantly heavier than Rachel was despite slightly shorter. But they were both achingly curvy and, to William, impossibly desirable.

He shed his clothes. In a way, he supposed Rachel was right. It was such a common ritual between them that there was really no point in him wearing anything when he knew she was coming over. He had dressed carelessly as if in recognition of that fact, never suspecting that the night would take this unbelievable turn. And now his hands trembled as he undressed not just for his keyholder, but also for her friend.

His clothes fell to the floor, and he stepped free of them. Rachel looked him up and down, admiring her prize, the way she often did. But now, he felt Cheryl’s eyes moving over his body too, growing wide with shock at the sight of him in chastity. She must’ve known what to expect. Clearly, Rachel had filled her in on the nature of the relationship between the two of them. But William knew from his own experience that there’s a world of difference between knowing something, and seeing it in front of you with your own eyes. And he felt Cheryl’s gaze sliding over his body like a beam of heat that made his skin prickle, as if her shock and amusement and disdain could burn him.

“Oh. My. Fucking. God.”

Cheryl spoke slowly and distinctly, enunciating every word, as if to drive home his shame with each syllable. And Rachel laughed beside her, her breasts bouncing and jiggling in the clinging latex, held tight by the rubbery material of her catsuits yet seeming to want to break free.

“See? Awesome, isn’t it?”

“You can say that again. Man, I need to get me one of these.”

Cheryl stepped forward as she spoke, as bold as could be. Almost as if she wasn’t even thinking about it, almost as if her body moved by itself, simply drawn to the spectacle of his disgrace. William felt himself wince as she approached, but he didn’t try to get away. Not even when she reached out to place a tentative hand on his caged cock.

Without even asking, as if his opinion meant nothing at all. As if his body wasn’t even his, but the property now of these two women, to do whatever they wanted with. And he supposed that was true. Certainly that part of him, anyway. It belonged to Rachel in a very real sense, and it felt, in some strange way, like it was entirely up to her who did what with it.

Cheryl didn’t actually touch his manhood. Not directly. Instead, she traced her fingertips over the black steel bars of the cage, briefly hefting its weight in her hand before letting go of it again. William clenched his hands at his sides, gritting his teeth as he tried to resist the unstoppable swell of desire within him. He had always known Cheryl was attractive. But he had never been more attracted to her than he was now. She looked like a dominant latex goddess, just like Rachel did, and every submissive cell of his body responded to her look with a wave of arousal that was difficult to endure. But just like always, he knew that endure it was exactly what he had to do.

“Which? The cage, or the guy?”

“Both. One’s not much good without the other.”

Both women laughed at that, as if it were the funniest joke they had ever heard, but William didn’t. To him, it was hardly a laughing matter. To him, it was as serious as it could possibly be, his desire feeling like a matter of life and death to him. The way they treated it so casually and dismissively was an irreducible part of the turn-on.

Cheryl let go of his cage and stepped back. Helpless, he watched the gleam of the latex on the rounded curves of her body, on her thighs and her hips, the substantial swell of her breasts, even the sexy boots that made her stand up straighter, made her hips sway with every step. It felt as if everywhere he looked, there was another example of gorgeous femininity, another teasing curve, and it was making him feel dizzy and desperate. Just like it was supposed to.

“Well, until you do, we can share this one,” Rachel said, her glowing eyes traveling up and down William’s body as she spoke, secure in her irresistible power over him. “Besides, I’m sure he has some loser friend that you could easily train to be your own little bitch boy. And what are you doing standing in our presence? Down.”

Rachel’s face abruptly changed, along with her voice. A new edge entered her expression and her words, and she snapped her finger imperiously, pointing down to the floor in front of them. William gulped. Again, it wasn’t as if he hadn’t expected this, or as if it shocked him to his core. It was right in line with the kind of things Rachel always required from him. He hadn’t had much hope that she would go easy on him just because they had company, and so far, she was proving he had been dead right about that.

Like usual, there was no arguing with her. Not if he wanted to cum any time soon.

Cheryl covered her mouth with both hands as William sank to his knees on the floor. As if she was still surprised by all this, as if she hadn’t quite believed whatever it was Rachel had told her about the control she had over her chastity slave. He felt his cheeks burning, the shame of his submission lancing through him, his cock doing its familiar dull throb inside the cage while he bowed down in front of the two women. For all the disgrace and humiliation it was intended to make him feel and did make him feel, with the two of them looking the way they did, there was that part of him that somehow felt that this made sense, too. They did look divine, both of them. They looked like dark goddesses, worthy of having men kneel at their feet.

“That’s better,” Rachel smirked. “Now, show Cheryl how much you love your goddess. You know your place is far beneath us."

As she spoke, she folded her arms under her breasts, pushing them up even more in the tight black cat suit. At the same time, she stepped forward, her high-heeled steps echoing on the floor of his apartment. And as she walked toward him, standing over him, he knew what she wanted. Staring up at her breathlessly, he could see the cold command in her eyes, the cruel pride that made her want to show off for her friend.

