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Dressing A Dominant Wife

I was looking forward to the weekend.

How could I not, now that my wife was coming fully into her dominant sexuality? Michelle was like a force of nature these days, a dominant mistress who knew exactly what she wanted and exactly how to get it. And I was just lucky that of the two men in her life now, I was clearly the favorite one. She had sex with me in every possible position and in every possible place in the house, and the more we did it, the more we both wanted to do it. Me, because she was gorgeous and uninhibited and wild. Her, because it helped her to tease and frustrate her submissive boy toy Nathan.

I still wasn’t used to it. Maybe I was never going to get used to it. But I had learned to accept it, in a way. After all, it was impossible to deny that having Nathan around had enhanced our sex life. We had never had so much sex, so much that these days, it was practically all we did. If we weren’t working, we were at each other, in the bedroom on the living room sofa or wherever else the mood struck. And we had a lot of time, now that she had transformed her ex-boyfriend into a kind of unpaid live-in servant. Well, slave, basically. May as well call him what he was.

Of course, she didn’t have sex with him. Depending on your definition. That first night she had him go down on her while she went down on me was yet another example of how she continued to push my boundaries, how she managed to find new erotic adventures in the situation we found ourselves in. I still wasn’t fully comfortable with it. In all the time we had been together, we had been faithful to one another. And I’ll admit that it sometimes crossed my mind to wonder what would be like to see her with someone else. But I had never thought she would actually do it.

And yet, there was no denying that it was unbelievably sexy. Watching her use him like an object, watching her demand sexual pleasure from a guy she had no intention of reciprocating for, made her seem even more wild and beautiful and dominant than ever. It made me want her more than ever. So while the image continued to haunt my brain, while my stomach continued to tremble with nervousness at the thought of what she had done and how she had crossed the line, it all conspired to make me want my wife more than ever. To make me want more of whatever it was she was doing, this wild journey of domination and submission.

I could dread what the weekend might bring, knowing it gave Michelle forty-eight whole hours to live out whatever wild ideas remained inside her beautiful head. But at the same time, I knew that whatever happened, it would drag me ever deeper into kinky sexual pleasure.

So when the weekend came, I was ready to play along with whatever Michelle wanted, even if it made me nervous to speculate on what that might be.

But the morning at least started off fairly normal. As normal as it ever could in a house with the three of us in it, anyway.

Michelle was her usual cheerful self. Even more cheerful these days, now that she had a little slave boy to play with. She had Nathan make us breakfast while she lounged around the house in leggings and a T-shirt, and as usual, he did what she said without complaint. As strange as I found it all, I had to admit that that was a side benefit of this strange new life that I had not anticipated. Nathan did everything he was told. Since he came to stay with us, neither of us had cooked dinner or washed a dish. And all he got in return was the sweet frustration of knowing that my wife controlled his orgasms. Because even under her plain T-shirt, I knew that Michelle was wearing the key to his chastity device on its little chain around her neck.

“Okay, get dressed,” Michelle said to me firmly once she had finished her breakfast. “You’re taking me shopping.”

“Oh, am I?” I smiled. The truth was, I didn’t argue with my wife much more than her ex-boyfriend did. Still, I had to put up some resistance to her orders, if only to remind her that unlike Nathan, I could.

“That’s right,” she said. “I want some new clothes, and you can help me choose.”

I didn’t argue. I love my wife’s taste in clothes. Michelle always dressed to impress, and while I would never say she dressed like a slut, there was always a provocative edge to her choices. I never could get enough of the way her outfits made people look at her, the way they teased other men and reminded me just what a beauty I had married. I never got tired of that feeling of her as a prize, but I had never really bothered to analyze it all that much. Still, it was stronger than ever now that Nathan was living with us to remind me just how desirable Michelle truly was.

So I got dressed, not putting too much thought into it as I chose my clothes. It didn’t really matter what I wore, after all. And Michelle, for once, dressed for comfort too, putting on jeans and flat shoes. Before we left, she ordered her slave to clean the already-immaculate house, and as always, he meekly agreed. Then, smiling with satisfaction at her untouchable power, Michelle guided me out of the house to go shopping.

