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Making Him Grovel

I couldn’t believe it even while it was happening. But after it was all over, I could believe it even less. My orgasm swept over me in a great wave of pleasure, I snarled like an animal as I emptied myself into Michelle from behind. Almost immediately, a sense of disbelief at what had happened filled me.

And she was still crouching underneath me, still on all fours, still half-dressed in her sexy outfit, her beautiful body on display to me and Nathan who still stood there, looking absolutely astonished at what he was seeing. Our cries of passion seem to still ring out in the living room, the fragrance of our sex still dancing on the air, and even as a sense of remorse and regret washed over me at what we had done, there was a limit to how much I could feel bad about it. Not when it felt as good as it did. I remembered Michelle’s words from before, about how we were having the best sex of our lives now. This was just one more example. I couldn’t explain it even to myself, because I had never imagined that I would take any kind of pleasure in being watched in such an intimate moment with my wife. But I did.

And clearly, Michelle did too. While she crouched on the sofa, bent over the arm at one end, I could see her beautiful body shivering with the power of the orgasm she had had. For a moment, she seemed almost ruined by pleasure, practically destroyed, and it was an unbelievably intoxicating sight for me to see as I enjoyed a few tremors of my own.

But now fatigue filled me, and I leaned back. My cock slid out of her pussy, and I heard my wife moan, a faint echo of the screams of pleasure she had given full voice to just moments before. I sat back on the sofa, naked, feeling incredibly self-conscious to have another man watching me. A man I barely knew, at that. Then again, Nathan wasn’t watching me at all. His eyes were fixed on my wife instead. I couldn’t blame him for that. And strangely, I felt absolutely no jealousy. Or maybe it wasn’t strange. After all, how could I be jealous of him when I was the one who got to have sex with her?

Finally, Michelle rose from her place on the sofa. With movements made clumsy by the power of her pleasure, she pulled her latex leggings back up to cover her ass and pussy again. Then she sat down heavily on the sofa beside me. She lay against me, turning her head to grin up at me, and that cheeky smile managed to soothe away at least some of my doubts and fears about what had happened. If Michelle had any regrets, any second thoughts about what we had done, she gave absolutely zero sign of it. Instead, she looked extremely happy, thrilled with everything she had done. Delighted with the way this adventure had gone. This new side to my wife that I was seeing kept revealing new depths, new twists, new unexpected shocks. But I still couldn’t bring myself to complain. She had never been sexier.

And for Michelle, the game wasn’t done. We had shared a powerful orgasm, but that wasn’t enough for her. Not anymore. Ever since we had gone down this strange road, my wife had revealed this almost insatiable side to the sexuality. And I was the lucky beneficiary.

The show wasn’t only for me. I knew that, and it made me feel that strange fluttering in my stomach again, that inexplicable tumbling in my heart. Michelle was going down a dark road, and I was powerless to stop her, bewitched as I was by her beauty and her newfound kinky sexuality.

So I sat there and watched while she embarked on the next stage of her plan.

“That’s enough vacuuming, Nathan,” Michelle said. Nathan, I noted, had not been vacuuming for quite some time. Instead, he had simply stood there and watched while I fucked my wife on the sofa. But I also noticed how quickly and unquestioningly be obeyed her commands. He couldn’t take his eyes off her, and his body seemed to respond to her words as if he had no control over it anymore. Like he was a puppet controlled by my wife through invisible strings.

He set the vacuum down. At he looked at Michelle again, I saw his tongue flick out to moisten dry lips. And Michelle was grinning broadly, turning the full force of her beauty on him now, with her body still snuggled up against mine.

“I think my boots could use a polish,” Michelle said, “don’t you?”

As she spoke, she lifted one foot from the floor, sticking her leg straight out. She ran both hands down the shaft of her leather boot toward her knee, and I saw Nathan’s eyes follow the movement of her hands, and I wondered if he was one of those guys with a fetish for shoes. Bending her knee, Michelle put her high-heeled boot back on the floor, turning that smile on Nathan again.

“Come on, you know you want to,” she said. “Get on your knees at my feet.”

