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A Wife Takes Two Slaves

Michelle screamed.

Up above me, her body writhing in passion, her red hair flailing like a storm of fire around her face with its open mouth and closed eyes, my wife was lost in the bright blaze of passion. And lying underneath her, so was I.

Even in that wild heat, I couldn’t forget what she had said. And I knew my wife well enough to know that she meant it, too. She was going to lock my cock away. She was going to turn me into her submissive frustrated slave, just like her ex-boyfriend already was. And there was nothing I could do about it. Not just because of the handcuffs she had me locked in. Maybe not even mostly because of them.

No, it was because there was that treacherous part of me that didn’t want to stop her. That wanted to be helpless, that wanted to be forced into this. The part that wanted to submit to her completely and let her do whatever she liked.

It was the part Michelle relied on. A part she had cultivated over the last few weeks, slowly pushing my boundaries more and more until I found myself here. About to lose everything. About to lose my autonomy and my manhood to the woman I loved. And somehow, that thought only added to the bright pleasure that burned inside me.

Michelle’s pussy tightened around my cock like a fist. I could feel it pulsating with the powerful contractions of orgasm, her passion releasing itself in a hot flood all over my body. And my cock throbbed urgently inside her, responding to the sudden tightness of her sex, pushing me over the brink into an orgasm of my own. I had been trying to hold back, and it took everything I had to wait until Michelle reached an orgasm of her own. We came practically together, and I closed my eyes and shivered, my cock pumping my seed deep inside her warm body while I trembled with unbelievable pleasure.

I had had plenty of great orgasms lately. Our sex life had never been so thrilling, so fulfilling, so wild. But as I lay there beneath her, I wondered if I had ever cum as powerfully as this. The threats she made to me, the danger she represented, the twisted game she was playing worked to enhance the already-considerable desire I felt for her so that I had no choice but to explode in a bright burst of pure and unadulterated bliss.

Michelle’s cries of ecstasy were still ringing in our bedroom as she opened her eyes. I saw that blue blaze staring down at me, saw the deep mischief that shone in her stare. It wasn’t like I expected her to change her mind. And even before she opened her mouth, I could tell that she hadn’t. My wife was going to do exactly what she wanted, and it seemed like she no longer cared how I felt about it.

Except I knew that wasn’t true. That was the game we were playing, an act she put on. But in reality, part of me wanted this. Even though I feared it. Even though my mind rebelled against it, especially now that I had had an orgasm and the fire of lust inside me was dampened. Now, it seemed crazier than ever to give her this wild power. And yet, I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

“Fuck, that was good,” Michelle growled, her hands on my chest above my wildly beating heart. “You’re going to miss that, aren’t you?”

“Michelle, you don’t have to do this,” I said weakly.

Already, she was moving on top of me, and I heard her sigh softly as my cock slid easily out of her still-spasming pussy.

“No, I don’t,” she said brightly. “I want to. I want to own this cock, like a wife should. I want you to be another of my toys to play with. And you know you want it to. When was the last time you came like that?”

She had me there. I still felt physically weak with the force of the orgasm I had just had, as though I had surrendered a huge portion of my strength. Michelle, on the other hand, seemed energized by the sex we had just had. Her movements were controlled, but I could see the excitement in every shift of her body as she climbed across the mattress and moved toward the dresser. My cock was soft now, sated by my recent orgasm, but still, my eyes followed her remarkable body as she moved toward the dresser. Still dressed in her lingerie and tall boots, she looked every inch the beautiful dominatrix she was. The woman who owned me. A mistress of two slaves, now.

Michelle pulled open a drawer and reached inside. She was grinning as she turned back to the bed, carrying a metal contraption in her hand. I knew exactly what it was. Just as she had promised, it was exactly the same as the one Nathan wore. Like a humiliating uniform for Michelle’s slaves to wear, a reminder of her total power and control over our sexuality. Even lying there exhausted and so recently satisfied, the thought still turned me on. It still tickled some strange submissive part of my brain to think of being under Michelle’s control so firmly and irrevocably. Because all along, while I watched her tease and humiliate Nathan, there was an undeniably large part of me that envied him. Even though I knew I shouldn’t. Even though I was the one who got to have sex with this incredible woman we both wanted. I can no longer deny to myself that part of me wanted what he had instead.

