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A Hard Day’s Work

“Mmmm. That’s good. That’s a good boy.”

Michelle lay sprawled on our bed. Her pink lips trembled around the words she spoke, her eyes closed as she savored her bliss. Her red hair was fanned out around her head, her breasts rising and falling underneath the T-shirt she wore as she breathed heavily.

I was kneeling beside her, leaning over her beautiful body. Apart from the T-shirt she had slept in, she was wearing nothing at all. Her legs were spread, her lovely thighs shaking, and I was sliding two fingers in and out of her tight pussy, sending waves of pleasure through the body I craved but knew I couldn’t have.

“That’s it, beta. Make Mistress cum.”

Michelle didn’t open her eyes as she spoke. She knew I would do as I was told. Her arms were spread out on either side of her, her fingers gripping the fitted sheet on the mattress of our bed. I curled my fingers inside her, teasing her G spot, knowing just how she like to be pleasured.

I had had plenty of practice. Over the years of our relationship, I had of course learned what made my wife happy. But over the past few days, I had been instructed to think of nothing else. It’d been almost a week since Michelle had locked my cock away, a week of humiliation and frustration and total sexual subservience to my new queen.

Michelle had an orgasm every single day. In fact, she had more than one. Before work and after, she used both Nathan and me to give her pleasure. Sometimes, it was like this. Sometimes, she used our mouths. Twice, she had ordered us to please her with toys that she had bought for the purpose. And the whole time, she never once unlocked either of us. The twin keys to our chastity devices stayed in their place on the chain around her neck, seeming to radiate power and reminding us all of her complete authority, her right to be so sexually selfish.

It was a game, of course. Either one of us could have overpowered her and taken the keys by force. But what good would that do? Without ever speaking about it, Nathan and I seemed to have come to the same conclusion. We loved this side of Michelle. We wanted to be dominated by her. And so we let her treat us like this, like slaves, like her personal property to use and abuse, and while she treated herself to one selfish orgasm after another, we continue to serve her in every way possible.

The house was immaculate. I still had to work, but Nathan spent his days eradicating every speck of dust from our home in an attempt to please Michelle. And when I got home from work, I was often given chores too, more because it made my wife happy to do it because they needed doing. Time and again, I caught those beautiful eyes shining as she watched me go about some menial task, or saw her slide her thumb under the chain around her neck, playing with the keys that gave her such outrageous power.

We were her slaves. And with each passing day, the game seemed to become more real. I was learning what Nathan already knew: that with every passing day that I went without orgasm while being forced to please my wife, I wanted her more and more. My cock was almost permanently aching inside the tight confines of the steel cage, and Michelle’s endless teasing only made things worse.

By now, her closet was bursting with new outfits, all of them chosen for maximum sex appeal. All day long at work, I couldn’t get my thoughts off my wife, and I suspected the same was true of her. Certainly, it was having an interesting effect on her clothing choices. Michelle had always enjoyed dressing provocatively, but now she was really pushing the envelope in what she wore to work. Because she knew that the more she turned us on, the more helpless we were to resist her.

This Friday, she had ordered me to pleasure her before work. So that’s what I was doing. And I wasn’t alone. Nathan kneeled at the side of the bed, close to its foot, holding Michelle’s leg in his hands. He was kissing her bare foot, licking her toes, completely debasing himself for her amusement while I fingered her to orgasm.

How could she ever fail to feel like the goddess she was?

I felt her pussy tighten around my fingers, felt the hot juices pouring out of her the way I had so many times recently, in different ways. Michelle, I knew, had never had a week like this. She had never had so many orgasms in her life, with two frustrated men who made it her mission to bring her sexual pleasure. Of course, that worried me too. The more fun she was having, the less inclined she would be to change things. But what could I do? I had no choice. Michelle had determined to lock me up for week, and that week was almost up. My newly dominant wife made it very clear that any release I might get was contingent on my pleasing her. And the way to do that, I knew, was to be completely submissive to her deviant sexual desires. For me, just as for Nathan, there was no other option.