She smiled in the passenger seat beside me as I drove her to the mall. It was good to be alone together for a moment, to not have Nathan with his hungry eyes following my wife’s every movement. It gave us a chance to talk.

“I want to buy something really sexy today,” Michelle said.

“I bet you do,” I smiled. “You’re really enjoying this, aren’t you?”

Before answering, I turned her face to me. I kept my eyes on the road, but when I glanced once at her from the corner of my eyes, I saw her face was serious, no longer wearing her habitual smile of easy dominance.

“Roman, I fucking love it,” she said. “Like, after you, this feels like the best thing that has ever happened to me. Look, you know I like tying you up once in a while. But I had no idea I could do something like this. I had no idea it could be this good. Even when I used to dominate Nathan, it was never like this. This is something else. My only regret is that we didn’t do this a long time ago.”

“Careful,” I said as I continued to steer the car through the city streets. “At this rate, you’re not going to want to let him go.”

“Yeah, about that…” Michelle said with a meaningful pause. And I took advantage of a traffic light to turn my face fully toward her.

“You’re not serious, are you?”

“Weeeelllll….”

“Michelle!”

“Oh, come on, Roman,” Michelle said, shaking her head as she spoke. “Don’t pretend you’re not enjoying this. Don’t act like we’re not having the best sex we’ve ever had. I love having him as my little slave boy. And you love having a dominant wife, don’t you?”

“Yeah, I do,” I admitted. “But I mean, we can’t do this forever. Can we?”

“Why not? I enjoy it. You enjoy it. He enjoys it.”

Michelle shifted in her seat, turning to face me head on. I kept my eyes on the road. “Look, I know it’s not exactly normal, or whatever. But then again, what is? And who wants to be normal anyway? People get up to weirder stuff than this in the bedroom, believe me.”

“Do they? To me, this seems like something out of a dirty movie or something.”

“Well, so what if it is? I mean…”

Michelle fell silent for a moment. Twisting in her seat again, she faced forward, staring out of the windshield of the car while she supported her head on one hand. I waited for her to say something else, but she didn’t.

“What is it?”

“It’s just… I don’t know. I’ve just been thinking lately. You remember Maggie, that friend of mine at work who had the cancer scare?”

“Yeah. How is she?”

“She’s fine. It turned out to be benign. But it just got me thinking. You know, you get so caught up in your life and what you think it’s about, and you just… Go through the motions. Kind of. You know, work, paying bills, all of that. You don’t know. You don’t know what’s coming. You know it’s going to end, but you don’t know when. It could be tomorrow. It could be today. You could crash this car right now and kill us both.”

“That’s morbid.”

“I don’t mean it like that. I just mean… None of us have anything promised. And wouldn’t it be a shame to live your life and and realize that you didn’t do everything you wanted to?”

“What do you mean?” I said carefully. “Are you unhappy in our marriage?”

“What? No! God, no. Roman, honestly, I’m so happy with you,” Michelle said. She placed her hand on my leg as she spoke, squeezing my thigh, and I forced a smile onto my face to match the one I heard in her voice. “This isn’t about that at all. It’s just about… leaving nothing undone. Not having any regrets. Life’s too short for that. And that goes both ways, by the way. If you have any naughty little fantasies of your own, I’m all ears.”

“I think you’re kinky enough for both of us,” I said, and Michelle chuckled.

“Well, think about it,” she said. “Because I certainly am. I want to do everything, Roman. All the crazy things that when I was younger, I was too shy or too embarrassed to do. I’m not getting any younger. Neither of us is. I want to fully enjoy being who I am while I have the energy and the looks to get away with stuff like this.”

“I don’t think you really need to worry about your looks anytime soon,” I said, and heard Michelle laugh again.

“Well, maybe not after today,” she said. “Because you’re going to help me look like an absolute sex goddess. And it’s going to drive both of you boys crazy. Except only one of you actually gets to fuck me.”

