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William’s Worship

“So how did it go?”

Rachel wasn’t surprised by Cheryl’s question. Both women knew why she was there.

It was strange; they didn’t know each other all that well. But somehow, Rachel felt she could confide in Cheryl precisely because they knew so much about one another’s kinks. Rachel had introduced Cheryl to the thrill of dominating a man, but really, Rachel wasn’t much more experienced than the younger woman was. They had both discovered the thrill of this lifestyle together, and that overcame any boundaries of propriety or reserve that Rachel might normally have had.

The truth was, she didn’t have all that many friends to begin with. And the ones she did were all friends of her husband, too. As much as she loved to toy with the idea of humiliating John, as fun as it was to play with his sense of shame and embarrassment, she wasn’t looking to disgrace him in front of people they knew. It wasn’t a boundary they had ever discussed, but it was one that Rachel intuitively felt made sense.

And Cheryl knew this was coming. She had been party to the whole kinky plan. When she first met Rachel, wearing her sexy designer dress at the party where she was inevitably the centre of attention, Cheryl had had no idea where all this would lead. But there was no disguising the thrill of it. There was no ignoring the possibilities. Cheryl had no more idea where this was all leading than Rachel did, but both women were excited to take things as far as they could go.

So when Rachel came to Cheryl and asked her where she got the latex catsuit she wore to dominate Rachel’s husband, Cheryl had been more than pleased. Together, they had talked about William, and the things Rachel might do to him. And the more they talked, the more excited Cheryl got. William was her friend, though not a close one. Maybe it was more truthful to call him a friend of a friend, someone in her circle, rather than someone she was especially close to. But after talking with Rachel, Cheryl couldn’t shake the thought of William crawling on his knees, being dominated by this adventurous married woman. She hadn’t been able to think of much else since.

Rachel sat beside her new friend on the sofa. As she did, she couldn’t help thinking about what had happened here, that unforgettable night when she had gone on a hot date with her young boy toy, and her husband had been forced to submit to the will of a different mistress. It had happened right there on that exact couch, Rachel thought to herself with a shiver of wild excitement. Her husband had gone down on another woman, and her own lack of jealousy amazed her. How was she okay with this? She didn’t understand it. But she felt it, and that was all that mattered.

“Oh my God, it was so fucking hot,” Rachel said, rolling her eyes as if she could barely contain the bliss the memory brought her. And frankly, that was true. That night dominating William, the first of what she hoped would be many, had been one of the most extraordinary sexual experiences of her life. Even after everything that had happened, it still felt strange to admit that. It felt, a little, like a betrayal of her husband, the same man who had eaten Cheryl’s pussy right there on that same sofa. John had gone further with Cheryl than she had with William, and if anyone had cheated on anyone, it was him, on her. But Rachel knew that was hardly fair. She had handed him over to Cheryl to be used however the other woman saw fit. She couldn’t blame her husband for doing what he was told.

“That’s awesome. Everything you hoped?”

“Oh yeah. You might be a genius. That suit made me feel so powerful, and he absolutely loved it. His jaw almost hit the floor the minute he saw me, and it was like he couldn’t say no. He just had to do whatever he was told. Of course, the chastity cage had a lot to do with that, too.”

“The what?”

Cheryl’s eyes opened wide, and Rachel held a hand over her mouth as she giggled.

“Didn’t I tell you? I locked his cock away. No more orgasms for him unless I say so.”

“That’s… intense. I never knew he was into stuff like that.”

“Neither did he. But he went along with it, so now I own his cock. And I own him. And honestly, it feels amazing.”

“Well, now you have to tell me everything. From the beginning. How did you get him locked up like that? How did you get him to agree to it?”

Cheryl shifted on the sofa, making herself comfortable, and Rachel did the same. She smiled a little to herself, deciding where to begin. And then, she told Cheryl everything.