Michelle pointed authoritatively to the living room floor as she spoke, and I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing. My laughter was prompted by shock at least as much as it was by actual humor. I had never even imagined my wife giving out orders like that, and yet she did it so naturally, as if she had been a dominatrix her whole life. It was that confidence she had, I reflected. She was a woman who never felt out of place, who almost never doubted herself. Or at least, never let it show.

Nathan hesitated. For the briefest of moments, probably less than a second, his eyes darted toward me. But they quickly skittered away again, returning to my wife as if he could never bear to look anywhere else but at her. I couldn’t blame him for that, either. Although I strongly suspected that was a big part of the trap he was in.

After his little moment of hesitation, his little display of doubt, Nathan did as he was told. He stepped forward, and I could see that he was trembling too, the fingers on his hands twitching and rippling as he stepped toward Michelle. She kept smiling, looking at him, maintaining eye contact as if she was going to force him to submit to her through sheer force of will.

He kneeled on the floor at her feet. Michelle burst out laughing, clapping her hands together with evident delight at the pure sexual power she had over the man she used to date.

“Look, he’s doing it!” Michelle laughed, turning her face toward me for a moment to include me in the bizarre sexual drama playing out in front of us. “I told you I could get him to do anything I wanted!”

Without waiting for an answer from me, Michelle turned her attention back on her new plaything. Her red hair blazed like fire, but it was outmatched by the glow in her gorgeous eyes as she stared down at her former lover.

“Go ahead, Nathan,” she said. “You know you want to. Go ahead and kiss my feet. Show us both you know your place.”

“Oh my God, Michelle,” I murmured, shocked by what I was hearing. But Michelle just laughed again, that wild laughter that bubbled up out of her, making her breasts bounced invitingly in the low-cut top she was wearing. I loved it when she took control in the bedroom. But she had never gone this far. She had never made me do something so humiliating, so degrading. I told myself I was glad of that.

So why did she seem so sexy to me as she sat like a queen on her throne, with her humble subject kneeling at her feet and gazing up at her pure adoration and sexual desire?

“Awesome, isn’t it? He deserves it. Don’t you, Nathan? It’s what beta males get. They get to clean the boots of their Mistress while she enjoys sex with better men.”

“Wow,” I said, while Michelle just laughed again. “I can’t believe this.”

“Oh, you better believe it, honey,” Michelle giggled. “I told you how I used to dominate this little bitch. You better treat me right, mister, or you’ll be getting the same treatment. Now, get to work, Nathan. I want these boots spotless by the time you’re done.”

Again, Nathan hesitated. But even I could see that he had no chance. Michelle was just too sexy to resist. And as I looked at her, feeling the warmth of her beautiful body nestled up against mine, seeing her face light up with the pure pleasure of having this kind of control, a stray thought entered my mind. I wondered how well I would resist if I were in Nathan’s position. Despite the sex we had just had, my cock was already swelling in my pants, and I held Michelle’s body tighter against mine while she sat back against me, savoring the feeling of pure power that must by now be flowing through every cell of her body.

Nathan bowed his head to the floor. I could no longer see his face, his cheeks flushed with shame, but I knew he must still be feeling the same strange emotions as he did what Michelle told him. Michelle’s eyebrows rose on her forehead, and she leaned forward at the waist, her arms resting on her thighs, her mouth open with surprise and delight as she watched Nathan kiss the toe of her boot. She gasped a little, and in that gasp, I detected not just surprise, but also the thrilling edge of sexual desire.

There was no doubt that this little display was turning her on. Maybe it was turning Nathan on too, but I tried not to think about that. There was no denying that it was turning me on. Once again, I was forced to admit that my wife had never looked sexier than she did now, dressed like a dominatrix and acting like one, her sexual superiority confirmed by the desperate man groveling at her feet.

“Lick them, Nathan,” Michelle ordered. “I told you, I want them spotless.”

And he did. Michelle was absolutely right about that. Nathan did whatever he was ordered, without complaint. His tongue slid over the leather of her boots, leaving a shining trail wherever it went, and Michelle smiled as she sat back against me again, heaving a deep sigh of relaxation and pleasure at her own power. For a moment, the only sound in the room was that of Nathan’s tongue working on my wife’s boots.

“This is awesome,” Michelle finally said, breaking the heavy silence that had settled over all of us. “I wish we could keep him. You know how many uses I could find for a little slave boy like him around the house?”