Michelle groaned as she came. I trembled myself, overcome with jealousy at the feelings of bliss I was giving her while my own pleasure was denied. But this was my role now, and had been for the past week. To desire my wife endlessly and know that the only way to get what I wanted was to ignore my own needs completely in favor of hers.

Michelle sighed, smiling with the afterglow of the pleasure I have given her. She opened her eyes and fixed that smile on me, just another powerful weapon in her impressive arsenal. Just about everything she did make me desire her more. Just about everything she did made me weak for her.

“Good boy,” she said. Her constant refrain these days, the condescending encouragement she liked to give Nathan and me when we did our job and pleased her. She was training us like animals, like her own submissive pets. And the worst part of it all was that it was working. I was ashamed to note that I felt a surge of pleasure at her words, but there was no denying that I did. As though my beautiful wife was retraining my brain to make me want nothing more than to please her.

I drew my fingers out of her, and her body shuddered in response. She smiled at me expectantly, wordlessly waiting for something. With trembling hands, I raised my fingers to my mouth. And Michelle’s smile only grew wider as she watched me taste her, taste the orgasm I given her and the pussy I craved more than anything else in the world. My cock throbbed in humiliating desire as I tasted that pussy, the one that, as her husband, I used to have full access to, but that now was dangled before me like some barely attainable reward. God, she was beautiful. Beautiful and dominant and cruel. Apparently, just the way I wanted her.

“Good job,” she beamed at me. “Now, what does a beta say to his mistress?”

“Thank you, Mistress Michelle,” I said automatically, making her laugh again.

“God, it’s only been a week, and look how whipped I have you already,” Michelle gloated. “Imagine what a month in chastity would do to you?”

The pure horror I felt at her words must’ve showed on my face, because my cruel and teasing wife burst out laughing again.

“Oh, you poor boy,” she said, reaching out with one hand and patting my arm. “You’d hate that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said truthfully, prompting more laughter from my wicked wife.

“Well then you better do as you’re told, hadn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I always do.”

Michelle looked at me then, a considering expression on her beautiful face that was still flushed with the glow of orgasm.

“Yes, I suppose you do,” she said thoughtfully. “But make sure it stays that way. Otherwise, you know what happens. No orgasms for you.”

Michelle laughed again at the expression of despair on my face. She knew that nothing scared me more than that. She knew I had been waiting all week, doing my best to comply with her outrageous demands in the hope of being finally released from chastity and allowed to enjoy that incredible body of hers. And we both knew there were no guarantees. I knew my new mistress was perfectly capable of denying me what I wanted just because she could.

She sat up with a sigh, withdrawing her foot from Nathan’s hands. He stared up her with that same look of nervous desire I knew she would see on my own face. Sitting between us, she reached for the hem of her T-shirt and lifted it over her head, carelessly tossing it to the floor in the knowledge that one of us would soon pick it up and take it to the laundry. My goddess wife no longer had to lift a finger around the house. And a new tension entered the room as her bare breasts bounced in front of us, tormenting us both as we stared at her, the permanent center of the bright circle of our attention.

“I need to shower,” Michelle said, announcing her intention to nobody in particular. “Come on, beta boys. Let’s get Mistress cleaned up for work.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she swung her legs off the bed and stood. Completely naked, she walked toward the door of the bedroom. She knew we would follow. And we did. Nathan sprang to his feet, hurrying after my wife, and I was barely less urgent as I jumped off the bed and followed.

The bathroom was crowded with the three of us in it. Still, this was an increasingly familiar task. Michelle knew exactly how much it teased and tormented us both to see her naked body glistening under the water of the shower. She loved making us clean her, and often, it led to more pleasure. For her, of course. Not for us.

Michelle turned on the water and stepped into the shower. We could both see her through the glass, the warm water cascading over her naked body, slicking her red hair back to her scalp. With one finger, she beckoned us inside. Our shower was big, but still, with the three of us, it was hard not to touch each other. Of course, I wanted nothing more than to touch her. At the same time, I wanted to stay well away from my rival Nathan.

But Michelle would tolerate no squeamishness between us. She gave her orders in her usual brisk tone. While I massaged shampoo into her scalp, Nathan kneeled at her feet, sponging down her legs with soap while she relaxed under the flowing water.

