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A Hotwife’s Story

Michelle shifted on the sofa. Her movements were elegant, composed, in control. Everything about her served to remind us of the lowly position we were in, and the pure power she had over us. Of course, it was no accident. Maybe it would always be a mystery to me how she was so naturally gifted at sexual domination. But by now, it was clear to me that it would never stop being unbelievably erotic.

She turned, lying back against the arm of the sofa and lifting her feet from the floor. I watched, speechless with her beauty and my unbelievable desire for her as she laid her feet in my lap. Through the peephole at the front of her boots, I could see the toenails that Nathan had painted just that morning. It felt like months ago instead of just a few hours. And Michelle smiled to see me looking, endlessly delighted with how even the least significant part of her body was enough to send both her slaves into dark dreams of undeniable lust.

“You did well, both of you,” Michelle said. Her speech was as slow and languid as the movements of her body. After all, she couldn’t fail to know that she had our full attention. Both Nathan and I would hang on her every word for as long as she chose to speak to us. I didn’t doubt that the same nervous energy that bubbled and boiled inside me was radiating through his heart at the same time. But as usual, I tried not to think of my wife’s other slave. And as usual, it was easier than you might think. With Michelle around, it wasn’t hard to block out everything else and think only of her.

“This outfit was a hit,” she went on. “Maybe it was a little much for the office, but I was getting compliments all day. You know I love that. So good job, both of you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan said, with his usual quick submission. I mumbled something similar. My wife had had my cock locked away for less than a week, and already, I was understanding a lot better why he gave in to her so easily. But I still had a bit of pride. There was still a part of me that wanted to resist her, that wished I had the strength. Of course, with her looking the way she did and me wanting her the way I did, that part didn’t stand much chance. But it was still there all the same. And maybe that only made things worse.

And with Michelle’s feet in my lap, so close to my straining cock, my desire was as unignorable as ever. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the same rhythm that came from between my legs, my sex mercilessly trapped just on the other side of a piece of unyielding metal from my wife’s sexy foot. I held her legs in my hands, my hands sliding over the leather of her boots, and with an indulgent smile, she allowed it. She seemed to welcome it as a token of my unbelievable lust, my total submission to her beauty and sex appeal.

“In fact, it may have worked a little too well. My boss took me out for drinks after work, and it wasn’t business he had in mind.”

My hand froze on Michelle’s leg as she spoke. And I could see her looking at me with a look I had gotten familiar with lately. It was crucial to the game we played, the characters we had assumed, that she not ask permission from me. And certainly, a mistress should never apologize for something she had already done, especially if it brought her pleasure. Without ever really talking about it, we had both established those rules. And yet, I had never wanted an explanation from her more badly. And despite her sexy persona as a woman who took whatever she wanted and didn’t care how anybody else felt about it, I knew that she was trying to gauge my reaction. Trying to guess how I was feeling at this new and potentially catastrophic revelation.

I couldn’t have told her even if she had asked me. I didn’t know myself. Fear was there, of course, a terrible and inescapable fear that my wife was about to confess to something outrageous. In my mind, Michelle was the most beautiful and sexiest woman alive, and every straight man in the world wanted her body as badly as I did. There was no way for me to miss the import of her words and her tone, and no way to stop my mind racing over what she might be about to confess.

And yet.

I mean, maybe I should have seen this coming. Maybe this was just the natural progression of the kind of relationship we now had. Michelle knew that it had always turned me on to know that other men desired her. That was part of the appeal of the sexy outfits, the confident and flirtatious way that she carried herself. It never failed to spark jealousy in my heart when I saw another man look at her with obvious lust, but it only made me want her more.

So maybe this was just that. The natural ending of that strange impulse, and the ultimate expression of her feminine sexual authority over me.

That didn’t mean I didn’t fear it.

