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Michelle’s Pleasure Toy

It’s a disorientating feeling to know that your wife controls the sexual pleasure of another man.

That’s not a sentence I ever thought I would write. And it’s certainly not an experience I ever thought I would have. But Michelle, somehow, had created a situation unlike any I had ever imagined before. And she did it so easily and so skillfully that sometimes, I found myself wondering if she had planned this all along.

But that wasn’t the vibe I got. Instead, I suspected that she was freestyling this, making it up as she went along. Like she was in the grip of something bigger and more powerful than herself, as swept up in it as the rest of us were. Not to say she wasn’t riding this unexpected wave with tremendous skill, though. Of course, I already knew that my wife could be convincing. But I guess I never anticipated just how great her power to charm could be.

And suddenly, Michelle was in her element.

This dominant side to her sexuality wasn’t exactly a surprise to me. Or if it was, it was the degree of it that surprised me, not the fact itself. She had shown me enough of that in our own relatively mild little games that I wasn’t shocked to learn she liked to be in control.

But she had never given any indication that she would go this far, that her deviant desires went this deep.

And it was sexy. I’m not going to deny that. Seeing her explore this admittedly dark fantasy, seeing her put normal behavior behind her and fully indulge something so kinky and wild was a massive turn on for me. And that surprised me too. After all, I would have expected that the last thing I would ever want was to see her involved with another man. And yet, I was under no illusions that that was what was going on.

Yes, it helped that she wasn’t having sex with him. She wasn’t even kissing him. All she was doing was teasing him, just the same way that she might tease any stranger she met in the street by wearing one of her provocative outfits. I always loved that. As Michelle like to remind me, this was just like that. Only a more intense, more deliberate version of it.

Maybe that made sense. Maybe it didn’t. All I knew was that Michelle was absolutely in her element. And as badly as I had wanted her since the very day that we met, I had never been as turned on by my wife as I was now that I was seeing this cruel and dominant side of her.

And somehow, it was always a shock. Maybe because in my everyday life, I could get some distance from it, and from her. While I was at work, my thoughts circled around my wife and the strange games she was playing with a man who used to be her lover. And it seemed outrageous to me. It seemed unbelievable that I was possibly going along with it. Yes, they weren’t having sex. The strange chastity device locked around his manhood proved that. Although of course, Michelle held the key, and she could free him if she wanted to. Jealous ideas flooded my brain sometimes, tormenting me with thoughts of what might be happening behind my back. I trusted my wife. I always had. But I had never suspected she had these kind of depths of depravity and kinkiness and cruelty about her. What else might Michelle be hiding from me?

Leaving aside the threat of infidelity, just the pure strangeness of what she was up to astounded me whenever I wasn’t around her. At the office, I would be plagued by thoughts of how weird this all was, of how my life had taken a turn more strange than anything I had ever heard about. I couldn’t even invent something this weird and wild, and yet it was the reality of what my life had become.

Sometimes, while I was at work or away from her for some other reason, I would even tell myself that it had to stop. That while it was interesting and while I didn’t want to be a prude, this was just too weird for me. This wasn’t what I had signed up for when I married the girl of my dreams. I would go home that night and tell her that it had to stop.

But of course, I never did. Because every time I got home, there she was. And her presence, her beauty, her undeniable sex appeal were more than enough sweep away my doubts and fears and convince me that, as strange as my life had become, maybe it was worth letting my wife get her way for one more day.

Here’s what I mean.

A few days into our new arrangement, I came home from work. Once again, I had spent much of the day telling myself that this deviant game had to end. I couldn’t deny that it had been fun, or that I had enjoyed Michelle’s turbocharged sex drive ever since Nathan came into our lives. After all, I had been the lucky recipient of all that energy, not him. But enough is enough. All good things come to an end, and so do all strange things, and this strange thing had run its course.

And then I stepped through the door of our house and reentered the strange world of dominance and submission that Michelle had created, and once again, I found my willpower just melting away.

