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Using The House Boy

“Are you ready yet?”

John barely managed to finish his sentence, the words seeming to die on his lips when he caught sight of Rachel. She smiled up at him from where she sat on the bed, a devilish grin that she knew he wouldn’t be able to help responding to physically.

She loved these moments. This kinky game they were playing had so many different twists and turns that it was impossible to choose which parts of it were truly her favorites, but this was up there. Anytime she revealed herself to her husband in some new outfit, anytime she got to play with his visual attraction to her, got to reinforce how badly he wanted her. Part of the unfailing magic of what they were doing, the deep and irresistible thrill of being a hotwife.

“Just about,” she said.

She could imagine herself through his eyes. Imagine what he was seeing right now as he stared at her in pure astonishment. Her, sitting on the bed in their bedroom, tightly laced into a brand-new corset in a fiery red colour, specifically chosen to set off her dark hair and bright eyes, accentuating every ample curve nature had already blessed her with.

Below that, those tight leather pants that had caused all this trouble, that had started him down this road in the first place, that hugged and clung to every curve of her lower body, flaunting more than they hid.

Below them, the gleaming black leather ankle boots with a sharp spike heel that she had worn while he fucked her on the kitchen island. And at her boots, William, kneeling, hands on the floor, face almost touching the ground, licking her boots while she sat above him like the goddess both these men, in their different ways, considered her to be.

John stopped in his tracks. It was like he was stunned by what he saw, absolutely pole-axed by her pure sexiness, her outrageous dominance. It was exactly what she hoped for. Exactly the effect she wanted to have, turning him mute as he tried, without much success, to wrap his head around just how good his wife looked.

“Just one final touch to add. Stay.”

That last word was directed at William, and she pointed to the floor as she spoke to emphasize the command. He nodded, still staring up at her open-mouthed, still with his customary look of pure sexual desperation on his face. He wasn’t going anywhere. But he turned his head to watch as she walked across the room, her body swaying in her high heels, the ridiculous curves of her hips and ass and boobs transfixing both men as they watched her steady progress through the bedroom.

Her jewelry box was on the dresser. She reached inside and found the key to William’s cock, attached to its little silver chain. She knew he saw it as she held it in her fist, letting it sparkle and glitter in the light. He was never going to forget who owned his cock, she knew that now. But she still felt it didn’t hurt to remind him at every opportunity. Because it never stopped being funny to her, the way he stared at her in total desperation, and barely believable desire. And yet he would never, she knew, do anything about it.

“Honey, can you put this on for me?”

She held out the fist with the chain dangling from it, and John glanced over at William, just for a moment, before taking it from her. He touched it gingerly, as if he didn’t want to be contaminated by it. As if this tiny sliver of metal scared her big strong husband. It probably did, or at least what it represented. He had admitted himself that he was scared that one day, she might lock him away the way she had with William. And every time she thought about that, it sent another delicious shiver of desire through her body, making her breathless and giddy with excitement whenever she pondered the possibilities.

John took the chain and the key from her, and she walked back across the room, letting her hips sway dangerously with every step she took, practically waving her ass at her husband. She could feel the way the leather clung tight to her body, the way it shone so that the light danced on every single curve. And she saw the way William watched her with desperation, his eyes traveling up and down her body like a wave of summer heat, absolutely transfixed by the curves the corset gave her. She felt like sex personified, the center of attention, the only thing these desperate men could even think of looking at. It was the feeling she was always chasing, the feeling she had become addicted to.

She sat down on the bed again, close to where William still kneeled. And as she pivoted, raising her feet and resting her legs on the mattress, John stepped toward her. Ignoring the younger men like he normally did, he sat down on the bed, picking up her leg and draping it across his lap.

Rachel couldn’t stop smiling as she leaned back, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress, her tongue in her cheek as she watched John at work. His fingers fussed with the delicate chain, finally finding the clasp that opened it. He wrapped it around her ankle, over her gleaming boot, and joined the two ends together. Once again, the key to William’s cock was hanging around her ankle like an afterthought, a symbol of her total ownership, a demonstration of how far beneath her he was.

