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The Best Beta

Trembling with pure desire, I did as my sexy wife said. I kneeled at her feet and ran my tongue over the leather of the tall boots I had bought that day. And beside me, her ex-boyfriend did the same.

In all our games up to that point, the hierarchy had been clear. Michelle was always in charge, but I was above Nathan. I was her husband, after all. He was just her slave, a guy who used to date her back before we met and who clearly still carried a major torch for her.

Now, the only divide was between her and us. She, the dominant and beautiful woman sitting on the sofa in her beautiful black lingerie, and the two of us, kneeling at her feet and shining her boots with our tongues in a show of total submission and humiliation.

And it seemed to be working. Because as I continued to lick her boot, warming to the humiliating task as my cock throbbed with deviant desire, I glanced up at Michelle and saw that she had slipped her fingers underneath the elastic waistband of her panties. I could see her fingers moving through the sheer panel at the front of the lingerie as she touched herself. And soon, the sounds of her pleasure rose in the living room, leaving no doubt as to just how much this was exciting her.

Michelle moaned. And the sound of that familiar female pleasure excited me further. My cock surged and throbbed between my legs, bolts of desperate arousal racing up and down my spine and making me lick her boots with even more enthusiasm. I worked my way up her leg, my head getting ever closer to her busy hand moving underneath her underwear. And beside me, Nathan did the same, licking and kissing his way up the shaft of her boot as she fingered herself above us.

Michelle had no shame. She was too much of a dominatrix for that. Too lost in the outrageous pleasure of what she was doing, too delighted with the wild power she had given herself. She was completely lost in this moment, as though it was bigger even than her, just as it was certainly bigger than we pathetic men who groveled at her feet.

And as we kept licking and kissing, Michelle closed her eyes. She leaned back on the sofa, her breasts rising and falling again, the key to Nathan’s chastity shining above the deep cleavage as she moaned in pleasure. Through the leather under my tongue, I could feel her leg start to tremble. I could hear the couch creaking under the weight of her body as she moved. She arched her back, overwhelmed with the pure pleasure she was giving herself and the erotic power of the moment we found ourselves in.

And just like that, Nathan and I watched as Michelle came.

Her loud moans turned to sighs. Her hands still moved under her panties, but it was slower now, gentler. Her face was flushed with orgasm, and as she opened her eyes again, she smiled at the sight of us. Both kneeling there, our faces around the level of her knees, both bewitched by what we had just seen and wanting her more than ever.

And Michelle knew better than anyone just how powerful that made her.

“Good boys,” she said. And I watched as she slowly drew her hand out of her panties. Her fingers were shining with her wetness, and though it was hard to see against the dark fabric, I saw more of that same wetness between her legs. The smell of her arousal haunted the room, fueling my own desire as I kneeled at her feet with my cock as hard as it had ever been, desperate for this woman I recognized as my wife at the same time. I had never imagined anything like this. I had certainly never imagined I would enjoy being humiliated so much. And yet, there was the proof, throbbing between my legs and pointing up at my wife as I gazed at her in astonishment.

“This is awesome,” Michelle said. “Teasing you both and driving you crazy. How badly do you beta boys want me right now?”

“So badly, Mistress Michelle,” I said truthfully, not knowing what else to say. But it seemed to do the trick. A satisfied smile spread across my wife’s face, and she beamed down at me as she grinned with pleasure to hear the predicament I was in. I had no idea she could be so cruel. And it made her sexier to me than she had ever been.

Beside me, Nathan mumbled something similar, but I didn’t listen. I didn’t care about him except as he related to what we were doing. He was a toy, a prop, an object that enhanced my wife’s sadistic and dominant pleasure. That was all. Although in the position I was in, it was hard to argue that I was any better off than he was.

“That’s what I like to hear. And maybe I can use one of you lucky boys to give me another orgasm. Now, which one should it be?”

As usual, Nathan didn’t even hesitate.

