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A Hotwife’s Date

Michelle lay back on the bed. Her red hair fanned out around her beautiful face, forming what looked to me in my desperate state of arousal like a halo of fire. And in suited her well. Half angel, half demon, the woman I loved transformed into something I could barely believe but absolutely could not resist. She seemed to get sexier every day, and with every day I spent in chastity, my desire grew.

It had been a week. Exactly one week, exactly the length of time Michelle had said I would be kept frustrated and denied. And the key to my release still hung on its thin chain around her neck, right next to Nathan’s, the visible sign of her complete ownership of both of us. But Michelle wasn’t about to use my key, even though the week was up. She had been very clear about that.

“This is going to be so good,” she said as she raised her head from the pillow to look at us both. Nathan and I stood at the foot of the bed, both of us naked except for our chastity devices, both of us attentive to every word our mistress spoke. Both of us mad with desire, completely humiliated, our will completely subordinate to hers.

“Remember, husband, you don’t cum until I do,” Michelle said as she pushed herself upright on the bed, a wicked smile on her face. She was naked too, her fragrant body still smiling of the soap we had used to clean her in the shower. Both of us working together to worship that magnificent body, to get her clean and radiant and beautiful again. One of the most humiliating and most arousing tasks she gave us, out of a long list.

“And I mean a proper cum, too,” Michelle went on. “I don’t mean with your fingers or mouth or toys. I mean a real orgasm with a real man’s cock between my legs. You’re going to help it happen, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said, my voice quavering as I spoke. This was the deal. This was the plan. Michelle was just reiterating what we both already knew to drive home the humiliation of it all. Because I was already helping. I had already helped her shower along with Nathan, and stood by like a humble servant while she put on her makeup. This time, she went even heavier than she did when she went to the office. This time, the only thing on my wife’s mind was seduction.

“Good,” Michelle grinned wickedly. “God, I never imagined we would end up here when we started playing like this. It’s amazing. I get to have my two beta boys locked in chastity, and I get to fuck a real man like Tony. I should’ve done this years ago. This really is the way marriage should be, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I humbly said, making her laugh again. After all, we both knew I had no choice. We both knew I had to obey, to say and do whatever my beautiful wife wanted. That key around her neck gave her all the power in the world to make me into the beta boy she had always wanted me to be.

“And remember, I still haven’t decided who gets a release afterward, if either of you deserve it,” Michelle said. “Whoever is the better beta. Whoever serves me best might, just might, get to cum. The loser definitely won’t. Don’t forget that, boys.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said, and Nathan spoke almost in unison with me, using the title my cruel wife had awarded herself. She beamed at us, completely in control, never for a minute doubting her ability or her right to treat us the way she did. And she was right about that, too. Inside the steel cage locked around my cock, my cock was absolutely aching for her. I would do anything for that release, and she knew it.

“Okay. Nathan, you did such a good job with my toes last time, I think I’m going to make you my permanent foot slave. Go ahead and paint my toes again. Nice and red and slutty, like they were last time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Without hesitation, Nathan turned and headed toward the bathroom to grab Michelle’s pedicure kit. In the few seconds he was gone, she smiled at me.

“As for you, husband…” she said slowly. She moved on the bed, and I couldn’t keep myself from watching her breasts bounce, her nipples already puckered. She had just had an orgasm in the shower, and I could still taste her pussy from where she had made me lick it in the bathroom. That, too, was keeping the fires of lust burning inside me while my naked wife gloated in front of me.

“You can help me pick out my outfit,” she said. “We did a good job of that last time. Tony couldn’t resist me in my sexy secretary look. But now I need something even sexier. I want him to want me so badly. I want him to not be able to keep his hands off me. Do you think you can do that, beta boy? Can you get your wife all dressed up for another man to fuck?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I mumbled, prompting another gale of laughter from her. Truthfully, I had no idea if I could. It was bad enough before, when we got her dressed up sexy for the office. But I had no idea then that she would actually cheat on me with her boss. Now, my wife was making no secret of the fact.