Rachel moved her boot in John’s lap. Her smile only deepened as she felt the shape of his erection through the nice dress pants he had put on for the occasion. He was hard for her, turned on already, and it came as no surprise, but that didn’t mean she didn’t enjoy the fact.

Slowly, she used her thin heel to trace the shape of his erection through his pants, and as he shivered and let out a little gasp, she took a deep breath, her breasts swelling even more inside the creaking corset. Again, the air seemed charged with possibility, everything that might happen hanging in the air in front of them all. And only she could decide. Only she got to choose what came next.

“Someone’s excited,” she giggled.

“Well, yeah,” John said, running a hand up her leather-clad shin above the boots and William’s key. “You look absolutely amazing.”

“Thank you. You don’t think it’s a bit too bold?”

“I mean, it’s definitely… A lot. But you look stunning. People are going to look, so let them. I don’t care if you don’t.”

“Care? I love it. All those women looking at me, angry because their husbands are paying more attention to me than to them. All those guys looking at me, wishing they could take me home and fuck my brains out, and make me scream. Make me do all kinds of dirty things. God, it gets me so hot just thinking about it.”

She knew she wasn’t the only one. Because she could feel the urgent throbbing of her husband’s cock against her boots, and she could see the wild look in his eyes. Like any wife, she could read her husband’s thoughts at times like this, especially when they were about her. And she didn’t doubt that at that moment, all of John’s thoughts were about her.

The only question was, what did she want to do about them?

She pushed down a little harder with her foot, now using the side of her boot to rub over the bulge of his cock. William’s key dangled from its chain barely an inch from John’s swollen manhood, and she loved the idea of that, the visual of it. One cock caged, the other free, but both of them desperately aching for her, swollen with the need for her touch.

John’s hand slid further up her leg, over the gleaming leather, and she allowed it, smiling indulgently.

“Those boobs…” John said, shaking his head, making Rachel laugh.

“Thought you’d like those. So does slave boy. But he only gets to look. You actually get to touch them.”

John smiled, a faint little smile that still showed his confusion and his misgivings. He hated being reminded of William, even when the man was in the room with them, just like William hated being reminded that she was married. Which was exactly why she did it so often. And her husband shifted on the bed, moving closer to her, her legs draped over his lap now, his hands on her gleaming, leather-clad thighs. He reached out for her, grabbing hold of her tiny waist, pulling her against him. His hands moved over her boobs, gripping and squeezing the incredible cleavage the corset gave her, and Rachel threw back her head, flipping her dark hair before fixing her eyes on her slave.

“Look at that, loser,” she said in a low voice, staring William down as she spoke. “These tits are for real men to play with. Husbands, not cucks. He loves them, don’t you, baby?”

“I do,” John murmured.

Already, he was bending his head down toward her chest, pressing his lips against her boobs as he kissed them. Rachel’s desire was growing by the minute, and like always, her cruelty was growing with it. The more John touched her, the more he pleased her, the more she wanted to grind William’s ego into the dirt beneath her gleaming sharp high heel.

The tight corset creaked again as she moved to sit up. She repositioned herself on the bed, reaching between her legs. Practically sitting in John’s lap now, she took hold of his cock, unzipping his dress pants to reach inside. Meanwhile, he showered her boots with kisses, his hands busy over the sensitive flesh, sending shockwaves of pleasure through her trembling body.

“Don’t mess up my outfit, okay, honey?” she said quietly. John lifted his face from her breasts and nodded wordlessly, ready to agree to anything that might get him closer to his desire.

She stroked his cock slowly at first, practically caressing it. Making him moan and groan the way she knew she always could, making him crave her like his life depended on her touch. But as in control of him and of William as she was, she was barely in control of herself. Now wasn’t the time for sex, after she had put all this effort into getting ready, but she wanted it badly. Inside the tight leather of her pants, she could feel her pussy dampening, her body practically melting in the desire for more orgasmic bliss.