She told her about the bar with William, where she made him cum in his pants with her dirty dancing, then followed him into the bathroom and persuaded him to let her lock him away. She told Cheryl about the sex she had with John, and the things they had talked about, the outrageous plans she had made for her new boy toy in the heat of the moment, that were now starting to come true. She didn’t spare one detail, and as she talked, the air in the apartment grew close around the two women, the wonder and disbelief and excitement of the kinky adventure filling both of them with a kind of dark joy.

* * * * *

A shiver tore through her body as she came.

Rachel had had plenty of orgasms lately. Sometimes, it was starting to feel like that was what her life had become, one long orgasm. All one long kinky sex session. Because even when she wasn’t in the throes of physical bliss, she was thinking about it. She was planning her next adventure, with John or with William. She was thinking about what she would wear, what she would say, how she would act, and how to drive both men wild with desire. She was thinking about becoming the cruel, demanding, dominatrix whose feet they both seemed ready to kneel at, in their different ways. Sex, Rachel had known for a while, is as much a mental game as a physical one. For her, the planning and the anticipation was a huge part of the thrill.

But this was the other part of it. The bright burning bliss that made her breathless, that made her feel like her body was glowing with the unignorable rush of pleasure. This was what it was all about. All the planning, all the anticipation. All the money spent on outfits and makeup, all the shopping. It was all for this, and the harder she worked for a release, the better each moment was.

With a sigh, she slid her fingers out of her dripping pussy. She had brought herself to orgasm, but it had never in her life felt this good before. Because there was poor William, kneeling beside the sofa, his face wearing an expression of total shock, of desire so strong it had become its own special form of torture. Even as she bathed in the blissful glow of her orgasm, she felt desire growling inside her at the sight of him. This grown man kneeling there beside the sofa like he was completely helpless, like it never even occurred to him to say no to her, to refuse anything.

The two men were so different in so many ways, but in that moment, William reminded her of John. After all, she had seen that same look of submission on her husband’s face many times. And her heart contracted at the thought of him, still worrying as she occasionally did about the damage they were risking to their marriage by playing like this. But she couldn’t stop, not now. Now that she had tasted the sweetness of the dark sex they were having, she couldn’t go back. And she knew that John, no matter how she teased him and made him suffer, felt the exact same way.

She turned around and sat down on the sofa. William stayed on his knees, watching her. His mouth was slightly open, his tongue showing behind his teeth as he gulped at her. Probably he had never been with a goddess before; at least, not like this. He had never had a dominant goddess to serve, and Rachel tried to push away all her loving thoughts of her husband to focus on the character she was now playing. Goddess Rachel, a woman who took whatever she wanted from men who were only too happy to give it to her. Drunk on her own ego, she smiled at her desperate toy.

“That’s better. Sometimes, you just can’t beat a good, hard orgasm, can you?”

She giggled as William winced, knowing exactly what she was doing to him. Seized by sudden inspiration, she pondered for a moment. She and John had their rules. No sex with other people. But she had already established with her husband that going down on Cheryl didn’t count. Sometimes – often – it felt as though the only lines that existed were the ones she herself decided to draw.

“Lick.”

With a gesture that was almost aristocratic, she flung out her hand toward William. She spread her fingers apart, the juices of her orgasm shining on the middle two. William looked at her hand, then up at her eyes, then back down to the shining digits.

She wasn’t surprised when he did what she said; not exactly. After all, that was what he was there for. That was the game, and she didn’t need to look at his cock straining against the metal bars of the chastity cage to know how much he enjoyed it. Still, she was new at this game, and there was always some doubt. Maybe that was part of what made it so exciting. Certainly, it was part of what made her feel so triumphant when men simply gave in to her kinky desires the way she ordered them to.

William licked her fingers. His tongue was warm and soft against her skin, turning around her hand, slurping up her vaginal juices like it was the sweetest nectar. She smiled down at him, letting him see that she was enjoying his service, but trying not to laugh. There was a time for a mistress's laughter, she instinctively felt, but not right now. For now, she wanted to appear calm, in control, unspeakably sexy, and just a little bit dismissive.