“Oh please, Mistress Michelle, me!” he said. He had no pride at all, seemingly no sense of shame as he begged my wife for the privilege of pleasuring her. He gazed up at her from his knees as though she were all that mattered in the world, as though he had forgotten anything else existed and that there was more to life than being the slave of a beautiful woman like her. Maybe he had. He had come to us for what was supposed to be a very temporary stay while he got back on his feet. Now, he was my wife’s live-in slave, and seemed to have no ambition or desire beyond doing whatever she told him to. It hadn’t even taken her long to reduce them to this. And it hadn’t exactly been hard for her to do this to me, either.

Because while Nathan humbly begged, Michelle laughed out loud. But I couldn’t miss the way her eyes drifted toward me. I couldn’t miss the smile on her face, or the slight raise of her sculpted eyebrows. She didn’t have to say anything. All too well, I could remember her threat about a reward for the winner of this insane competition and punishment for the loser. I didn’t want to lose. Even if it meant debasing myself just like my rival was doing beside me.

“Please, Michelle,” I said, adding my voice to the chorus of begging coming out of him. “Please let me pleasure you, please!”

“Oh my God, this is too funny,” Michelle said. As she spoke, she giggled, covering her mouth with one hand with a modesty that was completely at odds with the way she was dressed and the way she was behaving. But that, I was quickly learning, is a dominant woman’s prerogative. Michelle could do whatever she liked, and we all knew it. We were all, in our separate ways, getting off on that fact.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Michelle said at last. “As much as I love hearing you both beg, there can only be one winner. And it’s pretty obvious to me. Roman, I think you need a little bit more practice begging, because that was… Well, pretty pathetic, if I’m being honest. Nathan, get over here. You get the reward of pleasing me this time.”

“Thank you Mistress!” Nathan said, and it sounded like there was genuine gratitude in his voice as he spoke. Michelle laughed again, giddy with sadistic pleasure at what she was doing to this desperate man. He shuffled forward on his knees, and she spread her legs even further, reaching out to place a hand on the back of his head as she did so. At the same time, she lifted the leg closest to me and rested it on my shoulder. I looked at her along the long shaft of the boot I had just licked, barely able to believe that this demanding dominatrix was my wife. And Nathan, the lucky winner, lowered his head between Michelle’s thighs as she pulled aside the front of her panties.

“Watch, honey,” Michelle said in a soft voice that dripped with seduction and power. She was looking right at me as Nathan lowered his head between her legs, her hand on the back of his head steering his mouth toward her pussy. It was the most obscene, the lewdest, and the most erotic spectacle I could imagine, and it was happening right there in my living room. It took an effort to remind myself that this was my wife I was watching, not some practiced porn star. Although the way Michelle was behaving lately, there didn’t seem to be much difference.

“You can be my foot rest and watch while he licks me,” Michelle said, still looking at me as she spoke. Meanwhile, between her legs, Nathan was already enthusiastically licking her pussy. I could hear the sound of his and shame and desire and humiliation, and it echoed strangely inside me to know that I was watching another man pleasing my wife, and that there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

“Who knows?” Michelle shrugged. “You might even learn a thing or two. Definitely, you could stand to take some lessons in obedience from this pathetic beta.”

And Michelle’s eyes drifted down to where Nathan crouched between her legs as she spoke. It was obvious that she was having the time of her life. Obvious that she was endlessly pleased with everything she had done. This whole project was hers, the driving force behind everything we did, and it was a position of power she took to like a natural.

I was having a little more trouble with it myself. But at the same time, I didn’t fight back. I didn’t argue. I just stayed there, kneeling, my hands cuffed behind my back and my cock throbbing with desperate desire as I watched Nathan eat my wife out. And I realized how smart Michelle was to handcuff me before she began this new adventure. If I had been free, I didn’t know if I would try to stop what was happening or try to touch myself to relieve the agonizing desire of what I was witnessing. But tied up as I was, neither option was open to me. All I could do was watch.