My cock was raging inside the steel chastity device, just as my wife knew it would be, and I caught her looking at me with that familiar smile on her face, that look of delight she wore when she was reminded of the unbelievable power she had.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?” she said.

“You have no idea, Mistress,” I said, making her laugh.

Michelle placed her hand on the back of my neck and pulled my head toward her. I stepped forward, my lips meeting hers as she kissed me. At the same time, with her eyes closed, she reached out with her other hand and found Nathan’s had where he kneeled before her. Without saying a word, without breaking our kiss, she guided his face toward her pussy. Obediently, he began to lick, enthusiastically tasting her sex while we continued to make out. Jealousy surged inside me, my cock surging with a matching force inside the chastity device. I wanted that. I wanted to be the one kneeling before her, sliding my tongue between the sensitive folds, tasting the divine power that made us her slaves.

Michelle had other ideas.

Her hands still on the back of my neck, she guided me down. Knowing what she wanted, I kissed my way down her neck, over her chest, toward her glistening boobs. I took them in my hands, feeling that beautiful weight, pressing my lips to one sensitive nipple and making her groan as I teased it. I kissed my way across her breasts, my cock throbbing with unbelievable urgency the whole while as I played with her boobs. And below me, Nathan kept licking, burying his face between her thighs.

In no time at all, Michelle was shaking with pleasure. Her cries of passion rang out in the tight space of the shower as the two of us used our mouths to bring her to yet another peak of pleasure. She leaned back against the wall of the shower, screaming with passion as the water cascaded over all three of us. She had another orgasm right there, and Nathan drank it down greedily, her cum mixing with the shower water in his mouth as he desperately swallowed.

Michelle opened her eyes.

“Fuck,” she panted. “You boys are going to make me later. Hurry up, now. I still need to get dressed.”

Reluctantly, I got out of the shower, and Nathan followed. By the time Michelle stepped out of the cubicle, I had a towel ready for her, and I wrapped it around her beautiful body. With a snap of her fingers, she ordered Nathan to the floor, and he dropped to all fours to serve as a stool for her as she sat on his back in front of the mirror.

“Dry my hair,” she ordered me without looking away from the mirror in front of her. And as I grabbed the hairdryer and turned it on, she began to do her makeup.

Michelle had always been a natural beauty. But she also knew exactly how to play up her features. As I dried her hair carefully, I watched her transform herself. From a naturally pretty woman, she changed before my eyes into a sexy vamp, an absolute knockout who looked more like she was going on a date then heading to the office. By the time she was finished, I was staring at her in astonishment, once again blown away by just how gorgeous my mistress could be.

“Okay, boys. Time to pick my outfit.”

Setting aside the makeup bag, Michelle turned. Gracefully, she swung her leg over Nathan’s bare back, sitting astride him like he was a pony. And with a smile, she reached behind herself and smacked his ass with her hand. She laughed out loud as he started crawling forward, and she rode him naked to the bedroom while I followed along behind them both.

Stepping off Nathan’s back, Michelle moved toward her closet and flung open the door. I watched her pause in front of her impressive collection of clothes, her mind working as she made choices I might never understand. Then, she seemed to make a decision. Turning toward us again, her eyes on Nathan.

“You, bitch boy. I want to show off my toes today. Go fetch me some red nail polish.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Nathan moved to get up from where he crouched on the floor, but Michelle stopped him immediately.

“Did I say you could walk? Crawl, slut,” she growled, her eyes shining with sexual malice as Nathan did what she said. Humbled, he crawled out of our bedroom, heading back toward the bathroom to do what our goddess desired.

Meanwhile, she picked out some clothes and turned to me.

“What do you think? Too slutty?” she asked as she held her choices up in front of me.

“I think you’ll look amazing, Mistress,” I said carefully. “You always do. But it might be a bit much for the office.”

“No, it’s perfect,” Michelle smiled. “I want every cock in there to get hard the minute I walk in. After all, there’s no hard cocks in this house anymore, is there?”

