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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.”


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.


The Best Beta

Trembling with pure desire, I did as my sexy wife said. I kneeled at her feet and ran my tongue over the leather of the tall boots I had bought that day. And beside me, her ex-boyfriend did the same.

In all our games up to that point, the hierarchy had been clear. Michelle was always in charge, but I was above Nathan. I was her husband, after all. He was just her slave, a guy who used to date her back before we met and who clearly still carried a major torch for her.

Now, the only divide was between her and us. She, the dominant and beautiful woman sitting on the sofa in her beautiful black lingerie, and the two of us, kneeling at her feet and shining her boots with our tongues in a show of total submission and humiliation.

And it seemed to be working. Because as I continued to lick her boot, warming to the humiliating task as my cock throbbed with deviant desire, I glanced up at Michelle and saw that she had slipped her fingers underneath the elastic waistband of her panties. I could see her fingers moving through the sheer panel at the front of the lingerie as she touched herself. And soon, the sounds of her pleasure rose in the living room, leaving no doubt as to just how much this was exciting her.

Michelle moaned. And the sound of that familiar female pleasure excited me further. My cock surged and throbbed between my legs, bolts of desperate arousal racing up and down my spine and making me lick her boots with even more enthusiasm. I worked my way up her leg, my head getting ever closer to her busy hand moving underneath her underwear. And beside me, Nathan did the same, licking and kissing his way up the shaft of her boot as she fingered herself above us.

Michelle had no shame. She was too much of a dominatrix for that. Too lost in the outrageous pleasure of what she was doing, too delighted with the wild power she had given herself. She was completely lost in this moment, as though it was bigger even than her, just as it was certainly bigger than we pathetic men who groveled at her feet.

And as we kept licking and kissing, Michelle closed her eyes. She leaned back on the sofa, her breasts rising and falling again, the key to Nathan’s chastity shining above the deep cleavage as she moaned in pleasure. Through the leather under my tongue, I could feel her leg start to tremble. I could hear the couch creaking under the weight of her body as she moved. She arched her back, overwhelmed with the pure pleasure she was giving herself and the erotic power of the moment we found ourselves in.

And just like that, Nathan and I watched as Michelle came.

Her loud moans turned to sighs. Her hands still moved under her panties, but it was slower now, gentler. Her face was flushed with orgasm, and as she opened her eyes again, she smiled at the sight of us. Both kneeling there, our faces around the level of her knees, both bewitched by what we had just seen and wanting her more than ever.

And Michelle knew better than anyone just how powerful that made her.

“Good boys,” she said. And I watched as she slowly drew her hand out of her panties. Her fingers were shining with her wetness, and though it was hard to see against the dark fabric, I saw more of that same wetness between her legs. The smell of her arousal haunted the room, fueling my own desire as I kneeled at her feet with my cock as hard as it had ever been, desperate for this woman I recognized as my wife at the same time. I had never imagined anything like this. I had certainly never imagined I would enjoy being humiliated so much. And yet, there was the proof, throbbing between my legs and pointing up at my wife as I gazed at her in astonishment.

“This is awesome,” Michelle said. “Teasing you both and driving you crazy. How badly do you beta boys want me right now?”

“So badly, Mistress Michelle,” I said truthfully, not knowing what else to say. But it seemed to do the trick. A satisfied smile spread across my wife’s face, and she beamed down at me as she grinned with pleasure to hear the predicament I was in. I had no idea she could be so cruel. And it made her sexier to me than she had ever been.

Beside me, Nathan mumbled something similar, but I didn’t listen. I didn’t care about him except as he related to what we were doing. He was a toy, a prop, an object that enhanced my wife’s sadistic and dominant pleasure. That was all. Although in the position I was in, it was hard to argue that I was any better off than he was.

“That’s what I like to hear. And maybe I can use one of you lucky boys to give me another orgasm. Now, which one should it be?”

As usual, Nathan didn’t even hesitate.

“Oh please, Mistress Michelle, me!” he said. He had no pride at all, seemingly no sense of shame as he begged my wife for the privilege of pleasuring her. He gazed up at her from his knees as though she were all that mattered in the world, as though he had forgotten anything else existed and that there was more to life than being the slave of a beautiful woman like her. Maybe he had. He had come to us for what was supposed to be a very temporary stay while he got back on his feet. Now, he was my wife’s live-in slave, and seemed to have no ambition or desire beyond doing whatever she told him to. It hadn’t even taken her long to reduce them to this. And it hadn’t exactly been hard for her to do this to me, either.

Because while Nathan humbly begged, Michelle laughed out loud. But I couldn’t miss the way her eyes drifted toward me. I couldn’t miss the smile on her face, or the slight raise of her sculpted eyebrows. She didn’t have to say anything. All too well, I could remember her threat about a reward for the winner of this insane competition and punishment for the loser. I didn’t want to lose. Even if it meant debasing myself just like my rival was doing beside me.

“Please, Michelle,” I said, adding my voice to the chorus of begging coming out of him. “Please let me pleasure you, please!”

“Oh my God, this is too funny,” Michelle said. As she spoke, she giggled, covering her mouth with one hand with a modesty that was completely at odds with the way she was dressed and the way she was behaving. But that, I was quickly learning, is a dominant woman’s prerogative. Michelle could do whatever she liked, and we all knew it. We were all, in our separate ways, getting off on that fact.

“Okay, that’s enough,” Michelle said at last. “As much as I love hearing you both beg, there can only be one winner. And it’s pretty obvious to me. Roman, I think you need a little bit more practice begging, because that was… Well, pretty pathetic, if I’m being honest. Nathan, get over here. You get the reward of pleasing me this time.”

“Thank you Mistress!” Nathan said, and it sounded like there was genuine gratitude in his voice as he spoke. Michelle laughed again, giddy with sadistic pleasure at what she was doing to this desperate man. He shuffled forward on his knees, and she spread her legs even further, reaching out to place a hand on the back of his head as she did so. At the same time, she lifted the leg closest to me and rested it on my shoulder. I looked at her along the long shaft of the boot I had just licked, barely able to believe that this demanding dominatrix was my wife. And Nathan, the lucky winner, lowered his head between Michelle’s thighs as she pulled aside the front of her panties.

“Watch, honey,” Michelle said in a soft voice that dripped with seduction and power. She was looking right at me as Nathan lowered his head between her legs, her hand on the back of his head steering his mouth toward her pussy. It was the most obscene, the lewdest, and the most erotic spectacle I could imagine, and it was happening right there in my living room. It took an effort to remind myself that this was my wife I was watching, not some practiced porn star. Although the way Michelle was behaving lately, there didn’t seem to be much difference.

“You can be my foot rest and watch while he licks me,” Michelle said, still looking at me as she spoke. Meanwhile, between her legs, Nathan was already enthusiastically licking her pussy. I could hear the sound of his and shame and desire and humiliation, and it echoed strangely inside me to know that I was watching another man pleasing my wife, and that there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.

“Who knows?” Michelle shrugged. “You might even learn a thing or two. Definitely, you could stand to take some lessons in obedience from this pathetic beta.”

And Michelle’s eyes drifted down to where Nathan crouched between her legs as she spoke. It was obvious that she was having the time of her life. Obvious that she was endlessly pleased with everything she had done. This whole project was hers, the driving force behind everything we did, and it was a position of power she took to like a natural.

I was having a little more trouble with it myself. But at the same time, I didn’t fight back. I didn’t argue. I just stayed there, kneeling, my hands cuffed behind my back and my cock throbbing with desperate desire as I watched Nathan eat my wife out. And I realized how smart Michelle was to handcuff me before she began this new adventure. If I had been free, I didn’t know if I would try to stop what was happening or try to touch myself to relieve the agonizing desire of what I was witnessing. But tied up as I was, neither option was open to me. All I could do was watch.

Michelle moaned again. Once again, I watched as she pressed her body back against the sofa, feeling all over again the blissful surge of approaching orgasm. The sound of her pleasure filled the room once again. This time, if anything, it was even louder than when she had touched herself before. And between her legs, Nathan’s head moved, her fingers showing in his short hair as she gripped his scalp. She slid forward slightly on the sofa, thrusting her hips toward him, greedily demanding more of the pleasure he was giving her. And of course, Nathan was only too happy to oblige.

Lucky bastard, I found myself thinking, against all the evidence. After all, he was the one who had his cock locked in chastity, with the only key dangling around my wife’s neck. He was the one who had lost his autonomy completely, who had become nothing more than a toy for my gorgeous wife to use. Was that what I wanted? In that moment, there was no question. Absolutely, I wanted what he had. To give myself to her completely, to forget about everything except pleasuring this incredible woman. To lose myself in the unexpected joy of submission to the mistress she had become.

But that wasn’t what Michelle wanted. And for now, for the for foreseeable future, that was all that mattered.

Michelle closed her eyes. Her open mouth rang with the sounds of selfish pleasure, and I cringed as I watched her orgasm approaching. I had seen her cum before, of course. I had even seen Nathan lick her pussy before. But none of it quite prepared me for this. None of it quite compared to what it did to me to see that familiar but beautiful shudder pass through my wife’s incredible body, to know that she was feeling the bliss that I longed to give her but couldn’t by her own rules. To know that she had found someone else who was more than willing to give her the pleasure that used to be mine alone to give.

Recently, I had grudgingly admitted to my wife that I had fantasized about seeing her with another man before. But I was afraid of my own desires, and ashamed of them, too. And certainly, I had never imagined a situation anything like this one. The reality, I was finding, was totally different to the fantasy. Imagining something in the height of passion when everything seems permitted is nothing like seeing it unfold right in front of your face.

And all I could do was watch.

Michelle screamed in orgasm. I heard the sound of Nathan’s mouth on her body change as the fluids of her pleasure gushed forth. I gulped, my heart vibrating in my chest with feelings I had no names for as I watched her cum with another man’s face between her legs. When I watched him lick her before, I had been caught up in my own pleasure, and that had acted as a kind of shield from the full enormity of what was happening. Now, there was just me and the truth. My wife was cheating on me right there in front of me with her submissive ex-boyfriend, and nothing had ever turned me on as much as that. No matter what else happened, even if everything stopped here, I was never going to forget that humiliating fact.