Just for a split second, he glanced at Cheryl. She was watching, of course, her dark eyes intent on his kneeling form. She had her hands on her hips now, a broad smile painted on her full lips. Like she was going to enjoy this. Like she was going to savor every moment of his complete and total degradation.

He knew what she wanted. Rachel’s little games were many things, but they were not often mysterious. She had made him do this ritual before, this degrading display of total inferiority. And still, it made him breathless with shame. Still, it made him desperate, made his mind race as he searched for a way out, despite knowing that there was none. Not without risking his next orgasm, anyway. And they both knew how unwilling he was to do that. Rachel had him by the balls almost literally, and it was clear that she was determined to demonstrate exactly that to Cheryl, and he wasn’t going to stop her. Not a chance.

So right there in his own living room, he bowed his head to the floor. Trembling with the shame of it all, he pressed his lips against the top of Rachel’s boot, a pathetic show of adoration and submission that made his heart contract in his chest, even as it made his cock throb in its cage. But he did it, just like Rachel knew he would, maybe even before he did. After all, he had never given her even the slightest reason to doubt her power.

He heard Rachel chuckling above him, and he couldn’t deny the frisson of excitement the sexy sound sent racing through him. And as he moved slowly over her foot, alternately kissing and licking as if her gleaming boots were some holy relic, he froze at the sight of something he hadn’t noticed before. A silver anklet that she wore on top of her boots, with a key hanging from it.

No one had to tell him what the key was for. It was right there in front of him, the key to everything he desired so desperately, the release that he had been denied for what felt like a lifetime. And Rachel wanted him to see it.

As he froze, he felt her attention on him. Like she was daring him to take it, to free himself, to give himself what they both knew he wanted more than anything. Except it wasn’t exactly that, either. He wanted an orgasm, yes. But he wanted to be given one by her, not to take one for himself. Still, his desire was so great that he hovered between those two opposite poles, mind racing, cock throbbing, so torn with desire that it was as if it shut down his brain completely.

“That’s right, loser,” Rachel giggled above him. “That’s the key to your cock. You know I love wearing it like a piece of jewelry, to remind you who owns you. Say it. Tell me who owns that worthless little thing between your legs.”

“You do, Mrs. Sanders.”

“I do, what?”

Rachel had to raise her voice slightly to be heard over Cheryl’s wild laughter, and William cringed as he did what she wanted.

“You own my cock, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Kiss.”

Her latex catsuit creaked with the movement of her body as she leaned over, roughly pushing his head back down to her foot. Aching with desperation, he kissed her boots again, his lips moving over the tiny chain, making the key to his chastity wiggle just a little against the black leather of her boots. He called himself a coward, a loser, called himself every name under the sun, but it didn’t change a thing. His hands on the floor, he kept kissing her boots, not daring to even try to touch the key. Not willing to free himself, even now, after everything she had done.

Rachel stood above him, her arms still folded, regarding him as he worshiped her in desperate adoration. She seemed pleased with herself and with what she had done to him, the harsh trial she had just put him through. Proud, maybe, of his ready submission to her, exactly what she wanted to show off to Cheryl. Desperately, he hoped that she wouldn’t tell any of their mutual friends, but he also knew with a swell of fear that there was no way to stop her if she decided to do just that.

“What about Cheryl’s boots, slave? Don’t forget about those.”

William had almost reached Rachel’s knee before she spoke again. He stared up at her, knowing she wasn’t going to change her mind, knowing she wouldn’t be joking. Still, he hesitated, but only for a moment.

Then he looked up at Cheryl. From below, she was all curves, her enticing body gleaming in the flawless second skin of the latex. Her eyes were wide, her mouth hidden behind her hands again as she looked down at him in shock. As if she didn’t believe this could happen, as if she expected him to finally say no. But William wasn’t going to do that. Rachel knew it just as well as he did.

Shifting on his knees, cringing with shame, he repositioned himself on the floor and bowed down in front of his friend. He felt her toes move through the leather of her boot as he kissed it reverently, and above him, Cheryl exploded with laughter.

“Oh my God,” she groaned, “this is so pathetic.”

“I know, right?”

William didn’t need to look up at Rachel to know she was beaming with pride. He could hear it in her voice. Proud of what was happening. Proud of what she had reduced him to, her ego boosted by his own disgrace. And that, of course, only made her even sexier to him.

“I told you. Lock up his cock, and sooner or later, you’ll have yourself a slave boy groveling at your feet. It’s amazing how easy it is. I don’t know why every woman doesn’t have a pathetic chastity loser to use and abuse as she sees fit.”

“Yeah, well, maybe I’m going to fix that. Soon,” Cheryl said with a smirk, looking down at William.

And while he debased himself for their pleasure, both women kept watching him. The silence that fell over the room was disrupted only by the wet sound of his lips and tongue moving over the gleaming footwear. The ladies, as always, were completely in charge. And William had no idea what might happen next, but knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that he had a long night of service and submission and humiliation in front of him.
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