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House Boy William

“Okay, he’ll be here soon.”

He could see the excitement on Rachel’s face. Anyone could. So bright and brilliant, you could probably see it from space.

And John wasn’t in any way sure about what they were doing. Far from it. He had doubts and fears, like he always did, but like always, they didn’t seem to count for much.

Not because his wife wouldn’t take them into account. She would, if he voiced them. If he was open and clear and sincere about them. That was how their relationship worked, and frankly, the only way it even remotely worked. Without that, it would be something else entirely, something John was sure he wouldn’t be able to stand.

But he didn’t voice his objections. Because even though Rachel believed in honesty and complete candor between them, he had learned to keep his mouth shut. Not because of her. Not because of how she might react, what she might say. But because the things they had done had always scared him, had always made him uncomfortable, and in the end, had invariably excited him.

He hadn’t been sure about any of this, right from the very start. From the very first moment Rachel had put on those leather pants and told him about her naughty adventure in the changing room, what felt like years ago. Ever since then, it felt like he had been swimming against the current, always on the verge of being swept away.

But somehow, he never was. Somehow, he was still there, thrashing and spluttering but just about managing to keep up with his wife’s insane whims, the dark twists of her kinky mind.

This was the latest one.

William had been a constant thorn in his side, a spiky little burr in hit the back of his brain, ever since his wife had met him. By now, Rachel had proven more than adequately that she remained faithful to him, at least by some definition of faithful. The one that involved penetrative sex. She didn’t fuck him. She didn’t blow him. She allowed him to eat her out sometimes, if he had been particularly good or she was feeling particularly horny. That was as far as her cheating went, and it was no further than his went with Cheryl. Even though that had been Rachel’s idea, too.

That didn’t mean it didn’t make him uneasy. But he still believed her when she said that she stuck to the rules they had established. So did he. And those rules might not work for everyone. Once upon a time, he would never have thought they would work for him, either. But somehow, they did. They led both him and Rachel to new heights of sexual excitement, new levels of satisfaction unlike anything they had experienced before. You can’t argue with success. Their grand and dangerous experiment had been exactly that.

And now, like she always did, Rachel wanted to take things to a new level. She wanted to test boundaries and test herself, test William’s devotion to her and the obedience she had trained into him. And this time, she needed John’s help.

The last thing he wanted to do was see William, to speak to him, to engage in any way whatsoever with the only other man who had eaten his wife’s pussy in well over a decade. But it was what Rachel wanted. And she had her ways of getting around him. She didn’t need the chastity cage that she used on William. All she needed was her smiling eyes, her wicked imagination, her glorious body. She could talk any man into anything.

So it was the weekend, and they were ready. As ready as you can ever be for something like what Rachel had planned. William was on his way over, and John could be as nervous as he wanted to be about that, but it was already happening. The wheels were already in motion. Nothing to do except go along with her plans in the hope that, like always, his wife’s latest wild idea would end up in more outrageous pleasure for both of them.

Her outfit helped. She had squeezed herself back into those tight leather pants that had caused all the trouble in the first place, pairing them with some high-heeled boots that had become a staple of her wardrobe ever since she discovered her newfound dominant tendencies. Along with that, she wore a black tank top, nothing special in its own right. But the way it hugged her torso complemented the tightness of her pants, showing off that incredible figure that everybody wanted, and John found himself weak for his wife like he always was. Weak to her wild ideas and ready to do whatever she said. And he knew William would be exactly the same.

Rachel’s stark black outfit made the key around her neck shine even brighter. She wore it on a chain, letting it hang there deliberately to taunt William, to remind him of the source of her power. But it reminded John, too. Reminded him of who his wife was, what she had become over the last few weeks. How cruel and evil and seductive she could be, how breathtakingly sexy in the full flood of her dominance. In some weird way, lately, it was like he was married to a different person. But at the same time, flashes of the old Rachel kept showing through.