And now my wife was going to give it to me.

Michelle kneeled in the bed beside me. The leather of her boots creaked underneath her as she shifted her weight. She swept her red hair back from her face, her eyes locked on mine, her full lips almost trembling with the excitement of the moment we were both in. She paused for a moment, as though even she, so confident and composed, had had doubts about what she was about to do. But I never doubted that she would do it.

“Okay, this is it,” she said, her voice soft now as she spoke. “I’m going to lock it up now and own you completely.”

It was a statement, not a question. She wasn’t asking permission. Or was she? I said nothing. My lips moved, as though they wanted to form words. And in my warring brain, part of me screamed that I should tell her to stop. Maybe she would. Maybe she wouldn’t. But I should at least try.

But I didn’t. Somehow, that other part of me won. The part that wanted this. The part that was haunted by the idea of truly becoming her slave.

And so, smiling, Michelle twisted the key in the lock of the chastity device and took it apart. I grunted as she took hold of my scrotum, pulling it with some difficulty through the steel ring of the device. She bent over my crotch, forcing my cock into the metal tube designed for it. And then, she put the whole thing back together, clicking the lock shirt.

“There,” she sighed happily, holding up the key in front of me. “That’s that. Your wife owns your cock now. How does it feel to be an owned slave?”

“Really, really humiliating,” I said, and Michelle gave a short bark of laughter.

“Well, that’s the idea,” she said. As she spoke, she reached behind her neck and unfastened the chain that hung there. Nathan’s key dangled, flashing in the light like a fish on a line, and I watched in a kind of dazed disbelief as Michelle slid the key to my chastity device onto the chain to hang beside his. Then she refastened the chain around her neck, two keys now hanging above her delicious boobs to show the world the unbelievable sexual power she had.

“It’s supposed to be humiliating,” she went on. “You should both be embarrassed that you let a woman own your cocks. But also, it’s your place in life. You’re both beta males, and you deserve this. Otherwise, you’d just play with those silly little things all day thinking about Mistress, wouldn’t you?”

“Probably,” I said, making Michelle laugh again.

“Exactly. This is better. Now you can only use it for what it’s supposed to be used for. Pleasing me. But of course, there are lots of other ways for beta boys to do that, too.”

Michelle moved on the bed. Her boots creaked again as she crawled toward me, one hand possessively on my chest as she leaned down over me. Her red hair hung around us like a fiery curtain, shutting off the rest of the world so that there was only her and me and the strange sexual drama playing out between us.

Even a few weeks ago, I never would have imagined my wife be so sexually dominant. Now, she was taking it to a whole other level, a level I had never even imagined either of us would go to. And yet she looked so beautiful and regal above me, so powerful and in control, and it turned me on. Inside the confines of the chastity device, my cock twitched in recognition of its new owner. There was no denying it. Being owned by Michelle was hot. The thought that she now controlled my orgasms, that I could have no sexual pleasure without her permission, made her sexier to me than she had ever been. Previously, I hadn’t wanted to admit how well I understood Nathan’s kinks. But now there was no denying it. This new twist in our relationship was the most exciting yet.

“This is so fucking hot,” Michelle whispered. And she leaned further down, pressing those red lips against mine. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, still in love with this woman who was reducing me to this. Maybe more in love with her than ever. Desire sparked in us both, mingled inextricably with the love we felt for each other, and as strange as it felt to be thinking about love at a time like this when my wife was showing such cruelty toward me, I couldn’t escape that wave of love that surged in my heart for her. She was magnificent. She was incredible. She was more than I had ever imagined, more than I had ever wanted, and more than I could possibly believe. And she knew it.

Our kiss was long and leisurely. Michelle was in no hurry. Her tongue slid over mine, probing my mouth, and her lips moved against my mouth, fueling my excitement and desire for her. But finally, she lifted her mouth from mine. Again, I saw that bright blaze in her eyes that told me just how much she was enjoying this. Just how much it excited her to be so sexually cruel.