“How does my cum taste, slaveboy?”

It was still hard for her to talk to anyone like that. Even if he wanted it, even if she told herself that he deserved it. She was raised to be polite, kind, generous. Now, she found herself in a situation where everyone seemed to want her to be the opposite. It wasn’t easy to switch roles like that, but the agonized look of desire on William’s face, not to mention John’s, made it all worth it.

“Amazing,” William muttered, licking between her two fingers again.

And she was almost touched to see that he meant it. Kneeling there naked, his cock locked away, his hands at his sides, she felt like she could do anything to him. He really was her toy, her property, not much more than an object to use. She thought of that big, hard cock under lock and key, aching to get out, and she bit her lower lip as she imagined what it would feel like inside her.

Cheryl was right. William was big, bigger than her husband. She hadn’t been with another man since she met John, and she had never wanted to more badly than she did now, gazing down at this desperate boy who had agreed to be her slave without even the promise of ever getting to have sex with her. But she was determined to stay strong.

“Good answer.”

Drunk with power now, Rachel reached down between her legs, spreading her thighs apart a little. William watched her every move, a look of anguished lust on his face as he saw her pussy, and watched her fingers slide over it. She shivered again, a little echo of the powerful orgasm she had given herself moments before, as she trailed her fingers through the wetness of her passion, scooping up more of her nectar. Then she leaned forward, her latex catsuit creaking, the swell of her boobs drawing William’s eyes as they strained against the cups that barely contained them. She wiped her fingers against her shin, smearing a white trail of sticky fluids over the black leather.

“You missed a spot,” she said, biting her lip and again, wondering if he would comply with this new humiliation. She needn’t have wondered. William stared at her in silence for a moment, the thoughts in his head almost visible on his face. But then, he bowed down in front of her, his hands on the floor, and began licking her cum off her boots.

That wild sense of power surged inside her again. That feeling of being unstoppable, irresistible, too much for William or John or any other man to handle.

When her husband called her a goddess, it felt like he meant it. But Rachel didn’t seriously think of herself that way. At the end of the day, she was just a woman. She had her failings, her shortcomings, her blind spots and darknesses and issues, just like anyone else. But at times like this, she got to put all of that aside. She got to pretend to be perfect, to be divine, and the men in her life encouraged and supported and reinforced it so that it was easier to believe. Easier to play the role when you know it’s what everyone wants you to do.

She sat back on William’s couch, watching him licking her boot. His eyes gazed up at her, his pink tongue moving over the black leather, and he looked so pathetic, so browbeaten, so completely under her thumb, that she felt a new twist of sadism in her heart. She had never thought of herself as a mean person, never thought herself capable of cruelty. But it’s different when a guy is asking for it like this.

“That’s another little job you can do for me, slave,” she said. “You can be my boot bitch. You can clean my shoes with your tongue while I ignore you. What do you think my husband would think if he could see you now?”

“I don’t know,” William murmured, before licking her boots again. And Rachel smiled. She knew that William didn’t like it when she talked about John. He would rather have pretended that her husband didn’t exist. He would like it better if she wasn’t married, if she was all his. But that was the whole point. Her unattainability was part of her appeal, Rachel felt, and reminding him of that might hurt him, but it only helped to reinforce her power and desirability.

“He’d probably think you’re pretty pathetic. Which you are. Then again, he might feel sorry for you. I mean, he of all people should know what it’s like. You’re not the first guy I’ve had licking my boots, you know.”

William’s tongue paused. He looked up at her with an expression that she wished she could photograph and frame. An expression that said everything about their relationship, that showed that potent mix of desire and despair, of lust and shame, that turned her on so much. Between her latex-covered thighs, she could feel her pussy dripping, and again, she had to resist the impulse to break all the rules, free William’s big cock, and ride it to the bed and to ecstasy.