Ultimately, he was just glad she hadn’t decided to lock away his cock the way she had with William. Because she and Cheryl had flirted with the idea, and it made his head spin, made his heart race with that indescribable mix of excitement and dread that she inspired in him so often now. But his wife wanted him free to have sex with her whenever she wanted, and lately, she wanted it more than ever, and that was reward enough by itself for playing along with her insane games.

When William arrived a little later, Rachel went to greet him at the door. John stayed seated on the sofa in the living room as he heard his wife let her slave boy in. He had no idea what the etiquette was. How do you respond the first time you meet your wife’s sidepiece, the guy who’s less her boyfriend and more a kind of human sex toy for her to take out her most sadistic impulses on? Nothing in his life so far had prepared him for a situation like this. So he stayed seated. listening to the rhythmic click of Rachel’s high heels as she let William through the kitchen, toward the living room where he waited, the young man following behind his mistress, his face showing all the doubts and fear the John felt himself, only amplified by a factor of ten.

“Hey,” John said uncertainly. William managed to tear his eyes away from Rachel long enough to nod at his rival.

“Hey.”

“Nevermind hey,” Rachel said, her voice unusually sharp. At least, John rarely heard that tone from her. Only when she was in the full flood of passion, feeling extra dominant, extra sexy. But maybe it was the only voice William ever heard from her.

“Strip. Now.”

She gave her orders brusquely, used to being in charge. William’s tongue darted visibly between his lips, and he glanced over at John without saying anything.

At the same time, John shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He had no more desire to see William naked than William had to expose himself in front of another man. But it’s Rachel was standing there in the middle of the living room, her arms folded under her big breasts, the picture of feminine power, and nothing in her tone made either of them think that she was in a mood to be argued with.

John knew his wife wanted to show off. She wanted to flex her power in front of him, to show him what she could make another man do. As if he didn’t already know. As if she hadn’t made him do plenty of humiliating and degrading things over the last few weeks, just in the hope of being granted the kind of sexual pleasure only she could give. For William, of course, that desire was much stronger. He had even less chance than John did.

William’s hesitation didn’t last long. Soon, he started pulling at his clothes, struggling out of them. Another capitulation, another surrender to her beauty and power. She never seemed to get bored of it. And as William undressed there in the living room, John glanced, just for a second, at the other man’s caged cock. The black steel cage his wife controlled looked cruel, painful, like some method of medieval torture. Even after everything that had happened between them lately, it was hard to reconcile his sweet and loving wife with this kind of sadism. But it was hot. There was no denying that. As he looked again at his wife, standing there in her all-black outfit, he felt the swelling of desire within him, the thickening of his cock as he looked at her, practically glowing with the irresistible power she held.

“Better. On your knees.”

Like a trained circus animal, William did as he was told. He dropped at once to his knees on the living room floor, staring up at Rachel with an expectant look on his face. Now, he didn’t even look at John, and that was fine by him. John didn’t much want to look at William, either. Instead, both of them focused on Rachel, the sexy goddess in front of them, the woman who was going to decide how the whole scene played out for her amusement and pleasure.

She crossed the floor. She strode through the living room, her eyes flashing as she grinned at her husband. She was wearing her dark hair loose, and it cascaded over her shoulders, shining like silk as she turned and took a seat beside John on the sofa. The closeness of her body sent a kind of shockwave of desire through him, the smell of her perfume filling his nostrils and inspiring a kind of physical response built in parts of all his memories of the things they had done together in the past.

But before anything else happened, Rachel leaned forward, her forearms on her knees. She pursed her lips, and John almost gasped in shock as he saw his wife, usually so elegant and ladylike, spit on her own shoe. Then she sat back, her tight leather pants creaking as she crossed her legs so that the boot with her spit on its was lifted off the floor.

