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Michelle In Charge

Michelle really was insatiable. Having her ex-boyfriend in the house had lit a strange fire in her heart, and ordering him around seemed to give her this wild sexual energy. I wasn’t complaining.

I had never seen my wife like this. Not even when we first started dating and sex was almost the only thing on our minds. We spent all day in bed, pausing only to recharge with snacks and drinks between bouts of energetic sex. And whenever she felt like it, Michelle would give Nathan an order, to wash dishes or do laundry or some other humiliating domestic task. And every time, he did it, without complaint. His only reward, as far as I could see, was when he got to come into our bedroom to receive fresh orders and see my wife sitting there naked, her skin glowing with the pleasure of sex, the room smelling of our passion.

It had to be torture for him. I could only imagine what he was going through. But at the same time, he knew where the door was. He didn’t have to do what Michelle said. He wanted to. As she explained to me between fits of laughing, this was what he wanted. His role in life as a beta male, Michelle explained, glittering with sadistic laughter as she said it. Letting him hear it, too. Hoping he would, to drive home his lowly status and humiliation in the eyes of the woman he had once been lucky enough to call his girlfriend.

Not anymore. Now she was my wife. She was showing and entirely different side to herself, a new facet to her personality and sexuality that I had never guessed before.

By the time night fell, I was exhausted. I had never in my life thought that there could be such a thing as too much sex, especially not with the woman I loved. But we had tested the boundaries of what was possible. And finally, we both fell into an exhausted sleep, our bodies entwined, completely satisfied and worn out with one ecstatic burst of orgasmic pleasure after another.

When I woke up, for a moment, I thought it was all a dream.

My dreams had been wilder than usual, plagued by strange sexual images and fantasies. My cock was throbbing with desire from the moment I woke up and found my beautiful wife still sleeping next to me. And as my mind replayed the previous day, picking apart fantasy and memory, I had to confront the unbelievable truth.

Yes, we had done all that. We had had sex multiple times in front of Michelle’s ex-boyfriend, and he had let her order him around. He had performed menial tasks for us like an unpaid servant while we fucked in the bedroom.

Now, somehow, we were going to have to face him after all that.

Michelle woke up only a few minutes after I did, perhaps jolted awake by my furtive movements in the bed beside her. She opened her eyes and smiled at me, leaning over to nuzzle her head against my neck.

“Good morning, honey,” she said in a voice still thick with sleep but already showing the first stirrings of passion. “Ready for another day of fun?”

“Oh my God,” I said. “You want more? I’m exhausted after yesterday.”

“Boo,” Michelle said, pouting theatrically. “Don’t tell me you can’t keep up with your naughty wife? Sounds like something a beta male would say.”

I smiled a tight little smile at her words. And Michelle laughed out loud, seeming to see the hesitation in my face. After all, I knew what those words meant. What Nathan was going through seemed like torture to me, even if he was clearly getting some kind of kick out of it. I guess in my way, I understood it. I had fallen for Michelle’s dominant charms more than once. And there was no hiding the fact that she had never looked sexier than she did sitting on our sofa dressed like a dominatrix, giving out orders to her humiliated submissive play toy.

That didn’t mean I wanted it for myself. Even if the idea was enough to send a jolt of desire racing through me all the way to my already-throbbing cock.

“You boys are always a disappointment,” Michelle said with a sigh. “That’s why a smart woman should ideally have more than a few boy toys to serve her at all times.”

“Now, hang on a minute,” I said, turning to my wife while she spluttered with laughter. “I didn’t say that. I’m tired. But I’ll struggle through.”

“What a trooper,” Michelle smiled ironically. “But first, I need to see what my little slave boy’s up to and whether he’s done all his chores.”