“I don’t doubt it,” I said. “But this is… I mean, it’s really weird.”

“Too much for you?”

Michelle spoke those words softly, turning her head to look up at me with a considered gaze. And for a moment, I thought about my answer. I got the sense that if I said so, she would stop right there, even though she clearly didn’t want to. After all, I could already see that for these games to work, everybody had to give full consent, even if sometimes, it might seem like they weren’t. It was like the tie-up games Michelle and I played from time to time. The illusion of losing control, while still feeling safe enough to let go. Still exciting enough to be dangerous.

Now, I would have to lie if I were to say that I had no idea what Nathan was feeling in that moment. I had never done anything like what he was doing, never let a woman or anyone else treat me that way. But I wanted Michelle just as badly as he did, and I knew just how easily she could use that desire to get her way.

At the same time, I could see how much it was exciting her.

“No, not too much,” I said, and watch the smile spread across her pretty face again. “It’s just… A lot to take in all at once.”

“Yeah. I guess it is. But it’s hot though, isn’t it? I love this. It’s turning me on so much. And the best part is knowing that his mistress is married now, and he’s never going to get what he wants ever again. He’s just going to stay on his knees, a horny little boot-licking slut, knowing he can’t have what my husband does.”

Again, Michelle’s words shocked me to the core. And I wasn’t the only one. Down at floor level, I heard Nathan groan softly, his tongue still sliding over the shining leather of Michelle’s boots while he debased himself for her pleasure. And now, she wasn’t even watching him. She was staring right at me, smiling that same smile, completely overjoyed with what she was doing to both of us. Despite the handful of kinky experiences the two of us had had together, I had never imagined I married such a minx.

And I couldn’t hold out anymore.

Michelle squealed as I slid out from behind her on the sofa. I thrust an arm behind her, circling her waist, and slid another one under her knees. Planting my feet on the floor close to where Nathan kneeled, I stood, lifting my wife straight up off the couch. Michelle howled in delight as she threw her arms around my neck, pressing her head with her flaming red hair against my shoulder. And as I carried her out of the room, heading down the hallway toward our bedroom, I could see that she was looking in Nathan’s direction. She didn’t say anything to her new toy. She didn’t need to. I could only imagine the look of smug delight on her face, the expression that would say everything she was feeling without the need for words. A pure pleasure at having this kind of power, getting satisfaction her ex-boyfriend could only dream of having from her.

But as I carried Michelle into our bedroom, thoughts of Nathan quickly receded. I threw her down on the bed, and she yelped as the mattress bounced underneath her. I didn’t bother to close the door. I was desperate for more sex. Besides, around Nathan, the two of us no longer had a single thing to hide.

I climbed onto the mattress, and Michelle smiled up at me. The beautiful dominatrix conquered now, ready herself to submit in her turn. She lay with her arms raised, her hands on either side of her head, as if she was surrendering. And as I took one of her legs in my hands, she lifted it from the mattress, smiling as I drew down the zipper of her shining boot and pulled it off to toss it carelessly to the floor.

The other boot followed. Then, repositioning myself on top of her, I lifted her sequinned top over her head and cast that to the floor on the other side of our bed. Her breasts heaved and bounced with every breath she took, every move either of us made on the mattress, and I took a moment to bury my face in them, kissing and licking the tender flesh while she groaned in pleasure above me.

Then, I reached behind her to unhook her bra. She giggled again as I slid it down her arms, throwing it to the floor. I took those magnificent breasts of hers in my hands, squeezing them together, kissing and licking both swollen nipples until she was squirming in delight underneath me. The air crackled with sexual tension, and I knew she was just as ready, just as eager as I was as I finally let go of her boobs and reached for those provocative latex leggings.

The pants came off, though not without a struggle. I had to peel the rubber away from her body, turning it inside out as I pulled it down her legs. Michelle lay back, lifting her legs in the air, making a cycling motion to help me get the leggings off. I threw them aside and climbed on top of her beautiful naked body, taking off my own pants at the same time while my cock throbbed between my legs.

I kissed her, and she kissed me back. The passion between us was electric now, spurred on by her strange adventure with her ex-boyfriend in the living room. Neither of us were thinking about him now. Nothing more than a toy to get the two of us worked up for each other. Our kisses struck sparks, our lips and tongues sliding over one another, as though each of us was trying to devour the other completely.