Michelle moaned again. Once again, I watched as she pressed her body back against the sofa, feeling all over again the blissful surge of approaching orgasm. The sound of her pleasure filled the room once again. This time, if anything, it was even louder than when she had touched herself before. And between her legs, Nathan’s head moved, her fingers showing in his short hair as she gripped his scalp. She slid forward slightly on the sofa, thrusting her hips toward him, greedily demanding more of the pleasure he was giving her. And of course, Nathan was only too happy to oblige.

Lucky bastard, I found myself thinking, against all the evidence. After all, he was the one who had his cock locked in chastity, with the only key dangling around my wife’s neck. He was the one who had lost his autonomy completely, who had become nothing more than a toy for my gorgeous wife to use. Was that what I wanted? In that moment, there was no question. Absolutely, I wanted what he had. To give myself to her completely, to forget about everything except pleasuring this incredible woman. To lose myself in the unexpected joy of submission to the mistress she had become.

But that wasn’t what Michelle wanted. And for now, for the for foreseeable future, that was all that mattered.

Michelle closed her eyes. Her open mouth rang with the sounds of selfish pleasure, and I cringed as I watched her orgasm approaching. I had seen her cum before, of course. I had even seen Nathan lick her pussy before. But none of it quite prepared me for this. None of it quite compared to what it did to me to see that familiar but beautiful shudder pass through my wife’s incredible body, to know that she was feeling the bliss that I longed to give her but couldn’t by her own rules. To know that she had found someone else who was more than willing to give her the pleasure that used to be mine alone to give.

Recently, I had grudgingly admitted to my wife that I had fantasized about seeing her with another man before. But I was afraid of my own desires, and ashamed of them, too. And certainly, I had never imagined a situation anything like this one. The reality, I was finding, was totally different to the fantasy. Imagining something in the height of passion when everything seems permitted is nothing like seeing it unfold right in front of your face.

And all I could do was watch.

Michelle screamed in orgasm. I heard the sound of Nathan’s mouth on her body change as the fluids of her pleasure gushed forth. I gulped, my heart vibrating in my chest with feelings I had no names for as I watched her cum with another man’s face between her legs. When I watched him lick her before, I had been caught up in my own pleasure, and that had acted as a kind of shield from the full enormity of what was happening. Now, there was just me and the truth. My wife was cheating on me right there in front of me with her submissive ex-boyfriend, and nothing had ever turned me on as much as that. No matter what else happened, even if everything stopped here, I was never going to forget that humiliating fact.

Finally, Michelle growled and pushed Nathan’s head away. He sat back on his knees, the juices of her pleasure shining on his chin and lips as he gazed up her with undisguised desire. She grinned as she opened her eyes to see him looking at her, and the key to his chastity dangled from her neck as she leaned forward. I watched her reach out and take his chin in one hand, those startling eyes of hers staring deep into his as though daring him to do something to stop her tormenting him like this, even though she knew he wouldn’t.

“Good boy,” she said in a condescending tone. “That’s a good boy. You know just how to please your mistress, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan said. Lately, it seemed to be virtually the only thing he said. Then again, it was becoming an increasingly frequent part of my vocabulary too.

“Good. Keep pleasing me like that, and you’ll get your reward. Although… When you lick pussy like that, there’s really no need to unlock your worthless cock, is there?”

Nathan gasped at my wife’s words, clearly stricken with horror at what she was saying. And she knew it. She laughed out loud, the sound of sadistic delight bubbling out of her like music.

“Oh, you boys are just too easy to mess with ” she said, shaking her head. “Any threat to those silly little cock of yours, and you get so upset. You need to learn, Nathan. You need to learn that thing between your legs belongs to me now, and no one else. And it doesn’t get any pleasure until Mistress Michelle says so. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Nathan seemed chastened now, my wife’s words putting him firmly in his place. After all, how could they not? They were directed at me, but as I kneeled on the floor with one of Michelle’s legs still resting on my shoulder, I felt an echo of the shame and disgrace he must be feeling as my wife asserted her outrageous rights over his body.

And then, she turned her shining eyes on me.