Michelle sat up on the mattress and moved toward the edge of the bed. I watched her beautiful body as she stepped out into the room, completely naked, completely unashamed. After all, it wasn’t like she had anything to be ashamed about. In her early 30s, my wife was in her sexual prime, and her curvaceous body was practically a work of art. Even after all the sex we had had, tired as I was, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. And I watched, breathless with anticipation and confusion and desire as I watched my wife walk out of our bedroom completely naked, the way she sometimes did when there was only the two of us at home. Except now we weren’t alone. Her ex-boyfriend was out there somewhere, in the guestroom or already up. And she didn’t care.

That wasn’t right either, I reminded myself. Michelle did care. She wanted Nathan to see. She wanted him to see every inch of the beautiful body he had once had, and would never have again. And jealousy burned inside my heart again at the thought that the two of them had been together, but I was oddly reassured by the fact that my wife was having way too much fun denying her ex what he clearly desperately wanted to offer him more than that.

Lying back in bed, I listened to Michelle move through the house. Her bare feet were almost silent on the floor, and I could only take a rudimentary guess as to where she was and what she was doing. I heard her voice, and Nathan’s, but they were too far away to make out the words. Again, I felt that jealousy in my heart, and I resisted the urge to get out of bed and see what was going on. I had to trust her. This whole exciting game depended on that. And already, I had to admit that as strange and downright weird as I found what we were doing was, I didn’t want it to stop.

Finally, Michelle returned. She was strutting along proudly, her head held high in the air, her beautiful breasts bouncing with every step and the well-manicured strip of red pubic hair pointing the way down to her pussy. Just seeing her was enough to make desire rage inside me. I sat up in the bed as she climbed onto the mattress, watching her curvy body approach me on all fours, anticipating more exciting sex that day. Like I said, I was tired. But I wasn’t going to turn down this golden opportunity to spend all weekend having sex with her. After all, for all I knew, the opportunity might never come again.

Michelle scrambled toward me. She smiled down at me, her red hair hanging down around her face, and she pressed her lips against mine in a deep and passionate kiss. I didn’t care that she hadn’t brushed her teeth yet, and she didn’t care that I hadn’t. Passion swept us both up in its grip, sweeping away any doubts, any fears, all the questions that buzzed in my mind as I wondered what kind of life we were heading into. None of that mattered when she was kissing me. None of that mattered when I had that beautiful body close to me, in bed with me, naked and beautiful and ready for pleasure.

And for Michelle, the game was only just beginning.

She seized my wrists suddenly, pulling them toward the headboard. I knew what that meant. And it was only then, as she took hold of my arms, that I realized she must’ve gone to the garage, naked as she was, and grabbed some plastic cable ties. Because she pushed my hands back against the headboard and wrapped the study plastic strips around my wrists, pulling them tight with that ratchet sound they made.

And I let her. I let her tie me up, knowing we both loved it when she was in charge. I had been following her lead ever since Nathan showed up in our lives, and it had gotten us here, and I couldn’t argue with those results. Of course it made me nervous, more nervous than ever as she tied me to the bed. But it excited me more than anything, too.

Once she had my wrists tied, Michelle sat back on her knees. She swept her hair back behind her ears, her deep blue eyes glowing as she looked down at me. Of course I knew how much she liked taking control; I could see it in the expression on her face. I could see it in the way her eyes flashed. I could see it in every line of that gorgeous body as she loomed over me, completely in control now of both the men in our house.

“You’re here to make me happy,” she said, smiling as she spoke the words. “You’re here to make me cum. Don’t forget that. I don’t care if you’re tired. You’ll stay here all day if I say so, and I’ll use that cock whenever I feel like it. Understand?”

“Yeah, I understand,” I grinned up at my wife.

“So you say. But we’ll see.”

Michelle shifted her position on the mattress. She lay down beside me, lying on her side, her breasts pressing against my chest, one knee on my leg. Supporting her head on one hand, she reached down with the other and wrapped her fingers around my cock. I groaned as she started to slowly stroke it, and she smiled, reminded all over again of the unstoppable power she had over my desire.

“Looks like I have two little slave boys to please me now,” she smirked. “This is exactly what I want. This is exactly how it should be. Me in charge, and you beta males doing everything you can to keep your mistress happy. And I can use you both in any way I want.”

