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Taming William

Cheryl watched William groveling at her feet with a cruel smile on her pretty face. This was all new to her, the thrill of control something she had never experienced before, or even imagined experiencing. Well, maybe once or twice, anytime she saw something similar on TV or in a movie. It wasn’t part of her sexuality, wasn’t one of her regular go-to fantasies.

At least, it hadn’t been.

Then Rachel had come along. Sashaying her way into the young woman’s life in a red dress that was built for sex, walking into a room full of much younger men and women as if she owned the place, knowing that all eyes would be on her. It was only later that Cheryl found out that these games were new to Rachel, too. She certainly didn’t act like it. She acted like this was all perfectly normal, as if being in control came completely naturally to her.

Rachel hadn’t seemed sexually dominant on that first night. She had just seemed beautiful and confident and radiant, in a way that made Cheryl envy her. A way that made her, and every other woman in the room, wonder what Rachel’s secret was, and wish they had it for themselves.

It was only later that the truth came out.

But now it was out, and Cheryl knew that nothing was going to be the same after this. It was like she had discovered a whole new way of being, a whole new aspect to life, a dark side to her own sexuality that she had never imagined before. The possibilities alone sometimes were enough to make her almost breathless with excitement. And now, there she was, in a room with Rachel and her devoted slave, wondering what came next. And Cheryl knew that in part, at least, it was up to her. That feeling, of being in the driver’s seat, of having almost total power over someone else, was absolutely intoxicating.

It was like they hadn’t prepared.

Before coming over to William’s place, Cheryl and Rachel had discussed what might happen. They had coordinated outfits, both of them wearing matching latex catsuits that made them look like absolute sex goddesses. Cheryl was pleased, in a kind of silly way, that beautiful Rachel had copied that look from her in the first place.

They had talked about what they might do, how far they might go. But Rachel had been reluctant to plan things out too specifically. She had said that sometimes, it’s better to be more free, to just respond in the moment, to lose yourself in it. Cheryl wasn’t sure about that. But she was willing to go along with the older woman’s guidance. After all, she was friends with William, but it was clear that Rachel knew him in that way a lot better than Cheryl did.

And now the moment was finally here. All the talk and planning, the giggling and excitement, came down to this. And seeing William like that, naked except for his cock cage, kneeling on the floor with his tongue sliding over her boots, sparked something in Cheryl. She had been so nervous, that first time she dominated Rachel’s husband. John had let her do it, gone along with everything she had said, submitted willingly to her. Now, it seemed clear that William was ready to do the same. And it made her feel so powerful, and so sexy, that everything started to seem possible.

They had planned some things. And Cheryl thought of that now, remembering a little purchase she had made in anticipation of this night, and her smile grew broader as she thought of it. William raised his head from the floor as she took a step back, the sound of her high-heeled boots loud on the wooden floor of his apartment. She felt the latex catsuit clinging to her like a second skin, tight around every part of her body as she moved. It shone like some dark mirror, reflecting every bit of light it could capture, every detail of the room she moved through. Including, she thought with another sly little smile, naked William kneeling on the floor, caged and humiliated.

Cheryl strode across the apartment, heading to the closet where he had hung up their coats. As she went, she tried to mimic the swagger that Rachel had, the way she inhabited her body with total confidence, enviable poise, as if she never put a foot wrong. It wasn’t easy, especially in the restrictive outfit. But that was part of the fun of it, too. From the minute Cheryl pulled on the tight, stretchy fabric, she had felt a spike in her own arousal, the thrill of stepping into another world. She felt it even more now, with William’s desperate eyes following her across the apartment.

It wasn’t easy to get noticed in any room Rachel was in. Cheryl had no intention of letting William know how flattered she felt by his obvious desire for her.

Opening the closet door, she reached her hand into the pocket of her coat. She pulled the handcuffs out into the light, walking back across the apartment with a flip of her hair, and she saw Rachel smile encouragingly at her.

“Let’s make things a little more difficult for him,” Cheryl said, still trying to channel that confidence, that control. “I don’t see why he should be allowed to go free.”