But as always lately, my emotions were too complex to sum up in a single word. Because as I looked at Michelle and she looked at me, her eyes locked on my face as she tried to interpret my complex emotions from the expression on my face, I couldn’t deny that it was turning me on, too. The thought of her being such a slut, being so selfish and careless and cruel, sent shockwaves of desire racing through my body. In some way, this was what I wanted. Even as it was my greatest fear. I wanted her to be completely selfish, to use her body to keep me under her control and humiliate me every day. These dark impulses only got stronger with every day I remained in chastity.

And as I looked at her and she looked at me, I recognize that what I wanted in that moment, more than almost anything except sex with my wife, was to hear what had happened between her and her boss.

“Go on,” I said, my voice catching in my throat. Of course, Mistress Michelle didn’t need permission from me. But maybe my wife Michelle did. Maybe the woman I loved did. Maybe she, herself, the unique individual that she was, who was more than just a sexy and cruel dominatrix ripped out of my kinkiest fantasies, had her own doubts about what had happened and what it meant for our relationship.

Maybe for once, she needed reassurance from me. Some sign that I was still enjoying the game that we were playing, that I wanted to continue down this strange and twisted path. Because even though Nathan kneeled on the couch in front of us, desiring her just as badly as I did, this was solely between us. She couldn’t betray him, not really. As much as it would torment him to hear of her adventures with another man, he always had to share her with me. He wasn’t married to her. I was.

“Well…” Michelle said teasingly. She shifted her feet in my lap, her tight silk pencil skirt whispering over her thighs as it pinned her legs together. A smile broke across her beautiful face, a smile of triumph and delight, a smile of pure sadistic mischief and pleasure in what she was about to say. In what she had done. In what she had turned me into.

“Tony took me out for drinks. Just me. And it was obvious why. I mean, I caught him looking at me a few times. But lately, it’s been much more obvious. It’s the sexy outfits you boys keep dressing me in. He can’t resist them either. But he’s not like you. He’s a real man, a strong, powerful man who would never let a woman lock his cock away. Not that she would want to.”

Michelle laughed at that, as though she had said something truly funny. But I wasn’t laughing, and neither was Nathan. Instead, we were both staring at her with rapt attention, neither one of us able to tear our eyes away or stop listening as she enfolded this story designed to humiliate us and remind us of our sexual inadequacy.

“We started chatting. We had a few drinks. He told me that he’s separated from his wife. He’s been very lonely. Under the table, he put his hand on my knee. And I let him.”

Michelle paused there, and again, she fixed her eyes on me. I didn’t say a word. I didn’t feel like I could. Fear and doubt seem to have gripped me by the throat, sinking their fangs into me so I couldn’t muster a single squeak. But I nodded. The slightest movement of my head, barely perceptible. But my wife understood. She knew what it meant. The smile deepened as she went on.

“I mean, I knew he wanted to fuck me. That was obvious. And he didn’t hide the fact,” she said. “I told him I was married. But he didn’t care. He said married women are the best in bed, and I laughed. I guess he has a history of this kind of thing. And he bought me another drink, and by now, I was getting kind of lightheaded. And his hand on my leg felt… Well. You can’t really blame me, boys. I mean, neither of you is man enough to fuck me. You’ve had to go the whole week without sex, honey, but so have I. I mean, your fingers and your mouth and the toys are fun, but sometimes a woman needs something real, you know? Sometimes a slut like me needs real cock inside her, and nothing else will do.”

“Did you fuck him?” I asked. I had to force the words out through my tight throat, my voice hoarse as I spoke. Michelle looked at me, and blinked once. She didn’t say anything at first. She just shifted in her seat, that tight silk skirt rustling again with her movements, catching the light in the strands of the fabric and reflecting it back to my hungry eyes.

“We started talking about sex,” she went on, as though I hadn’t asked her anything at all. “What we like. What we don’t like. He said his wife used to be great in bed, but she stopped trying to please him. The way all wives do. They stop caring about what their husbands want, and start trying to please their boyfriends instead.