Michelle was sitting on the couch. As usual, she was looking radiant. She always dressed to impress anyway, but now she was living out these wild dominatrix fantasies, her clothing choices had become even more adventurous and provocative than they were before.

She must’ve changed when she got home from work, because there was no way she wore that stretchy black dress to her office. The elasticated fabric clung to her body, conforming to every line and curve, and the dark fabric made her red hair blaze in contrast as she turned her pretty face toward me and smiled that wicked smile that she knew could get her just about anything.

“Hi, babe,” she said, her blue eyes glowing with desire and delight as she looked at me. And in that look, already, I felt my resistance evaporating. I felt all the reasonable arguments I had made to myself at work for why we shouldn’t do this anymore crumbling like chalk, confronted with her beauty.

These games make Michelle happy. I knew that. But it was one thing to know that intellectually, to carry that information around in my brain while I went about my day at work. It was a totally different thing to see it right there in front of me, see the way this unbelievable arrangement filled her with light and joy. How was I going to refuse anything to her when she looked like that? She had paired her revealing black dress with black leather boots, the ones she took such sadistic pleasure in making Nathan polish, and they made her long legs look even longer as she sat crosslegged on the sofa, the tight dress sliding easily up her smooth thigh. It wasn’t an accident. She knew what she looked like. And she knew the effect it had on me, as well as on her former boyfriend and newfound submissive boy toy, too.

Because as always, Michelle wasn’t alone. There was Nathan, kneeling on the floor of our living room at my wife’s feet, gazing up at her with that expression of stricken desire he almost always wore when she was around. As I entered the room, he turned to look at me just like she did, but unlike her, he quickly glanced away. He never could meet my eyes for long. And that didn’t surprise me. I didn’t particularly want to look at him either, and be reminded that there was another man involved in our sex life now, no matter how subservient a role he played. Instead, we both found it easier to focus on Michelle, to study her beauty that kept us both captive in our different ways. Of course, my attention-seeking wife was more than happy with that.

And it always made me feel funny to see them there like that. Another reminder that they could’ve been doing anything. I knew I had to trust my wife, and that I had to take Michelle at her word that they weren’t having sex. Honestly, I believed her. Even though I knew she could unlock Nathan’s cage if she wanted to, her whole new dominant demeanor helped to convince me that she wouldn’t. Because if she did, she would lose the power she had over him. And often, lately, I thought to myself that the power turned her on far more than he did.

Still, that doesn’t change how strange it felt to see another man kneeling at my wife’s feet. Especially since he was completely naked.

By now, it wasn’t the first time I had seen wife’s ex-boyfriend naked. Or as naked as he got with the chastity device locked around his cock, anyway. Michelle liked him that way. It was another sexual thrill for her, another reminder of the power she had over him. To deny him even the ability to wear clothes in her presence, while she dressed up in her favorite fashions. Or maybe she just liked seeing his caged cock, liked being reminded of what he had sacrificed for her for very little discernible reward. Whatever the true story was, the effect was the same.

And there was no getting past the way it looked to see him kneeling there at my wife’s feet. There was no missing the symbolism that was the point of the whole exercise. It looked like he was praying. Like he was worshiping my wife. And in a way, I knew that he was. That ever since he had come to stay with us, Nathan’s infatuation with Michelle had made him a prisoner of her kinky desires.

I still hadn’t got past the strangeness of being confronted with that when I came home. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t sexy, too.

“Hi,” I managed to say in response to my wife’s greeting, the word sounding ridiculously mundane in the situation we found ourselves in. Michelle was a lot better than I was at acting as though this was somehow normal. Still, she couldn’t keep that expression of delight off her face. She couldn’t hide the pleasure she took in being worshiped like a goddess by her ex-boyfriend. To be honest, she didn’t even try.

“Bitch boy here was just begging me for sex, as usual,” she giggled, while I winced at her words. Nathan looked at the floor, Michelle’s shining boots filling his vision as he cringed in embarrassment that she took enormous pleasure in fueling. She had never displayed that kind of sadism with me, not even on those rare but exciting occasions when she tied me to the bed. When that happened, it was just part of our sex, a mildly kinky twist on what we normally did. This was different. This was a deep psychological game she was playing, and her selfishness made her unbelievably sexy to me.

