

Copyright Katt Ford 2023

Kindle Edition

All characters in this story are over the age of eighteen

Would you like to be notified when I publish new books? Go to my Author Page and click the big yellow Follow button:

Author Page

Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter here!

Read Part 1 here

Read Part 2 here

Read Part 3 here

Read Part 4 here

Read Part 5 here

Read Part 6 here

Read Part 7 here

Read Part 8 here


Serving Mistress Michelle

We came home to a spotless house. Just as I expected to. The power that my wife wielded over this man who was once her boyfriend was incredible. But then, as I thought to myself with another stab of strange discomfort, it wasn’t so surprising, either. What would Michelle be able to do if she controlled my sexual pleasure the way she controlled Nathan’s? It didn’t bear thinking about.

So why couldn’t I stop myself from thinking about it?

Michelle was in her element. She was practically floating as she strode through the door, both of us carrying shopping bags and boxes in our hands. Almost immediately, she headed to the bathroom, and I heard the water running in the pipes, telling me she was having a shower.

I went to the bedroom. After all, the last thing I wanted to do was be in a room alone with Nathan. I had nothing to say to the guy. And maybe nobody else on earth could understand the predicament he was in quite as well as I could, but that didn’t endear him to me any. The best I could do was to settle into an attitude of tolerance when it came to him. I mean, it was hot to see Michelle order him around. I couldn’t deny that. But I wasn’t exactly inclined to be his friend. And I didn’t need him to come right out and tell me in words that the feeling was mutual. He was in the predicament he was in because of his powerful attraction to my wife. There was no doubt in my mind he would be far happier if I wasn’t on the scene at all so that he could have Mistress Michelle all to himself.

Those weren’t thoughts designed to make me happy. But they weren’t the only thoughts that occupied my brain. At the same time, my mind raced over the possibilities of what might happen next. I knew Michelle too well to think she was going to let things rest there. And our adventure in the public bathroom of the mall was only a foretaste of what I could expect for the rest of the day. I sat down on the bed, setting aside the bags and boxes I carried, and my cock swelled inside my pants, my excitement growing with every minute as I reflected on why my wife would be taking a shower right now, and what she had in mind for the rest of the day. Having sex with me was one of the ways she tormented her submissive boy toy, but that didn’t hinder my enjoyment of it at all. In our different ways, we were both toys for her to use, and just like Nathan, I was more than willing to play that role for my beautiful dominant wife.

Finally, I heard Michelle step out of the bathroom. I heard her say something to Nathan, but didn’t quite catch what it was. A moment later, she stepped through the open doorway of the bedroom, wrapped in a dressing gown. Her red hair lay flat on her neck and shoulders, plastered to her skin. Free of makeup, her face was still radiant with natural beauty, her skin glowing, her eyes shining with pleasure at the thought of whatever she was going to make happen next.

“Get out,” she said to me as she stepped toward the bed. Her tone was sharp, but she softened it with a smile.

“What?”

“Just for a couple of minutes,” Michelle went on. “I need to get ready for something. Don’t worry, you’ll like it.”

She smiled at me, and I smiled back. After all, there was no reason to doubt her word. I always liked the things she came up with, even if I couldn’t pretend to fully understand them. I didn’t know why this wild game excited me as much as it did, and I didn’t think I ever would. I didn’t need to. All I needed was to do what my beautiful wife said.

So I did. Rising from the bed, I stepped out of the bedroom, and she swung the door shut behind me. Nathan, still naked except for the chastity device that demonstrated his complete submission to my wife’s will, glanced in my direction, then looked hurriedly away. He always did that. And maybe if I were a different man, I might’ve taken some kind of pleasure in his submission to me by proxy. After all, he was completely subservient to Michelle, and I was her husband. Probably if I wanted to, I could have ordered him around the way she did.

But I’m not that type of guy. The strange game he was playing with my wife wasn’t something I could ignore, occupying as much of our time as it did. But I had already chosen the level of participation I wanted. The less I interacted with him, the better.

He retreated to the kitchen, feeling the same way about me as I did about him. We tolerated each other, that was all. The price we were both willing to pay to be with an incredible woman like Michelle.