Another naughty idea. As reliable as clockwork, every time she got turned on. And lately, given the life she was living, that was practically always. She bit her lip in excitement as she thought about what she had in mind, wondering if she could get her husband to go along with it. But she knew that was never really in doubt. Looking like this, dressed like this, acting like this, she felt like she could get John to go along with anything.

She shifted on the bed. She swung her legs out of her husband’s lap, and then stood up straight, both men looking at her expectantly, eager to see what came next. The key to William’s chastity flashed as she lifted that foot from the floor, putting it on his shoulder, pressing down so that the sharp heel dug into his skin a little.

“Get down,” she ordered. “Lie down on the floor, on your back.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

Obedient as always, William did as she said. He lay down on the floor next to the bed, his head close to the frame, and she smiled down at him, delighted just like always by his obedience.

Then, with her husband watching, she pulled down the zipper of her leather pants.

John gasped. He opened his mouth, and for a moment, he looked like he was about to say something to try and stop her. But he didn’t. As if he was incapable of it, as if he couldn’t even form the words.

And she, delighted at the thought of how outrageous she was being, put her plan into action. She stepped over William, straddling him, pausing for a moment while he looked up at her, at her pussy exposed by her unzipped pants as she stood on either side of his head. Then, bending her knees, she lowered herself down onto him. She straddled his face, his knees on either side of his head, and her humble slave knew exactly what to do. He started licking at once, without her even having to tell him, nothing more now than her pleasure slave.

John stared at her with utter astonishment. And she smiled deviously up at him. Then, she took his cock in her hand and stroked it up and down, feeling its urgent hardness and the pleasure that boiled inside him.

Opening her mouth, she lowered it down onto her husband’s cock.

John let out a long groan of pleasure as she tightened her lips around him. She teased the fat head of his cock with her tongue, just like she knew he liked, a guarantee of driving him crazy anytime she did it. If he had been about to complain, about to protest, she knew that this would wipe any thoughts of resistance right out of his mind. With his cock in her mouth, she felt as powerful as ever, able to play his body like an instrument and make him agree to whatever she wanted.

And of course, her own pleasure was soaring inside her. William was diligently licking her pussy, using everything she had taught him to please her, so that in no time at all, she was breathless with ecstasy.

John put her hand on her head, holding her dark hair back from her face as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking him deep. And every time she moaned in pleasure, thanks to William’s busy mouth, she knew he felt it on his cock. As if William’s worship translated directly to her husband’s pleasure, as if, in some twisted way, she was making her boyfriend please her husband. It was so exquisitely naughty, so deliciously wrong, that she could barely believe her own deviousness, malice, this sexy brand of evil.

Her mouth slid off her husband’s cock with a soft pop, and she gasped as she gazed up at him, her eyes full of passion, of lust that was almost animalistic in its intensity.

“Fuck these tits, John,” she gasped, abandoning herself completely to desire, thrusting her chest up to meet his lustful eyes as the corset creaked around her body. “Claim them. Show this little cuck how it’s done.”

Her husband growled, the sound that sent another shockwave of pure lust traveling through her body. But he did what she said. Taking his meaty cock in his hand, he guided it to the gap of her cleavage and thrust it inside. Bending her head down, she spat on their skin to lubricate it, then used her hands to squeeze her boobs together, offering him a deeper, tighter space for his shaft.

She felt so deliciously dirty, sitting on one guy’s face while another tittyfucked her. She smiled up at John as he stared down at her, his face a mask of pure passion, ready to explode. Thrusting her boobs up even more, she leaned down, extending her tongue until she was just about able to touch his cock with it, and he groaned all the more desperately, swamped by all the different wild sensations that she was giving him.

She felt his cock swell between her boobs as his orgasm approached, and her pussy spasmed in response. He let out a yell as she came, and she gasped at the feel of his hot semen spurting all over her breasts. Holding back nothing, she came too, her pussy spasming and spurting against William’s mouth while he spluttered underneath her, drinking down her cum the way he always did, like it was the sweetest wine in the world.