Finally, Michelle growled and pushed Nathan’s head away. He sat back on his knees, the juices of her pleasure shining on his chin and lips as he gazed up her with undisguised desire. She grinned as she opened her eyes to see him looking at her, and the key to his chastity dangled from her neck as she leaned forward. I watched her reach out and take his chin in one hand, those startling eyes of hers staring deep into his as though daring him to do something to stop her tormenting him like this, even though she knew he wouldn’t.

“Good boy,” she said in a condescending tone. “That’s a good boy. You know just how to please your mistress, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan said. Lately, it seemed to be virtually the only thing he said. Then again, it was becoming an increasingly frequent part of my vocabulary too.

“Good. Keep pleasing me like that, and you’ll get your reward. Although… When you lick pussy like that, there’s really no need to unlock your worthless cock, is there?”

Nathan gasped at my wife’s words, clearly stricken with horror at what she was saying. And she knew it. She laughed out loud, the sound of sadistic delight bubbling out of her like music.

“Oh, you boys are just too easy to mess with ” she said, shaking her head. “Any threat to those silly little cock of yours, and you get so upset. You need to learn, Nathan. You need to learn that thing between your legs belongs to me now, and no one else. And it doesn’t get any pleasure until Mistress Michelle says so. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Nathan seemed chastened now, my wife’s words putting him firmly in his place. After all, how could they not? They were directed at me, but as I kneeled on the floor with one of Michelle’s legs still resting on my shoulder, I felt an echo of the shame and disgrace he must be feeling as my wife asserted her outrageous rights over his body.

And then, she turned her shining eyes on me.

“And then there’s you,” she said, and a thrill of fear raced along my spine as my wild wife looked me up and down. “I gave you the chance to please me, to prove you were a better man than him. And you failed. Now, what sort of punishment should I give you for letting me down like that?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress Michelle,” I said. Somehow, using the same title for my wife as Nathan did seemed like the safest option at the time. And Michelle’s eyes glowed at the sound of it, this gorgeous woman once again enjoying a sense of pure power over her humble slaves.

“No, of course you don’t,” she said. “Luckily, Mistress does. Now, let’s teach you a lesson.”

Michelle swung her foot off my shoulder. Again, the key to Nathan’s chastity dangled above her cleavage as she leaned forward. This time, she gripped the end of the belt that was still around my neck. Then, she stood. Tugging on the belt, she turned her back on me and began to walk out of the living room, and I had to spring to my feet to follow after her. She left Nathan where he was, used and now discarded in our living room. I didn’t pay him much attention either, but I could feel his eyes following our every movement as we disappeared down the hallway toward the bedroom.

“Get over here,” Michelle said, tugging sharply on the belt. “Get on your knees. That’s right, facing the bed. Now bend forward. Yeah, like that.”

My wife directed me where she wanted me to go, using tugs on the belt and her hands on my body to position me the way she wanted. In the end, she had me kneeling on the floor at the side of the bed, bending at the waist to lay my stomach and chest down on the mattress. My throbbing cock was trapped underneath me, and I battled against the urge to use that pressure to give myself pleasure. Something told me that Mistress Michelle would never tolerate that.

Standing above me, my wife unfastened the belt from around my neck and pulled it away. I heard her shift her feet behind me, and then something whistled through the air. There was a sharp crack, and I cried out in surprise and pain as she whipped my ass with the belt she held in her hand.

“Shut up and take it, bitch,” she said in a voice that echoed with laughter as she whipped me again. “I told you there would be punishment. Did you think I was joking? This is what happens to beta boys who don’t satisfy their mistress. They get their asses whipped.”

I grunted on the bed as the blows continued to fall. I’ve never been turned on by pain. Then again, this was as unique a situation as any I had been in. The pain of the belt falling sent shockwaves through my body, even though I suspected Michelle wasn’t hitting me nearly as hard as she could. But under my body, my cock throbbed as desperately as ever. It wasn’t the pain itself that was turning me on, I realized; it was the fact that this gorgeous woman was inflicting it on me. That she felt she had the right to torture me like this for such a minor offense only enhanced the sense of sexual power that made this whole adventure so erotic.

Soon, the blows stopped. Still, my ass was throbbing with pain as Michelle set the belt aside.

“I hope you learned your lesson, mister,” she said. “Now, get on the bed. Whipping your ass has made Mistress horny.”

Of course, Michelle knew exactly what she was doing. She knew there was no way she could have phrased that command that was more guaranteed to get me to do as she said. Ignoring the pain in my ass, I virtually sprang to my feet, struggling onto our bed with my hands still cuffed beside me. Michelle watched, her eyes gleaming with pure delight at what was happening right in front of her.

On her orders, I lay down on my back. My cock rose above my body, projecting unmistakably into the air to show just how much this excited me. And Michelle took her time, moving with predatory grace as she climbed onto the mattress. I watched her come, my heart hammering in my chest as she reached for the front of her panties and pulled them down. She had dressed herself deliberately, putting the panties on over the suspenders that held up her stockings so that she could remove one without taking off the other. I watched her beautiful body move as she pulled her underwear down and slid it off over her leather boots, taking her time in the full knowledge she was in total control. Then, balling the panties up in her hand, she rose up on her knees above me.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered. I knew what was coming, but I did as I was told. I opened my mouth, and Michelle smiled a sadistic little smile as she stuffed her underwear inside.

“I bet you want me so badly right now, don’t you, you little pervert?” she mocked. “I bet you’re desperate for the woman who just beat your ass.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said truthfully, her panties in my mouth muffling the words. But she knew exactly what I was saying.

“How badly do you want me?” Michelle asked, her eyes glowing as they locked on mine. “You did a bad job of begging out there earlier, but I’m graciously allowing you a second chance. I want you to convince me that you want me more than anything.”

“I do,” I groaned into her underwear. “Honestly, Michelle, I’ve never wanted anything so badly. Please, please, just fuck me! I’ll do anything!”

“Anything?”

I should have known. The way her eyes lit up, the way her eyebrows climbed her forehead, and everything that had happened so far that day should have told me that Michelle wasn’t going to make things easy for me. That she already had a plan in mind, and I was helping her put it into action. But it was no use. Even if I had been able to think straight through the clouds of desire that assaulted me, it wouldn’t have made any difference. I meant what I said. I was so enraptured with her, so completely overcome by her dominant sexiness, that I couldn’t help myself. I was ready to give her the world.

“Anything,” I mumbled. “Anything you want.”

Chuckling to herself, Michelle shifted her weight on the mattress. I groaned loudly as she took hold of my cock. Then, she turned those blazing eyes on me once again.

“This is what I want,” she said, squeezing the shaft to make me moan. “This is all I want from you. I own this cock, don’t I? Say it!”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I groaned while my eyes rolled in my head from pure desire. “You own this cock. It’s yours.”

“Good. Then I’ll tell you what I’m going to do with it. I’m going to climb on top of it and ride it until I cum, until I’m good and satisfied. And then do you know what I’m going to do?”

“No, Mistress Michelle.”

“I’m going to lock it away. That’s right. I’ve decided that neither of you boys can be trusted with your own orgasms. From now on, nobody cums in this house unless I say otherwise. I’m going to lock this cock away for a week, and we’ll see if that improves your behavior. If so, I might let you out. If not… Well, let’s just say that you’re going to learn just how cruel your wife can be.”

Michelle smiled a beautiful, evil smile as she spoke. And her hand drifted up to play with the key dangling from the chain around her neck. I stared up at her in astonishment. Even though I probably should have seen this coming. Even though I had seen how the chastity device around Nathan’s cock gave my wife seemingly limitless power over him, the kind of power she so enjoyed. My head was spinning at what she was proposing.

And yet there was always that part of me that wanted more. The part that wanted it all, all the cruelty and domination my sexy wife could give me. The part that wanted nothing more than to surrender to her, to taste the total abandon of complete submission to her will the way that Nathan had.

I breathed heavily into her panties, and said nothing. And Michelle watched, seeming to wait for a moment, as though she expected me to object. When I didn’t, her smile deepened even more.

“I bought the cage,” she said in a soft voice, and her hand started stroking my cock once again. “The same one Nathan has. It’s inescapable. And it’s going to make you as much of an obedient beta boy as he is.”

Michelle shifted on the mattress. Her leather boots creaked as she swung her leg over my body, straddling me. I groaned at the feeling of her pussy against my skin as she steered my cock toward her wet lips. I was absolutely desperate for her, as though I would die if I didn’t get what I wanted. As always, she had me right where she wanted me.

And Michelle groaned too as she lowered herself down on top of me. My fat cock surged inside her, finally feeling what I had belonging to feel all day long. Her warmth, her wetness, her snug tightness made me short of breath, and desperately horny as I was in that moment, nothing seemed too high a price to pay for that unrivaled pleasure.

Up above me, my wife moaned. She closed her eyes as she moved her body up and down, up and down, shockwaves of pleasure surging inside both of us as we fucked. She squeezed her breasts, the key to Nathan’s chastity device shining above them, and the bedroom filled with the noise of our passion as Michelle let go of herself completely. She rode my cock with passion, riding it like she owned it, fully taking control of it and using it just the way she wanted to.

And outside, ignored for now, Nathan waited, and presumably listened to the sound of the passionate sex he couldn’t have. A vision of my future and the suffering my wife intended to put me through, just as soon as she had finished using my body one last time.


A Wife Takes Two Slaves

Michelle screamed.

Up above me, her body writhing in passion, her red hair flailing like a storm of fire around her face with its open mouth and closed eyes, my wife was lost in the bright blaze of passion. And lying underneath her, so was I.

Even in that wild heat, I couldn’t forget what she had said. And I knew my wife well enough to know that she meant it, too. She was going to lock my cock away. She was going to turn me into her submissive frustrated slave, just like her ex-boyfriend already was. And there was nothing I could do about it. Not just because of the handcuffs she had me locked in. Maybe not even mostly because of them.