“Good idea. Stand up, William. Put your hands behind your back so Cheryl can tie you up.”

Rachel spoke like a woman used to giving orders. She gave her instructions as calmly as if she were ordering dinner, as if it were totally natural for her to be bossing him around like this. Just the way things worked. And in this world, Cheryl supposed, that was true. That was the way things worked between them. That was what made it so hot.

William stood up. He obeyed without a word, as if he didn’t even think about it. As if his body just responded to the commands of his mistress, knowing that his only hope of release was to do what she said. But deep down, Cheryl hoped he was thinking about it. She was surprised by the savage twist of her own cruelty as she found herself hoping he was conflicted about it, humiliated by it. She had nothing against the guy; in fact, they had always got along quite well. But seeing him like this, so weak, so desperate, brought out that side in her. The side that made her feel he deserved this, just for allowing it to happen. Just being a man, in the presence of two women like them.

William kept his eyes on Rachel as Cheryl stepped in close behind him. The handcuffs were made of padded leather with a short chain between them, the cuffs closing by means of a leather strap and buckle like a belt. They were pink, for extra humiliation. When she had bought them online, Cheryl had been unable to stop smiling, biting her lip and squirming on her seat as she grinned at her own naughtiness. Now, she felt the same feelings again, but even more intensely this time.

Her fingers brushed the skin of his wrist. It felt so strange to be touching him like this, to be touching him at all. William was cute, and she had always thought so, but she had never made a move on him, just like he had never made one on her. He had never given any sign of being attracted to her. If he had, maybe things would have been different. Maybe not.

But now, as she fastened that cuffs around his wrists, the moment felt strangely intimate. Maybe it shouldn’t have, as she locked his hands behind his back, imprisoning him. But being this close to a man who was this close to naked was always going to make her feel that way.

But if this was intimacy, it was unlike any she had ever experienced before. Rachel watched her every move, that gleaming latex goddess smiling her approval as Cheryl tied her boy toy up. When William’s hands were restrained, and Cheryl stepped away, she saw him take a deep breath, his chest rising and falling with it. As if he was preparing himself for whatever came next. She felt like doing the exact same thing.

Cheryl circled around William to stand in front of him, and at almost the same time, Rachel stepped forward. William let out a groan that made Cheryl feel at least a little bit sorry for him as Rachel took hold of his cock, sliding her thumb over the bars, just like Cheryl had done herself a few moments ago. But with Rachel, it seemed so much more possessive, so much more commanding. So much more right, in some weird way.

There was that key hanging around her ankle, and when Rachel had put it on, Cheryl had thought it seemed like a stroke of genius. She still felt that way. This tiny thing that meant the world to William, that controlled him completely, added to Rachel’s sexy outfit like a piece of jewelry, like an afterthought. His desperate sexuality was just an accessory to her. And now, she was playing with his manhood like she really did own it, and he was almost hopping on the spot, visibly desperate to be free, yet not even daring to beg for it. Knowing, Cheryl supposed, that he wouldn’t get a single thing unless and until Rachel decided to allow it.

“Doesn’t Cheryl look sexy in her outfit?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders,” William said breathlessly, and Cheryl smiled at the way Rachel made him address her. That constant reminder that she would never be his, that she belonged to another man, and he was nothing but her distraction. Her little ego boost, her side piece, her play toy. It was amazing she got away with it. But then, Cheryl thought, you only had to look at her to see why. She was so gorgeous and powerful, it felt like Rachel could make anyone fall at her feet.

“Then tell her,” Rachel said calmly. “Tell her how sexy she looks. It takes a lot of confidence to wear an outfit like that. The least you could do is appreciate it.”

“You look amazing, Cheryl,” William said, turning his hungry eyes toward her. “You look so sexy.”

