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Cucking William

Some sex makes it feel like nothing else matters.

As if this bad old world isn’t such a terrible place after all. As if life can be about nothing more than pleasure and release and connection, forever. It’s a mirage, in a way. An illusion caused by a sudden rush of hormones and the ecstasy of release. But in the moment, it feels like the realest thing you ever felt.

That was the kind of sex John had with Rachel. Wild, passionate, unrestricted. Made all the more powerful and enjoyable, at least for her, by knowing that downstairs, there was a guy who wanted exactly that and wasn’t getting it.

It made her hot. It made her crazy with lust. It made her multi-orgasmic, so that she screamed in passion again and again, so that her pussy spasmed a hot flood of her juices over John’s cock again and again.

And somehow, ecstatic as it was, it never seemed to be quite enough.

They always wanted more. They couldn’t get enough of each other. The passion and the rush of it all was far too great, so that they practically clawed at one another, always desperate for more.

The blowjob she had given him already turned out to be a good idea, because without it, there would have been no way for him to keep up. But now, sated with pleasure as he was, he could fuck her for what seemed like hours. From the moment he peeled off those tight leather pants, they were completely enraptured with each other, completely caught up in the music of sex.

And John was aware that he had never heard sounds like that from her before. She was screaming to shake the whole house, shrieking as if he was murdering her instead of giving her pleasure. And he gritted his teeth as he thought about why. It was all for William’s benefits, all for the sake of teasing this poor guy downstairs. And it was cruel and malicious and mean, but it was so intolerably sexy at the same time.

When he finally came inside her, she almost sobbed with pleasure and gratitude. Lying underneath him, she wrapped her arms around his neck and shoulders, practically hanging off him. Showering his face with kisses in a display of passion and affection that he knew was real, for all her theatrics. This dark sex they were having brought them closer together. There was no way around it. And he didn’t know what that meant, what kind of people it made them, but in that moment, he didn’t much care. He kissed his wife with a lust that was dampened only slightly by the immense pleasure they had both enjoyed, and then he rolled over, lying beside her in the bed, both of them slowly trying to regain their breath.

“Fuck. That was amazing.”

Rachel was the first one to break the silence, her words still revealing her breathless excitement. Reaching across the bed, John ran his fingers over the smooth skin of her arm.

“Yeah. It was.”

Rachel giggled as she rolled over onto her side.

“It’s like you don’t want to admit it.”

“No, it’s not that,” he insisted. “It’s just… This is a lot for me.”

Rachel bit her lip, and nodded. Soft and warm and understanding, she was, now. Everything she wasn’t with William. She could be the most demanding dominatrix and the sweetest, most loving wife, and she could change between the two in a split second, and it was enough to make John’s head spin. But he loved being married to both these versions of her. He loved her cruelty as much as he loved her sweetness. He felt lucky to not have to choose.

“For me, too,” Rachel said. “Don’t forget, I’m just making this up as I go along. I just chase what feels good, and somehow, it always seems to work out. It seems to drive both you guys crazy, in different ways.”

“You’re definitely driving me crazy,” John said, making her laugh.

“Good,” she said, squeezing his arm. “Just be glad you’re not the one I keep under lock and key.”

“I am,” John said, making her laugh again.

And as she did, she reached toward the chain that still hung around her neck, the key to William’s chastity still dangling from it. He had stripped off everything she was wearing except that, and the tiny key had bounced against her breast while he fucked her. It would be a lie to say he hadn’t noticed, hadn’t thought about it. And Rachel showed that uncanny ability she often did to see right through him as she peered into his eyes and spoke again.

“Does it make it hotter for you, knowing that he’s down there, wishing he was in your place? Because it does for me.”

John pondered his answer. He had asked himself the same question, but still didn’t know the truth.

“It’s… Weird. It’s crazy. I mean, I don’t really feel sorry for him. Fuck him. It’s what he gets for wanting my wife so bad. But I do kinda feel like… It’s not a nice thing to do?”

“Ah, but that’s the point, my love,” Rachel said.