No, it was because there was that treacherous part of me that didn’t want to stop her. That wanted to be helpless, that wanted to be forced into this. The part that wanted to submit to her completely and let her do whatever she liked.

It was the part Michelle relied on. A part she had cultivated over the last few weeks, slowly pushing my boundaries more and more until I found myself here. About to lose everything. About to lose my autonomy and my manhood to the woman I loved. And somehow, that thought only added to the bright pleasure that burned inside me.

Michelle’s pussy tightened around my cock like a fist. I could feel it pulsating with the powerful contractions of orgasm, her passion releasing itself in a hot flood all over my body. And my cock throbbed urgently inside her, responding to the sudden tightness of her sex, pushing me over the brink into an orgasm of my own. I had been trying to hold back, and it took everything I had to wait until Michelle reached an orgasm of her own. We came practically together, and I closed my eyes and shivered, my cock pumping my seed deep inside her warm body while I trembled with unbelievable pleasure.

I had had plenty of great orgasms lately. Our sex life had never been so thrilling, so fulfilling, so wild. But as I lay there beneath her, I wondered if I had ever cum as powerfully as this. The threats she made to me, the danger she represented, the twisted game she was playing worked to enhance the already-considerable desire I felt for her so that I had no choice but to explode in a bright burst of pure and unadulterated bliss.

Michelle’s cries of ecstasy were still ringing in our bedroom as she opened her eyes. I saw that blue blaze staring down at me, saw the deep mischief that shone in her stare. It wasn’t like I expected her to change her mind. And even before she opened her mouth, I could tell that she hadn’t. My wife was going to do exactly what she wanted, and it seemed like she no longer cared how I felt about it.

Except I knew that wasn’t true. That was the game we were playing, an act she put on. But in reality, part of me wanted this. Even though I feared it. Even though my mind rebelled against it, especially now that I had had an orgasm and the fire of lust inside me was dampened. Now, it seemed crazier than ever to give her this wild power. And yet, I couldn’t bring myself to say no.

“Fuck, that was good,” Michelle growled, her hands on my chest above my wildly beating heart. “You’re going to miss that, aren’t you?”

“Michelle, you don’t have to do this,” I said weakly.

Already, she was moving on top of me, and I heard her sigh softly as my cock slid easily out of her still-spasming pussy.

“No, I don’t,” she said brightly. “I want to. I want to own this cock, like a wife should. I want you to be another of my toys to play with. And you know you want it to. When was the last time you came like that?”

She had me there. I still felt physically weak with the force of the orgasm I had just had, as though I had surrendered a huge portion of my strength. Michelle, on the other hand, seemed energized by the sex we had just had. Her movements were controlled, but I could see the excitement in every shift of her body as she climbed across the mattress and moved toward the dresser. My cock was soft now, sated by my recent orgasm, but still, my eyes followed her remarkable body as she moved toward the dresser. Still dressed in her lingerie and tall boots, she looked every inch the beautiful dominatrix she was. The woman who owned me. A mistress of two slaves, now.

Michelle pulled open a drawer and reached inside. She was grinning as she turned back to the bed, carrying a metal contraption in her hand. I knew exactly what it was. Just as she had promised, it was exactly the same as the one Nathan wore. Like a humiliating uniform for Michelle’s slaves to wear, a reminder of her total power and control over our sexuality. Even lying there exhausted and so recently satisfied, the thought still turned me on. It still tickled some strange submissive part of my brain to think of being under Michelle’s control so firmly and irrevocably. Because all along, while I watched her tease and humiliate Nathan, there was an undeniably large part of me that envied him. Even though I knew I shouldn’t. Even though I was the one who got to have sex with this incredible woman we both wanted. I can no longer deny to myself that part of me wanted what he had instead.

And now my wife was going to give it to me.

Michelle kneeled in the bed beside me. The leather of her boots creaked underneath her as she shifted her weight. She swept her red hair back from her face, her eyes locked on mine, her full lips almost trembling with the excitement of the moment we were both in. She paused for a moment, as though even she, so confident and composed, had had doubts about what she was about to do. But I never doubted that she would do it.

“Okay, this is it,” she said, her voice soft now as she spoke. “I’m going to lock it up now and own you completely.”

It was a statement, not a question. She wasn’t asking permission. Or was she? I said nothing. My lips moved, as though they wanted to form words. And in my warring brain, part of me screamed that I should tell her to stop. Maybe she would. Maybe she wouldn’t. But I should at least try.

But I didn’t. Somehow, that other part of me won. The part that wanted this. The part that was haunted by the idea of truly becoming her slave.

And so, smiling, Michelle twisted the key in the lock of the chastity device and took it apart. I grunted as she took hold of my scrotum, pulling it with some difficulty through the steel ring of the device. She bent over my crotch, forcing my cock into the metal tube designed for it. And then, she put the whole thing back together, clicking the lock shirt.

“There,” she sighed happily, holding up the key in front of me. “That’s that. Your wife owns your cock now. How does it feel to be an owned slave?”

“Really, really humiliating,” I said, and Michelle gave a short bark of laughter.

“Well, that’s the idea,” she said. As she spoke, she reached behind her neck and unfastened the chain that hung there. Nathan’s key dangled, flashing in the light like a fish on a line, and I watched in a kind of dazed disbelief as Michelle slid the key to my chastity device onto the chain to hang beside his. Then she refastened the chain around her neck, two keys now hanging above her delicious boobs to show the world the unbelievable sexual power she had.

“It’s supposed to be humiliating,” she went on. “You should both be embarrassed that you let a woman own your cocks. But also, it’s your place in life. You’re both beta males, and you deserve this. Otherwise, you’d just play with those silly little things all day thinking about Mistress, wouldn’t you?”

“Probably,” I said, making Michelle laugh again.

“Exactly. This is better. Now you can only use it for what it’s supposed to be used for. Pleasing me. But of course, there are lots of other ways for beta boys to do that, too.”

Michelle moved on the bed. Her boots creaked again as she crawled toward me, one hand possessively on my chest as she leaned down over me. Her red hair hung around us like a fiery curtain, shutting off the rest of the world so that there was only her and me and the strange sexual drama playing out between us.

Even a few weeks ago, I never would have imagined my wife be so sexually dominant. Now, she was taking it to a whole other level, a level I had never even imagined either of us would go to. And yet she looked so beautiful and regal above me, so powerful and in control, and it turned me on. Inside the confines of the chastity device, my cock twitched in recognition of its new owner. There was no denying it. Being owned by Michelle was hot. The thought that she now controlled my orgasms, that I could have no sexual pleasure without her permission, made her sexier to me than she had ever been. Previously, I hadn’t wanted to admit how well I understood Nathan’s kinks. But now there was no denying it. This new twist in our relationship was the most exciting yet.

“This is so fucking hot,” Michelle whispered. And she leaned further down, pressing those red lips against mine. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, still in love with this woman who was reducing me to this. Maybe more in love with her than ever. Desire sparked in us both, mingled inextricably with the love we felt for each other, and as strange as it felt to be thinking about love at a time like this when my wife was showing such cruelty toward me, I couldn’t escape that wave of love that surged in my heart for her. She was magnificent. She was incredible. She was more than I had ever imagined, more than I had ever wanted, and more than I could possibly believe. And she knew it.

Our kiss was long and leisurely. Michelle was in no hurry. Her tongue slid over mine, probing my mouth, and her lips moved against my mouth, fueling my excitement and desire for her. But finally, she lifted her mouth from mine. Again, I saw that bright blaze in her eyes that told me just how much she was enjoying this. Just how much it excited her to be so sexually cruel.

“It’s going to be a very long week for you, husband,” she said, malice now dripping from her every word.

“But it’s going to be a very fun week for me. Are you going to be a good boy and do everything your mistress tells you?”

“Don’t I already do that?” I said, making Michelle laughed again.

“I suppose so. But you have no idea. See, now I don’t even have to punish you get you to do I want. All I have to do is add a little bit of time onto your captivity.”

My heart froze in my chest. And it must’ve showed on my face, because Michelle burst out laughing again.

“That’s right,” she said. “We’ll try it for week. But if you piss me off or whine or complain or fail to do exactly what I want exactly what I want, I’ll start adding days onto your captivity. If you ever want to have another orgasm again, you’re going to have to do exactly what your wife says.”

“You’re evil,” I said. And she just smiled in response.

“Yeah, I am. And you love it.”

Giving me another quick peck on the cheek, Michelle sat up. I watched her turn her head to the open door of our bedroom.

“Nathan! Get in here!”

Then, as I heard the soft footsteps of her ex-boyfriend moving down the hall toward us, responding immediately to her summons like the well-trained pet he was, Michelle turned her smiling face back toward me.

“Watch this,” she said. “This is a vision of your future right here. And remember, if he’s a better beta, he’s the one who gets the reward, not you. You’re going to need to be very obedient if you want to keep being the lucky guy who gets to fuck me.”

I said nothing. After a speech like that, there was really nothing to say. And Michelle didn’t require any answer from me. Instead, she turned back toward the door as Nathan stepped through it. As usual, his eyes darted around the room, taking in everything in front of him quickly. I cringed as he looked at me, and although he knew better than to say anything, his eyes seem to widen in surprise to see me locked in chastity like he was. Predictably, his eyes then moved to my wife, and just as predictably, they moved over the curves of her body so beautifully displayed by the black lingerie and boots I had bought her. I wondered if he noticed that there was a second key now hanging from the chain around her neck. If he did, I knew he would know exactly what it meant.

“On your knees, bitch,” Michelle ordered with laughter in her voice. But Nathan didn’t laugh. Immediately, he dropped to his knees where he was, on the floor of our bedroom facing the bed. And Michelle rose, uncoiling her legs from underneath her and placing her feet on the floor. She stood, and both Nathan and I watched her gorgeous body sway from side to side as she moved toward the closet. She was absolutely in her element, the center of attention, a goddess ruling over her domain of kinky sex. Now, anything seemed possible. Anything except resistance to her divine sex appeal.