“Are you trying to be my boyfriend?” I asked. By now, his hand was really high on my leg, almost at my crotch. Just this thin skirt keeping him away from what he wanted. The same thing you boys want so badly. And I couldn’t forget that I wasn’t wearing any panties underneath the skirt. I have to tell you, I was so fucking wet. I was worried it was going to show on my skirt when I stood up. But then I remembered that I don’t have to do laundry anymore. I remembered that I have two beta boys at home whose job it is to keep my things clean and my house tidy, and that made me even more wet. So in a way, really, this is all you guys’ fault.”

I didn’t say anything in response to that. Neither did Nathan. After all, there was nothing for us to say. Michelle was justifying something completely unjustifiable, completely outrageous, but really, we all knew that she didn’t have to. She didn’t have to explain herself to us at all. And the only reason she was doing it was to torture us further.

“I don’t know about that,” Tony said,” Michelle went on. “But there’s a hotel near here. Why don’t I take you there and show you something your husband can’t.”

Michelle burst out laughing while my heart tightened in my chest. In many ways, this all felt like a bad dream. The kind of thing every husband most dreads, the kind of words you never expect to hear coming out of the mouth of the woman you love. We all know the stories and the stats. We all watch this kind of thing on TV, without ever believing it will happen to us. And I had never been the jealous type. But now, jealousy filled my entire world. It swept away everything else, every other feeling but one. Lust. Pure, wild, animal lust, an unbelievable desire for this woman who was so gleefully tormenting me with the thought of infidelity. And it was working better than probably either of us could have ever imagined.

“A hotel?” I said. I have to remind you again, I was feeling the effects of those drinks by now. And… I don’t know. It was just so exciting. I mean, I know you boys want me. You remind me of that every day. And even if you didn’t, I have these keys around my neck to remind me of the two horny beta boys I have at home.”

As Michelle spoke, she slipped her thumb under the chain around her neck, visible in the low neckline of her tight white shirt. The two keys danced as she jiggled them, both Nathan and I staring with helpless desire at the unignorable symbols of our captivity.

“But it’s different,” Michelle said. “I don’t really know how to explain it. It’s just different when it’s a guy like Tony. I mean… He’s sexy. And he’s my boss. That just makes it even sexier somehow. Even naughtier. You know what they say about forbidden fruit.

So I was feeling pretty turned on now, and the drinks were helping lower my inhibitions, and I thought to myself, why not go for it? I mean, are you a dominant mistress or aren’t you? Because a dominant mistress does whatever she wants. She takes pleasure wherever she finds it, and doesn’t worry about what some pathetic beta loser might think about it.

So I turned to him, and I gave him my best smile. And I said, Tony, I’m a married woman. Married women don’t fuck that bosses in hotel rooms. Let’s go back to the office.”

Again, Michelle stopped. Again, she looked at me, her eyes moving only for a couple of seconds toward Nathan before returning to mine. She wanted to know what I was thinking and feeling. My emotions were much more important to her than those of her submissive ex-boyfriend. I guess that was one thing I still got as her husband. Maybe the only thing, I thought, as the fear continued to bloom in my guts at the thought of what my wife had done.

“So he took me back to the office,” Michelle said. “He took me into his office and closed the door, even though there wasn’t anybody else there. And I sat on his desk. I felt like some kind of sexy secretary, like a total slut. And honey, it felt amazing. It felt so good to have another man wanting me, to know that I could do whatever I wanted. I thought of you, here at home waiting for me, and I thought about what it would be like to tell you about my little adventure. And somehow, this is even better. This is turning me on so much. Lick, beta.”

Those last words were addressed to Nathan, not me. As she spoke, Michelle slid one of her feet out of my lap, bending her knee as she set it down on the floor beside the couch. She kept the other in my lap, right next to my straining cock that had never wanted her so badly.

“He kissed me,” Michelle said. “And honestly, it was pretty good. He’s a good kisser, and that’s usually a good sign. It felt so weird, kissing another man after all the years we’ve been together. But part of me loved it. Tell me honestly, Roman. If you had been there, would you have stopped me?”