“Thanks,” Cheryl said, unable to keep a very non-dominatrix-like smile off her face at the compliment, even if it had been coaxed out of him by Rachel. The desperation on his face left her in no doubt that he meant what he said. Especially because, as he spoke, his eyes flickered over her body, traveling over those curves sheathed in clinging latex. He wanted her, and it thrilled Cheryl to know the effect she was having on him, the strain he was under as he stared at her with such obvious desire, knowing he couldn’t have her.

“Not good enough,” Rachel said, a new sharpness entering her voice.

Her hand moved between his legs, and William groaned in pain instead of pleasure now as Rachel took hold of his balls. Not squeezing, or at least not hard. But just taking a firm grip of them, as if to remind him of what he couldn’t possibly have forgotten: that she owned him completely. That he was at her mercy, helpless to defend himself against anything she decided to do.

“Tell her all the dirty thoughts that are going through your mind right now. Tell her what you’d do to her if you weren’t locked up like the sexless little loser you are.”

Cheryl giggled again. She never could help laughing when Rachel spoke like this, when she flexed her power and scolded William like he was some naughty little boy.

That didn’t mean it wasn’t hot. Far from it. There was something unbelievably sexy about seeing this gorgeous older woman, fully dressed in her provocative outfit, manhandling this helpless guy while he turned from her to Cheryl and back again, his face a picture of confusion, desire, and nervousness.

William’s tongue showed briefly as he moistened his lips, and his eyes seemed to focus on Cheryl as she stood in front of him. She took a deep breath, feeling the already-tight catsuit growing even tighter over her bust, her boobs straining against the rubbery black material.

She had her hands behind her, just below the small of her back, on the swell of her ass where the flawless latex gripped it, and her pose displayed her body as his eyes danced over it. It was like she could see the thoughts racing through his mind, and in the tight catsuit, she felt her pussy clench invisibly, her own arousal matching his.

One of the hardest things about being a dominatrix, she was learning, was pretending not to be as turned on as you are. That was the one freedom William seemed to have over her. The whole game was built on his desperate arousal, and the uncertainty of it ever being fulfilled. She, on the other hand, felt like she had to stay calm and in control, even as her own mind raced with all kinds of fantasies and wild ideas.

“I want to kiss your boobs,” William began, his eyes darting to Rachel just for a moment as she laughed in his ear. But he carried on, awkwardly, clearly embarrassed, but knowing he had no choice. “I’d like to squeeze them. And then I’d kiss my way down your body. I’d unzip that latex and kiss your pussy.”

“Really? How forward.”

Cheryl glanced at Rachel as she spoke, and Rachel shook her head slowly, an expression of disbelief at how crazy they were driving this guy. But Rachel didn’t say anything, not yet. And William continued.

“I’d lick you until you screamed,” he said.

Now, as he looked at her, Cheryl saw a new predatory gleam in his eyes, and it almost made her tremble. Even though he was the one under lock and key, he was the one who was helpless, and she had all the power in the situation, she felt the primal thrill of being pursued. It turned her on even more.

“I’d make you scream,” he said in a low voice, staring straight into her eyes now, “and then I’d fuck you. I’d slide into your tight pussy and fuck you until you couldn’t walk straight. I’d make you cum, over and over again, until you forgot your own name.”

“Well,” Cheryl said, fanning herself with one hand in mockery. “Pretty big talk, for a chastity slave.”

Rachel burst out laughing, and William winced as she squeezed his balls again.

“I know. Maybe he needs to be punished for his insolence. You’re not going to be doing any of that, loser, and you know it. Apologize to Cheryl for having dirty thoughts about her, for imagining sex you don’t deserve.”

The tonal shifts were almost jarring. But in a way, Cheryl suspected that was the point. Rachel had a gift for keeping people guessing, for keeping them off balance, and part of her power came from that. Without necessarily consciously realizing what she was doing, Cheryl filed that information away, like she was studying the other woman. Learning how to be dominant from a goddess who had clearly mastered the art.

“Sorry, Cheryl,” William said, his tone chastened now, completely different from the low growl he had spoken to her in a moment before. “I know I don’t deserve to have sex with you.”

“No. You don’t.”