“My boots are dirty. Clean it up.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

William spoke the words easily, published by long practice, but if John cared to look, he knew he would see the conflict on his face. And he almost gasped to hear him call Rachel that. But as the young man crawled toward her on hands and knees, thoroughly browbeaten and humiliated, John glimpsed the sense behind it. Rachel made him call her that, and that made him feel all kinds of complicated feelings. It made him glad that she insisted on reminding her slave boy of their marriage. It made him feel more secure in Rachel’s love. And it turned him on. The cruelty was always so sexy, and there was no denying that this was cruel. And yet William went along with it like he went along with everything else, more than willing to humiliate and debase himself, without even the promise of getting to have sex with her. That cock stayed locked, Rachel insisted. William existed to pleasure her, not the other way around.

William crawled toward the sofa, and John kept his eyes on his wife. Rachel watched the young man with that same smile of satisfaction on her face, her eyes half closed now as she looked down at him. She seemed totally in her element, loving every moment of what was happening. The pleasure she took in being in charge could hardly be more obvious. And John had seen that before, of course, but never at this remove. He had never been able to see it almost from the outside, to appreciate how it really looked when she took charge. Every bit as intoxicating and arousing as he might’ve thought.

On hands and knees, William began licking her boots, submissively gazing up at her while he did. And John cringed, shifting uncomfortably in his chair again, remembering that Rachel had made him perform similar acts of worship. Even with those same boots. Lately, it seemed they hardly went more than a couple of days without some man’s tongue gliding over them reverently, and that thought was both terrifying and arousing, like almost everything else about his dominant wife.

Rachel’s hand gripped his knee. She squeezed slightly, turning her smile toward him, and he made himself smile back. He was still deeply unsure about this, still massively conflicted, but there was no denying the effect it was having on her. She wasn’t trying to hide her excitement, or the fun she was having being Goddess Rachel again. And no one turned him on like she did.

William’s tongue slid up and down her boots, caressing the gleaming leather. Rachel’s hand slid up and down on John’s thigh, seeming to rise a little higher with every pass. He looked at her, saw the danger sparkling in her eyes, the sharp light of sadism that he had seen before, but only ever directed at him. Now, she had someone else to bully and belittle. And she seemed to know exactly how she intended to do that.

Her hand slid higher, and her smile deepened as her fingers found the bulge of his cock. She didn’t have to say anything; she could tell by touch how turned on he was. And that pleased her. Through the pants she wore, she caressed his cock, tracing its shape and feeding his excitement, and soon, John was feeling breathless with pure lust.

He slid an arm behind Rachel, between the sofa cushion and the small of her back, pulling her beautiful body against him. And she allowed it, leaning toward him, her leather-clad hip pressing against his, her free arm draped around his shoulders. She pressed her lips against hers, kissing him fiercely, and he kissed her back just as desperately, every bit as eager as she was for physical contact between them, for the pleasure they both knew they could give each other. Her tongue slid over his, her lips writhing against his, and every second turned them on more. Excitement crackled and sparked between them, and they both knew where this was going now, and they both wanted it.

John’s hands slid over the tight leather of Rachel’s pants while William’s tongue slid over the leather of her boot. She uncrossed her legs as her husband plunged his hand between her thighs, pressing against her pussy through the supple material. She gasped, a gasp he could feel against his own mouth, her breath catching deep in her throat as his tongue continued to move over hers.

And Rachel’s hand never stopped. It kept sliding over his cock, toying with it, playing with him, driving him mad with desire until he was groaning just like she was, the two of them writhing against each other.

Forgetting, it might seem, the pathetic slave boy groveling at her feet. Except John knew better than that. He hadn’t forgotten, and he knew his wife hadn’t either. He knew that having William there, forced to witness all this, made the whole episode more exciting for her, and he felt a strange jolt of jealousy at that, but he knew he couldn’t argue with the results. Not when it felt this good.

And it was about to feel a lot better.