“Michelle, you can’t have sex with him,” I said, fear clutching at my heart as I spoke. But my wife just laughed.

“Don’t be silly,” she said, still stroking my cock and keeping me trembling with desire as I lay helpless in the bed. “I have no intention of having sex with him ever again. I regret that I ever did. Beta males don’t deserve pussy like mine. Instead, they just get to serve dominant woman and tend to her every need while she enjoys the best sex of her life with other men. Sounds good, doesn’t it?”

“As long as the other man is me.”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you? You like having sex with me in front of him.”

“I mean, it wasn’t my idea. But it was fun. It was fun without him there, too. I just love having sex with you.”

“Of course you do,” Michelle said with a sigh. “I’m a good fuck. That’s what makes it so easy to control you boys. You betas. But don’t worry. I have a few more tricks up my sleeve to keep you both in line.”

“Oh my God, what now?” I groaned. And my groaning was something close to despair, but it was also close to desire. Because Michelle’s hand never stopped moving on my cock, keeping me vibrating with desperate lust, and she chuckled to herself as she continued to manipulate me. It was all so easy for her, reinforcing the frightening power she had to control me. A couple of strips of plastic and the touch of her hand, and I was suddenly afraid of just how helpless I was, in bed with this dominant vixen who had suddenly decided that she wanted to enjoy her sexual power to the fullest.

“You’ll see,” she said. “It’ll be fun, I promise. But that comes later. You think Nathan masturbated while thinking about me last night?”

“I don’t know,” I frowned. “I don’t want to think about that.”

“I do,” Michelle said. “I want to know he wants me that bad. But I also hope he didn’t. The trick to keeping a man under control is keeping him horny and frustrated. And that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I think there should be a firm no masturbation policy in this house no one. No male masturbation, anyway.”

“What are you talking about?” I said, still frowning. But Michelle just laughed again. After all, she didn’t have to explain herself to me. She knew that she now had total control, and that was just the way she liked it. Just the way we all liked it.

And Michelle’s hand kept sliding up and down my cock, and soon she had me groaning in pleasure, and I no longer cared about anything else. She could do whatever she wanted so long as she kept me feeling that good. I struggled against the plastic ties around my wrists, but they bit into my skin, not letting me go.

And then, abruptly, she stopped.

Michelle sat up. I gazed at her in despair as she lifted her hand away. She laughed out loud at the look on my face, a look no doubt of pure desire and frustration and wordless need. But my sexy wife had other ideas.

I watched her breasts bounce when she moved toward the edge of the bed again. She stood and walked toward our dresser, pulling open a drawer. For a moment, I thought she was going to put on some clothes. But instead, she lifted out something small and closed her fist around it. Then she climbed back into bed, kneeling on the other side of me now. She set the item down on my chest, and I could see a strange curve of metal with a small lock on top and a key sticking out of it.

“You know what this is?”

“No idea. Some kind of lock?”

“You’re so pure. Yes, it’s a kind of lock. It’s a chastity device. You put it on a man’s cock, and then you just… lock it away and take the key.”

As she spoke, Michelle lifted the device off my chest. Holding it in the palm of one hand, she turned the key in the lock and removed it, demonstrating how it worked. Fear bloomed inside me, more intense than ever this time. My wife knew so much more about this world that we were heading into. I felt like an absolute novice compared to her, with no idea what I was getting into.

“Wh-why?” I asked. The smile never left my wife’s pretty face.

“Why? So that he can’t touch himself anymore. So that he can’t cum, ever, without permission. So that I own his cock completely. Own the cock, and you own the man. That’s what they say, anyway.”

“Michelle, where did this come from?”

“I ordered it online.”

“You mean you planned this?”

“Oh yes. Of course I did. But I have to say, I’m really pleased with how well you’re dealing with it all. You’ll see, this will be a whole new way of life for us. I can’t wait to have a little chastity slave completely devoted to me.”

“Nathan?”