“What do you think? Should I unlock him?” Michelle said. As she spoke, she raised her hand toward her throat, and I saw her slide her thumb underneath a thin silver chain that lay across her collarbone. She lifted it, and the key that hung from it flashed in the light. She had started wearing the key to Nathan’s chastity, as though she never wanted to forget the power she held. As if she ever could.

“No,” I said quickly, and Michelle burst out laughing. Of course, she knew I was going to say that. Why would I say anything else? In leaving it up to me, Michelle was ensuring she got the answer she wanted. Besides, I was under no illusions that it was really up to me. Always and forever, it was up to her. That was the way we both wanted it. The way all three of us wanted it.

“You would say that. You’re so mean.”

I didn’t respond. It wasn’t me that was setting these crazy rules. This strange new three-way relationship wasn’t my idea. In my way, I was much a passenger as Nathan was, or maybe even more. Both of us caught up in desire for the same woman, both of us entranced by her beauty and cruelty. Seeing him kneeling there at her feet, I felt the disdain for him I imagined I was supposed to feel. But I also felt a stab of jealousy. I wanted to worship Michelle’s beauty and dominance just as much as he did. And just being around it was enough to make my heart pound in my chest as I looked at my wife and wondered what strange new adventure she had planned.

“Come here.”

Michelle patted the sofa cushion next to her as she spoke, shifting slightly on her seat and tugging at the hem of her tight dress. I stepped toward her, Nathan shifting on his knees to make room for me as I did. Nervousness was fluttering in my stomach now, a nervousness that I hadn’t felt in a long time until he came along, but now was feeling almost every day. This was a regular weekday, a workday, and yet the moment I stepped through that door, I was back in this strange kinky game. Back in this world of dark sexuality that none of us could get enough of.

I sat down on the sofa beside her. The faint hint of her perfume hovered in the air like a heat haze that rose from her body, her personal power increasing the closer I was to her physically. All I wanted was to wrap my arms around Her magnificent body, to feel again the pleasure of sex with my beautiful wife. It’s never enough. The more I got of her, the more I wanted her. We hadn’t had sex this frequently and passionately since the very start of our relationship. Maybe not even then. She was like a drug I was completely hooked on, unable to say no even when caution suggested I should. And she knew that. Michelle seemed to know everything.

Her hand rested on my leg, and I felt my cock swelling with desire. Michelle smiled at me, her deep blue eyes locked onto mine, the naked man kneeling at her feet seemly forgotten for now as her hand crept ever higher. As usual, she was feeling frisky. As usual, I wasn’t going to argue. All I had to do was look at her, and desire soared inside me again, and that was all the weapon she would ever need to get me to do what she wanted.

“Poor boy,” she said in a soft voice, her eyes flickering over my face as if she were trying to memorize every detail. “He wants me so bad.”

“You’re the one who locked him up, not me,” I said. And Michelle burst out laughing at my words, as though I was reminding her of something she had forgotten. As though she could possibly forget the power she had over her ex-boyfriend with the key to his manhood hanging so teasingly around her neck.

“I know,” she groaned. “But that’s what beta boys deserve. If they can’t satisfy their mistress, they get their cocks locked away until they learn their place. Which is serving my every desire. Actually, it’s lucky you’re home now. You know how turned on I get making my slave do whatever I say.”

And now I groaned as Michelle’s hand touched my swollen cock through my pants. She knew exactly how to use physical touch to take the edge off the things she said. Probably she knew I didn’t exactly relish hearing how much it turned her on to play with her new submissive boy toy. But she also knew that giving me physical pleasure would make my objections evaporate almost immediately. Her hand rubbed my cock through the pants I had worn to work, and already, I was putty in her hands. I was willing to go along with anything for the promise of pleasure she held out. Michelle relied on that, and it had never failed her yet.