Reaching into the closet, Michelle grabbed a belt. Turning toward Nathan, she crouched behind him and ordered him to put his hands behind his back. He did, without a moment’s hesitation, obeying her just as quickly and readily as he always did. And Michelle pulled the belt tight around his wrists, making him groan with discomfort as she made sure he was securely tied. She wrapped the belt around his arms several times before tying it off. Then, she stood. She looked at me, a challenging stare in her gorgeous blue eyes as she ran her fingers through Nathan’s short hair, and even that sign of strange affection pierced my heart with jealousy as I lay on the bed, as helpless as he was, as totally owned by Michelle as the man kneeling at her feet.

“As you can see, I’ve locked my husband in chastity, too,” Michelle said, still looking at me even as she spoke to Nathan. “He’s my slave now, just like you are. I mean, a Mistress like me deserves two slaves at least, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan panted, gazing up at my wife with a look close to adoration on his face. “You deserve everything.”

Michelle giggled.

“Yes, I guess I do,” she said. “And you two are going to have to work very hard to give me everything. I’m going to train you both to be the perfect beta male slaves for me, and whoever is the most obedient will become my favorite. You want to be my favorite. My favorite beta will get rewarded.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Nathan was practically panting like a dog as he gazed up at her. Desire radiated from his features, from every line of his body, and I found myself wondering when was the last time this man had an orgasm. My wife had been teasing him relentlessly from the moment he arrived in our house, and now she was almost unspeakably desirable. Already, despite my recent orgasm, my own cock was swelling inside the cage, making me wince at the tightness of the steel that wouldn’t let me achieve full erection. It was a humiliation and discomfort that Nathan had been feeling for weeks now. And while he made a pathetic specimen kneeling at Michelle’s feet and agreeing to everything she said, I remembered her words, and I didn’t doubt them. In many ways, looking at him, I could see my own fate reflected back at me. Because already I knew that Michelle would get me so horny and frustrated that I would say and do just about anything for the promise of pleasure. It was simple, really. Simple, and unbelievably powerful.

“Good boy,” Michelle said, patting Nathan’s head like a dog. “And I have a very important job for you now.”

With that, she stepped away from him. I watched his eyes follow her as she turned her back on me, sitting on the edge of the bed. Even from behind, she was infinitely desirable, a cascade of red hair trailing down between her slender shoulders, the hourglass shape of her body driving me wild with desire as I contemplated her beauty from my spot on the bed.

“My husband just left a huge load inside me,” Michelle said, looking at Nathan now as she spoke. “The last one he’s going to do for… Well, possibly quite a long time. He was so turned on at the thought of becoming a chastity slave like you that he came gallons. And now, slut, do you know what you’re going to do?”

“N-no, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan stammered. From where I lay behind Michelle, I couldn’t see his face, or hers. But despite his words, something in his voice told me that he did at least guess what might be coming. And maybe in my own way, so did I. I would never have Michelle’s wild and kinky imagination, but there was a certain inevitability to what was happening. My wife was getting off on the power she held, and she was about to test that power even more, just for the thrill of being in charge.

“You’re going to clean me up,” Michelle said, slowly and deliberately. At the same time, she spread her legs, the heel of each of her boots thumping on the floor as she pushed her thighs apart. I couldn’t see for myself, but I could imagine the sight that confronted Nathan. My wife’s pussy, shining with the powerful orgasm we had shared, framed by those toned thighs and black boots and the red patch of her pubic hair. The thing he wanted most in the world, tainted by my ejaculate. I didn’t care about him, but there was no denying that I felt a flicker of sympathy in my heart as I contemplated what my wife was asking him to do. What an absolute humiliation. What a disgrace. And even Nathan, as whipped his Michelle had him, seemed to hesitate at this new outrageous command.

“Go on, do it,” Michelle said. From the sound of her voice, I guessed the smile had dropped from her gorgeous face, and that was always a dangerous sign. “I know you don’t want to. That’s the point. This isn’t about what you want. It’s about what Mistress wants. I have the pussy, so I decide what happens, and beta bitches like you with your little cocks locked away have to do exactly what you’re told if you ever want to cum again.”

Her words seemed to echo in the quiet space of the bedroom. She spoke them to Nathan, but I knew they were meant for me too. And of course, she was right. That was the worst thing. Neither of us had any say anymore. We had surrendered that to her when we let her lock our cocks away. Michelle was drunk with power, and never more beautiful than when she was being cruel, and I was almost breathless with shock and desire for the woman I had married as she tormented her ex-boyfriend right in front of me.

“Maybe you don’t want to get out of chastity,” Michelle said, speaking into the silence that followed her last words. “Maybe I’ll just keep you locked away forever. Imagine that, Nathan. Imagine never having an orgasm again, as long as you live. All because you were too proud to do what you were told.”

I heard him breathing, a deep sigh emanating from his chest as his mistress spoke. Not long ago, I never would have thought Michelle capable of such cruelty. Now, I knew not to put anything past her. And even Nathan, who had played these games with her before, seemed surprised by the level of kinkiness Michelle was displaying.

But he knew I was serious, just as I did. And after his resigned sigh, I heard him shuffling forward on his knees. And above that, I heard Michelle laughing wildly, drunk with her own complete power.

“That’s right, beta bitch,” she snarled. “Clean me up. Make sure you get every drop of my husband’s cum out of me, and don’t stop until I tell you to. I want you to swallow it all like the slut you are.”

“Oh my God,” I muttered, but Michelle didn’t seem to hear me. Instead, her focus was all on her other slave. He lowered his face down between her legs, and I heard the wet sound of him starting to lick reluctantly. Michelle lifted her feet from the floor, draping both legs over his shoulders, and her long red hair hung from her scalp as she leaned backward, supporting herself with her hands. She sighed with pleasure, letting Nathan do his disgusting job. And after a moment, with a toss of her hair, she turned her head to smile at me over her shoulder.

“See, honey? See what happens when you get a man horny enough? He’ll do anything. So will you. You’ll see.”

I didn’t doubt it. And I didn’t reply. Still smiling, Michelle turned her face back toward the submissive kneeling between her legs.

“That’s right, eat it,” she said. And I could hear her cruelty grow along with her excitement. Before long, I heard her breath catching as her pleasure swelled. And again, all I could do was lie there and watch as another man licked my wife’s pussy, slowly but steadily bringing her to another orgasm.

Michelle sighed. And before long, those sighs turned to moans of pleasure. It wasn’t the wild screams of passion she had had while she rode my cock earlier, but there was no doubting the pleasure she was feeling. Her moans got more and more rapid, each following hard on the heels of another. I heard the leather of her boots creak again, and it seemed as though she had wrapped her legs around Nathan’s head, hooking her feet together behind his back and trapping him against her pussy. I felt the mattress moving underneath her as she ground her pussy against his face, thrusting her hips forward, using his mouth as a toy to get herself off. And I saw her shoulders shake, saw her body tremble as another peak of pleasure rose within her. She moaned loudly as she came all over Nathan’s face, her legs finally relaxing as her climax came and went. Her arms seemed to buckle, and she lay back on the bed, resting her head on my thigh. I raised my head to see that her eyes were closed, and that Nathan was still licking her spasming pussy, not yet having been told to stop.

Michelle opened her eyes. She raised them toward me, and a giddy smile spread across her face. Her cheeks were flushed with orgasm, her skin radiating the warmth of pleasure, and she looked as radiantly beautiful as ever as I stared at her. My cock was aching inside the chastity device, already trying to harden at this display of dominant sexuality from my wife. And she turned her head in my lap, pressing her red lips against the unyielding steel of the cage around my cock and making me groan with pure frustration to be so close to her mouth and yet be denied the pleasure of feeling it.

“Now that’s how a slave treats his mistress,” she said, while Nathan continued to lap at her pussy. I could still feel her trembling with pleasure, could smell the smell of our sex still hanging in the room. She was so powerful in that moment, so dominant and in control, and her beauty and sex appeal made my head spin as I lay frustrated beneath her. It’d only been minutes since she lock my cock away, and already, it felt like a lifetime. Already, it felt like I might explode with pure desire if I didn’t get the release I needed. But I also knew she was never going to give me that. Not so soon. Not when it turned her on so much to deny us both what we craved.

“Okay, you can stop,” Michelle said, raising her head from my thigh to speak to Nathan. He looked up at her, his eyes still shining with that same almost painful desire, locked on her to show that nothing in his life mattered nearly as much as my beautiful wife did. As he shuffled back on his knees, she sat up with a groan, her hands on the mattress pushing her back upright.

“Did you like being my little cleanup boy?”

“No, Mistress,” he replied, making Michelle laugh.

“Good. You weren’t supposed to. You boys need to learn that sometimes, I’m going to make you do stuff you don’t want to, just because I can.”

Michelle turned on the mattress. Climbing back up onto her knees on the bed, she shuffled toward me, her eyes locked on mine again. I watched breathlessly as she approached my head, my desire surging as she swung her leg over me and straddled my face. Her pussy hovered above my face, the pussy Nathan had just licked to orgasm, and I could see the moisture that shone on her pink and puffy lips just inches above me.

Facing the headboard, Michelle turned back for a moment toward her other slave.

“I think my boots could use another cleaning,” she said. “Get up here and lick them while I sit on my husband’s face.”

Nathan sprang to his feet, ready to obey. As Michelle sank down on top of me, her thighs blocked out the light, her wet pussy pressed against my mouth. I had no choice. I had no say. All I could do was pleasure my wife in the darkness underneath her that smelled of her orgasm while she made use of both her new slaves.


A Hard Day’s Work

“Mmmm. That’s good. That’s a good boy.”

Michelle lay sprawled on our bed. Her pink lips trembled around the words she spoke, her eyes closed as she savored her bliss. Her red hair was fanned out around her head, her breasts rising and falling underneath the T-shirt she wore as she breathed heavily.