As I kissed my way down Michelle’s neck, she moaned softly. I showered her boobs with kisses again, and she squealed and laughed, knowing what was coming next. I took my time, enjoying every inch of that beautiful body. Somehow, it seemed more precious and valuable to me now that I had seen just how badly another man wanted her.

Michelle spread her legs as I positioned myself on top of her. I leaned forward, and her eyes looked into mine so that I could see the burst of pleasure that animated her features as I slid my cock inside her. Her pussy was just as warm and snug as it had been earlier on the sofa, and just as wet now as it had been then. We both groaned together at the pleasurable sensations of my cock sliding easily in and out between her tight well-lubricated walls, both of us shivering with the joy of being together again after the wild show she had put on in the living room.

Michelle wrapped her legs around my hips, her customary signal to go faster. She was more than ready. And even as I did what she wanted, I reached out and took her wrists in my hands, pinning her hands to the mattress. She moaned at that, closing her eyes with the pleasure of submitting, even though we both knew there was nowhere else she would rather be. It was all a game, a performance, but it was an undeniably thrilling one. For both of us.

I went faster. I felt no pain, no fatigue, nothing but bliss as I drove my cock in and out of her trembling body over and over again, driving us both toward the precipice of pleasure. And soon, my wife’s happy moans turned into long drawn-out screams. She howled like a banshee as I fucked her, filling our room with her cries of pleasure, letting them drift down the hallway to where her ex-boyfriend probably couldn’t help but listen. She was still putting on a show. Still involving him in her sex, even though he wasn’t in the room with us. But I didn’t care. I was too far gone in pleasure, too soaked in joy to think too hard about what my wife had become.

She was a vixen. She was a goddess. And in my own way, I wanted to please her. I wanted to make sure that this was the best sex we ever had, to keep climbing new peaks of erotic delight together with the woman I loved. So despite how desperately turned on I was, despite how the display of female dominance in the living room excited me, I did my best to hold back. And I was rewarded by the unparalleled sight of Michelle having another orgasm.

Her body shook and trembled. Her breasts bounced on her chest. Her eyes closed, her mouth open, her features almost lost in a sweep of fiery red hair, she bellowed her passion at the ceiling. Screams filled the whole house, echoing from room to room, drawing more lust out of me as I continued to plunge my cock into her pussy that was now spasming in the unmistakable rhythm of orgasm.

Michelle’s juices burst out of her in a hot torrent, and she whimpered and cried through a throat that sounded raw with passion. I leaned forward, pressing my face against her skin, kissing her throat as it expanded and vibrated with those wild and passionate cries.

And I carried on fucking her.

I didn’t stop. The pleasure that coursed through me was just too pure and too powerful. Michelle’s next orgasm followed hard on the last one, as though she had barely recovered herself before the spasm of pleasure overtook her again.

This time, she wasn’t alone.

I growled like a demon as I exploded inside her, and she howled that pleasure at the ceiling again, my orgasm seeming to draw hers out of her so that her gorgeous body and mine trembled in time together. Our organs throbbed together to the same rhythm of desperate passion, our bodies soaked in the same overwhelming bliss. Long in arriving, my pleasure was long in evaporating too, gallons of hot fluids seeming to pour out of me in spurt after spurt as I emptied every ounce of myself into her. And Michelle took it all, still moaning in ecstasy, her eyes squeezed shut now, her beautiful face frozen in an expression that looked almost look like pain if I didn’t know any better.

Finally, it was over. I slumped on top of her, panting desperately, my whole body suddenly exhausted by the power of that unbelievable release. And she continued to sigh and moan softly, her pussy still spasming erratically around my cock as though her body still couldn’t quite believe what had happened to it.

Neither of us needed to say a word. We both knew the truth. Michelle had said that we were having the best sex of our lives since Nathan reappeared, and after that unbelievable display, there was no denying the truth.