“It’s going to be a very long week for you, husband,” she said, malice now dripping from her every word.

“But it’s going to be a very fun week for me. Are you going to be a good boy and do everything your mistress tells you?”

“Don’t I already do that?” I said, making Michelle laughed again.

“I suppose so. But you have no idea. See, now I don’t even have to punish you get you to do I want. All I have to do is add a little bit of time onto your captivity.”

My heart froze in my chest. And it must’ve showed on my face, because Michelle burst out laughing again.

“That’s right,” she said. “We’ll try it for week. But if you piss me off or whine or complain or fail to do exactly what I want exactly what I want, I’ll start adding days onto your captivity. If you ever want to have another orgasm again, you’re going to have to do exactly what your wife says.”

“You’re evil,” I said. And she just smiled in response.

“Yeah, I am. And you love it.”

Giving me another quick peck on the cheek, Michelle sat up. I watched her turn her head to the open door of our bedroom.

“Nathan! Get in here!”

Then, as I heard the soft footsteps of her ex-boyfriend moving down the hall toward us, responding immediately to her summons like the well-trained pet he was, Michelle turned her smiling face back toward me.

“Watch this,” she said. “This is a vision of your future right here. And remember, if he’s a better beta, he’s the one who gets the reward, not you. You’re going to need to be very obedient if you want to keep being the lucky guy who gets to fuck me.”

I said nothing. After a speech like that, there was really nothing to say. And Michelle didn’t require any answer from me. Instead, she turned back toward the door as Nathan stepped through it. As usual, his eyes darted around the room, taking in everything in front of him quickly. I cringed as he looked at me, and although he knew better than to say anything, his eyes seem to widen in surprise to see me locked in chastity like he was. Predictably, his eyes then moved to my wife, and just as predictably, they moved over the curves of her body so beautifully displayed by the black lingerie and boots I had bought her. I wondered if he noticed that there was a second key now hanging from the chain around her neck. If he did, I knew he would know exactly what it meant.

“On your knees, bitch,” Michelle ordered with laughter in her voice. But Nathan didn’t laugh. Immediately, he dropped to his knees where he was, on the floor of our bedroom facing the bed. And Michelle rose, uncoiling her legs from underneath her and placing her feet on the floor. She stood, and both Nathan and I watched her gorgeous body sway from side to side as she moved toward the closet. She was absolutely in her element, the center of attention, a goddess ruling over her domain of kinky sex. Now, anything seemed possible. Anything except resistance to her divine sex appeal.

Reaching into the closet, Michelle grabbed a belt. Turning toward Nathan, she crouched behind him and ordered him to put his hands behind his back. He did, without a moment’s hesitation, obeying her just as quickly and readily as he always did. And Michelle pulled the belt tight around his wrists, making him groan with discomfort as she made sure he was securely tied. She wrapped the belt around his arms several times before tying it off. Then, she stood. She looked at me, a challenging stare in her gorgeous blue eyes as she ran her fingers through Nathan’s short hair, and even that sign of strange affection pierced my heart with jealousy as I lay on the bed, as helpless as he was, as totally owned by Michelle as the man kneeling at her feet.

“As you can see, I’ve locked my husband in chastity, too,” Michelle said, still looking at me even as she spoke to Nathan. “He’s my slave now, just like you are. I mean, a Mistress like me deserves two slaves at least, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan panted, gazing up at my wife with a look close to adoration on his face. “You deserve everything.”

Michelle giggled.

“Yes, I guess I do,” she said. “And you two are going to have to work very hard to give me everything. I’m going to train you both to be the perfect beta male slaves for me, and whoever is the most obedient will become my favorite. You want to be my favorite. My favorite beta will get rewarded.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Nathan was practically panting like a dog as he gazed up at her. Desire radiated from his features, from every line of his body, and I found myself wondering when was the last time this man had an orgasm. My wife had been teasing him relentlessly from the moment he arrived in our house, and now she was almost unspeakably desirable. Already, despite my recent orgasm, my own cock was swelling inside the cage, making me wince at the tightness of the steel that wouldn’t let me achieve full erection. It was a humiliation and discomfort that Nathan had been feeling for weeks now. And while he made a pathetic specimen kneeling at Michelle’s feet and agreeing to everything she said, I remembered her words, and I didn’t doubt them. In many ways, looking at him, I could see my own fate reflected back at me. Because already I knew that Michelle would get me so horny and frustrated that I would say and do just about anything for the promise of pleasure. It was simple, really. Simple, and unbelievably powerful.