I was kneeling beside her, leaning over her beautiful body. Apart from the T-shirt she had slept in, she was wearing nothing at all. Her legs were spread, her lovely thighs shaking, and I was sliding two fingers in and out of her tight pussy, sending waves of pleasure through the body I craved but knew I couldn’t have.

“That’s it, beta. Make Mistress cum.”

Michelle didn’t open her eyes as she spoke. She knew I would do as I was told. Her arms were spread out on either side of her, her fingers gripping the fitted sheet on the mattress of our bed. I curled my fingers inside her, teasing her G spot, knowing just how she like to be pleasured.

I had had plenty of practice. Over the years of our relationship, I had of course learned what made my wife happy. But over the past few days, I had been instructed to think of nothing else. It’d been almost a week since Michelle had locked my cock away, a week of humiliation and frustration and total sexual subservience to my new queen.

Michelle had an orgasm every single day. In fact, she had more than one. Before work and after, she used both Nathan and me to give her pleasure. Sometimes, it was like this. Sometimes, she used our mouths. Twice, she had ordered us to please her with toys that she had bought for the purpose. And the whole time, she never once unlocked either of us. The twin keys to our chastity devices stayed in their place on the chain around her neck, seeming to radiate power and reminding us all of her complete authority, her right to be so sexually selfish.

It was a game, of course. Either one of us could have overpowered her and taken the keys by force. But what good would that do? Without ever speaking about it, Nathan and I seemed to have come to the same conclusion. We loved this side of Michelle. We wanted to be dominated by her. And so we let her treat us like this, like slaves, like her personal property to use and abuse, and while she treated herself to one selfish orgasm after another, we continue to serve her in every way possible.

The house was immaculate. I still had to work, but Nathan spent his days eradicating every speck of dust from our home in an attempt to please Michelle. And when I got home from work, I was often given chores too, more because it made my wife happy to do it because they needed doing. Time and again, I caught those beautiful eyes shining as she watched me go about some menial task, or saw her slide her thumb under the chain around her neck, playing with the keys that gave her such outrageous power.

We were her slaves. And with each passing day, the game seemed to become more real. I was learning what Nathan already knew: that with every passing day that I went without orgasm while being forced to please my wife, I wanted her more and more. My cock was almost permanently aching inside the tight confines of the steel cage, and Michelle’s endless teasing only made things worse.

By now, her closet was bursting with new outfits, all of them chosen for maximum sex appeal. All day long at work, I couldn’t get my thoughts off my wife, and I suspected the same was true of her. Certainly, it was having an interesting effect on her clothing choices. Michelle had always enjoyed dressing provocatively, but now she was really pushing the envelope in what she wore to work. Because she knew that the more she turned us on, the more helpless we were to resist her.

This Friday, she had ordered me to pleasure her before work. So that’s what I was doing. And I wasn’t alone. Nathan kneeled at the side of the bed, close to its foot, holding Michelle’s leg in his hands. He was kissing her bare foot, licking her toes, completely debasing himself for her amusement while I fingered her to orgasm.

How could she ever fail to feel like the goddess she was?

I felt her pussy tighten around my fingers, felt the hot juices pouring out of her the way I had so many times recently, in different ways. Michelle, I knew, had never had a week like this. She had never had so many orgasms in her life, with two frustrated men who made it her mission to bring her sexual pleasure. Of course, that worried me too. The more fun she was having, the less inclined she would be to change things. But what could I do? I had no choice. Michelle had determined to lock me up for week, and that week was almost up. My newly dominant wife made it very clear that any release I might get was contingent on my pleasing her. And the way to do that, I knew, was to be completely submissive to her deviant sexual desires. For me, just as for Nathan, there was no other option.

Michelle groaned as she came. I trembled myself, overcome with jealousy at the feelings of bliss I was giving her while my own pleasure was denied. But this was my role now, and had been for the past week. To desire my wife endlessly and know that the only way to get what I wanted was to ignore my own needs completely in favor of hers.

Michelle sighed, smiling with the afterglow of the pleasure I have given her. She opened her eyes and fixed that smile on me, just another powerful weapon in her impressive arsenal. Just about everything she did make me desire her more. Just about everything she did made me weak for her.

“Good boy,” she said. Her constant refrain these days, the condescending encouragement she liked to give Nathan and me when we did our job and pleased her. She was training us like animals, like her own submissive pets. And the worst part of it all was that it was working. I was ashamed to note that I felt a surge of pleasure at her words, but there was no denying that I did. As though my beautiful wife was retraining my brain to make me want nothing more than to please her.

I drew my fingers out of her, and her body shuddered in response. She smiled at me expectantly, wordlessly waiting for something. With trembling hands, I raised my fingers to my mouth. And Michelle’s smile only grew wider as she watched me taste her, taste the orgasm I given her and the pussy I craved more than anything else in the world. My cock throbbed in humiliating desire as I tasted that pussy, the one that, as her husband, I used to have full access to, but that now was dangled before me like some barely attainable reward. God, she was beautiful. Beautiful and dominant and cruel. Apparently, just the way I wanted her.

“Good job,” she beamed at me. “Now, what does a beta say to his mistress?”

“Thank you, Mistress Michelle,” I said automatically, making her laugh again.

“God, it’s only been a week, and look how whipped I have you already,” Michelle gloated. “Imagine what a month in chastity would do to you?”

The pure horror I felt at her words must’ve showed on my face, because my cruel and teasing wife burst out laughing again.

“Oh, you poor boy,” she said, reaching out with one hand and patting my arm. “You’d hate that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said truthfully, prompting more laughter from my wicked wife.

“Well then you better do as you’re told, hadn’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I always do.”

Michelle looked at me then, a considering expression on her beautiful face that was still flushed with the glow of orgasm.

“Yes, I suppose you do,” she said thoughtfully. “But make sure it stays that way. Otherwise, you know what happens. No orgasms for you.”

Michelle laughed again at the expression of despair on my face. She knew that nothing scared me more than that. She knew I had been waiting all week, doing my best to comply with her outrageous demands in the hope of being finally released from chastity and allowed to enjoy that incredible body of hers. And we both knew there were no guarantees. I knew my new mistress was perfectly capable of denying me what I wanted just because she could.

She sat up with a sigh, withdrawing her foot from Nathan’s hands. He stared up her with that same look of nervous desire I knew she would see on my own face. Sitting between us, she reached for the hem of her T-shirt and lifted it over her head, carelessly tossing it to the floor in the knowledge that one of us would soon pick it up and take it to the laundry. My goddess wife no longer had to lift a finger around the house. And a new tension entered the room as her bare breasts bounced in front of us, tormenting us both as we stared at her, the permanent center of the bright circle of our attention.

“I need to shower,” Michelle said, announcing her intention to nobody in particular. “Come on, beta boys. Let’s get Mistress cleaned up for work.”

She didn’t wait for a reply. Instead, she swung her legs off the bed and stood. Completely naked, she walked toward the door of the bedroom. She knew we would follow. And we did. Nathan sprang to his feet, hurrying after my wife, and I was barely less urgent as I jumped off the bed and followed.

The bathroom was crowded with the three of us in it. Still, this was an increasingly familiar task. Michelle knew exactly how much it teased and tormented us both to see her naked body glistening under the water of the shower. She loved making us clean her, and often, it led to more pleasure. For her, of course. Not for us.

Michelle turned on the water and stepped into the shower. We could both see her through the glass, the warm water cascading over her naked body, slicking her red hair back to her scalp. With one finger, she beckoned us inside. Our shower was big, but still, with the three of us, it was hard not to touch each other. Of course, I wanted nothing more than to touch her. At the same time, I wanted to stay well away from my rival Nathan.

But Michelle would tolerate no squeamishness between us. She gave her orders in her usual brisk tone. While I massaged shampoo into her scalp, Nathan kneeled at her feet, sponging down her legs with soap while she relaxed under the flowing water.

My cock was raging inside the steel chastity device, just as my wife knew it would be, and I caught her looking at me with that familiar smile on her face, that look of delight she wore when she was reminded of the unbelievable power she had.

“You want me so bad, don’t you?” she said.

“You have no idea, Mistress,” I said, making her laugh.

Michelle placed her hand on the back of my neck and pulled my head toward her. I stepped forward, my lips meeting hers as she kissed me. At the same time, with her eyes closed, she reached out with her other hand and found Nathan’s had where he kneeled before her. Without saying a word, without breaking our kiss, she guided his face toward her pussy. Obediently, he began to lick, enthusiastically tasting her sex while we continued to make out. Jealousy surged inside me, my cock surging with a matching force inside the chastity device. I wanted that. I wanted to be the one kneeling before her, sliding my tongue between the sensitive folds, tasting the divine power that made us her slaves.

Michelle had other ideas.

Her hands still on the back of my neck, she guided me down. Knowing what she wanted, I kissed my way down her neck, over her chest, toward her glistening boobs. I took them in my hands, feeling that beautiful weight, pressing my lips to one sensitive nipple and making her groan as I teased it. I kissed my way across her breasts, my cock throbbing with unbelievable urgency the whole while as I played with her boobs. And below me, Nathan kept licking, burying his face between her thighs.

In no time at all, Michelle was shaking with pleasure. Her cries of passion rang out in the tight space of the shower as the two of us used our mouths to bring her to yet another peak of pleasure. She leaned back against the wall of the shower, screaming with passion as the water cascaded over all three of us. She had another orgasm right there, and Nathan drank it down greedily, her cum mixing with the shower water in his mouth as he desperately swallowed.

Michelle opened her eyes.

“Fuck,” she panted. “You boys are going to make me later. Hurry up, now. I still need to get dressed.”

Reluctantly, I got out of the shower, and Nathan followed. By the time Michelle stepped out of the cubicle, I had a towel ready for her, and I wrapped it around her beautiful body. With a snap of her fingers, she ordered Nathan to the floor, and he dropped to all fours to serve as a stool for her as she sat on his back in front of the mirror.

“Dry my hair,” she ordered me without looking away from the mirror in front of her. And as I grabbed the hairdryer and turned it on, she began to do her makeup.