Instead, she stood up. William’s couch was leather, and she was gratified to see the visible wet patch from where she had been sitting. William saw it too. He couldn’t fail to as she lifted one foot and put it right in the little puddle, the high heel of her boot sinking slightly into the leather cushion.

Staring down at him, she twisted her foot slightly from one side to the other, smearing the residue of her cum on the sole of her shoe. William unconsciously licked his lips as she reached for the zipper of her catsuit, carefully pulling it shut over her dripping pussy. Depriving him of his view of what he wanted most. Then, she sat down again on the arm of the chair, crossing her legs so that the foot with her cum on it was hanging in midair.

“Clean,” she ordered briskly, emphasizing her command with a snap of her fingers.

William did it, of course. He had no other choice, not really. In a shameful display of total submission, he slid his tongue over the sole of her boots, licking up the dirt that was on it along with her juices, willing to go through seemingly anything for a taste of her. She felt her own breathing growing tight, almost panting with desire, and she felt like if she didn’t get out of there soon, she might make a fatal mistake. After all, how much longer could she hold out? How much longer could she resist the desire for sex that was building inside her, just as powerfully as it clearly was inside him? There they were, both so horny, both attracted to one another, and all it would take was a word from her, and she could have him completely. The wedding ring on her finger felt as tight as her latex catsuit as she watched her young boy toy grovel at her feet.

“You have been a good boy,” she smiled down at him. “And I said I would let you out after week. You want me to take that chastity cage off so you can cum?”

“Yes, please, Rachel,” William groaned, the desperation in his voice unforgettable, as if it was etching itself onto her brain with every passing second. She clenched her thighs together, feeling a warm wave of arousal swelling through her, loving how it felt to make him beg.

“No no, you don’t get to address me by my first name anymore,” Rachel said. “From now on, you call me… Mrs. Sanders.”

She grinned broadly at her own deviousness and malice. Sometimes, she didn’t know where it came from. But the look of shock on Williams face told her she had made the right decision. He didn’t want to think about her husband? Then she would give him no choice. She would make him speak John’s name with every worshipful word he spoke, so that he could never forget that the woman he worshiped, the goddess who owned his cock, belonged to someone else.

He hesitated, but not for long. Never for long. They both knew, perhaps she better than him, that he could never stand against her.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Good boy,” she purred. “Stand up. Hands behind your back.”

William practically sprang to his feet, his lean young muscles visible under his skin as he stood in front of her like a soldier at attention. Her eyes drifted down the defined lines of his stomach to his caged cock, jutting out from his body, leaking with pure desire. She loved her husband, and love makes people more beautiful, so she loved his body in his middle age even more than she had when he was young. But she couldn’t deny that it was fun to have this other example of masculinity in front of her, this young body with its smooth skin and hard muscle and tireless cock that, until she had locked it away, was almost permanently hard in her presence.

“I’m going to lock you now, William,” she said, speaking slowly and carefully as she looked up into his face. “I’m going to let you cum. You’re going to touch yourself, right in front of me. You’re going to kneel at your feet and make a little worship puddle in front of me. And once you’ve done that? The cage goes back on.”

Playfully, she extended her finger and tapped the metal of his cage, making his cock bob, making him groan and her laugh.

“And this time, I’m not making any promises about how long it will be. Maybe another week. Maybe longer. You’re just going to have to suffer for your goddess. Agreed?”

In the silence that followed, she hardly dared to breathe. It was one thing to make him beg. It was another thing to demand this of him. Because William was many things, but he wasn’t stupid, even if sexual frustration had a way of making him reckless. He knew that the cage gave her a horrible power over him. She had been merciless that night because of it, and if he agreed to this, he had to know that she would be just as cruel again. Possibly even worse.

But he wanted this. He wanted her, and that included her cruelty. His ribs showed at his sides as he took a deep breath, as if preparing himself for a plunge into the unknown. Then, he gave his answer.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

Rachel could almost have crowed with laughter, could have clapped her hands together with sheer glee. But she didn’t. She only smiled at him, and reached into the top of one boot. She had his key tucked in there, pressed against her skin, and now she slid it out and slipped it into the lock built into the cage. As it clicked open, she swung the bar out from behind his balls, and he groaned as she pulled it away.