“And then there’s you,” she said, and a thrill of fear raced along my spine as my wild wife looked me up and down. “I gave you the chance to please me, to prove you were a better man than him. And you failed. Now, what sort of punishment should I give you for letting me down like that?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress Michelle,” I said. Somehow, using the same title for my wife as Nathan did seemed like the safest option at the time. And Michelle’s eyes glowed at the sound of it, this gorgeous woman once again enjoying a sense of pure power over her humble slaves.

“No, of course you don’t,” she said. “Luckily, Mistress does. Now, let’s teach you a lesson.”

Michelle swung her foot off my shoulder. Again, the key to Nathan’s chastity dangled above her cleavage as she leaned forward. This time, she gripped the end of the belt that was still around my neck. Then, she stood. Tugging on the belt, she turned her back on me and began to walk out of the living room, and I had to spring to my feet to follow after her. She left Nathan where he was, used and now discarded in our living room. I didn’t pay him much attention either, but I could feel his eyes following our every movement as we disappeared down the hallway toward the bedroom.

“Get over here,” Michelle said, tugging sharply on the belt. “Get on your knees. That’s right, facing the bed. Now bend forward. Yeah, like that.”

My wife directed me where she wanted me to go, using tugs on the belt and her hands on my body to position me the way she wanted. In the end, she had me kneeling on the floor at the side of the bed, bending at the waist to lay my stomach and chest down on the mattress. My throbbing cock was trapped underneath me, and I battled against the urge to use that pressure to give myself pleasure. Something told me that Mistress Michelle would never tolerate that.

Standing above me, my wife unfastened the belt from around my neck and pulled it away. I heard her shift her feet behind me, and then something whistled through the air. There was a sharp crack, and I cried out in surprise and pain as she whipped my ass with the belt she held in her hand.

“Shut up and take it, bitch,” she said in a voice that echoed with laughter as she whipped me again. “I told you there would be punishment. Did you think I was joking? This is what happens to beta boys who don’t satisfy their mistress. They get their asses whipped.”

I grunted on the bed as the blows continued to fall. I’ve never been turned on by pain. Then again, this was as unique a situation as any I had been in. The pain of the belt falling sent shockwaves through my body, even though I suspected Michelle wasn’t hitting me nearly as hard as she could. But under my body, my cock throbbed as desperately as ever. It wasn’t the pain itself that was turning me on, I realized; it was the fact that this gorgeous woman was inflicting it on me. That she felt she had the right to torture me like this for such a minor offense only enhanced the sense of sexual power that made this whole adventure so erotic.

Soon, the blows stopped. Still, my ass was throbbing with pain as Michelle set the belt aside.

“I hope you learned your lesson, mister,” she said. “Now, get on the bed. Whipping your ass has made Mistress horny.”

Of course, Michelle knew exactly what she was doing. She knew there was no way she could have phrased that command that was more guaranteed to get me to do as she said. Ignoring the pain in my ass, I virtually sprang to my feet, struggling onto our bed with my hands still cuffed beside me. Michelle watched, her eyes gleaming with pure delight at what was happening right in front of her.

On her orders, I lay down on my back. My cock rose above my body, projecting unmistakably into the air to show just how much this excited me. And Michelle took her time, moving with predatory grace as she climbed onto the mattress. I watched her come, my heart hammering in my chest as she reached for the front of her panties and pulled them down. She had dressed herself deliberately, putting the panties on over the suspenders that held up her stockings so that she could remove one without taking off the other. I watched her beautiful body move as she pulled her underwear down and slid it off over her leather boots, taking her time in the full knowledge she was in total control. Then, balling the panties up in her hand, she rose up on her knees above me.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered. I knew what was coming, but I did as I was told. I opened my mouth, and Michelle smiled a sadistic little smile as she stuffed her underwear inside.

“I bet you want me so badly right now, don’t you, you little pervert?” she mocked. “I bet you’re desperate for the woman who just beat your ass.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said truthfully, her panties in my mouth muffling the words. But she knew exactly what I was saying.