The heels of Cheryl’s boots clicked loudly on the floor with every slow step she took, moving toward him. As she approached, she slid her hands over her hips, over her ass, putting a little extra sway into her walk, just to tease him more.

She could tell it worked by the way his eyes continued to travel over her body, and despite his contrite words, she didn’t doubt that he was having more of the exact same thoughts they blamed him for. No one ever said a Mistress has to be fair. And Cheryl wasn’t feeling fair at all as she stood in front of their slave boy, her ego riding high with the knowledge that he wanted her so badly, and in any other situation, if he had talked to her like that, he might have gotten what he wanted.

Maybe he still might.

Cheryl’s fingers almost brushed Rachel’s hand as she reached out and took hold of the cage again. Again, she ran her fingers over the bars, enjoying the solidity of it, the weight of it hanging from his body, the cruel power Rachel had over him. He groaned desperately, the two women laughing together as they teased him with their hands, their latex outfits squeaking as they brushed against one another, both moving over his body, giving him what he wanted and yet never quite giving him everything he wanted.

The atmosphere in the room was electric. Cheryl felt almost like the air itself could burst into flames, as if all it needed was a spark. And her body was humming with excitement, her own desire just as heavy. This crazy scene was so sexy, she felt like she could hardly take it, and as she had found before, when she played with John, all of her inhibitions seemed to melt away when she got excited enough. The possibility, the raw potential, was unignorably there, and as her nipples swelled with excitement under the tight latex that covered them, as her pussy throbbed with passion, Cheryl told herself that there was no point holding back. They were there to have fun, to enjoy themselves, to tease this desperate man and bask in the sexual power of their femininity, and that was exactly what she wanted to do.

“What do you think, Rachel? Should we take his cage off, now that his hands are tied?”

William gasped at her words. The noise was totally involuntary, torn from him by his sheer desire for it to happen. Rachel looked at Cheryl with a sly smile.

“I don’t know. I mean, I suppose we could. He can’t touch himself. Still, I don’t know if he’s earned it yet. Besides, I like having him caged. I like a reminder of who owns this cock.”

Rachel actually patted his caged member as she spoke, like it was her little pet. And William answered that question she hadn’t asked, almost on reflex.

“You do, Mrs. Sanders.”

“I know, slave boy. I know.”

Rachel sounded so smug in that moment, so pleased with herself. Cheryl couldn’t keep the smile off her face, and for that matter, neither could the other woman. They were having the time of their lives, and maybe William was too, but for him, things were much more complex. His face didn’t radiate with joy the way Rachel’s did, the way Cheryl knew hers was. Instead, he was confused and humiliated and tortured by his own helplessness. But Cheryl could see his cock straining against the bars that contained it, could see the way the skin was trying to force its way between those bars. It was rock hard, as hard as the cage would allow him to get. He was so turned on, it was like the heat of his desire was melting his brain.

Something in Cheryl seemed to softly break. Some aspect of resistance, maybe, that she was clinging to without knowing why. This was a night for extravagance, for debauchery, for doing whatever she wanted, without consequences, without guilt or shame. She and Rachel had talked about that before even coming over, about how the whole point of this was to let go, to live out a fantasy, to not question what they were doing, knowing that these men wanted exactly that.

So she let go of her grip on William’s caged cock. She stepped away, still feeling his eyes on her as she turned. She moved toward his sofa, wondering if he was watching her ass, the way the latex catsuit strained over her backside with every step she took. Turning again, she sat down on the sofa, her legs apart. And she knew she had his full attention as she slowly, teasingly, slid one hand up her thigh, toward the zipper between her legs.

“Such a naughty boy, having such dirty thoughts about me,” she said.

William wasn’t the only one watching her. Rachel was looking at her too, that smile of approval on her face as she continued to hold William by his manhood. But Cheryl tried to focus on the man standing in front of her. She held his eyes, seeing that look of bright-burning desire, the pure tension that seemed to radiate in every line of his body as he watched her teasing him.

“Think you could make me scream, do you?”

“I hope so,” William said, while Rachel chuckled beside him.