Moving on the bed, she leaned over toward him and pressed her lips against hers. Again, she kissed him with unmistakable passion, and he kissed her back, feeling that same passion echoing in his own contracting heart. The crazy games had made their sex better. There was no question of that. But also, often lately, John found himself thinking that they made more loving toward each other too. In some strange way, their desperate affection for one another grew, feeding on this insane darkness.

“You love it when I’m mean,” Rachel said as she lifted her lips from his, her face so close that her exquisite features blurred into unrecognizability. “And so does he. So does Cheryl. And so do I. It’s like, I’ve spent my whole life trying to be nice, and now I found out that that’s not what I should have been doing it all. I should have just been a total selfish bitch, and everyone would have loved me for it.”

“That’s not why I love you.”

“But it doesn’t hurt, does it? It’s okay to admit it, John. You think it’s sexy when I’m a bitch, and so do I. It just is. I don’t how to explain it, but then again, I don’t need to. We should just appreciate it for what it is.”

John nodded slowly. After all, he knew she was right. He had been over the same arguments plenty of times in his head, but in the end, it never changed anything. He wanted her to be like this. It didn’t make him love her more, but it certainly made him want her even more desperately that he used to. And as weird as it might feel to think that in the middle of the kinky games they were playing, love and lust are hardly separable. They might not be the same thing, but they’re not a million miles apart, either.

“Just think, this is all we have to do all day,” Rachel went on, her excitement visibly growing until she was practically bouncing in the bed beside him now. “Just have sex and enjoy ourselves, and let slave boy down there take care of everything. Any chores you’ve been putting off, honey? Anything you want me to make him do while he’s here?”

Again, John shook his head, but he couldn’t keep the smile off his face this time. He knew that Rachel was right, and he knew that William would do whatever he was told. He still felt uncomfortable having this other man do things for him, but his wife had no similar qualms. She loved it. And he knew the way that it excited her would only end up being to his advantage, would only inspire her to do more naughty things with him in bed while her chastity boy served them both.

“Well, I’m going to go downstairs and fuck with him a little bit.”

John watched Rachel slide toward the edge of the mattress, slipping out from under the bed clothes and crossing the room toward her closets. He watched her naked body move, that same old lust growling inside him despite what they had just done.

“Fuck with him?”

“Yeah,” she said with a smile. “Assign him some new tasks. Let him know how much fun we’ve been having. You know. Mess with his head.”

John didn’t protest. He just watched, lying back in bed, as his wife got ready. It seemed like she was determined to drive him crazy, because she didn’t slip into a robe, or pull on some sweatpants, or dress the way she normally would have, after energetic sex like that.

Instead, she went through her closet and found a sundress, a flimsy yellow ultrafeminine thing that she slid on to barely cover her nakedness, with no underwear beneath it. John could clearly see the shape of her breasts through the thin fabric, every move she made seeming to make them bounce, her nipples hard and defined through the material.

She picked up a pair of high-heeled black leather ankle boots and carry them back toward the bed, sitting down on his side of it. She slid the shoes on one by one, the sharp stiletto heel giving a dark edge to her otherwise soft look, and John couldn’t prevent himself from wrapping her arm around her, pressing his body against her, feeling her warm, soft skin through the thin dress.

“There’ll be plenty of time for that later, honey,” Rachel said, turning her head to smile at him over her shoulder. “Let me go play with my boy toy first.”

She stood, and walked across the bedroom to the open door in a few steps. He watched her dress sway, watched her hips move under the fabric, the high heels making her legs look even longer and more toned than they were. She was still smiling as she disappeared through the doorway, and he listened to the clicking of her high heels as she descended the stairs, back down to the living room where William was doing the tasks that she had assigned him.

He waited. He listened. He could only imagine the effect her appearance would have on the poor guy locked in chastity downstairs. And alone as he was in the room, his cheeks colored at the thought that William must’ve heard their noisy sex earlier, must’ve known what was going on in this bedroom. Must have thought about it, fantasized about it. His desire for Rachel was never less than all-consuming, John was sure, but at times like this, it must be unbearable. Except he had no choice but to bear it.