And I felt her stunning eyes locked on me as I moved toward the dresser. As I opened her underwear drawer, Nathan reappeared in the bedroom with the pedicure materials. He kneeled beside the bed, and Michelle barely looked at him as she extended her foot toward him. He began scrubbing her toes, removing the old polish, while I went through Michelle’s underwear for the perfect thing.

It was a tease, just like she intended it to be. As I went through her bras and panties, I remembered how she looked in some of them. Some of them I had bought for her, back when we had a normal marriage, back when I was still allowed to have sex with my wife. Her underwear drawer told the frustrating story of desire, my unending lust for her displayed in the lingerie I had purchased for her and for me to enjoy. But now, it was another man who was going to get to see her all dressed up like the sex kitten she was.

“How about this, Mistress?”

I turned toward the bed, holding up a bra. It was gray with black details, and the cups were cut so low that I knew when she wore it, they would barely cover her nipples. I also knew it would give her breasts a magnificent lift, enhancing and emphasizing her already impressive bust into a thing of pure beauty. The bra gave her an amazing cleavage that I had kissed and worshiped so many times, and just thinking about it was enough to make my cock ache inside the chastity device. It ached even more when I saw Michelle’s smile of approval.

“Perfect,” she said.

“No panties?” I asked. Michelle shook her head.

“No panties,” she echoed.

Fearfully, I carried the bra toward the bed. Michelle watched me approach, holding herself up with her arms, still smiling that wicked smile at me and completely ignoring her foot slave as he went about his task painting her toes. I kneeled on the mattress, and Michelle sat up straighter, lifting her hands from the bed behind her so that I could put the bra on her. I kneeled to her side and slightly behind her, helping her slide her arms through the garment. My cock surged again as I felt the weight of her breasts in my hands while I wrestled them into the tiny cups. I closed the bra behind her, watching over her shoulder as her boobs swelled high on her chest. Her cleavage was absolutely mouthwatering, and there above it, the two keys to our chastity devices dangled, enhancing her sex appeal with a reminder of her total power.

“Look at these tits,” Michelle chuckled, shaking her head. “You boys are all the same. Well, maybe not exactly the same. But you all like the same things. Tony’s going to love these boobs of mine, isn’t he?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Once again, my voice was hoarse as I spoke, barely able to say the words I knew my wife wanted to hear. And she turned her head to smile blissfully up at me, enjoying the feel of my trembling hands on her boobs. Her eyes moved, flickering over my face, moving from my eyes to my mouth and back again. I could practically see the thoughts churning inside her head.

“You want them so bad, don’t you?

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Well, your mistress is feeling generous. Get over here and worship my boobs.”

I could hardly believe what she was saying. But I didn’t even hesitate. She laughed at my eagerness as I moved around in front of her and lowered my face to her chest. With a growl of desire and despair, I plunged my face between her boobs, feeling the soft warm skin against my cheeks. I closed my eyes, kissing and licking the jiggling flesh, and Michelle leaned back against the headboard, her breasts rising against my face before sinking again as she breathed in and out with a sigh.

“I bet you’d be rockhard right now if you weren’t in that cage, wouldn’t you, beta?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled into her breasts. She was right, of course. Having this contact with her was only feeding my desire, reminding me of all the times we had had normal sex before Nathan came along and changed everything in our marriage. And I didn’t regret those changes. My wife had never been sexier or more desirable to me than now that she was my dominant Mistress. Still, I couldn’t help missing what I had lost. I couldn’t help missing the ordinary sex we used to have, the orgasms I used to be allowed whenever I wanted. It had only been a week since she locked me away and took control of my sexuality, but it felt like a lifetime. And I was terrified that she would not let me go now that the week was up. After all, Michelle was enjoying her position of power way too much to just surrender it so easily.

As I kissed and licked her breasts, the key to my chastity was just inches from my face. Not for the first time, I was struck by the thought that I could reach out and grab it right now. I could snatch it off the chain around her neck before she could stop me and free myself.

And once again, I didn’t. And that, we both knew, was all the sign I needed to give that, no matter how much this night was going to torture me, I would gratefully endure the dark joy of serving my goddess wife.

“Poor little horny boy,” Michelle laughed. “God, this is turning me on so much. Did you realize your wife was such a slut?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Well, she is. And sluts need regular orgasms. Go on, down you go. Make me cum again while I think about what I’m going to do with Tony later.”