I still maintained it was weird. Part of me still told me I shouldn’t be indulging this, that what my wife might not be actually cheating on me, but she was certainly getting sexual pleasure from doing things with another man. But why would I complain when it felt like this? Why would I question something so pure and powerful and unbelievable? I had never known pleasure like this, and I suspected that Michelle hadn’t either. And if I wanted to compete with her lover from the past, if I wanted to prove to her that she had something with me that was better than what she had had with any other man, this was how I would do it.

I rolled off her. My cock slid out of her once again, and for a while, we just lay there side-by-side, panting. Each of us lost in our own thoughts, or no thoughts at all. Each of us savoring the afterglow of those powerful orgasms, the strange and wild sex we had shared that had been unlike any other we enjoyed in our married lives.

But nothing lasts forever.

And soon, I saw that no matter how drained and satisfied I was, my wife felt differently. Still the insatiable vixen, still the commanding dominatrix, even in the glow of recent orgasm. Or maybe especially then.

“Holy fuck,” she said, and I heard that her voice was indeed raspy and raw, her throat aggravated by her heedless screams of passion that Nathan must’ve heard. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah. It was,” I admitted. And part of me didn’t want to admit it. Part of me wanted to hide the truth that Michelle was right, that bringing Nathan into our lives had somehow enhanced the sex we were having. But there was no point living a lie. Besides, my sexy wife already knew the truth.

“Can we keep him?” Michelle said. Smiling, she managed with some difficulty to roll over onto her side, her naked body drawing my attention as she faced me.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” I said. She didn’t have to explain what she meant. Now that my orgasm had come and gone, I couldn’t forget that Nathan was outside, and that his display of total submission to my wife was what prompted this wild explosion of great sex between us. He was part of our sex lives now, for better or for worse, mine and Michelle’s. I was no longer jealous of him the way I had been, no longer concerned about my wife’s fidelity. She had made it perfectly clear who she really wanted. But I couldn’t forget that in some way, another man was now part of our sex, even if only as an audience.

“Oh, come on,” she said with a smile, her hand trailing over the skin of my arm in a gentle touch as she spoke. “You know that was amazing. See how much it turned me on having a man grovel at my feet. And unless you’re willing to do it, Nathan seems like the perfect candidate.”

“Well… if that’s that something you want…”

The expression of delight on Michelle’s face as I spoke made me instantly regret my words.

“Seriously? You’d do that? You lick my boots if I ordered you to?”

“Well… I mean, maybe. I’m sure you could talk me into it.”

For a moment, Michelle said nothing. She simply looked at me, her deep blue eyes moving up and down over my face while she bit her lower lip. Then, as though she had made a decision, she rolled over onto her back again. She used her arms to push herself up on the mattress, leaning back against the headboard.

“Nathan! Get in here!”

She looked at the open door of the bedroom as she spoke, projecting her voice down the hall. Spluttering in shock, I had just enough time to grab a corner of the blanket and pull it over my still-glistening genitals when her browbeaten ex-boyfriend stepped through the open door of our bedroom.

His eyes widened at the sight of her. And Michelle didn’t even try to hide an inch of her body. She sat there shamelessly naked in front of him, breasts bare, legs slightly parted so he could see the wetness of her pussy after the vigorous sex we just had. I didn’t need to fully understand the game she was playing to know it was deliberate. She was flaunting what he couldn’t have in front of him. And it seemed to be working. Seeing her, Nathan’s shoulders seem to slump even more, his will to resist her draining even further away.

“Pick my boots up off the floor,” she ordered, as though he really were a lowly servant and she was some unreachable queen. “After your pathetic licking, they need a proper polish. There’s polish under the sink. Go do it.”

“Okay,” Nathan mumbled. His eyes darted around, and it seemed as though he wanted to look at the floor, to avoid making eye contact with either of us. But the gravitational pull of Michelle’s beauty was just too much. He kept raising his eyes to look at her again, and she allowed it.

“Don’t you dare jerk off while you think about my husband fucking me,” Michelle said, and I stifled a gasp of shock at my wife’s crude words. “You don’t get orgasms in this house. That’s for your superiors. Off you go now.”

Dismissed, Nathan turned and stepped through the door, carrying my wife’s boots with him as she turned back to me, and Michelle burst out laughing.

“You’re crazy,” I said as she nestled her body against mine, resting her head on my shoulder.

“I know,” Michelle said. “But I’m just the kind of crazy you love.”
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