“I was thinking I might have to use him, until you got home,” Michelle said. And as I gasped in shock, she smiled, shifting her weight on the sofa and using both hands now to pull down the zipper of my pants. She reached inside my clothing, her practiced hands finding my throbbing cock and guiding it out into the light. Sitting next to me on the sofa, she stroked it, not caring that a naked man was watching with pure desire. No; it was that she didn’t care. It was that it turned her on to know just how badly she was teasing her former boyfriend with what she gave me, what he couldn’t have.

“What do you mean?”

The words fluttered in my throat, my lips trembling as I struggled to form them. Michelle’s soft hand kept moving up and down my shaft, sending bolts of pleasure through me, and it would’ve been easy to forget about everything else but that. Easy to lose myself in the pleasure she was giving me, embrace the physical sensations I craved and forget about everything else. But still, that doubt gnawed and nagged at me. And often, lately, I suspected that that was a big part of what turned my kinky wife on, too.

“Well… You know. It’s not like I was going to unlock him or anything. I wouldn’t let that worthless cock anywhere near me at this point.”

Michelle laughed again, that same giddy and sadistic laugh that sent a feeling like panic racing along my spine.

“But there’s more than one way to pleasure a woman,” she went on. “Before you got home, I was starting to wonder to myself… Would it really be that bad to use his mouth to get me off?”

“Michelle!” I gasped, my outrage tempered with the desire that raced through me. And her satisfied smirk told me that she knew exactly what she was doing to me. I knew it too, but that didn’t mean I had any power to resist her. I knew that she was giving me pleasure at the same time as she was pushing forward her own agenda, testing the boundaries of what I would and wouldn’t allow her to do and making me feel good while she did it. It worked. That was the problem. It worked far too well for her to ever stop now.

“What?” she said, feigning an innocence that was at odds with both her behavior and her appearance as she continued to stroke me right there on the couch. And although I didn’t look over at him, I knew that Nathan was still watching it all, taking everything in from his knees. My wife was his mistress, and his desire for her was so deep and so pure that he would allow her to do just about anything, even knowing she had no intention of sleeping with him. Although for me, that certainty was being shaken with every word my sexy wife spoke as she continued to manipulate my cock in front of this new stranger.

“I don’t think that’s really cheating,” she went on. “Getting head from a slave boy’s like… Well, it’s like using a toy. You wouldn’t get jealous of a dildo I used, would you? It’s just like that. Just a toy for me to use.”

As she spoke the words, Michelle’s gorgeous eyes drifted toward her former lover, just for a moment. He, as always, was staring right at her, unable to look anywhere else. I knew exactly what he must feel at hearing those words from her, because I felt the same thing. They just made her seem more powerful, more dominant, more sexy. My cock surged in my wife’s hands as she continued to idly stroke, wearing down my defenses, sweeping away any objections I might have to her unbelievable power. Somehow, in my heightened state of arousal, her words were starting to seem almost reasonable. I knew that was crazy, and that she was playing with me. But I was too caught up in desire to care. Michelle was turning me on, and she knew it, and she knew as well as I did she could get me to go along with almost anything when she did that.

“Is that… what you want?” I said carefully. And Michelle’s smile grew as she looked at me, her hand tightening just a little around my surging shaft. She knew she had already won. Once again, my gorgeous wife was going to get everything she wanted.

“Yes. It is. And I know exactly what you want. So maybe we can both get what we’re after.”

Michelle shifted on the sofa again. This time, she pulled up her legs underneath her, kneeling on the cushion beside me. She swept her fiery hair back behind her ears, then leaned forward, and I gasped as she took my cock in her hand again. Her blue eyes sought mine as she lowered her mouth down onto it, tightening her lips around the sensitive head and making me groan as her wet tongue drifted across the tip of my organ.