Again, she squeezed my leg, and I felt a jolt of desire race through me the way it always did whenever she touched me, whenever she talked like this.

“See, that I don’t have a problem with,” I said, making my wife laugh again. She was still laughing as I steered the car into an empty parking spot outside the mall and killed the engine.

“God, I’m excited already,” Michelle said as she paused with one hand on the handle of the car door. “That’s what I love about this. Even the simplest things, just going shopping, is such a turn on now, knowing why I’m doing it and what’s going to happen. Okay, let’s go. Let’s go get me all sexy so I can tease my horny boys a bit more.”

As Michelle climbed out of the car, I didn’t argue. I just followed, trotting along until I caught up with her and following her toward the sliding doors of the shopping center. As we stepped through the doors, she took my hand, squeezing it gently as though to encourage me. But I didn’t need a lot of encouragement. Her words and her actions so far were more than enough to motivate me to follow along with her latest wild idea. After all, everything she had decided to do so far had led us here. And as strange as it undoubtedly was, I still didn’t regret a minute of it.

“Let’s go here first. You’ll like this.”

Using her grip on my hand, Michelle led me toward a store close to the door of the mall. Straightaway, my heart started to flap a little more strongly in my chest as I saw what she had in mind. The manikins in the store window and the photos of the beautiful models behind them left me no doubt what kind of shop we were about to enter. It was a store that specialized in women’s underwear, and a single glance at what they had on offer was enough to tell me it wasn’t the kind of underwear made to be worn every day.

I followed Michelle inside. Stores like this always possessed a kind of forbidden magic to them, the kind of places I only came when I was looking for a special gift for her. I felt like my eyes were on stalks as I followed Michelle through the door, but she strode confidently through the racks, her eyes taking in and immediately dismissing the tamer offerings close to the exit and instead fixing on the more adventurous stuff closer to the back wall. I followed along as she led me along, my mind already buzzing with the possibilities as Michelle’s nimble fingers ran through the lingerie on display.

“What do you think of this?” she asked as she lifted a hanger from a rack. The hanger contained the kind of underwear that seems to be more negative space than anything else, an artfully engineered collection of black lace designed to reveal more than it conceals. I looked at what she was holding, and my mind immediately filled in the rest, placing my wife’s familiar but always-desirable body inside the push-up bra, the tiny thong panties, the garter belt and stockings that completed the outfit. I nodded my head emphatically, and Michelle smiled a devious little smile.

“Hot, right? Thought you’d like something like that. God, I love being a woman. You boys are so predictable sometimes.”

Smirking still, Michelle handed me her purse and carried the outfit toward the dressing room. I watched her disappear behind the door, my heart seeming to beat faster with every passing moment. Now I felt even more self-conscious, even more awkward, standing there in a women’s underwear store all by myself. Silently, I hoped that the staff had seen me come in with her, that they knew I was waiting for my wife instead of being some kind of sexual deviant trying to get a glimpse at the underthings of women I didn’t even know.

But all those fears and doubts vanished from my mind almost immediately when Michelle reappeared.

She strode out of the dressing room in the new lingerie with that total confidence she always seemed to have, that along with her looks made her the absolute sexual dynamo that she was. And no matter how many times I had seen her naked, no matter how many times I had enjoyed that beautiful body myself, nothing prepared me for the erotic shock I got now. The black lingerie emphasized everything I found so delightful about Michelle’s body. It pushed her beautiful breasts high on her chest, giving them a mouthwatering round shape that made my cock swell immediately in my pants. Her taut stomach showed between bra and panties, a long line of muscle pointing down like an arrow to the sheer black panel at the front of her underwear. And the garter belt framed her pelvis, long straps running down her thighs to grip the decorative tops of the sheer black stockings that shone on her legs. As I looked her up and down, my eyes wide to take in every inch of that perfect body, I noticed she still had that silver chain around her neck, the key to Nathan’s manhood dangling above those tempting boobs and reminding me, as if I could possibly have forgotten even for a moment, just what kind of woman this beautiful goddess was.