Michelle didn’t wait for me to respond. Instead, she placed her hand on the back of my head and forcefully pushed me down toward her crotch. Not that I was unwilling to do what she said. As she spread her legs, I feasted my eyes on her pussy, still swollen from the fun we had in the shower. I leaned forward, running my tongue over the sensitive folds, my head upside down as I bent over her. And I felt her shiver in anticipation, heard her let out a soft moan of pleasure as she used me.

Meanwhile, she reached out and took my caged cock and balls in her hand. She held them gently but firmly, an unnecessary reminder of who owned my manhood. I kissed her pussy, and Nathan went on painting her toes, and Michelle’s sighs of pleasure grew steadily louder, soon turning into moans as I plunged my tongue between her silken folds.

I tried to focus on the job in front of me. I tried to focus on the joy I felt in giving my wife pleasure. But I couldn’t forget why I was doing what I was doing, or what was coming next. After all, Michelle wouldn’t let me. She was crying out in pleasure now, her eyes closed as she leaned back against the headboard, her breasts shuddering in the bra I had picked out for her just beneath the key to my pleasure. I sneaked only the quickest of glances at her before returning to my task, knowing my job was to keep this goddess happy. And soon, I felt her pussy spasm against my face. I tasted for the second time in only a few minutes the hot gush of her fluids, the delicious taste of her ecstasy. Michelle growled in pleasure, and I lapped up every drop of her cum, my tongue sliding over her shaking inner thighs as she lay back like the queen she was, enjoying my worship.

“Good boy,” she said, releasing her hold on my manhood. Instead, she playfully slapped my ass. “Such a good boy, making your mistress cum before her date. Now, what else should I wear? Remember, it has to be super sexy. I want you to pick out your favorite thing for my closet, the thing that gets you going like nothing else so I can see if it has the same effect on my boss.”

I said nothing. As I raised my head from between her thighs, I saw that Michelle was smiling again. Climbing off the bed, I moved toward her closet. It was overflowing by now, her already extensive collection of clothes supplemented by an array of outfits I had bought her recently. Michelle had always liked to dress on the provocative side, but lately, she had taken it to a new level. And I didn’t even question the credit card bill when I saw the results. She looked fantastic. Unfortunately, it wasn’t for me.

Mindful of her words, I went through her clothes. Pants were out. That would defeat the whole reason for her not wearing any panties. Skirts or dresses only, I thought to myself. And as I went through her things, I found a dress I still remembered, even though she had only worn it once, years ago. It was a vibrant green silk mini dress, strapless and short, a tiny item of clothing that showed off every curve of her unbelievable body. I had bought it for her one Valentine’s Day, and it had taken a lot of convincing to get her to wear something so provocative in public, even though I knew she secretly loved it. When she wore it on our date that night, no one could keep their eyes off her, least of all me. And as soon as we got home, that dress had ended up on the floor of our bedroom.

I hadn’t seen it since. But as I pulled it out into the light, turning to show it to my wife, the smile on her face told me that she remembered it just as clearly as I did. And she knew exactly what it meant for me to offer it to her now.

“Oh, good choice, beta,” she said. “I hope it still fits.”

“It will. You haven’t gained a pound, Mistress,” I said.

“You love me in that dress, don’t you, beta?”

I love you in everything. But yes, you look amazing in this.”

“Okay. I hope Tony feels the same way. Are you done down there, bitch boy?”

Michelle turned her blazing eyes on Nathan, still kneeling there at the foot of the bed. She was even shorter with him than she was with me. But somehow, of the two of us, I was starting to suspect I was suffering worse. Yes, he had been locked in chastity for longer than me, with not even a hint of release on the horizon. But Michelle wasn’t his wife. He wanted her just as badly as I did, but he didn’t love her. He wasn’t feeling the desperate betrayal I was feeling as my wife prepared to seduce another man.

“Good,” Michelle said briskly. She swung her feet away from kneeling Nathan and placed them on the floor at the side of the bed. Then she stood. We both watched her, our eyes locked on her magnificent body as she stood in front of us in nothing but a push-up bra, her breasts heaving and quivering with every breath she took, her recently-satisfied pussy brazenly on display. Michelle stood with her hands on her hips, her outspread arms emphasizing her incredible hourglass figure, and I saw the challenge in her eyes as she looked at me with a wordless command.