“All right then. Why don’t you crawl over here and show me what you want to do so badly?”

Cheryl could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth, but she was determined to stick with this persona. And the things she said were nothing compared to what she did, as her fingers found that concealed zipper and pulled it slowly down. Right there in front of Rachel and William, she exposed herself, unzipping the catsuit to show her wet pussy to both of them, and the boldness of it made her breathless, her own daring almost as big a surprise to her as it was to them.

Williams eyes dropped helplessly between her legs. His jaw dropped too, staring in shock at her pussy, her lips swollen and slick under her wet pubic hair, her desire obvious, revealed now.

Rachel released her grip on his balls. Taking half a step back, she slapped his ass, and the sudden contact made William jump, his caged cock swaying ridiculously between his thighs.

“Well, come on,” Rachel said, as if his next move was inevitable, and he was being stupid or difficult for not complying. “You know what to do. Get your loser ass over there and make yourself useful.”

Cheryl bit her lip again. It was so hard sometimes not to laugh at what was happening, the sheer deviance of it enough to make her head spin. But it was so sexy at the same time. And William seemed to come to his senses, at least a little, after the shock of Cheryl exposing herself. He sank to his knees on the floor, and Cheryl beamed as she watched his slow progress as he crawled toward her, shuffling on one knee to the next, hindered by his hands tied behind his back. But that was the point, of course. Nothing should be easy for their slave boy. He had to earn everything, even the things they wanted to give him.

Cheryl watched him approach. This was part of the fun too, she knew. The anticipation. The buildup. She spread her legs a little wider on the sofa as he got closer to her, his hunger showing plainly on his face. He wanted this. He wanted to obey her, wanted to pleasure her. Because beneath all the role-play and the drama, that was the engine behind everything. That was what made all this work. The things they said and did to him might sometimes look close to abuse, but in reality, they were nothing more than what he wanted. Even if he might sometimes have difficulty admitting that, even to himself.

Cheryl stared down at William as he ran his tongue over the wet lips of her pussy. She choked back a sigh of pleasure, running her fingers through his short hair as she pulled him closer. He gazed up at her, his eyes glowing in his handsome face, an expression of something close to adoration showing on his handsome features as he looked up at her.

He wanted her so badly, it was intoxicating, and for a moment, Cheryl found herself wishing she could take a photo of his face in that moment, with his tongue on her pussy, his head between her gleaming thighs, his eyes staring up at her with a look that showed how eager he was to please. She’d like to frame it, to hang it somewhere in her house, to look at forever. To remind herself, whenever she was feeling down or self-conscious or inadequate, of the raw power that she truly possessed.

William actually kissed her pussy, like it was some sacred relic, and Cheryl let out a sigh this time. She let out an even bigger one as he slid his tongue over the complex folds of her sex, pushing and probing, sliding a little inside. The pleasure was intense, amplified by the sheer deviance of the situation. Sitting there on his sofa, being worshipped like this, Cheryl really did feel like a queen. She had always at least partly understood why Rachel’s husband called her Goddess. But now, she was understanding what it was like to feel like one.

William kept licking, and every movement of his mouth and tongue fueled that pleasure growing inside her. He pressed harder, his movements more aggressive, his head starting to bob up and down with the force of what he was doing. And soon, Cheryl was letting out a rhythmic series of moans and sighs and gasps, holding nothing back.

He had said he would make her scream. Part of her didn’t answer. Part of her wanted to deny him that, to withhold that from him so that she could taunt him with that fact, that he hadn’t been able to do what he said. But as he continued to lick and worship and serve, she felt like screaming. She felt an orgasm building inside her like a rolling wave, and she didn’t want to hold back anymore. She didn’t care what he thought about what he did to her. She only cared about pleasure.

So she screamed as she came, her orgasm bursting out of her in a wild cry that bounced back from the walls of William’s apartment. And the wet sound of him lapping away between her legs was the counterpoint to the echo of her cry, a perfect moment of service between a dominant mistress and her new sex slave.
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