Rachel wasn’t a monster, John reflected. She just played one sometimes, and played it so well, it was easy to be mistaken. William, she had assured him, could stop this game if he wanted to. Just like he could. If he ever felt like not submitting to Goddess Rachel and her crazy games anymore, he only had to say the word. But he never had, and by now, John was starting to feel like he never would. If he didn’t stop at this, what boundary wouldn’t be cross? Rachel was never going to have sex with anyone but him. Short of that, he was willing to let her do whatever she wanted. Willing to submit to her too, in his own way. Perhaps not quite as pathetically and humiliatingly as William did, but sometimes, it wasn’t far off. And she was so damn sexy that both men didn’t just put up with it. They loved it.

So it wasn’t like John couldn’t imagine what William was feeling. If anyone could sympathize, it ought to be him. But just as he had said to Rachel, he had no sympathy for William.

He still remembered how smug the young man had looked, those times he dropped Rachel off on a date with him, dressed to the nines. How he had clearly thought he was going to get some, how he had planned all along to seduce his wife. It hadn’t turned out at all the way William had intended, and sometimes, thinking about that gave John a little stab of sadistic pleasure of his own.

Rachel’s heels clicked on the stairs again. She stepped through the door of the bedroom, and William came with her. Her locked chastity boy following along at her heels, bigger and taller than her, but unquestionably under her control. His head turned only little, just the briefest glance in John’s direction, before he looked away, focusing on Rachel again. And John did the same. Maybe the two men were never going to be truly comfortable around each other, especially when both of them were almost naked. But that was the way Rachel wanted things.

“Come here.”

Striding across the room, Rachel practically stomped her foot as she came to a halt. Bossy, petulant, capricious, she was like a completely different person from the wife he knew. But she was so sexy with it. William walked across the room as if he had no choice, summoned by his mistress, his caged cock bobbing humiliatingly between his legs.

Rachel stood in front of the laundry hamper. As she stooped to reach inside, her unrestrained breasts threatened to spill out of the low-cut neckline of her yellow sundress, but didn’t quite do it. William watched as she reached inside and pulled out a pair of panties, holding them up between two hands so that the fabric stretched slightly.

“These? Need to be hand washed. Use the kitchen sink, and be gentle. I’ll be checking, and if you dare to damage any of my panties, you’ll be in big trouble, loser.”

As she spoke, she raised her eyebrows expectantly, and William, of course, gave her exactly the reply she wanted.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Good. Now, the rest can be put in the machine. You’ll find some of my sweaty workout gear in there. Some of my husband’s work clothes too. You’re going to get it all nice and clean for us so we have more time to enjoy each other, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

He stood there like a boy who had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar, accepting his punishment, never questioning Rachel’s right to order him around. It was all John could do not to shake his head in wonder again, barely believing his own eyes, even though he knew how the relationship between his wife and her boy toy worked.

“Okay. Get to work. Actually, wait, laundry boy.”

William paused as Rachel smiled wickedly, the heat of a new idea spreading through her devious little brain. She glanced over at John, and he looked back at her, not even trying to guess what she might have in mind next.

Again, his wife took him completely by surprise.

Still holding the panties in her hand, she used her other hand to lift up her skirt. Jealousy and anger growled inside John as he watched William’s head drop, watched his eyes instantly fasten on his wife’s sex. Crumpling the panties up into a ball of fabric, she ran them over the swollen lips of her pussy, holding them in place while she let out a quiet little sigh. When she lifted the underwear again, John could see, even from across the room, the wet patch of cum that shone on her underwear.

“Wash these last,” Rachel said firmly.

This time, John did shake his head, covering his mouth with one hand in pure shock as his wife stretched her panties over the other man’s head. She pulled them down over him like a hat, adjusting the fit to make sure that the wet patch was over his nose. So that he would smell sex with every breath he took. So that he would breathe in his own humiliation while he performed menial tasks for the woman he could never have.

“Go.”

Her eyes blazing, Rachel pointed toward the bedroom door. Thoroughly defeated, William picked up the laundry basket and walked out of the room, heading downstairs.