Rachel let out a delightful little moan as she lifted her lips away from his. Her eyes sparkled and flashed, fixed on him now, not on William, as her other hand slid off her shoulders and dropped between his legs. She unzipped her husband’s pants, reaching inside, brushing aside the resistance of his underwear to take hold of his manhood and guide it out into the living room.

John had never done anything like this. He had never wanted to. Having sex with an audience wasn’t the kind of thing they had ever thought to try before. It wasn’t the kind of people he thought they were. But evidently, they were those kind of people now. And it was so hot to see Rachel so uninhibited, so wild and free and sexy. Just like she must’ve known it would, her actions swept away any faint resistance he would have had. As strange as the situation was, he couldn’t deny the pleasure he was feeling or the desire she sparked in him, and that was enough to make him go along with whatever she wanted.

She shifted on the sofa. She changed her position, sliding her legs further away from him, leaning her head over his lap. He hardly dared to believe what was coming, hardly dared to even breathe in case it might put her off. But she smiled up at him, knowing exactly what she intended, meaning every moment of it.

She swept her dark hair back away from her face, pulling it behind her ear. Sprawled on the sofa now, his cock in her hand, she grinned up at her husband while her slave boy watched from his knees, his face a mask of jealousy and desire.

Rachel stuck out her tongue and ran it along John’s length, making him groan and shiver with the pure pleasure of her touch. He felt her chuckle, just a little, enjoying her power to draw this reaction out of him, to make her feel exactly how she wanted him to feel. And as she licked his cock again, John dissolved in a long moan of pleasure. Unable to believe what was happening, and completely lost in the thrill of it all.

“This is what husbands get,” Rachel said in a low voice that dripped with passion, and for a moment, John thought she was talking to him. But then he realized she was addressing her slave boy, teasing him further while she continued to stroke his cock, lubricated by her own saliva.

“Real men with real cocks get pussy and blow jobs. They get to cum whenever they like. But groveling little bitch boys? Well, they just get to serve their mistresses and watch real men have a good time. Understand?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

William’s voice was tight with the strain of what he was going through, but John barely spared him a thought. He didn’t care about the young man kneeling at his wife’s feet, didn’t care how much his cock must be aching in the tight chastity device he wore, with that teasing key hanging around Rachel’s neck. None of that mattered to him now. What mattered was pleasure, the promise of pleasure his wife’s body offered, the orgasm he could feel almost boiling inside him, deep in the pit of his stomach. Ready to come out if she would only do the right things, the smallest little actions that she knew would push him over the edge.

“See, honey? I told you it would be fun having a slave boy around. Our little cuck. Ready to show this loser how a real man cums?”

He couldn’t believe the words coming out of his wife’s mouth. Even after all the crazy things she had said and done recently, this was still somehow shocking. But there was no resisting Rachel. Both he and William were ample proof of that. She always got what she wanted, and she made it look easy, and that kind of power was all part of their appeal.

“Oh my God, yes, Goddess Rachel,” John groaned, barely able to withstand the pressure of his own desire. The words poured out of him naturally, his own submission to his wife triggered by what she was doing to William, and she smiled deviously, driving both of her men crazy in different ways.

Then, she closed her lips around him. She lowered her head and took him into her mouth, making a tight seal around his shaft with her soft lips. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him, her tongue moving over the sensitive head of his cock, and John was absolutely helpless. He moaned and groaned in his spot on the sofa, trembling with a lust so pure, it was almost close to pain.

Rachel kept sucking him. Sucking him like she hadn’t in a long time, thoroughly devoting herself to his pleasure, as if nothing else mattered. But even in the depths of his unbelievable desire, John knew better. She was pleasuring him like this to torment William, to tease him with what he couldn’t have.

The thing was, he didn’t care.

John’s pleasure was so pure, so intense, that he didn’t worry about what was happening. He didn’t question anything. His cock surged, his mind seeming to melt with pure ecstasy, and nothing mattered except the sensations she was giving him.