“Oh,” she said, her heart momentarily clutched with pity at the sight of the deep lines the bars had left in his manhood. But bruised though it was, it swelled almost immediately in front of her face, his desire more obvious than ever. It was right in front of her, throbbing just mere inches away, and Rachel imagined herself taking hold of it. Gripping it by the base, and wrapping her lips around it, using her mouth and her tongue to bring this young man to the kind of ecstasy he had probably never felt in his life before.

But a deal’s a deal, and a plan is a plan.

“Down. Kneel. Cum for me.”

William dropped at once to his knees. He groaned again as he took his cock in his hand. Rachel shifted where she sat on the arm of the chair, both feet on the floor now. And William started stroking his cock rapidly, ignoring the bruised flesh, oblivious to pain in the grip of wild desire. She watched, hardly daring to believe what she was seeing, what she had made happen, as this man jerked off in front of her. She rested her foot on his shoulder, and he used his free hand to caress her foot and ankle through the leather of her boot, while he gazed up at her in total adoration. The

Rachel’s pussy was spasming inside her latex catsuit, almost desperate for the thick cock working right in front of her. She could smell the masculine scent of him, the pheromones of his body filling the air with the promise of sex. She saw the muscles of his stomach tighten, heard the breath catching his throat, and she jabbed her slender high heel into his shoulder, giving him just a little bit of pain to balance out the pleasure. His cock exploded, and he gasped and groaned as he spurted thick strands of calm all over the floor of his apartment.

Rachel lifted her foot off his shoulder. His cock was still dripping as he nursed the last drags out of his dripping manhood, and she put her foot on the floor. Even through the sole of her boot, she could feel the slickness of his orgasm on the floor, and she moved her foot through it, just like she had done with her own juices. While William gazed at her in astonishment, his cheeks flushed crimson with shame and release, she pressed her foot to his chest, smearing his own cum over his skin.

“Now, loser, what do you say to your Mistress?”

William seemed at a loss for words, but only for a moment. Then, cringing with shame, he muttered exactly what she wanted to hear.

“Thank you, Mrs. Sanders.”

“You’re so welcome. Now, stand up. I’m going to put that cage back on, and then I’m going home to fuck my husband’s brains out.”

* * * * *

“Holy fuck.”

At first, that was all Cheryl said. And Rachel didn’t reply straightaway.

Instead, she just looked at the other woman, smiling nervously. Even just telling the story, reliving it as she described it Cheryl, had got her going again. All over again, she could feel that desire building inside her, that crazy excitement at the wild things she had done.

And maybe, she thought, she had gone too far. Maybe even Cheryl, open-minded as she undoubtedly was, would think she had crossed the line. So she waited, suddenly unsure of herself, very un-goddess-like, for the other woman to say something more.

“I can’t believe you did that. You really just… dominated him.”

“Well, that’s what it’s all about, isn’t it? I’m a goddess, and he is my little chastity boy, and he absolutely loves being bullied by me.”

“I bet,” Cheryl murmured. And now, Rachel thought she could hear admiration in the other woman’s voice. Good. That, she realized in that moment, was what she wanted.

“And I don’t exactly hate it either. These boys… I don’t know. I never thought about doing anything like this, but now I can’t get enough of it. Bossing them around, making them grovel and beg for us… It’s so fucking hot, isn’t it?”

“Yeah. Yeah, it really is.”

Cheryl had a faraway look in her eyes now as she spoke. Rachel could tell she was thinking, and it wasn’t hard to figure out what she was thinking of. And yet, when the younger woman turned to her, her eyes blazing with wild excitement, what she said still managed to take Cheryl by surprise.

“You think I could play with William sometime?”

A wicked smile spread across Rachel’s face.

“I don’t see why not,” she said.
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