She was amazing. Standing there in front of the dressing room while my wife posed to let me drink in the sight of her new underwear, I could barely believe that this was the woman I was married to. And just as always happened at these moments when I felt my desire for her peak, I was struck by the feeling that I would do anything for her. That a woman like this deserved everything I had to give her, and that no price was too high to pay to take her in my arms.

Even if it meant sharing her with her chastity slave.

“Well, I was going to ask what you think, but your face says it all,” Michelle laughed. “I think we can safely say that this is a hit?”

“Definitely,” I said, my own voice seeming to jolt me out of the strange daydream of desire I found myself in. I stepped toward Michelle without even really knowing why, knowing only that I was drawn irresistibly to such wild beauty. It was as if I had forgotten everything else, forgotten where we were or that anyone existed beside us her. It wasn’t until she placed a gentle hand on my chest, keeping me just at bay, that I remembered we had to maintain at least some semblance of normalcy. While Michelle’s body might look like a gift-wrapped present just for me, it wasn’t one I could have all to myself just yet.

“Easy, tiger,” she giggled. “I can’t wait for you to rip this off me either, but at least let me get it out of the store first. I’ll change back, and you can buy it for me.”

“Okay,” I said, reluctant to let this vision of female beauty disappear from eyesight even for a moment. But Michelle just smiled and walked away from me, disappearing back into the dressing room while I waited impatiently for her to reappear.

She did, dressed again in her regular clothes. She handed the hanger to me, the black underwear no longer magic now that it wasn’t wrapped around her beautiful body. And I willingly carried it over to the register and bought it, not even noticing the price. What did money matter compared to the way my wife looked in her new underwear?

“Well, that was easier than I thought,” Michelle said. “But we’re not done yet. I mean, I need some new shoes, too. And maybe a new dress as well.”

“Whatever you want,” I said, making my wife laugh out loud at my response.

“You know, you think by now I’d be tired of hearing that from men, but somehow, I’m not,” Michelle said, squeezing my hand in hers as she spoke. “Okay, horny boy. Let’s go get me some nice sexy high heels.”

And we did. Michelle already had an extensive collection of shoes at home, but she knew I was never going to point that out. Not today. Instead, I followed her to another store where she tried on several pairs of shoes, all of them sexy, all of them high-heeled.

Finally, she seemed to have some trouble choosing between two pairs. One was a pair of classic black patent leather pumps with a rounded toe and a slender stiletto heel. The other was a pair of tall boots that rose above her knees, also in black leather. She sighed as she pulled them on over her tight jeans again, admiring the way they held her shapely legs. The boots had a high heel too, and as she turned her leg this way and that, watching the light reflect off the smooth leather, I could see her getting more excited with the thought of how she was going to look. Both for me, and for my humiliated rival, Nathan.

“What do you think?”

Michelle’s beautiful eyes fixed me where I stood, looking down at her outfit and the new boots. There was no doubt in my mind. I was already full of the vision of her, imagining her dressed in the black lingerie she had shown me and those gleaming leather boots, every inch the dominatrix I knew she could be. I didn’t hesitate.

“Buy them both,” I said.

That wicked smile I knew so well spread across my wife’s pretty face once again.

“Yeah? You like them both, huh? Of course you do. They’re both sexy. And just think how long Nathan will have to spend polishing these boots for me. And groveling in front of them, too. Maybe not just him, either.”

Michelle’s eyes flashed as she looked into mine, and I gulped nervously. After all, she was right. She knew the power she had, but sometimes I felt she didn’t fully realize just how effective it was on me, as it was on him. I could watch in surprise as she so easily ordered him around, but really, I knew that I would put up no more resistance than her ex-boyfriend did. I loved it when my wife was bossy, cruel, demanding. And the more beautiful she was, the more I wanted to obey her every whim.

Michelle was still smiling as she slid off the new boots and handed them to me. I put them into the box and picked up the other box that contained the pumps. Together, we carried them over to the cash register and bought them. As I carried them out of the store, Michelle took my arm in hers, squeezing it with both her hands as she pressed her body against me.