Once again, Michelle was staring deep into my eyes as she spoke, as though to drive home the question. And I thought about it. I thought hard, while those stunning eyes held mine, while that gorgeous body sat temptingly close to me but as remote and unreachable as though she were on the moon. My mind was spinning, my heart racing, my cock raging with unbelievable submissive lust inside the chastity to which my wife held the only key. I thought of her in her sexy outfit, sitting on the boss’s desk, kissing another man, and I felt as though flames wreathed my heart with bitter jealousy and hatred. But at the same time, my cock wouldn’t stop throbbing. I could picture it all so clearly, could see her being the sexy secretary to this man who had simply taken what was now forbidden to me. And I hated him, but I couldn’t bring myself to hate her.

“I don’t know,” I said truthfully, as Michelle smiled. “I can’t even imagine. I mean… Would I have been able to stop you?”

Michelle burst out laughing, as though I had said something hilarious. She threw back her head, her fiery red hair trailing over the arm of the couch. As her laughter slowly subsided, she looked at me again. Her eyes moved over my face, and she thrust out her full red lips in a mocking pout.

“Awww, my poor beta husband,” she said in a soft voice. “You can’t do anything unless Mistress allows it, can you? You’re right. You couldn’t have stopped me. Not with your cock locked away and the key right here, right where it belongs. Imagine if you had been there. Imagine how much that would fuck with your head. Watching him with me and not being able to do a single thing about it.”

Michelle paused again, and for a moment, the only sound in our living room was the soft wet sound of Nathan humbly licking her boot while I caressed the other. That, and the throbbing of my own heart that seemed so loud to me that it was a wonder everybody else couldn’t hear it too.

“Well, you weren’t there,” she finally said. “Maybe it would have been different if you were. Maybe not. Maybe you would have liked it. Because while he was kissing me, he put his hand on my leg again, sliding my skirt up this time. And I let him. I mean, I love being the boss of you beta bitches, but it felt so good letting a real man take control for a change.

“We were still kissing, and then he moved his hands. He grabbed my boobs through my shirt, and I let him. My nipples swelled right away, and he found them through the shirt and through my bra, teasing them and tweaking them until I was squirming on his desk. It turned me on so much, and at that point, all I wanted was his cock inside me. God, it just felt so naughty. Even thinking about it now is turning me on so much.”

She wasn’t lying. Just as she described, I could see her nipples showing through the layers of fabric that covered them, and I watched her hands caress her breasts, as though mimicking what Tony had done to her. I watched one hand sink lower, moving over her toned stomach toward the front of her skirt. I was transfixed by it, knowing what was underneath. Knowing just how badly I wanted to please my wife as she relived her latest erotic adventure.

“I reached down for the front of his pants. I could feel his cock through the material. My boss’s cock, right there in my hand. He groaned when I touched it. He wanted me so bad. And I wanted him. The sexual chemistry was just off the charts. I haven’t felt like that in a long time. You know I love playing with you boys, but this was completely different. Being touched by him… I don’t know. It just made me feel like a woman. Like a naughty girl who wants nothing more than to get fucked by her sexy boss.”

She stopped telling her story again. I sat there in agony beside her, panting with desire and fear. She was torturing me, quite willfully and deliberately. But at the same time, I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted to taste every bitter drop of this wild intoxicating poison Michelle was feeding me. No matter how much it hurt.

“Are you wondering if I fucked him?”

Michelle’s eyes flashed as she spoke, the beautiful weapons I always knew they could be. She was absolutely in her element, absolutely thrilled with how this adventure was going. And I was absolutely enthralled, unable to believe what was happening but unable to wish for anything else.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Michelle grinned. Her high-heeled boot moved in my lap, making a circular motion as she teased my caged cock. I groaned loudly, clenching my hands at my sides, trying with every ounce of willpower I had to resist the urge to just grab her. To take that beautiful body in my arms, to pin her down on the couch, to rip the chain from around her neck and free my cock before plunging it into the hot wet pussy I knew hid just inside that skintight pencil skirt. The pussy that maybe, after all our years of being together, another man had now been inside. It was one thing to know that Nathan pleasured Michelle with his mouth on command. That was tough enough to handle. But the thought that someone else had thrust his unworthy cock into that beautiful pussy while I stayed frustrated and rejected at home, was almost more than I could bear. And yet, just as I said, it made my wife even sexier to me than she had ever been before.