She giggled as she spoke, and I felt a red blush rise to my cheeks. She was right about that. The cages she had us locked in made erection impossible, and she loved to tease us with that fact.

Stepping toward me, Michelle handed me the clothes she wanted to wear.

“Push-up bra,” she ordered. “No panties.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Again, my hands were shaking as I sat her clothes down on the bed and moved toward her underwear drawer. It wasn’t the first time that week she had gone to work with no panties on. And every day, she had worn a push-up bra to make the most of her incredible breasts. I could only imagine what the people she worked with thought of her when she walked in every day looking like an absolute vixen. But Michelle didn’t care. And it only made me desire her more to know that every guy she met that day would want to fuck my wife.

Nathan crawled back into the bedroom with a bottle of nail polish in his hand. Michelle stayed standing, and on her orders, he began to carefully paint her toes. Meanwhile, I stood behind her and gently slid the bra over her arms, guiding her breasts into the cups. I could see that her nipples were still puckered and hard, and I knew how much it was turning her on to be served like this. But there would be no sex that morning. Not for us. I closed the bra behind her back and began to put on her shirt.

It was tiny. It clung to her body as though painted on as I reached around in front of her to close the buttons. I could barely get them closed over her breasts, enhanced by the push-up bra she wore, the fabric pulling away underneath the buttons as it strained around her body.

“That’s enough,” she said when I finally succeeded. The shirt was still mostly unbuttoned above her boobs, showing the unbelievable cleavage the push-up bra gave her. That, I knew, was the point. And there, about that cleavage, hung the two silver keys to mine and Nathan’s captivity. Right there, right in front of me, close enough to touch. If only I dared.

“How are my toes looking, beta?” Michelle said, turning her head away from me to look down at Nathan crouching at her feet.

“Done, Mistress,” he said. Carelessly, she lifted her foot and placed it on his shoulder, spreading her toes to admire his work. Of course, he let her.

“Not bad,” she said. “I have the perfect pair of boots to show these off. Go into the closet and get them. Black ankle boots with a peep toe and laces up the front.”

Nathan crawled toward the closet to do as he was told, and Michelle turned her eyes back on me.

“Skirt,” she ordered.

Easier said than done. She had selected a purple silk pencil skirt, and like the shirt, it was sized to cling desperately to her body. Pulling it up over her hips was an effort, and a deep inner growl of lust shook me as I pulled up the zipper, hiding her bare ass from me. The tight skirt reached just above her knees, getting narrower as it went to emphasize her natural hourglass figure. Her hips spread as she sat on the bed, her breasts bouncing visibly under the tight shirt, and my cock raged at the sight of my gorgeous wife grinning up at me, knowing exactly how sexy she looked.

Now Nathan approached with her boots in his hands. I had never seen them before, and suspected they were a recent addition to her new sexier wardrobe. They definitely looked the part. They were made of black suede with a wicked slender heel, open at the front to show off her toes and the top of her foot through the laces that held them together all the way up to her calf. Michelle smiled down at Nathan as he slid the shoes onto her feet, lacing them up. When he was finally done, Michelle used one foot to push him gently aside. Then she snapped her fingers at me, pointing to the floor at her feet.

“Kneel. Both of you.”

Immediately, I dropped to my knees beside Nathan. Together, we gazed up at my incredible wife, the woman who owned us both. She leaned forward, her breasts straining the fabric of her white shirt even more, the teasing keys to our chastity dangling right in front of the breasts neither of us could take our eyes off.

“How do I look, boys?”

“Incredible, Mistress,” I said.

“Gorgeous, Mistress,” Nathan said. And Michelle smiled at the compliments we rained down on her, knowing they were more than idle flattery. Knowing that we meant absolutely every word.

“Good,” she said. “It will give you something to think about while you work for me today. Think about how good your mistress looks, and how badly you wish you could fuck her, if only you were worthy. But you’re not. Beta males don’t deserve pussy like this.”

I cringed as she spoke, and knew that Nathan did the same. Still, it was hard to argue with her. Look what she had turned us into. She was out of our league, maybe out of anyone’s league. I had no doubt about that.