“Good boy,” Michelle said, patting Nathan’s head like a dog. “And I have a very important job for you now.”

With that, she stepped away from him. I watched his eyes follow her as she turned her back on me, sitting on the edge of the bed. Even from behind, she was infinitely desirable, a cascade of red hair trailing down between her slender shoulders, the hourglass shape of her body driving me wild with desire as I contemplated her beauty from my spot on the bed.

“My husband just left a huge load inside me,” Michelle said, looking at Nathan now as she spoke. “The last one he’s going to do for… Well, possibly quite a long time. He was so turned on at the thought of becoming a chastity slave like you that he came gallons. And now, slut, do you know what you’re going to do?”

“N-no, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan stammered. From where I lay behind Michelle, I couldn’t see his face, or hers. But despite his words, something in his voice told me that he did at least guess what might be coming. And maybe in my own way, so did I. I would never have Michelle’s wild and kinky imagination, but there was a certain inevitability to what was happening. My wife was getting off on the power she held, and she was about to test that power even more, just for the thrill of being in charge.

“You’re going to clean me up,” Michelle said, slowly and deliberately. At the same time, she spread her legs, the heel of each of her boots thumping on the floor as she pushed her thighs apart. I couldn’t see for myself, but I could imagine the sight that confronted Nathan. My wife’s pussy, shining with the powerful orgasm we had shared, framed by those toned thighs and black boots and the red patch of her pubic hair. The thing he wanted most in the world, tainted by my ejaculate. I didn’t care about him, but there was no denying that I felt a flicker of sympathy in my heart as I contemplated what my wife was asking him to do. What an absolute humiliation. What a disgrace. And even Nathan, as whipped his Michelle had him, seemed to hesitate at this new outrageous command.

“Go on, do it,” Michelle said. From the sound of her voice, I guessed the smile had dropped from her gorgeous face, and that was always a dangerous sign. “I know you don’t want to. That’s the point. This isn’t about what you want. It’s about what Mistress wants. I have the pussy, so I decide what happens, and beta bitches like you with your little cocks locked away have to do exactly what you’re told if you ever want to cum again.”

Her words seemed to echo in the quiet space of the bedroom. She spoke them to Nathan, but I knew they were meant for me too. And of course, she was right. That was the worst thing. Neither of us had any say anymore. We had surrendered that to her when we let her lock our cocks away. Michelle was drunk with power, and never more beautiful than when she was being cruel, and I was almost breathless with shock and desire for the woman I had married as she tormented her ex-boyfriend right in front of me.

“Maybe you don’t want to get out of chastity,” Michelle said, speaking into the silence that followed her last words. “Maybe I’ll just keep you locked away forever. Imagine that, Nathan. Imagine never having an orgasm again, as long as you live. All because you were too proud to do what you were told.”

I heard him breathing, a deep sigh emanating from his chest as his mistress spoke. Not long ago, I never would have thought Michelle capable of such cruelty. Now, I knew not to put anything past her. And even Nathan, who had played these games with her before, seemed surprised by the level of kinkiness Michelle was displaying.

But he knew I was serious, just as I did. And after his resigned sigh, I heard him shuffling forward on his knees. And above that, I heard Michelle laughing wildly, drunk with her own complete power.

“That’s right, beta bitch,” she snarled. “Clean me up. Make sure you get every drop of my husband’s cum out of me, and don’t stop until I tell you to. I want you to swallow it all like the slut you are.”

“Oh my God,” I muttered, but Michelle didn’t seem to hear me. Instead, her focus was all on her other slave. He lowered his face down between her legs, and I heard the wet sound of him starting to lick reluctantly. Michelle lifted her feet from the floor, draping both legs over his shoulders, and her long red hair hung from her scalp as she leaned backward, supporting herself with her hands. She sighed with pleasure, letting Nathan do his disgusting job. And after a moment, with a toss of her hair, she turned her head to smile at me over her shoulder.