When he was gone, Rachel turned toward her husband. Her eyes wide with surprise now, her mouth forming a perfect round O.

“Can you believe this?” she said, her voice not much more than a whisper, even though William was now downstairs.

She was breaking character, and in some sense that John couldn’t really explain, it made her dominance even more sexy. She inhabited the character of goddess Rachel, Mrs. Sanders, so well, it felt like that was her natural personality, her true self. But then, at times like this, he remembered who she really was. And probably William never got to see that side of her, and that went some way to blunting the edge of his jealousy at the idea that his wife played with this other man. All he got was the thorns, and that was enough for him. Only John got to see the rose they hid.

“No, I can’t. You’re fucking crazy, Goddess Rachel.”

“Yeah? What else do you think I could get him to do?”

She walked slowly across the room now, her hips swaying with every step, that devious smile back on her face, and John could see his wife was excited again. She climbed onto the bed, moving slowly, her hair hanging down in two curtains on either side of her face as she crawled toward him on hands and knees. Her breasts hung in the open neckline of her dress, the garment barely hiding anything from his hungry gaze, and he stretched out his arms toward her, holding her close as she crawled on top of him and kissed him again.

“I want to cuck him,” she said, practically whispering in John’s ear as the kiss broke.

“What do you mean?”

“Like earlier, when I made him watch me blow you,” she said in a sultry purr. “I love teasing him like that. I love showing him what he can’t have. I want to make him watch us fuck.”

“Oh my God, you’re so bad.”

“I know,” Rachel bubbled. “I can’t help it. It’s just too much fun being a bad girl. What do you say, honey? Want to come downstairs and give me the pounding of a lifetime while my little cuckold watches?”

He didn’t, and he did. By itself, John had zero interest in having another guy watch him at his most intimate moment. She was insatiable, and she wasn’t going to stop. She couldn’t get enough sex, couldn’t get enough pleasure, and everything they did only seemed to spark even more crazy desire in her. Already, John was feeling tired, drained, spent. But he knew an opportunity like this was not something he could pass up. His gorgeous wife at her wildness, sexiest, kinkiest. It was more than he had ever dared to dream of.

“Okay,” he said. Rachel smiled indulgently, and kissed him again.

Then, she climbed off the bed. Balanced on her tall high heels, she held out her hand to him.

“Come on then,” she said. “Show him how it’s done.”

He took her hand and stood, following her to the bedroom door. She walked ahead of him, but reaching the door, she paused and turned to him again.

“And, John? I want it rough.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yeah. I want you to treat me like a whore in front of him. Show him what only you get to do to me. What he will never have.”

Then, she started walking again. John followed, his cock already swelling at the thought of what could happen. He watched her body swaying in front of him as she led him downstairs, through the living room, to the kitchen.

William stood over the kitchen sink. It was up to his elbows in suds, the laundry hamper on the floor beside him. It was empty, and the washing machine was spinning, already working its way through the load he had added. He was still wearing Rachel’s panties on his head, John noticed, a pathetic servant who didn’t dare disobey his mistress, even when she wasn’t there to check on him.

But now, she was.

“Keep working, slave boy,” Rachel said. Letting go of John’s hand, she walked across the kitchen, almost stalking in her high-heeled ankle boots as she approached the sink. William turned to look at her, his hand still in the water, and she peered down at what he was doing. Then, looking up at him again, she slid a finger under the panties on his head, pulling them away from his face, then letting them snap back while she laughed at his predicament.

“How does my sex smell, loser?”

“Amazing, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Damn right it does. Keep washing. Don’t stop.”

She stepped away from him then. John watched as she circled around the kitchen island, grinning at him. Then, standing on the far side of the island from William, she bent over its surface. At the same time, she pulled her dress up, exposing her ass, spreading her feet far apart. Between her firm thighs, John could see her pussy shining, and her round ass called to him. He stepped forward, taking his cock in his hand, and Rachel moaned theatrically as she felt him press the heavy had against the wet entrance to her pussy.