And I had only been sitting on the couch for a couple of minutes when I heard the door of the bedroom open. I heard the thump of high heels on the floor of our house, and I turned my head to see Michelle step into the living room.

Her new lingerie looked even more appealing in the confines of our own home. The bra pushed her breasts high on her chest, the panties barely covered her pussy, and the stockings and suspenders emphasized her long legs as she strutted and posed in front of me. Only a few inches of the stockings were visible before they plunged into the tall leather boots I had bought for her in the store. She was right. She looked every inch the dominatrix as she stood there in front of me in her revealing black outfit, her gorgeous body invitingly on display. My cock had not softened while I waited, but now, it surged even more at the sight of her, her beauty and sex appeal having their predictable effect on me as I sat there on the sofa.

Michelle knew it, too. I could see it in her face as she smiled at me, her blue eyes blazing with that familiar fire. I could see it in every line of her body that radiated pure confidence. The high heels of the tall boots made her long legs seem even longer, and she posed in front of me with her hands on her hips, her breasts rising on her chest with every breath she took as she stared me down. My eyes traveled up and down her body, taking in every inch of her, already possessing her in whatever way I could. And the way I looked at her only seemed to fill Michelle with even more confidence.

“Come with me,” she ordered imperiously. And I didn’t argue. I sprang to my feet, and she smiled as she turned, leading me down the hallway. Her red hair was dry now, shining like silk and bouncing with every step she took. But it was her ass that drew most of my attention, the firm round globes of each cheek swaying from side to side with every step she took and fueling my desire as I hurried after her. As usual, I forgot about everything else with the promise of sex. I forgot about Nathan, humiliated and frustrated, performing unnecessary chores in the kitchen while I went to bed with this goddess. My focus was entirely on her, and nothing else mattered.

In the bedroom, Michelle turned. The heels of her boots made her almost as tall as I was as she stepped toward me, placing her hands on my chest. She had applied makeup, and her lips shone with a bright and glossy red that excited me even more. She kissed me, and I tasted the passion in her kiss, the wild passion that animated us both these days, ever since Nathan had come into our lives to bring this strange kinkiness to our marriage.

I wrapped my arms around her. The smoothness and softness of her skin, the curves of her body, were enough to make my head spin. Lifting her lips from mine, her hands found my shirt, and she lifted it over my head, tossing it to the floor. Next, as my hands moved over her breasts, feeling the soft and welcoming weight of her boobs in the carefully engineered bra, her hands reached for the front of my pants. Skillfully, she unfastened my belt and drew it out of my pants, tossing it onto the bed. Then she unfastened my pants and push them down. Raising one foot from the floor, she stepped on my pants and pushed them down all the way to my ankles, pinning them to the floor under her boot. I stepped out of them, my cock throbbing desperately as she pulled down my underwear too. In a matter of minutes, I was completely naked, and my cock pressed against her beautiful body, sending shockwaves of desire through my body as I held my gorgeous wife in my arms.

“Wait there.”

Michelle smiled as she spoke, and I felt a twist of longing as she turned away from me. But only for a moment. I stood there naked in our bedroom, my desperate lust clearly on display as she moved toward the dresser drawer. Again, my eyes feasted on her as she turned her back on me, pulling open a drawer and reaching inside. When she found what she was looking for and turned back to me, my heart throbbed even more powerfully in my chest. My sexy wife was holding a pair of handcuffs. And the thought that they might be for her never even crossed my mind. As far as I was concerned, there was only one pair of wrists they would be going around, and that was mine.

“I don’t want you getting too excited and losing control,” Michelle said as she stepped slowly toward me. Her soft voice seemed to weave its own spell over me, or enhance the one her gorgeous looks created. She already knew I wasn’t going to resist. She already knew exactly how to get me to do what she wanted. She had learned, a long time ago, the power her beauty gave her over men. But everything that had happened recently in her life had only served to convince her even more of its effectiveness.

“Give me your arms.”

Michelle spoke softly as she stepped around behind me, but still, she didn’t ask. She knew that a woman like her never has to ask for permission or forgiveness. And that radiant spell was as powerful as ever as she took my wrists in her hands and pulled my arms gently around behind my back.