“See, honey? See what happens when you get a man horny enough? He’ll do anything. So will you. You’ll see.”

I didn’t doubt it. And I didn’t reply. Still smiling, Michelle turned her face back toward the submissive kneeling between her legs.

“That’s right, eat it,” she said. And I could hear her cruelty grow along with her excitement. Before long, I heard her breath catching as her pleasure swelled. And again, all I could do was lie there and watch as another man licked my wife’s pussy, slowly but steadily bringing her to another orgasm.

Michelle sighed. And before long, those sighs turned to moans of pleasure. It wasn’t the wild screams of passion she had had while she rode my cock earlier, but there was no doubting the pleasure she was feeling. Her moans got more and more rapid, each following hard on the heels of another. I heard the leather of her boots creak again, and it seemed as though she had wrapped her legs around Nathan’s head, hooking her feet together behind his back and trapping him against her pussy. I felt the mattress moving underneath her as she ground her pussy against his face, thrusting her hips forward, using his mouth as a toy to get herself off. And I saw her shoulders shake, saw her body tremble as another peak of pleasure rose within her. She moaned loudly as she came all over Nathan’s face, her legs finally relaxing as her climax came and went. Her arms seemed to buckle, and she lay back on the bed, resting her head on my thigh. I raised my head to see that her eyes were closed, and that Nathan was still licking her spasming pussy, not yet having been told to stop.

Michelle opened her eyes. She raised them toward me, and a giddy smile spread across her face. Her cheeks were flushed with orgasm, her skin radiating the warmth of pleasure, and she looked as radiantly beautiful as ever as I stared at her. My cock was aching inside the chastity device, already trying to harden at this display of dominant sexuality from my wife. And she turned her head in my lap, pressing her red lips against the unyielding steel of the cage around my cock and making me groan with pure frustration to be so close to her mouth and yet be denied the pleasure of feeling it.

“Now that’s how a slave treats his mistress,” she said, while Nathan continued to lap at her pussy. I could still feel her trembling with pleasure, could smell the smell of our sex still hanging in the room. She was so powerful in that moment, so dominant and in control, and her beauty and sex appeal made my head spin as I lay frustrated beneath her. It’d only been minutes since she lock my cock away, and already, it felt like a lifetime. Already, it felt like I might explode with pure desire if I didn’t get the release I needed. But I also knew she was never going to give me that. Not so soon. Not when it turned her on so much to deny us both what we craved.

“Okay, you can stop,” Michelle said, raising her head from my thigh to speak to Nathan. He looked up at her, his eyes still shining with that same almost painful desire, locked on her to show that nothing in his life mattered nearly as much as my beautiful wife did. As he shuffled back on his knees, she sat up with a groan, her hands on the mattress pushing her back upright.

“Did you like being my little cleanup boy?”

“No, Mistress,” he replied, making Michelle laugh.

“Good. You weren’t supposed to. You boys need to learn that sometimes, I’m going to make you do stuff you don’t want to, just because I can.”

Michelle turned on the mattress. Climbing back up onto her knees on the bed, she shuffled toward me, her eyes locked on mine again. I watched breathlessly as she approached my head, my desire surging as she swung her leg over me and straddled my face. Her pussy hovered above my face, the pussy Nathan had just licked to orgasm, and I could see the moisture that shone on her pink and puffy lips just inches above me.

Facing the headboard, Michelle turned back for a moment toward her other slave.

“I think my boots could use another cleaning,” she said. “Get up here and lick them while I sit on my husband’s face.”

Nathan sprang to his feet, ready to obey. As Michelle sank down on top of me, her thighs blocked out the light, her wet pussy pressed against my mouth. I had no choice. I had no say. All I could do was pleasure my wife in the darkness underneath her that smelled of her orgasm while she made use of both her new slaves.


Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com!

[image: The Lioness]

OEBPS/image_rsrc4Y.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Beginning




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17






OEBPS/image_rsrc4X.jpg
e

Katt-Ford,