“This is so fun,” she said. “I know you don’t like shopping, but having you help me choose what’s going to make me look extra sexy adds a whole new dimension, doesn’t it? You’re going to want me so bad in my new lingerie. You and Nathan both.”

“I wish you didn’t keep bringing him up.”

“But I can’t help it. It turns me on so much to know how badly he wants me. To know he’s in our house right now, cleaning up and doing chores like the pathetic little slave he is while you are taking me out to buy sexy outfits. And you know what we’ll be doing later, too. He’ll still be doing his chores while he listens to you fuck my brains out. You know that excites you. To be the best man. To get what he doesn’t get to have. To show him he’s inferior to you, because you are worthy to share my bed and he is not.”

The general noise of the mall swirled around us, the backdrop to a very private drama playing out between us. No one could hear us, I guessed, but Michelle didn’t seem to care. She was in the grip of her own ideas now, caught up in her own dominant sexiness the way I had seen before. And I always loved to see it again. My cock throbbed inside my pants, knowing that everything she was saying was true. But as well as my wife knew me, there was some aspects of my psychology she still seemed unaware of.

“I try not to think about him at all,” I said. “I just want to think about you.”

“That’s sweet,” Michelle said, squeezing my arm again. “Come with me.”

And she led me through the mall, her arms wrapped around mine, my other arm clutching the bags of our new purchases. As she guided me toward a public bathroom, I hesitated, but only for a moment. The mischievous look on her face as she led me inside was more than enough to convince me.

She ushered me into a stall and swung the door shut behind us, locking it. Then she pressed her finger to her lips, urging me to be quiet. Taking the bags from me, she set them down on the floor. Her red hair hung around her face as she leaned forward, her hands already reaching for the front of my pants.

I sighed as she unzipped me. She smiled again as she reached inside to find my cock already more than half-hard. Stroking it, she guided it out into the light. Then, pushing the bags to one side with her foot, she sank down to her knees in the toilet stall, smiling up at me as she stroked my rapidly swelling cock and I gazed down in disbelief.

“It’s going to be so much fun,” she said in a whisper, trying to make sure no one else heard but determined that I know exactly what was going on in her deviant brain. “I’m going to look so sexy, and you’re both going to want me so bad. Both of you. He’s not going to get me, of course. He’s just going to have to worship my new boots and beg for the privilege of tasting my pussy. Which I may or may not allow. But you? You, lucky boy, actually have a shot at the real thing. But only if you play your cards right.”

“What do you mean?” I whispered. My cock was throbbing in Michelle’s hand, and her eyes were glowing as she gazed up at me. Once again, and so easily, she was in complete control, the architect of everything that was going to happen between us. Neither of us wanted it any other way.

“You know what I mean,” Michelle grinned. “Maybe I need to take a firmer hand with you, too. Maybe you need to do what you’re told, just like Nathan does. Maybe you need to show your wife the proper respect. Maybe I could be the mistress of more than one slave.”

“Oh my God,” I moaned, and Michelle giggled. She could feel my cock surge in her hand to tell her she had hit the mark. After all, she knew I loved to submit to her. I loved it when she was like this, selfish and cruel and demanding. And as fun as it was to watch her live out those fantasies with Nathan, it was even more exciting to think she might turn that side of herself on me, too.

“Yeah, that’s right,” she whispered. “Wifey’s in charge. And both you beta boys need to do as you’re told. Otherwise, you get nothing. And you don’t want that, do you?”

“No, Michelle,” I groaned, forgetting to be quiet as the heat of my passion rose under her skillful fingers.

“Of course you don’t,” Michelle grinned. “You both want me way too much for that. And you’ll do whatever Mistress Michelle wants, won’t you? You’ll beg me for pleasure and acknowledge that I am your superior in every way, won’t you?”

“Yes, Michelle,” I panted, while my cock surged and danced on the very edge of orgasm. “Mistress Michelle. I promise. I’ll do whatever you want, just – please, please let me cum!”

“Oh my God, you boys are too easy,” Michelle chuckled. “Okay then. Go ahead and cum for me. Then, I’m take you home, and the real fun can start.”
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