Michelle had always been a natural beauty. But she also knew exactly how to play up her features. As I dried her hair carefully, I watched her transform herself. From a naturally pretty woman, she changed before my eyes into a sexy vamp, an absolute knockout who looked more like she was going on a date then heading to the office. By the time she was finished, I was staring at her in astonishment, once again blown away by just how gorgeous my mistress could be.

“Okay, boys. Time to pick my outfit.”

Setting aside the makeup bag, Michelle turned. Gracefully, she swung her leg over Nathan’s bare back, sitting astride him like he was a pony. And with a smile, she reached behind herself and smacked his ass with her hand. She laughed out loud as he started crawling forward, and she rode him naked to the bedroom while I followed along behind them both.

Stepping off Nathan’s back, Michelle moved toward her closet and flung open the door. I watched her pause in front of her impressive collection of clothes, her mind working as she made choices I might never understand. Then, she seemed to make a decision. Turning toward us again, her eyes on Nathan.

“You, bitch boy. I want to show off my toes today. Go fetch me some red nail polish.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Nathan moved to get up from where he crouched on the floor, but Michelle stopped him immediately.

“Did I say you could walk? Crawl, slut,” she growled, her eyes shining with sexual malice as Nathan did what she said. Humbled, he crawled out of our bedroom, heading back toward the bathroom to do what our goddess desired.

Meanwhile, she picked out some clothes and turned to me.

“What do you think? Too slutty?” she asked as she held her choices up in front of me.

“I think you’ll look amazing, Mistress,” I said carefully. “You always do. But it might be a bit much for the office.”

“No, it’s perfect,” Michelle smiled. “I want every cock in there to get hard the minute I walk in. After all, there’s no hard cocks in this house anymore, is there?”

She giggled as she spoke, and I felt a red blush rise to my cheeks. She was right about that. The cages she had us locked in made erection impossible, and she loved to tease us with that fact.

Stepping toward me, Michelle handed me the clothes she wanted to wear.

“Push-up bra,” she ordered. “No panties.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Again, my hands were shaking as I sat her clothes down on the bed and moved toward her underwear drawer. It wasn’t the first time that week she had gone to work with no panties on. And every day, she had worn a push-up bra to make the most of her incredible breasts. I could only imagine what the people she worked with thought of her when she walked in every day looking like an absolute vixen. But Michelle didn’t care. And it only made me desire her more to know that every guy she met that day would want to fuck my wife.

Nathan crawled back into the bedroom with a bottle of nail polish in his hand. Michelle stayed standing, and on her orders, he began to carefully paint her toes. Meanwhile, I stood behind her and gently slid the bra over her arms, guiding her breasts into the cups. I could see that her nipples were still puckered and hard, and I knew how much it was turning her on to be served like this. But there would be no sex that morning. Not for us. I closed the bra behind her back and began to put on her shirt.

It was tiny. It clung to her body as though painted on as I reached around in front of her to close the buttons. I could barely get them closed over her breasts, enhanced by the push-up bra she wore, the fabric pulling away underneath the buttons as it strained around her body.

“That’s enough,” she said when I finally succeeded. The shirt was still mostly unbuttoned above her boobs, showing the unbelievable cleavage the push-up bra gave her. That, I knew, was the point. And there, about that cleavage, hung the two silver keys to mine and Nathan’s captivity. Right there, right in front of me, close enough to touch. If only I dared.

“How are my toes looking, beta?” Michelle said, turning her head away from me to look down at Nathan crouching at her feet.

“Done, Mistress,” he said. Carelessly, she lifted her foot and placed it on his shoulder, spreading her toes to admire his work. Of course, he let her.

“Not bad,” she said. “I have the perfect pair of boots to show these off. Go into the closet and get them. Black ankle boots with a peep toe and laces up the front.”

Nathan crawled toward the closet to do as he was told, and Michelle turned her eyes back on me.

“Skirt,” she ordered.

Easier said than done. She had selected a purple silk pencil skirt, and like the shirt, it was sized to cling desperately to her body. Pulling it up over her hips was an effort, and a deep inner growl of lust shook me as I pulled up the zipper, hiding her bare ass from me. The tight skirt reached just above her knees, getting narrower as it went to emphasize her natural hourglass figure. Her hips spread as she sat on the bed, her breasts bouncing visibly under the tight shirt, and my cock raged at the sight of my gorgeous wife grinning up at me, knowing exactly how sexy she looked.

Now Nathan approached with her boots in his hands. I had never seen them before, and suspected they were a recent addition to her new sexier wardrobe. They definitely looked the part. They were made of black suede with a wicked slender heel, open at the front to show off her toes and the top of her foot through the laces that held them together all the way up to her calf. Michelle smiled down at Nathan as he slid the shoes onto her feet, lacing them up. When he was finally done, Michelle used one foot to push him gently aside. Then she snapped her fingers at me, pointing to the floor at her feet.

“Kneel. Both of you.”

Immediately, I dropped to my knees beside Nathan. Together, we gazed up at my incredible wife, the woman who owned us both. She leaned forward, her breasts straining the fabric of her white shirt even more, the teasing keys to our chastity dangling right in front of the breasts neither of us could take our eyes off.

“How do I look, boys?”

“Incredible, Mistress,” I said.

“Gorgeous, Mistress,” Nathan said. And Michelle smiled at the compliments we rained down on her, knowing they were more than idle flattery. Knowing that we meant absolutely every word.

“Good,” she said. “It will give you something to think about while you work for me today. Think about how good your mistress looks, and how badly you wish you could fuck her, if only you were worthy. But you’re not. Beta males don’t deserve pussy like this.”

I cringed as she spoke, and knew that Nathan did the same. Still, it was hard to argue with her. Look what she had turned us into. She was out of our league, maybe out of anyone’s league. I had no doubt about that.

Michelle rose to her feet. She stepped past us, and we both watched her go, watched the way her body wiggled inside the tight clothing and the high heels she wore. She looked like sex personified, some barely believable goddess more beautiful than any human had a right to be. The purple silk of her skirt shone on her full ass as she waved goodbye to us and stepped out of the door of the bedroom, heading for the front door of the house. Without another word, she stepped outside, and I listened to the sound of her high heels receding on the pavement as she made her way to her car.

What she was gone, I stood. Nathan did the same. Without her around to give us orders, we went our separate ways almost immediately. We didn’t talk. I carelessly pulled on the clothes I would wear to the office that day, and he headed to the kitchen to do whatever menial tasks he had to do to keep the house in order. In some ways, I envied him that he didn’t have to work, that my wife was happy for the two of us to financially support him while he acted as our live-in slave. On the other hand, I suspected that if I was stuck at home all day in a spotless house with nothing to do, my obsession with Michelle would be even more painful than it was while I worked.

Dressed, I headed out of the house. Michelle’s car was already gone as I climbed into mine and headed to work. Another frustrating day of trying to perform my job while my thoughts endlessly fixated on my beautiful dominant wife. Another day locked in chastity, horny and frustrated, hoping desperately that Michelle might decide that I had behaved submissively enough to be granted a release in a day or two.

The day passed slowly. They all seemed to lately. Because Michelle was the only thing on my mind, and all I could focus on was the thought of getting home to her. Even though I didn’t have much hope she would release me. Even though I knew I would most likely spend another frustrating evening debasing myself for her amusement, then being denied the pleasure of orgasm. It didn’t matter. Anytime I wasn’t around her, I felt somehow incomplete. The regular world that had once seemed so interesting paled in comparison to the wild life I was living with my dominant wife and her submissive ex-boyfriend. As if this crazy kinky game we found ourselves in was the only reality, and everything else was a pale and insignificant dream.

Even the longest day ends eventually. Free at last from work, I headed to my car and raced home. As I arrived, I saw that Michelle’s car wasn’t there. Usually, she got home before me, but not today.

I stepped into the house, kicking off my shoes. I could smell food cooking. Nathan was in the kitchen, preparing dinner for all three of us. Another of his duties as Michelle’s submissive. He mumbled a greeting, and I mumbled one back. It’s not like we were ever going to be friends. Sometimes, I resented the fact he had ever come into our life. But at the same time, I couldn’t ignore the fact that he was what triggered all this. Maybe it was his fault, in a way, that I was now my wife’s pathetic, submissive, frustrated slave. But there was no denying the fact that Michelle and I had had the best sex of our lives since Nathan came along.

The time ticked by. Michelle should’ve been home by now. I reached my phone and texted her, and waited in silent agony for a reply.

I’m just having a few drinks, came the reply eventually. Tell that other beta to keep dinner warm for me.

“She’s going to be late,” I called toward the kitchen where Nathan, unseen, was still working on the food. “She says keep dinner warm for her.”

Nathan didn’t reply, but I knew he got the message.

And then, we waited. Frustration and doubts and nervousness hovered in the air of the house, the way they always did. Nathan and I deliberately avoided each other. Without her, we were lost, as if our lives depended on her. As if without Michelle’s instructions, we no longer knew what to do with ourselves. As if we withered outside of her presence, fading into insignificance without the bright glow of desire to animate us.

But finally, I heard her car in the driveway. I heard her high heels moving up the path toward the front door. I heard the door open, and heard her step inside, feeling the thump of those same heels on the floor as she moved toward the living room.

She appeared in front of me like a vision of absolute sexiness, dressed in the clinging outfit Nathan and I had put on her that morning. As always, her eyes were shining, framed by the cascading red fire of her hair. Nathan appeared in the door of the kitchen, his eyes drawn to Michelle’s body as inescapably as mine were. And she sat down on the sofa beside me with a sigh, her skirt tightening even further around her hips as she placed her hand on my leg.

“Hi, beta boys,” she grinned at us. “Did you miss your mistress?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“I bet. Well, don’t worry. I’m here now. And do I ever have a story to tell you both.”


A Hotwife’s Story

Michelle shifted on the sofa. Her movements were elegant, composed, in control. Everything about her served to remind us of the lowly position we were in, and the pure power she had over us. Of course, it was no accident. Maybe it would always be a mystery to me how she was so naturally gifted at sexual domination. But by now, it was clear to me that it would never stop being unbelievably erotic.