And as my wife pleasured me, she pursued her own agenda. One hand still held my cock, but the other reached for the hem of her dress. She pulled it up her thighs, and the elasticated fabric sprang back as she pulled it over her ass. I watched, not saying a word, barely believing what I was seeing as she pulled her dress all the way up around her waist. At the same time, she shifted on her knees, spreading her legs apart. Then, lifting her mouth from my cock momentarily, she smiled at me, that sultry and seductive smile that never failed to make my heart miss a beat in my chest.

Then she turned her attention to her slave.

“Get to work, bitch boy,” she said, her tone suddenly sharp, very different from the way she had been speaking to me since I walked through the door. “Make me cum while I suck my husband off. And be quick about it. I want you to get me ready to fuck him while you make us dinner.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan said in a dull voice. As though argument didn’t even occur to him. As though it never even crossed his mind that he could say no. Like he had no will of his own, he shuffled forward on his knees. But I knew what Michelle had learned, too. It was easy to make him do what he already wanted to do. And as he tentatively reached out, placing one hand on each of her thighs as he steered his head down between her legs, Michelle turned to me with a smile and tightened her hand around my shaft again.

“See? Just think of him as a voice-controlled sex toy. He’s going to get me off while I get you off, and then we’re going to fuck all night while he does our chores for us. Sounds like a win-win to me.”

My beautiful wife didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she lowered her mouth back down onto my cock, tightening her lips around the shaft again. And I groaned as pleasure took hold of me, racing like lightning up and down my spine.

Michelle’s hair broke free from behind her ears, tickling my thighs as she bobbed her head up and down more forcefully. With every movement she made, my pleasure grew, and soon my cock was throbbing desperately inside her mouth, aching for release.

At the same time, I could hear the wet sound of Nathan running his tongue over my wife’s pussy. And soon, I could feel the vibration of her moans of pleasure as she continued to suck my cock. I sat trembling on the sofa, torn between pleasure and disbelief. Michelle had done it again, only this time, she had pushed me even further. Now, she was getting oral sex off another man, and part of my brain told me I should be horrified. I should be resisting this with everything I had, putting a stop to this wild adventure.

But I didn’t. Just as my wife knew I wouldn’t. Because the pleasure I was feeling was just too intense. And if I’m honest with myself, I would have to admit that it was sexy to see her so selfish. Sexy to both hear and feel her sounds of ecstasy as another man licked her while she sucked me off, my wife behaving like an absolute slut and not caring about anyone’s pleasure but her own. It was magnificent. It was everything I wanted her to be. And even if I wasn’t ready to admit that even to myself, that didn’t change the fact that it turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible.

My cock surged inside Michelle’s mouth. And her breathless gasps grew louder and louder. Her head bobbed up and down more frantically, her pleasure spurring her on to give me more of mine, and before long, I exploded in her throat. She groaned as she swallowed, sucking the boiling cum right out of my cock while I trembled to her touch, one arm over her shoulders, my eyelids fluttering with the power of pure bliss my wife had given me.

And when she had swallowed every drop of my orgasm, Michelle raised her pretty face from my lap. Sweeping her red hair back from her face, she smiled at me, her eyes glowing with pure passion.

Nathan still kneeled behind her, lifting his face from her pussy as she straightened up. And her long hair clung to her shoulders as she turned to look down at him over her shoulder. Again, I heard that dismissive tone in her voice, that sharpness she used only with him as she gave him new and humiliating orders.

“That’s enough, slut. Go put dinner on. You can serve us once we’re done having fun.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan meekly said. And the smile that lit up Michelle’s face as she watched him rise to his feet and head toward the kitchen, naked except for the chastity device locked around his cock, made her look every inch the sexy dominatrix she was.

Nathan disappeared into the kitchen. My wife turned her eyes back to me. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me back onto the sofa, raising one leg and swinging it over me as she straddled my lap. Then, reaching down underneath herself, she took my wet cock in her hand and began stroking again.

“See? This is awesome. Now, let’s get you hard again so you can fuck me properly while my slave boy makes us something to eat.”

She was unbelievable. She was unstoppable. And at her touch, my cock, so recently drained, started to fatten once again. Because after all, nothing was sexier than when Michelle took charge.
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