A tremor raced through my body as I heard the handcuffs click shut, making me her prisoner. At the same time, another surge of desire made me tremble. Her faintest touch was like electricity as she trailed her hands up my arms, over my shoulders, over my chest, embracing me from behind for a moment. I felt the warmth of her body against mine, her toned stomach against my helpless hands, her heavy breasts against my back, and I closed my eyes for a moment, savoring the powerful lust that radiated through me.

Then Michelle stepped away from me. I felt the thumping of her boots through the vibrating floor as she stepped around in front of me again, and the sight of her body all dressed up in that gorgeous lingerie had the same effect on me it always did. Stepping around in front of me, she reached out toward me, wrapping her hand around my throbbing cock. I groaned as she started to stroke, slowly and teasingly, without much pressure. I knew what she was doing, but that didn’t make it any less effective. She was keeping me desperately aroused, keeping me wanting her. Keeping me weak for her. It was working spectacularly.

“Are you going to be a good boy for me, Roman?” she asked, her bright blue eyes gazing deep into mine as she continued to stroke. “I already have one horny boy out there who’s desperate to serve me, but now I feel like adding another to my collection. I’m feeling so sexy and dominant right now, you have no idea. I think a woman like me deserves at least two slaves, don’t you?”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, and Michelle giggled. She was so unbelievably desirable to me in that moment, it was hard to take. And even if I might not want to admit it, it was hard to deny the truth of what she was saying. She deserved everything. She could have anything she wanted, anything I was able to give her when she looked like that. When she had me so excited and turned on that I could hardly stand it. I always loved it when my wife took charge, but she had never been more dominant and more sexy than she was now.

“This is going to be so much fun,” she grinned. “I’m going to train you to serve me. I’m going to train you both. And you need to be on your best behavior, husband. We’ll see who can be the better beta male out of the two of you. And whoever impresses me most by serving the best gets a reward.”

Michelle squeezed my cock as she spoke, leaving me in no doubt what kind of reward she was talking about. I was speechless, breathless, barely able to believe that this was the woman I loved and had married, now simultaneously teasing and threatening me with the idea of infidelity. I remembered with another surge of arousal how it felt to see Nathan go down on her, to see her use him as a tool of pleasure even as she pleasured me. There was no denying it was one of the most erotic experiences of my life, as well as being one of the strangest. And it made me tremble and shiver to think what else this wild woman might have in mind. Especially since now, she knew I couldn’t stop her.

Letting go of her grip on my cock, Michelle stepped toward the bed. Smiling, she picked up my discarded belt and folded it in two, holding it by the buckle. She tapped the loop of leather menacingly against the palm of her other hand as she stepped toward me. Then, she reached out and tapped the belt lightly against my throbbing cock, making me groan in a combination of desire and fear while she chuckled to herself.

“And whoever loses this little contest gets punished,” she said. “Sound like a plan, honey?”

“Michelle, this is crazy,” I said as my wife continued to smile at me. “I mean, this has been fun. It’s been so hot seeing you become a dominatrix. But this… What are you going to do with him?”

“So possessive,” Michelle grinned, shaking her head to make her red hair sway around her gorgeous face. “That’s just the thing, husband. That’s the whole point of this game. I get to do whatever I like. Whatever pleases me in the moment. That’s what both you boys need to learn. A woman’s pleasure is the most important thing from now on. You can be jealous all you want. In fact, I think it’s kind of sweet. But a mistress does what she likes, and what her slaves think about it is their problem, not hers.”

“Are you… are you going to have sex with him?”

Hearing myself speak the words, I felt even more pathetic than I already did. Because deep down, I knew that I couldn’t stop her if she wanted to. And even though fear gripped my guts, even though I felt almost sick at the idea of my wife cheating on me, I couldn’t deny to myself that it was exciting too.

And for a moment, Michelle just smiled. My cock bounced as she tapped it with the belt once again, watching its desperate movements in the air in front of her and knowing she was completely in charge. Michelle seemed to radiate total confidence as she stood in front of me, self-belief shining from every line of her body as she withheld her answer, tormenting me with uncertainty.