She turned, lying back against the arm of the sofa and lifting her feet from the floor. I watched, speechless with her beauty and my unbelievable desire for her as she laid her feet in my lap. Through the peephole at the front of her boots, I could see the toenails that Nathan had painted just that morning. It felt like months ago instead of just a few hours. And Michelle smiled to see me looking, endlessly delighted with how even the least significant part of her body was enough to send both her slaves into dark dreams of undeniable lust.

“You did well, both of you,” Michelle said. Her speech was as slow and languid as the movements of her body. After all, she couldn’t fail to know that she had our full attention. Both Nathan and I would hang on her every word for as long as she chose to speak to us. I didn’t doubt that the same nervous energy that bubbled and boiled inside me was radiating through his heart at the same time. But as usual, I tried not to think of my wife’s other slave. And as usual, it was easier than you might think. With Michelle around, it wasn’t hard to block out everything else and think only of her.

“This outfit was a hit,” she went on. “Maybe it was a little much for the office, but I was getting compliments all day. You know I love that. So good job, both of you.”

“Thank you, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan said, with his usual quick submission. I mumbled something similar. My wife had had my cock locked away for less than a week, and already, I was understanding a lot better why he gave in to her so easily. But I still had a bit of pride. There was still a part of me that wanted to resist her, that wished I had the strength. Of course, with her looking the way she did and me wanting her the way I did, that part didn’t stand much chance. But it was still there all the same. And maybe that only made things worse.

And with Michelle’s feet in my lap, so close to my straining cock, my desire was as unignorable as ever. My heart was pounding in my chest, and I could feel the same rhythm that came from between my legs, my sex mercilessly trapped just on the other side of a piece of unyielding metal from my wife’s sexy foot. I held her legs in my hands, my hands sliding over the leather of her boots, and with an indulgent smile, she allowed it. She seemed to welcome it as a token of my unbelievable lust, my total submission to her beauty and sex appeal.

“In fact, it may have worked a little too well. My boss took me out for drinks after work, and it wasn’t business he had in mind.”

My hand froze on Michelle’s leg as she spoke. And I could see her looking at me with a look I had gotten familiar with lately. It was crucial to the game we played, the characters we had assumed, that she not ask permission from me. And certainly, a mistress should never apologize for something she had already done, especially if it brought her pleasure. Without ever really talking about it, we had both established those rules. And yet, I had never wanted an explanation from her more badly. And despite her sexy persona as a woman who took whatever she wanted and didn’t care how anybody else felt about it, I knew that she was trying to gauge my reaction. Trying to guess how I was feeling at this new and potentially catastrophic revelation.

I couldn’t have told her even if she had asked me. I didn’t know myself. Fear was there, of course, a terrible and inescapable fear that my wife was about to confess to something outrageous. In my mind, Michelle was the most beautiful and sexiest woman alive, and every straight man in the world wanted her body as badly as I did. There was no way for me to miss the import of her words and her tone, and no way to stop my mind racing over what she might be about to confess.

And yet.

I mean, maybe I should have seen this coming. Maybe this was just the natural progression of the kind of relationship we now had. Michelle knew that it had always turned me on to know that other men desired her. That was part of the appeal of the sexy outfits, the confident and flirtatious way that she carried herself. It never failed to spark jealousy in my heart when I saw another man look at her with obvious lust, but it only made me want her more.

So maybe this was just that. The natural ending of that strange impulse, and the ultimate expression of her feminine sexual authority over me.

That didn’t mean I didn’t fear it.

But as always lately, my emotions were too complex to sum up in a single word. Because as I looked at Michelle and she looked at me, her eyes locked on my face as she tried to interpret my complex emotions from the expression on my face, I couldn’t deny that it was turning me on, too. The thought of her being such a slut, being so selfish and careless and cruel, sent shockwaves of desire racing through my body. In some way, this was what I wanted. Even as it was my greatest fear. I wanted her to be completely selfish, to use her body to keep me under her control and humiliate me every day. These dark impulses only got stronger with every day I remained in chastity.

And as I looked at her and she looked at me, I recognize that what I wanted in that moment, more than almost anything except sex with my wife, was to hear what had happened between her and her boss.

“Go on,” I said, my voice catching in my throat. Of course, Mistress Michelle didn’t need permission from me. But maybe my wife Michelle did. Maybe the woman I loved did. Maybe she, herself, the unique individual that she was, who was more than just a sexy and cruel dominatrix ripped out of my kinkiest fantasies, had her own doubts about what had happened and what it meant for our relationship.

Maybe for once, she needed reassurance from me. Some sign that I was still enjoying the game that we were playing, that I wanted to continue down this strange and twisted path. Because even though Nathan kneeled on the couch in front of us, desiring her just as badly as I did, this was solely between us. She couldn’t betray him, not really. As much as it would torment him to hear of her adventures with another man, he always had to share her with me. He wasn’t married to her. I was.

“Well…” Michelle said teasingly. She shifted her feet in my lap, her tight silk pencil skirt whispering over her thighs as it pinned her legs together. A smile broke across her beautiful face, a smile of triumph and delight, a smile of pure sadistic mischief and pleasure in what she was about to say. In what she had done. In what she had turned me into.

“Tony took me out for drinks. Just me. And it was obvious why. I mean, I caught him looking at me a few times. But lately, it’s been much more obvious. It’s the sexy outfits you boys keep dressing me in. He can’t resist them either. But he’s not like you. He’s a real man, a strong, powerful man who would never let a woman lock his cock away. Not that she would want to.”

Michelle laughed at that, as though she had said something truly funny. But I wasn’t laughing, and neither was Nathan. Instead, we were both staring at her with rapt attention, neither one of us able to tear our eyes away or stop listening as she enfolded this story designed to humiliate us and remind us of our sexual inadequacy.

“We started chatting. We had a few drinks. He told me that he’s separated from his wife. He’s been very lonely. Under the table, he put his hand on my knee. And I let him.”

Michelle paused there, and again, she fixed her eyes on me. I didn’t say a word. I didn’t feel like I could. Fear and doubt seem to have gripped me by the throat, sinking their fangs into me so I couldn’t muster a single squeak. But I nodded. The slightest movement of my head, barely perceptible. But my wife understood. She knew what it meant. The smile deepened as she went on.

“I mean, I knew he wanted to fuck me. That was obvious. And he didn’t hide the fact,” she said. “I told him I was married. But he didn’t care. He said married women are the best in bed, and I laughed. I guess he has a history of this kind of thing. And he bought me another drink, and by now, I was getting kind of lightheaded. And his hand on my leg felt… Well. You can’t really blame me, boys. I mean, neither of you is man enough to fuck me. You’ve had to go the whole week without sex, honey, but so have I. I mean, your fingers and your mouth and the toys are fun, but sometimes a woman needs something real, you know? Sometimes a slut like me needs real cock inside her, and nothing else will do.”

“Did you fuck him?” I asked. I had to force the words out through my tight throat, my voice hoarse as I spoke. Michelle looked at me, and blinked once. She didn’t say anything at first. She just shifted in her seat, that tight silk skirt rustling again with her movements, catching the light in the strands of the fabric and reflecting it back to my hungry eyes.

“We started talking about sex,” she went on, as though I hadn’t asked her anything at all. “What we like. What we don’t like. He said his wife used to be great in bed, but she stopped trying to please him. The way all wives do. They stop caring about what their husbands want, and start trying to please their boyfriends instead.

“Are you trying to be my boyfriend?” I asked. By now, his hand was really high on my leg, almost at my crotch. Just this thin skirt keeping him away from what he wanted. The same thing you boys want so badly. And I couldn’t forget that I wasn’t wearing any panties underneath the skirt. I have to tell you, I was so fucking wet. I was worried it was going to show on my skirt when I stood up. But then I remembered that I don’t have to do laundry anymore. I remembered that I have two beta boys at home whose job it is to keep my things clean and my house tidy, and that made me even more wet. So in a way, really, this is all you guys’ fault.”

I didn’t say anything in response to that. Neither did Nathan. After all, there was nothing for us to say. Michelle was justifying something completely unjustifiable, completely outrageous, but really, we all knew that she didn’t have to. She didn’t have to explain herself to us at all. And the only reason she was doing it was to torture us further.

“I don’t know about that,” Tony said,” Michelle went on. “But there’s a hotel near here. Why don’t I take you there and show you something your husband can’t.”

Michelle burst out laughing while my heart tightened in my chest. In many ways, this all felt like a bad dream. The kind of thing every husband most dreads, the kind of words you never expect to hear coming out of the mouth of the woman you love. We all know the stories and the stats. We all watch this kind of thing on TV, without ever believing it will happen to us. And I had never been the jealous type. But now, jealousy filled my entire world. It swept away everything else, every other feeling but one. Lust. Pure, wild, animal lust, an unbelievable desire for this woman who was so gleefully tormenting me with the thought of infidelity. And it was working better than probably either of us could have ever imagined.

“A hotel?” I said. I have to remind you again, I was feeling the effects of those drinks by now. And… I don’t know. It was just so exciting. I mean, I know you boys want me. You remind me of that every day. And even if you didn’t, I have these keys around my neck to remind me of the two horny beta boys I have at home.”

As Michelle spoke, she slipped her thumb under the chain around her neck, visible in the low neckline of her tight white shirt. The two keys danced as she jiggled them, both Nathan and I staring with helpless desire at the unignorable symbols of our captivity.

“But it’s different,” Michelle said. “I don’t really know how to explain it. It’s just different when it’s a guy like Tony. I mean… He’s sexy. And he’s my boss. That just makes it even sexier somehow. Even naughtier. You know what they say about forbidden fruit.

So I was feeling pretty turned on now, and the drinks were helping lower my inhibitions, and I thought to myself, why not go for it? I mean, are you a dominant mistress or aren’t you? Because a dominant mistress does whatever she wants. She takes pleasure wherever she finds it, and doesn’t worry about what some pathetic beta loser might think about it.