He exploded. Gasping and groaning, twitching and moaning, he came in a sudden rush. Rachel spluttered and gasped as he spurted his cum into her mouth, but she didn’t pull away. Like the teasing slut he knew she could be, she did her best to swallow his load, his hot seed pouring out over those plump lips as she sucked him dry.

Drained, he sat back on the sofa cushion, trying to regain his breath. His wife sat up beside him, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her eyes were sparkling, gleaming like jewels as they looked at him, and for about the millionth time in her marriage, he felt like he could get lost inside them forever.

Maybe he had. Because lately, John’s waking life felt almost like living inside Rachel’s crazy fantasy. She was more devious, more uninhibited, more creative that he could ever be, and she had taken full control of their sex life, and no matter how wild her ideas were, he could never bring himself to argue with them. Because Rachel knew the secret to getting him to comply all too well. All she had to do was make him feel this good, and he would let her get away with absolutely anything.

Rachel patted John’s knee affectionately. Almost like she was congratulating him on a job well done, when it was her who had made the magic happen. And then, her eyes still shining with excitement, she turned back to William.

He was kneeling on the floor at her feet, gazing up at her with a look of astonishment on his face. Whatever he might have expected from her, whatever she might’ve done to him in the past, this seemed to have surprised him. It was like she had broken his brain, like her power and sexiness was too much for him to handle. John wasn’t surprised by that. That was what it was like, being with her, and he knew that. But he had never seen her quite like this. He had never seen her this powerful, this wild, this naughty, or this sexy.

“How badly do you wish you were my husband right now, loser?”

John could hear the barely suppressed laughter in Rachel’s voice as she spoke, her unkind words seeming to echo in the tense space of the living room. She was turned on, and there was no doubt that William was too as he stared up at the goddess sitting above him.

John was the only one who had had any relief. And still, even in his post orgasmic glow, he could see the pure sexiness of the situation. The gorgeous goddess dressed in leather sitting on the living room sofa like it was a throne, and her pathetic slave boy kneeling naked below her, his cock under lock and key, his sexuality completely controlled by a woman he could never have.

“So badly, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Keep dreaming,” Rachel giggled. “You just get to serve. Now, take my boots off.”

William didn’t hesitate. Carefully, he reached toward her knees, found the zippers of her boots, and pulled them down, sliding her footwear off. Rachel wiggled her toes.

“Somehow, those got covered in loser tongue marks,” she sneered. “So now they need a polish. You’ll find polish and a brush under the kitchen sink. Get to work. My husband and I have better things to do. Don’t disturb us. If you run out of things to do, you can scrub the floor. Don’t let me come back down here and find you idle.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

William’s obedience was a foregone conclusion, but that didn’t mean it was easy. John hardly looked at the other man, but he hardly needed to. He could feel the strain coming off him, could feel how part of him resisted what was happening, even as the rest so easily gave in.

Rachel beamed as she turned back toward John. Reaching toward him, she took his hand in hers and gave it a squeeze.

“Come on, honey. Let’s go upstairs. I’m not done with you yet.”

John shook his head slowly, but not in refusal. Far from it. He just couldn’t believe he was married to a woman this sexy, this devious, this cruel, and this exciting, all at once. But of course, there was nothing he wanted more than what she was suggesting.

He stood up. Rachel stood with him. Hand-in-hand, they walked across the living room, her bare feet now almost soundless as William stayed where he was, still kneeling, holding on to her discarded boots like they were a holy relic of the goddess she undeniably was.

His head spinning, John climbed up the stairs with his gorgeous wife following behind him, everything they were doing seeming so wild and wrong and yet so unbelievably thrilling at the same time.

He took her to the bedroom, and Rachel practically threw herself at him, draping her arms over his shoulders, showering him with desperate kisses. He fell back on the bed as she climbed on top of him, her leather pants straining around the curves of her ass and thighs, and again, all his doubts and fears and arguments against what they were doing melted away in the flood of pure pleasure.
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