Unzipping the dress, I stepped forward.

The silk rustled as I held it out for her. She stepped gracefully into it, one hand light on my shoulder for balance as she lifted one foot after the other. Then, I pulled the dress up her body. It was even tighter than I remembered, and I had to pull hard on the shimmering green silk to get it over her ample hips. But I did as I was told, wrestling the dress into position, covering my wife’s body in clinging green fabric even though all I wanted was to take her in my arms.

The dress was tiny. The hem sat well above the midpoint of her thigh, above where her fingers hung as she stood with her arms at her sides. It clung unbelievably tight to her hips, her thighs, her ass, and even her toned stomach before swelling out over her breasts. I struggled to pull the zipper up in the back of the dress as it grew even tighter around her, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. But once I had it done up, Michelle smiled, tossing her hair back over her shoulders as she turned to face me.

“How do I look?”

I took the invitation to stare with undisguised longing at her body. The green went perfectly with the fiery red blaze of her hair and the deep blue of her stunning eyes. Every curve of her magnificent figure shone in the light, emphasizing every movement she made. Although her pussy was now covered by a few inches of fabric, she looked no less sexy than she had almost naked a moment before. I literally couldn’t take my eyes off the woman. And I didn’t need to look toward Nathan to know he was feeling the same thing toward her.

“You look breathtaking, Mistress,” I said. Michelle’s smile never wavered.

“I was going for fuckable,” she said.

“That too.”

“You think Tony will want to fuck me in this?”

As she spoke, she twirled on the spot, her long red hair flying behind her. I took in every inch of her body, her quivering breasts, her round ass, her long legs, her thighs and hips shining underneath the fabric. My cock ached for release, pressing itself uselessly against the steel prison she had it caged in. Michelle faced me again as she finished her twirl.

“Any man would, Mistress.”

“I probably shouldn’t wear this bra with this dress,” Michelle said, hooking a thumb under the visible strap of the bra I had chosen for her. “But it does make my boobs look awesome, doesn’t it?”

“So sexy, Mistress.”

Slowly, Michelle trailed her fingertips over the swell of one of her breasts. The neckline of the dress was cut almost obscenely low, and although the cups of the bra barely covered her nipples, the dress was no higher. Acres of her creamy boobs were on display, and my mouth was practically watering at the sight of my wife’s cleavage with the two chastity keys dangling above it.

“Maybe Tony won’t mind,” she said. “I’m sure I can find ways to distract him. Now, what shoes shall I wear, beta boys?”

Michelle’s eyes flickered from me to Nathan and back again. We didn’t look at each other. I knew he was still kneeling at the foot of the bed, and for all I cared, he could stay there. We both maintained our policy of trying to interact with each other as little as possible. It wasn’t easy, now that we were both the pathetic frustrated slaves of the same dominant woman. We showered her together, we pleasured her together, and we kept her house in order while she came up with new ways to tease and frustrate us. But maybe I was feeling just a little bit warmer toward him than I used to. After all, I knew that he was no longer a threat to me. Instead, it was my wife’s boss that was going to take her from me.

But I knew my duty. Again, I headed toward Michelle’s closet, this time crouching on the floor to go through her even more impressive collection of shoes and boots. She wanted sexy, I thought to myself with a kind of inner growl of frustration and spite, and I would give her sexy. I would make her look like the absolute slut she clearly wanted to be.

I found a pair of ankle boots in Michelle’s closet. They were patent black leather, with laces up the front, a rounded toe, and a wickedly sharp high heel that was at least six inches tall. They were a recent purchase, and clearly not the kind of shoes designed to be worn anywhere but the bedroom. I could only imagine how difficult they were to walk in, but I didn’t care. Maybe some vengeful part of me wanted my wife to experience a little bit of discomfort, after everything she was putting me through.

Then again, sexy and impractical was exactly what Michelle wanted.

“There’s a good beta,” she beamed as I turned back from the closet with the shoes in my hands. “Those will make your wife looked like exactly the slut she is. Come on. Put them on me.”