“Would you hate that?” she said at last. “Or would it drive you crazy and make you want me more?”

Her eyes rose at that, rising from my cock to look me straight in the eye, demanding an honest answer. And I stared at her open-mouthed, not knowing what to say. I barely knew what I even felt. My knee-jerk reaction was to be outraged, to demand she stop this wild game and stop even saying such terrible things. But somehow, I couldn’t make my tongue formed the words.

Because in my mind, I carried this vision of her. This vision of her beautiful face contorted in a spasm of pleasure, her gorgeous body alive with bliss. And some terrible unnamed craven part of me wanted exactly that. I had always loved knowing that other men wanted her. I had always loved knowing that she was mine. But the thought of that being threatened now was unbelievably, shamefully, embarrassingly exciting to me.

“I… I don’t know,” I mumbled. And Michelle’s tempting breasts rose even higher on her chest as she took in a sharp breath. She was still wearing that chain around her neck, the key to Nathan’s chastity dangling just above her cleavage to remind us all of the crazy power she had given herself. And now, it seemed, she was giving herself even more.

“You don’t know? Well, I guess we’re about to find out. But this is your last chance, Roman. This is going to be intense. It’s going to be so much fun. But if you think you can’t handle it, now’s the time to say something.”

The belt hung idle by her side now. Her eyes stared into mine again, but this time, there was no challenge in them. Instead, she was simply waiting for my response. Waiting to see how I would react. And even as I opened my mouth to speak, I wasn’t sure how I would react myself.

“I can handle it,” I said, and was almost as surprised as she seemed to be to hear myself speak the words. “I think I can handle it.”

For a while, Michelle didn’t say a word. Instead, she simply stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me. Handcuffed, I was unable to hug her back, but I pressed my body against hers as she kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding over mine, her passion obvious in the way her painted lips moved against my mouth.

“Oh my God, this is going to be so much fun,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper now, her mouth just inches from mine. “Just trust me, honey it’s going to be so amazing.”

Doubt plagued my mind. I wasn’t nearly as confident in what was about to happen as she was. All I knew was that this new scene had erotic potential unlike anything I had ever experienced before. And given everything that had happened recently, that was saying a lot.

Meanwhile, Michelle lifted the belt she still held in her hand. She lifted it over my head and draped it over my shoulders. Then, she threaded the end of the belt through the buckle and pulled it tight around my neck. The wicked smile showed again on her face as she tugged lightly on the end of the belt. I had never felt more humiliated, more under my wife’s control as she turned toward the bedroom door.

“Come on, then,” she said, smiling at me over her shoulder. “It’s time for you boys to learn your place.”

I had no choice but to follow. And that was what made it all so powerfully erotic as I shuffled along behind my wife. Again, the shape of her ass transfixed me, fueling the desire that made me so weak for her. Her hourglass figure swayed hypnotically as she strode down the hallway in her tall boots, leading me along like an animal on a leash behind her.

“Nathan!”

Michelle called out the name of her submissive slave as she led me into the living room. She took a seat on the sofa, crossing her long legs, the leather of her boots gleaming in the light with every movement of her legs. She was still holding the end of the belt, and I stood in front of her, fully aroused, not knowing what to do and completely overcome by my desire for her. Behind me, I heard Nathan step into the room. I heard his bare feet pause on the floor, just for a moment. He had even less idea of what was going on than I did. But as my wife’s slave, all he had to do was do as he was told.

I watched Michelle’s eyes move from me to him and back again. The smile on her beautiful face was intoxicating. Possibly, she had never felt more powerful and sexy and dominant than she did right at that moment. Possibly, this was the absolute peak for her of this twisted game we were playing. But as all three of us knew, things were only going to get more exciting from there.

“Kneel. Both of you. Kneel at the feet of your mistress.”

I had heard that harsh tone of voice from Michelle before. She pointed to the living room floor as she spoke, the leather of her boots creaking as she shifted slightly in her seat. The smile dropped from her face now as she gave us our orders, and the look in her eyes told me she was in no mood to be contradicted.