“Yes, Nathan. He’s already pretty obedient, but imagine how obedient he’ll be when I have his thing locked away. He won’t be able to jerk off. He’ll rely on me completely for any sexual pleasure he might have. I have total power over him. I’ve been looking it up online, and all the women say that they can’t believe how much power it gives them to have him under lock and key.”

“And you’re not going to have sex with him?”

“You’re so worried about that, aren’t you?” Michelle giggled. “No, I’m not. Ever. Any release I do give him won’t be that. I might let him masturbate, if he’s a really good boy. Maybe I’ll humiliate him while he does it. But he’s never getting this pussy again. Don’t worry. That poor little beta is never getting any pussy ever again.”

Michelle toyed with the device in her hands, turning it over and over. I gazed up at her, barely understanding this woman I loved and thought I knew so well. Her occasional dominant tendencies, the fun she got out of tying me up, was nothing compared to this strange new universe of domination.

But at the same time, I had to admit it didn’t exactly make her any less sexy. Looking up her with that device in her hand, I could imagine all too well the insane power it would give her over any man. To be controlled like that, to be owned, to have this goddess own your sexuality completely - well, it was unlike anything I had ever imagined, or ever heard of. It made my head spin to think that this was my wife who was suggesting such an outrageous act.

“You know what’s funny? He wanted me to do this before. When we were dating. I wouldn’t do it. I just found it too weird. I wasn’t ready for that kind of power back then. And then I met you, and here we are. Having the best sex ever. And now, I can see it. I can see how much fun it will be to own a man’s cock and decide everything about when and how he gets to use it. So that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to go lock him up and make sure he can’t touch his worthless little thing while we fuck.”

“And you think he will go along with it?”

“I know he will,” Michelle grinned. “You know how persuasive I can be what I want to be. I mean, look at you right now.”

Slipping the key back into the lock, Michelle gripped the device in her fist again. Leaning over me, she kissed me again, nothing more than a quick peck on the lips this time. Then, she sprang out of bed, bouncing on the mattress as she rose to her feet and moved to the door. I could only watch, immobilized, completely overcome by my newly dominant wife’s evil plan as she stepped out of the open door of the bedroom, still completely naked, and went looking for her ex-boyfriend again.

Again I listened intently, focusing every ounce of my being on trying to hear what was going on. Again, I had only limited success. I could hear her talking to him, but not what she was saying. And Michelle was right, of course. I knew just how persuasive she could be. Still, it was hard to believe even she could pull this off. Even if Nathan had wanted this once. That was before, back when they were dating, before I came on the scene. Submissive as he was, would he really be willing to surrender his manhood to a woman who was married to somebody else?

All I could do was wait and see.

Michelle was out there a long time. Maybe even her persuasive powers had met their match. And despite her words, I listened hard, terrified of hearing the sounds of them having sex. Not that I could do anything about if they did, it dawned on me. The plastic cable ties around my wrist held firm, and I wasn’t going anywhere until Michelle decided otherwise. In my own way, I was as much a prisoner as any man she might get to put on that cruel cage.

And the longer she was away, the more fear replaced desire. Even though I couldn’t hear them having sex, I wouldn’t feel comfortable until my wife was back by my side. I thought of calling out to her, but I decided against it. After all, this was her game, and it was going to go the way that she wanted. It turned me on, even while I lay there alone and nervous.

She was gone a long time, but not forever. Eventually, I heard her footsteps in the hallway, saw her stepping through the open door of the bedroom. My heart gave a little kick at the sight of her, as though it recognized the woman I loved so much, the woman who now controlled me with her wild and dominant sexuality.

Her hands were empty she stepped through the door. She was smiling, a sly smile of smug satisfaction, walking tall and proud of her beautiful body with her head in the air. She climbed onto the bed beside me again, smiling as she lay down on the mattress.

“Well? What happened?” I asked.

“What do you think happened? Nathan learned his place as a beta male, and now I own his cock.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Nope.”