As she spoke, Michelle sat down on the edge of the bed. Her hips spread in the shining dress, and as I crawled toward her with her boots in my hands, she crossed her legs, depriving me of the sight of the pussy I could still taste in my mouth. But I still wanted her. I wanted to see it, wanted to look up that skirt and see her sex that ruled my life. I couldn’t get enough of it. I was addicted to her. And kneeling at her feet, I slid her boots on while she smiled down at me, basking in my obvious adoration of her body.

“Kiss,” she ordered, shaking the foot that hung off the ground. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the rounded toe, leaving a faint impression that quickly faded as I kissed my wife’s foot.

“You too,” she ordered, and Nathan immediately crawled toward her and kissed the same shoe I had kissed. Michelle smiled down at us both, our chastity keys shining above her unignorable cleavage, her hands in her lap as she sat above us like a vision of unbelievable sex appeal.

“I look good, don’t I, betas?”

“You look fantastic, Mistress,” I said truthfully.

“Amazing, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan said.

“Good. A real man deserves a little effort. Not like you betas. Now, it’s time for you to to make yourself scarce. I don’t want to freak Tony out, and he’ll be here soon. Stand up.”

As she spoke, Michelle stood too. Already, she had to tug down her dress that had slid up her smooth legs, showing off even more of her thighs. While Nathan and I rose to her feet, she stepped past us, crossing the bedroom in a few small steps while her high heels thumped on the floor. If she had trouble walking in them, she gave no sign of it. In fact, the slender heels gave her body a sexy sway, the tight silk dress shimmering around her so provocatively that I had to suppress a groan of pleasure that rose to my lips just at the sight of her.

Michelle reached into her drawer, and I heard the rattle of metal. Turning, she strode quickly toward us again, two pairs of handcuffs dangling from her fist. Placing her hand on my bare chest, she pushed me back toward the closet. I didn’t know what she was up to, but I didn’t even think of resistance. And Michelle kept smiling as she pushed me inside her closet, among her dresses and skirts, the sexy outfits the drive me wild with desire every time she put them on.

“Raise your hands,” she said, and I did as I was told. Michelle threaded the chain of the handcuffs over the rod of her closet and locked one bracelet around each of my wrists. Then, she stepped away from me. She ordered Nathan to stand in the closet beside me, and he put up no more resistance than I had. She locked his arms to the closet rod too, both of us standing uncomfortably close to each other, trapped in her closet with the rest of her things.

“You’re both going to stay there,” she said, her head turning from me to him and back again as she gave us our instructions. “And I don’t want to hear a peep out of either of you. Don’t you dare do anything to scare Tony off, or I’ll make sure you never have another orgasm again, as long as you live. Understand, betas?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” we both meekly said, and I watched a smile return to her face.

“Now, which would you prefer? Standing in there, you’re going to hear everything he does to me. But should I leave the door open just a crack so you can see your Mistress get fucked as well?”

“Yes please, Mistress,” Nathan said, making Michelle laugh out loud. However, I hesitated. For me, it was different than for him. Much more emotional. Much more intense. And my mind raced as I asked myself the question Michelle had just asked. Was it better to see, or not?

“Open, please, Mistress,” I said. Michelle laughed again. Without responding, she turned and walked across the room. I saw her reaching into her laundry basket. Soon, she returned to where we stood, and both Nathan and I saw she had a pair of worn panties in each hand.

“Open your mouths, bitches,” she sneered. And we did. Balling up her used panties, she stuffed one pair into my mouth, and another into Nathan’s.

“Keep those there,” she said. “They’ll keep you quiet, and they’ll give you something to remember me by while I’m having fun.”

Just at that moment, there was a knock at the door. Michelle’s eyes went wide, the giddy smile returning to her face as she looked at me. Reaching for the closet doors, she pulled them shut, leaving them open just a crack. From where I stood, I could see about half of the bed I had bought with my wife, the one I had thought no man but me would ever be in.

So much for that. Michelle turned, heading toward the door to let in her new lover, and I watched her beautiful body in its tight green dress through the crack in the closet doors until she vanished from my sight.

But not for long. She was going to put on quite the show.
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