Michelle rose to her feet. She stepped past us, and we both watched her go, watched the way her body wiggled inside the tight clothing and the high heels she wore. She looked like sex personified, some barely believable goddess more beautiful than any human had a right to be. The purple silk of her skirt shone on her full ass as she waved goodbye to us and stepped out of the door of the bedroom, heading for the front door of the house. Without another word, she stepped outside, and I listened to the sound of her high heels receding on the pavement as she made her way to her car.

What she was gone, I stood. Nathan did the same. Without her around to give us orders, we went our separate ways almost immediately. We didn’t talk. I carelessly pulled on the clothes I would wear to the office that day, and he headed to the kitchen to do whatever menial tasks he had to do to keep the house in order. In some ways, I envied him that he didn’t have to work, that my wife was happy for the two of us to financially support him while he acted as our live-in slave. On the other hand, I suspected that if I was stuck at home all day in a spotless house with nothing to do, my obsession with Michelle would be even more painful than it was while I worked.

Dressed, I headed out of the house. Michelle’s car was already gone as I climbed into mine and headed to work. Another frustrating day of trying to perform my job while my thoughts endlessly fixated on my beautiful dominant wife. Another day locked in chastity, horny and frustrated, hoping desperately that Michelle might decide that I had behaved submissively enough to be granted a release in a day or two.

The day passed slowly. They all seemed to lately. Because Michelle was the only thing on my mind, and all I could focus on was the thought of getting home to her. Even though I didn’t have much hope she would release me. Even though I knew I would most likely spend another frustrating evening debasing myself for her amusement, then being denied the pleasure of orgasm. It didn’t matter. Anytime I wasn’t around her, I felt somehow incomplete. The regular world that had once seemed so interesting paled in comparison to the wild life I was living with my dominant wife and her submissive ex-boyfriend. As if this crazy kinky game we found ourselves in was the only reality, and everything else was a pale and insignificant dream.

Even the longest day ends eventually. Free at last from work, I headed to my car and raced home. As I arrived, I saw that Michelle’s car wasn’t there. Usually, she got home before me, but not today.

I stepped into the house, kicking off my shoes. I could smell food cooking. Nathan was in the kitchen, preparing dinner for all three of us. Another of his duties as Michelle’s submissive. He mumbled a greeting, and I mumbled one back. It’s not like we were ever going to be friends. Sometimes, I resented the fact he had ever come into our life. But at the same time, I couldn’t ignore the fact that he was what triggered all this. Maybe it was his fault, in a way, that I was now my wife’s pathetic, submissive, frustrated slave. But there was no denying the fact that Michelle and I had had the best sex of our lives since Nathan came along.

The time ticked by. Michelle should’ve been home by now. I reached my phone and texted her, and waited in silent agony for a reply.

I’m just having a few drinks, came the reply eventually. Tell that other beta to keep dinner warm for me.

“She’s going to be late,” I called toward the kitchen where Nathan, unseen, was still working on the food. “She says keep dinner warm for her.”

Nathan didn’t reply, but I knew he got the message.

And then, we waited. Frustration and doubts and nervousness hovered in the air of the house, the way they always did. Nathan and I deliberately avoided each other. Without her, we were lost, as if our lives depended on her. As if without Michelle’s instructions, we no longer knew what to do with ourselves. As if we withered outside of her presence, fading into insignificance without the bright glow of desire to animate us.

But finally, I heard her car in the driveway. I heard her high heels moving up the path toward the front door. I heard the door open, and heard her step inside, feeling the thump of those same heels on the floor as she moved toward the living room.

She appeared in front of me like a vision of absolute sexiness, dressed in the clinging outfit Nathan and I had put on her that morning. As always, her eyes were shining, framed by the cascading red fire of her hair. Nathan appeared in the door of the kitchen, his eyes drawn to Michelle’s body as inescapably as mine were. And she sat down on the sofa beside me with a sigh, her skirt tightening even further around her hips as she placed her hand on my leg.

“Hi, beta boys,” she grinned at us. “Did you miss your mistress?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“I bet. Well, don’t worry. I’m here now. And do I ever have a story to tell you both.”
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