Shame crawled inside my guts. Yes, she had tied me up before, but she had never ordered me around like this. She had never tried to humiliate me. But it was so sexy. In some twisted way, it felt so right. She looked so divinely dominant sitting there in her lingerie, and a huge part of me wanted nothing more than to obey.

So that’s what I did. I sank to my knees on the floor in front of my wife, the belt she held growing slack between us as I gazed up at her.

And a moment later, Nathan kneeled on the floor beside me, no more able to resist Michelle than I was.

The smile was back on her face now. In fact, she was grinning broadly, her white teeth showing between her red lips and her breasts rising and falling rapidly on her chest. The excitement in her eyes was obvious, and why shouldn’t she feel like a queen? Sitting there in her black lingerie and boots with two naked men kneeling at her feet, wanting her so much they would do whatever she said, she had to feel like the beautiful Mistress she was.

“This is too easy,” she said, as laughter bubbled out of her along with her words. “God, I should’ve done this a long time ago. I think I’m going to enjoy having two slaves. That’s what you are, isn’t it, boys? Just two horny slaves for Mistress Michelle to use however she wants.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

As usual, Nathan didn’t even hesitate. He blurted the words out as though he couldn’t wait to say them, as though they had been sitting on his tongue for hours. Unintentionally, my eyes drifted just for moment toward his caged cock before I looked away again. I cringed as I imagined what he must be feeling, kept in captivity by the beautiful woman who seemed now to tower above us. As badly as I wanted Michelle, he had to want her even more. I wondered if he knew that this was his best chance so far. Until now, my wife had been adamant she wouldn’t sleep with him. This was the first time she had hinted that she might change that policy. The fear that writhed in my guts, that had never stopped making itself felt, only fed my desire as I looked up at the goddess my wife had become.

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said. And Michelle gasped, just faintly, a tiny little sound that nevertheless told me just how much this crazy game excited her.

“I’m going to tell you what I told my husband, slave boy,” Michelle said as she turned her gorgeous smiling face toward Nathan. “From now on, you boys are both my beta slaves. And whoever serves me best gets a reward. The loser gets punished. I’m going to train you both to be my little bitches, and I expect nothing less than complete and total subservience from you both. Now, what do you say?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Again, Nathan didn’t hesitate. If he felt anything like the shame and humiliation I felt to be talked to like this, he gave no sign of it. And again, I wondered if, in his position, I would behave any differently. Michelle’s control of him was complete. But as she pointed out herself, it wasn’t like she was having a hard time controlling me, either. Her beauty made us both so weak, and it seemed my gorgeous wife knew exactly how to exploit that.

“Good.”

Michelle’s tall boots creaked as she slowly uncrossed her legs. I watched, completely transfixed by the sheer front of her black panties through which I could see her neatly-trimmed pubic hair. I didn’t look over at Nathan, but I knew he was looking at the same thing. My wife’s pussy, right in front of both of us, the thing we both wanted more than anything else in the world, hidden from us by the merest scrap of thin black fabric.

“Roman, you helped me pick out these boots today,” Michelle said, looking at me. And as she spoke, her free hand drifted over her stomach, toward the front of her panties. I watched her painted fingernails slide gently over the sheer mesh, sinking ever further and tormenting me with what I couldn’t have.

“Did you imagine you would be licking them later?”

“It crossed my mind,” I said, making Michelle burst out laughing.

“Well, good,” she said. “Maybe you’ll take your new role fast than I thought. Go ahead, boys. Both of you. I want both of you to lick my boots. Start at the toes and work your way up slowly. And do a good job. Show me what a privilege it is for you to worship your mistress this way.”

I stared at my wife in astonishment. But as usual, Nathan didn’t hesitate. He bowed his face to the floor, and I heard the wet sound of his tongue running over the leather of Michelle’s boots.

Her eyes held mine. Her fingers slid over the front of her panties, caressing the visible lips of her pussy through the fabric. Her other hand tugged on the belt around my neck.

And, under the enormous weight of my desire for her, I bowed before her beauty. As I pressed my lips to the toe of my wife’s other boot, I heard the haunting sound of her laughing at my total submission.
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