“Can you imagine it? Tony just pinning me down on his desk and pushing my skirt up around my waist, then plunging his cock inside me? Can you imagine me screaming in pleasure, screaming his name? Begging him to fuck me harder? Can you imagine that, husband?”

“Yes, Mistress, I can,” I groaned, my eyes half-closed now with the wild force of desire. Michelle was giggling uncontrollably as she spoke, and the sofa creaked underneath her as she leaned forward. She reached out and grabbed hold of my caged cock, her hand squeezing slightly, making me tremble with unrelieved desire that had no other outlet but her.

“How would I look riding Tony’s cock?”

“Beautiful, Mistress Michelle. Beautiful as always.”

Beneath us, Nathan was still humbly licking my wife’s boots clean. But for now, we had both all but forgotten about him. This drama was playing out between us, and as hard as it was to think in the depths of my wild desire, I knew that this was going to change everything. Then again, everything had changed already. Our relationship was so different to what it had been even a few weeks earlier, and in a way, this was just the natural progression of that. That didn’t make it any easier to handle. But the hardest thing of all was to acknowledge just how much this was turning me on.

“It’s almost like you want me to do it. You want me to fuck my boss, beta boy?”

“I… I want you to do whatever you want, Mistress Michelle. Whatever makes you happy.”

“Oh my God.”

Michelle paused for a moment, her hand still on my cock, her eyes looking deep into mine. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing, and I couldn’t exactly believe what I was saying. But it was true. Every word of it. Maybe it was the lust talking, the demonic desire that had taken me over completely like a kind of possession. But that didn’t change the fact that the thought of Michelle being unfaithful to me was the sexiest thing I could imagine.

“Well, I didn’t.”

Releasing her grip on my cock, Michelle leaned back on the arm of the sofa again. She raised her foot from the floor, swinging it away from Nathan as she straightened her leg and crossed her legs at the ankle in my lap. Her breasts rose and fell, once again testing the buttons of her tight white shirt as they swelled underneath the fabric, and my desire was as keen as ever as I looked at her gorgeous body displayed in front of me by the slutty clothes I and her other slave had helped her put on that morning.

“You want to know what I did do?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Michelle raised her foot from my lap, pointing her high heel toward me. She stretched out, tracing the shape of my trembling lips with the slender heel of her boot. I let her. Of course I let her. By now, we both knew I would let her do absolutely anything.

“I sucked his cock,” she said with a satisfied smile, and I wailed in despair.

“That’s even worse!”

“Is it? Well, I couldn’t help it. It seemed cruel to get him all worked up and then not give him anything. But I didn’t want to go all the way. After all, I’m a married woman. So I got down on my knees right there in his office and sucked his cock. And it was big and thick and delicious.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped, shaking my head. “Oh my God.”

“Shut up, beta,” Michelle said. Her words were harsh, but her tone was still amused. And as she spoke, she inched forward a little more, sliding the heel of her boot between my lips. “Suck on that. Suck my heel while you think of your wife sucking her boss’s cock in the office.”

And I did. Of course I did. Trembling with lust, with rage, with betrayal, with shame, I sucked on my wife’s high heel, and she laughed giddily, once again drunk with the outrageous power she held over us both.

“I sucked his cock so good. You must remember how good I am with my mouth, honey? Well, I used every trick I had to make him cum. And he did. He came in my mouth right there in the office.”

Michelle looked at me as she spoke. Once again, she was watching my face, studying my reaction. And I looked at her, even as I kept sucking on her heel. Even as she continued probing my mouth with her shoe, delighting in my total humiliation and emasculation for her amusement.

“I think I should probably get a promotion,” she said.
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