As her climax peaked and faded, she sat back on her boy toy’s chest. Her husband stared down at her with an expression of disbelief on his face, shocked by what she had done, what he had allowed her to do. But there was no going back. Not even if they wanted to. And Rachel, for her part, wouldn’t even dream of it.

She held her hands out to her husband. He took them, helping her stand up. As she did, she stood over William and saw him watching as she reached down and zipped up her leather pants, closing them over the wet mess he had made of her pussy. The thought of going to dinner like that was unbelievably naughty, but it fit in with the way she was feeling now, the kind of woman she was being tonight.

Raising a foot, she placed it on William’s chest, as if pinning him to the floor, digging the heel in a little just as she had on his shoulder earlier. Then, she moved her foot and placed it over his face, the sole of her high-heeled boot right in front of his wet mouth. She smiled triumphantly as he, without saying a word, kissed the sole of her shoe. Again, that addictive feeling of power coursed through her, sparking her desire and convincing her that she was doing the right thing.

“Oops,” she giggled girlishly, stepping back from William, but keeping her eyes on him. “I guess my husband did make a mess, after all.”

As she spoke, she traced her fingers over the mound of her breasts, feeling the silken moisture of his cum cooling on her skin. With both William and John watching, she wet her fingers in the puddle he had left, then raised it to her lips. She felt like such a wanton slut as she tasted John’s cum, the salty flavor like a badge of honor, like a reward for being such an unbelievably naughty girl.

“Guess what, cuck? You need to clean me. Now. Crawl, loser.”

Seized again by the thrill of being mean, she turned on her heel and strode across the bedroom. Neither of the men could see the smile of delight on her face as she heard William instantly sit up, turn, get on his hands and knees, and follow her across the room. She led him down the hallway, toward the bathroom, and watched him crawl after her like a beaten dog, ready to perform his next ritual of humiliation.

Pulling a washcloth out of the bathroom closet, she wet it under the faucet. It made a soft slapping noise against William’s skin as she tossed it to him.

“Clean me up. Hurry.”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

William stood up. His hand trembled slightly as he reached toward her, and that tremor was doubled by the bathroom mirror in front of them in which she could watch herself being served. But instead, she kept her eyes on William. She maintained eye contact with him as he ran the washcloth over the swell of her cleavage, mopping up her husband’s cum. His eyes were fixed on her boobs, his tongue protruding a little from his mouth, and she could feel the desire practically boiling over. Unable to resist a little more teasing, she reached down and took hold of his caged cock, running her thumb over the unyielding bars of black steel.

“Just imagine if I let you do that to me,” she said in a soft voice, so that her husband couldn’t hear. “If I let you fuck these tits, even just once. Would that be, like, the best moment of your entire life?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

She giggled at his response.

“What, better than eating my pussy?”

William paused for a moment, as if frozen in indecision.

“Just… different, Mrs. Sanders.”

“It’s different because you would get to cum? Have you still not learned yet that my orgasms are the only ones that matter?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders, it’s just… I just… I want to cum so badly! Please!”

Her hand kept moving over his caged cock as she laughed at him, drunk on her own cruelty. There was no other feeling like this, no other thrill that compared to being an absolute demanding bitch, and having a guy love you for it. He was looking at her with such an unbelievable desperation on his face, those big puppy dog eyes taking in her body in her sexy outfit and her mocking face laughing at him, and she felt that rush of power that seemed to go straight to her pussy, felt the wetness of her recent orgasm in those tight leather pants that showed off everything.

“No way. Not after that little slipup. You need to learn that your orgasms don’t matter at all, cuck. Mine do. My husband’s do. But yours? They mean nothing. Maybe I’ll never let you cum, ever again. I’m not sure you deserve it.”

“Oh my God, please, Mrs. Sanders, don’t do that! I’ll do anything!”