“Oh, baby, fuck me,” she moaned. Over at the sink, William stiffened. He stopped washing, just for a moment. But then, as Rachel laughed sadistically, he started again.

“Yeah, that’s it,” Rachel purred. “God, I’m such a horny girl. I need that big, thick cock inside me, please.”

Knowing exactly why she was talking like that didn’t do anything to make it less exciting. John’s cock throbbed in his hand as he pressed it more firmly against her, and, remembering what she had said, he spanked her hard with his other hand. Her gorgeous body bounced, and John gasped with surprise as she let out a little squeal of pleasure, grabbing the kitchen island in front of her for balance as she wiggled her ass at him.

“Oh fuck yeah, baby, just like that.”

“Yeah? You like that?”

He spanked her again, the noise of it bouncing back from the walls of the kitchen, and she gave another little yelp of happiness. A red mark was starting to appear on her ass, but Rachel seemed to welcome the pain. Another undiscovered side to his wife, another blank spot on the map that was rapidly getting filled in with unbelievable details.

“Oh fuck, John, yeah, I’ve been so bad. Teach me a lesson.”

He smacked her again, even harder this time, and as he did, he noticed that William seemed to flinch as if he was the one being beaten. And then, his hand stinging slightly, he moved it over Rachel’s beautiful body, feeling the heat of her pussy between her legs. He grabbed it possessively, his hard cock pressing against her ass the whole time, and she squirmed where she stood with her legs apart, arching her back like a bitch in heat, all but begging to be fucked.

“Oh fuck, honey,” was all she said.

Then John leaned forward, pressing his cock against her pussy. He slid so easily inside, lubricated by her free-flowing juices. She let out a loud, animalistic moan as he slid inside her, her high heels sliding slightly on the floor as she spread her legs even wider. Wanting him as deep as he could go, wanting to take him as far as she could. And as he thrust his cock inside her, he gathered up her long dark hair in his fist and pulled back on it. She let out a desperate cry of passion as he pulled her head back, craning her neck, filling the kitchen with the sounds of her raw passion.

Holding her hip with his other hand, he plunged his cock inside her over and over again. Almost right away, her screams of bliss filled the kitchen, and she screamed even louder when he spanked her again.

As he felt her pussy contract around his shaft, he knew she wasn’t faking it. She might be emphasizing her pleasure for William’s torture, taking sure he heard every moan and gasp, but that didn’t make it a lie. She really was enjoying this, caught up in the thrill of being a slut. And John groaned at the way her pussy clenched around his cock, so desperate for him, as if milking him of another load of cum, even after all they had done already that day.

He fucked her harder. Her breasts bounced on the kitchen island, finally falling free of her loose dress. Her hands slid over the countertop, clawing at it desperately, as if she might otherwise be torn away from it. She moaned and squealed, she groaned and gasped, and soon, John was making similar noises himself. His balls tightened up against his body, his cock surged inside her, and the pure nastiness of what they were doing crashed over him like a breaking wave as he came hard inside her.

She screamed at the sensation, panting and gasping as he finally let go of her hand. She lowered her head down to the kitchen island, resting her forehead on it, her legs shaking and trembling with the force of her pleasure. She let out another breathy moan as he slid his cock out of her ravaged pussy, breathless himself and dizzy with the aftershocks of his orgasmic explosion.

As his spasm of ecstasy subsided, the pure wildness of what had happened washed over him again. But if Rachel had any doubts, she didn’t show it.

Instead, she pushed herself upright, pulling her dress down. He saw the way her legs shook as she walked across the kitchen, those high-heeled ankle boots clicking again with every step.

She approached William. He was watching now, his hand still in the sink but his task all but forgotten. He had watched them have sex, and now Rachel was walking slowly toward him, a satisfied smirk on her face, rolling her hips as if to remind him of just how good her husband had made her feel.

“Did you like that, slave boy?” she said, taking hold of his chin in one hand. “Too bad you’ll never know what that feels like.”

John gasped in surprise as his wife unexpectedly slapped William across the face, and burst out laughing.

“Back to work, loser,” she said.
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