“How badly do you want me?” Michelle asked, her eyes glowing as they locked on mine. “You did a bad job of begging out there earlier, but I’m graciously allowing you a second chance. I want you to convince me that you want me more than anything.”

“I do,” I groaned into her underwear. “Honestly, Michelle, I’ve never wanted anything so badly. Please, please, just fuck me! I’ll do anything!”

“Anything?”

I should have known. The way her eyes lit up, the way her eyebrows climbed her forehead, and everything that had happened so far that day should have told me that Michelle wasn’t going to make things easy for me. That she already had a plan in mind, and I was helping her put it into action. But it was no use. Even if I had been able to think straight through the clouds of desire that assaulted me, it wouldn’t have made any difference. I meant what I said. I was so enraptured with her, so completely overcome by her dominant sexiness, that I couldn’t help myself. I was ready to give her the world.

“Anything,” I mumbled. “Anything you want.”

Chuckling to herself, Michelle shifted her weight on the mattress. I groaned loudly as she took hold of my cock. Then, she turned those blazing eyes on me once again.

“This is what I want,” she said, squeezing the shaft to make me moan. “This is all I want from you. I own this cock, don’t I? Say it!”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I groaned while my eyes rolled in my head from pure desire. “You own this cock. It’s yours.”

“Good. Then I’ll tell you what I’m going to do with it. I’m going to climb on top of it and ride it until I cum, until I’m good and satisfied. And then do you know what I’m going to do?”

“No, Mistress Michelle.”

“I’m going to lock it away. That’s right. I’ve decided that neither of you boys can be trusted with your own orgasms. From now on, nobody cums in this house unless I say otherwise. I’m going to lock this cock away for a week, and we’ll see if that improves your behavior. If so, I might let you out. If not… Well, let’s just say that you’re going to learn just how cruel your wife can be.”

Michelle smiled a beautiful, evil smile as she spoke. And her hand drifted up to play with the key dangling from the chain around her neck. I stared up at her in astonishment. Even though I probably should have seen this coming. Even though I had seen how the chastity device around Nathan’s cock gave my wife seemingly limitless power over him, the kind of power she so enjoyed. My head was spinning at what she was proposing.

And yet there was always that part of me that wanted more. The part that wanted it all, all the cruelty and domination my sexy wife could give me. The part that wanted nothing more than to surrender to her, to taste the total abandon of complete submission to her will the way that Nathan had.

I breathed heavily into her panties, and said nothing. And Michelle watched, seeming to wait for a moment, as though she expected me to object. When I didn’t, her smile deepened even more.

“I bought the cage,” she said in a soft voice, and her hand started stroking my cock once again. “The same one Nathan has. It’s inescapable. And it’s going to make you as much of an obedient beta boy as he is.”

Michelle shifted on the mattress. Her leather boots creaked as she swung her leg over my body, straddling me. I groaned at the feeling of her pussy against my skin as she steered my cock toward her wet lips. I was absolutely desperate for her, as though I would die if I didn’t get what I wanted. As always, she had me right where she wanted me.

And Michelle groaned too as she lowered herself down on top of me. My fat cock surged inside her, finally feeling what I had belonging to feel all day long. Her warmth, her wetness, her snug tightness made me short of breath, and desperately horny as I was in that moment, nothing seemed too high a price to pay for that unrivaled pleasure.

Up above me, my wife moaned. She closed her eyes as she moved her body up and down, up and down, shockwaves of pleasure surging inside both of us as we fucked. She squeezed her breasts, the key to Nathan’s chastity device shining above them, and the bedroom filled with the noise of our passion as Michelle let go of herself completely. She rode my cock with passion, riding it like she owned it, fully taking control of it and using it just the way she wanted to.

And outside, ignored for now, Nathan waited, and presumably listened to the sound of the passionate sex he couldn’t have. A vision of my future and the suffering my wife intended to put me through, just as soon as she had finished using my body one last time.
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