“So you say,” Rachel said, pretending to think about it. “And so far, you’ve been pretty obedient. I’ll admit that. But there’s always room for improvement, isn’t there? Now, John’s taking me out for a romantic evening. And when we come back, I think you know what’s going to happen. He’s going to fuck my brains out. He’s going to make me cum. Over and over again. Does that make you jealous, cuck?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“Good. It should. Because you’re getting none of this. No orgasms for losers like you. But you can make yourself useful to me while I’m out on my date. Put new sheets on the bed. Make it perfectly for us to mess up when we get back. After that, you can finish putting the laundry away. Did you scrub the floors already?”

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders.”

“On the ground floor. But you didn’t vacuum up here. So you can do that too.”

William looked at her with an expression of disbelief on his face, and part of her didn’t blame him. She could barely believe it herself. It was always tricky to believe what she could get away with, how much she could get from these men who wanted her so desperately. But it was reality. If there was any limit to her sexual power over them, she had yet to find it. And no matter how much she kept pushing the boundaries, William and John kept going along with her, letting her get away with it, letting her treat them like dirt just in the hope of maybe getting to have sex with her. As if it was a favor she did them, instead of something she desperately wanted herself.

“Yes, Mrs. Sanders,” William said submissively. Grinning again, she patted his caged cock affectionately.

“Good boy. No orgasms. Just service. That’s how it should be. Now get to work.”

Turning again, she walked away from him, stepping out of the bathroom. In the bedroom, she found John waiting, still sitting on the bed where she had left them. At least he had zipped up. Smiling at him, she reached out her hand, and he took it, rising to his feet. Her high heels echoed on the floor as she led him out of the bedroom, down the stairs, heading out on a date while William stayed behind to act as her domestic chore boy.

Neither Rachel nor John said a word as they walked downstairs, through the living room, and out the front door to the car. She felt self-conscious in her sexy outfit, but she reminded herself that that was the point as she bent her body into the passenger seat, and John got behind the wheel. As they drove away from the house, she let out a deep sigh, turning to her handsome husband with a smile on her face.

“Oh my God, can you believe this?”

“No,” John said, shaking his head at the road in front of him, “no, I can’t. This is so wild, so naughty, so dirty.”

“I know. I feel like an absolute slut. But in the best possible way. A powerful slut goddess who can get men to do whatever she wants.”

“Well, you are,” John said, and Rachel laughed softly to herself as she watched the houses sweep past on either side of the road.

“I guess so,” she said quietly. And for a while, a silence fell between them as he drove them through the neighborhood, past the outskirts of the city, merging onto a quiet highway as they headed somewhere new.

“I told you it would be amazing having him as our houseboy. Even just having him do the chores. Admit it, John. Have you ever had a better day than this?”

He seemed to pause, considering the question. Then, slowly, he shook his head.

“No, I don’t think I have,” he said. “You’re so fucking sexy like this, I can’t even handle it.”

“Well, it’s not over yet,” Rachel said. “In fact, the night is just beginning. And you know how much it turns me on to show off in public.”

They pulled up outside the restaurant. They had never been there before, but the reviews online were good, and John had been able to get a table. As she climbed out of the car, Rachel tried to steel herself, mentally preparing for all the looks and stares she knew she was going to get, dressed the way she was.

She took her husband’s arm. He walked beside her, the sound of her high heels on the tarmac of the parking lot announcing their arrival as they went to dinner. Just as she knew they would, heads turned as soon as they walked into the restaurant, eyes straining over her exposed body, and she felt the thrill of deviancy, the excitement of pushing boundaries. Just like she had on all those dates with William in her little fuck-me dresses and high heels, the provocative outfits she had used to drive him crazy and ultimately enslave him.

As they sat down at a table, food was the last thing on her mind. Even with her husband sitting across from her, barely able to keep his eyes off her enhanced cleavage, her thoughts kept straying back to her slave boy at home, following her orders and never knowing when or if he would be granted another orgasm.

The thought alone was almost enough to give her another orgasm right there where she sat in the restaurant.
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