Michelle raised her hand in front of me, slowly opening it to show me the tiny key that shone on her palm. She didn’t need to explain it any more than that. I knew what the key was for. And that meant that her ex-boyfriend was out there with his cock locked in a steel cage, completely under my wife’s control.

That meant she had seen his cock, which wasn’t exactly a thought that filled me with pleasure. But Michelle’s deep blue eyes were shining in that intoxicating way they had when she was excited. And now that she was back by my side, desire began to win the war against fear.

“Isn’t that a sexy thought? Owning his manhood like that?” Michelle said. Carefully, she laid her tiny key down on my chest. Then, her free hand reached down between my legs again. I groaned all over again as she took hold of my cock, my member rapidly swelling at her touch until it filled her hand again.

“I don’t know,” I said, struggling against the desire and pleasure that rose within me as she started to stroke. “It’s too weird.”

“It’s awesome,” Michelle said. “Look, let’s just do it as a trial. I know he was only supposed to stay a couple of days, but I like having him around. You have to see the benefits of it too. Let’s keep him for… Two weeks. I mean, it’s not like he has anywhere else to go. At the end of two weeks, of him serving us and being our little houseboy, we’ll all get together and decide if we want to keep playing like this. If not, no hard feelings. He can find somewhere else to stay, and we’ll go back the way things were. But somehow, I don’t think you want that. I think you’ve got a taste for having a dominant wife.”

I groaned as she squeezed my cock, and Michelle laughed. She didn’t need any more answer than that. My passion was obvious as my cock throbbed in her hand, just as much under her control as Nathan’s was, wherever he was at that moment. And nothing turned Michelle on like having that kind of power. She was practically vibrating with it, overwhelmed by her own sense of sexual superiority.

That was how she was going to play this game. That was how she would win me over, I knew already. Because she was right that we were having incredible sex, and it was all because of her and her kinky games and her wild imagination. Already, I had the feeling that I wasn’t going to be able to resist even her slightest whim.

Michelle let go of my cock. Rising up onto her knees, she picked up the key from my chest, holding it in her hand as she straddled me. With her other hand, she reached down underneath herself and guided my cock into her pussy again. Then she started to ride me, moving rhythmically on top of me, her mouth opening as her sighs of pleasure turned slowly into gasps.

“Betas shouldn’t be allowed to cum,” she said in a breathless voice, almost as if she was talking to herself. Seducing herself with her own dirty talk while I lay underneath her, my cock rock hard and rigid, a toy for her to use, just like she said. “They should devote themselves to serving their mistresses. Shining my shoes. Doing my laundry. Washing my car. Just doing everything I say to make sure I have the best life possible. That’s all a beta male deserves. They don’t deserve orgasms. Only women and their alpha male lovers deserve that.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, but Michelle didn’t react. She didn’t even seem to hear me. Her eyes were closed now, as if she were lost in her own little world of sexual domination. And I was part of it, but a passive part. For now, Michelle was the driving force behind everything we did, just as we both liked it.

“I don’t want him jerking off,” she went on, her eyes still closed as she spoke. “I don’t allow it. Male orgasms are an occasional reward for exceptional behavior. That’s how a woman controls you guys. It’s almost too easy. I should have done this years ago. Just think, he’s out there, wishing he was where you are right now. Wishing he was tied to my bed, being fucked. But he’ll never get that. Instead, he just gets an endless list of chores to do to make me happy while I have sex.”

Her voice was getting more breathless by the moment, her pleasure overwhelming her. I watched, unable to turn my eyes away from this beautiful spectacle, my wife coming into her full dominant power right before my very eyes. As if with every thrust of my cock inside her, every bounce of her beautiful body on top of me, her power and self-confidence grew.

And as she rode the great wave of sexual pleasure rising inside her, Michelle stopped talking. Her hands gripped my chest for balance, pressing the tiny key against my skin. Her pussy spasmed and tightened around my cock as a sadistic orgasm swept through her. Once again, my beautiful wife howled her dominant bliss at the ceiling as she came.

Because nothing turned her on more than being in charge.
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