So I turned to him, and I gave him my best smile. And I said, Tony, I’m a married woman. Married women don’t fuck that bosses in hotel rooms. Let’s go back to the office.”

Again, Michelle stopped. Again, she looked at me, her eyes moving only for a couple of seconds toward Nathan before returning to mine. She wanted to know what I was thinking and feeling. My emotions were much more important to her than those of her submissive ex-boyfriend. I guess that was one thing I still got as her husband. Maybe the only thing, I thought, as the fear continued to bloom in my guts at the thought of what my wife had done.

“So he took me back to the office,” Michelle said. “He took me into his office and closed the door, even though there wasn’t anybody else there. And I sat on his desk. I felt like some kind of sexy secretary, like a total slut. And honey, it felt amazing. It felt so good to have another man wanting me, to know that I could do whatever I wanted. I thought of you, here at home waiting for me, and I thought about what it would be like to tell you about my little adventure. And somehow, this is even better. This is turning me on so much. Lick, beta.”

Those last words were addressed to Nathan, not me. As she spoke, Michelle slid one of her feet out of my lap, bending her knee as she set it down on the floor beside the couch. She kept the other in my lap, right next to my straining cock that had never wanted her so badly.

“He kissed me,” Michelle said. “And honestly, it was pretty good. He’s a good kisser, and that’s usually a good sign. It felt so weird, kissing another man after all the years we’ve been together. But part of me loved it. Tell me honestly, Roman. If you had been there, would you have stopped me?”

Once again, Michelle was staring deep into my eyes as she spoke, as though to drive home the question. And I thought about it. I thought hard, while those stunning eyes held mine, while that gorgeous body sat temptingly close to me but as remote and unreachable as though she were on the moon. My mind was spinning, my heart racing, my cock raging with unbelievable submissive lust inside the chastity to which my wife held the only key. I thought of her in her sexy outfit, sitting on the boss’s desk, kissing another man, and I felt as though flames wreathed my heart with bitter jealousy and hatred. But at the same time, my cock wouldn’t stop throbbing. I could picture it all so clearly, could see her being the sexy secretary to this man who had simply taken what was now forbidden to me. And I hated him, but I couldn’t bring myself to hate her.

“I don’t know,” I said truthfully, as Michelle smiled. “I can’t even imagine. I mean… Would I have been able to stop you?”

Michelle burst out laughing, as though I had said something hilarious. She threw back her head, her fiery red hair trailing over the arm of the couch. As her laughter slowly subsided, she looked at me again. Her eyes moved over my face, and she thrust out her full red lips in a mocking pout.

“Awww, my poor beta husband,” she said in a soft voice. “You can’t do anything unless Mistress allows it, can you? You’re right. You couldn’t have stopped me. Not with your cock locked away and the key right here, right where it belongs. Imagine if you had been there. Imagine how much that would fuck with your head. Watching him with me and not being able to do a single thing about it.”

Michelle paused again, and for a moment, the only sound in our living room was the soft wet sound of Nathan humbly licking her boot while I caressed the other. That, and the throbbing of my own heart that seemed so loud to me that it was a wonder everybody else couldn’t hear it too.

“Well, you weren’t there,” she finally said. “Maybe it would have been different if you were. Maybe not. Maybe you would have liked it. Because while he was kissing me, he put his hand on my leg again, sliding my skirt up this time. And I let him. I mean, I love being the boss of you beta bitches, but it felt so good letting a real man take control for a change.

“We were still kissing, and then he moved his hands. He grabbed my boobs through my shirt, and I let him. My nipples swelled right away, and he found them through the shirt and through my bra, teasing them and tweaking them until I was squirming on his desk. It turned me on so much, and at that point, all I wanted was his cock inside me. God, it just felt so naughty. Even thinking about it now is turning me on so much.”

She wasn’t lying. Just as she described, I could see her nipples showing through the layers of fabric that covered them, and I watched her hands caress her breasts, as though mimicking what Tony had done to her. I watched one hand sink lower, moving over her toned stomach toward the front of her skirt. I was transfixed by it, knowing what was underneath. Knowing just how badly I wanted to please my wife as she relived her latest erotic adventure.

“I reached down for the front of his pants. I could feel his cock through the material. My boss’s cock, right there in my hand. He groaned when I touched it. He wanted me so bad. And I wanted him. The sexual chemistry was just off the charts. I haven’t felt like that in a long time. You know I love playing with you boys, but this was completely different. Being touched by him… I don’t know. It just made me feel like a woman. Like a naughty girl who wants nothing more than to get fucked by her sexy boss.”

She stopped telling her story again. I sat there in agony beside her, panting with desire and fear. She was torturing me, quite willfully and deliberately. But at the same time, I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted to taste every bitter drop of this wild intoxicating poison Michelle was feeding me. No matter how much it hurt.

“Are you wondering if I fucked him?”

Michelle’s eyes flashed as she spoke, the beautiful weapons I always knew they could be. She was absolutely in her element, absolutely thrilled with how this adventure was going. And I was absolutely enthralled, unable to believe what was happening but unable to wish for anything else.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Michelle grinned. Her high-heeled boot moved in my lap, making a circular motion as she teased my caged cock. I groaned loudly, clenching my hands at my sides, trying with every ounce of willpower I had to resist the urge to just grab her. To take that beautiful body in my arms, to pin her down on the couch, to rip the chain from around her neck and free my cock before plunging it into the hot wet pussy I knew hid just inside that skintight pencil skirt. The pussy that maybe, after all our years of being together, another man had now been inside. It was one thing to know that Nathan pleasured Michelle with his mouth on command. That was tough enough to handle. But the thought that someone else had thrust his unworthy cock into that beautiful pussy while I stayed frustrated and rejected at home, was almost more than I could bear. And yet, just as I said, it made my wife even sexier to me than she had ever been before.

“Can you imagine it? Tony just pinning me down on his desk and pushing my skirt up around my waist, then plunging his cock inside me? Can you imagine me screaming in pleasure, screaming his name? Begging him to fuck me harder? Can you imagine that, husband?”

“Yes, Mistress, I can,” I groaned, my eyes half-closed now with the wild force of desire. Michelle was giggling uncontrollably as she spoke, and the sofa creaked underneath her as she leaned forward. She reached out and grabbed hold of my caged cock, her hand squeezing slightly, making me tremble with unrelieved desire that had no other outlet but her.

“How would I look riding Tony’s cock?”

“Beautiful, Mistress Michelle. Beautiful as always.”

Beneath us, Nathan was still humbly licking my wife’s boots clean. But for now, we had both all but forgotten about him. This drama was playing out between us, and as hard as it was to think in the depths of my wild desire, I knew that this was going to change everything. Then again, everything had changed already. Our relationship was so different to what it had been even a few weeks earlier, and in a way, this was just the natural progression of that. That didn’t make it any easier to handle. But the hardest thing of all was to acknowledge just how much this was turning me on.

“It’s almost like you want me to do it. You want me to fuck my boss, beta boy?”

“I… I want you to do whatever you want, Mistress Michelle. Whatever makes you happy.”

“Oh my God.”

Michelle paused for a moment, her hand still on my cock, her eyes looking deep into mine. She couldn’t believe what she was hearing, and I couldn’t exactly believe what I was saying. But it was true. Every word of it. Maybe it was the lust talking, the demonic desire that had taken me over completely like a kind of possession. But that didn’t change the fact that the thought of Michelle being unfaithful to me was the sexiest thing I could imagine.

“Well, I didn’t.”

Releasing her grip on my cock, Michelle leaned back on the arm of the sofa again. She raised her foot from the floor, swinging it away from Nathan as she straightened her leg and crossed her legs at the ankle in my lap. Her breasts rose and fell, once again testing the buttons of her tight white shirt as they swelled underneath the fabric, and my desire was as keen as ever as I looked at her gorgeous body displayed in front of me by the slutty clothes I and her other slave had helped her put on that morning.

“You want to know what I did do?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Michelle raised her foot from my lap, pointing her high heel toward me. She stretched out, tracing the shape of my trembling lips with the slender heel of her boot. I let her. Of course I let her. By now, we both knew I would let her do absolutely anything.

“I sucked his cock,” she said with a satisfied smile, and I wailed in despair.

“That’s even worse!”

“Is it? Well, I couldn’t help it. It seemed cruel to get him all worked up and then not give him anything. But I didn’t want to go all the way. After all, I’m a married woman. So I got down on my knees right there in his office and sucked his cock. And it was big and thick and delicious.”

“Oh my God,” I gasped, shaking my head. “Oh my God.”

“Shut up, beta,” Michelle said. Her words were harsh, but her tone was still amused. And as she spoke, she inched forward a little more, sliding the heel of her boot between my lips. “Suck on that. Suck my heel while you think of your wife sucking her boss’s cock in the office.”

And I did. Of course I did. Trembling with lust, with rage, with betrayal, with shame, I sucked on my wife’s high heel, and she laughed giddily, once again drunk with the outrageous power she held over us both.

“I sucked his cock so good. You must remember how good I am with my mouth, honey? Well, I used every trick I had to make him cum. And he did. He came in my mouth right there in the office.”

Michelle looked at me as she spoke. Once again, she was watching my face, studying my reaction. And I looked at her, even as I kept sucking on her heel. Even as she continued probing my mouth with her shoe, delighting in my total humiliation and emasculation for her amusement.

“I think I should probably get a promotion,” she said.


A Hotwife’s Date

Michelle lay back on the bed. Her red hair fanned out around her beautiful face, forming what looked to me in my desperate state of arousal like a halo of fire. And in suited her well. Half angel, half demon, the woman I loved transformed into something I could barely believe but absolutely could not resist. She seemed to get sexier every day, and with every day I spent in chastity, my desire grew.

It had been a week. Exactly one week, exactly the length of time Michelle had said I would be kept frustrated and denied. And the key to my release still hung on its thin chain around her neck, right next to Nathan’s, the visible sign of her complete ownership of both of us. But Michelle wasn’t about to use my key, even though the week was up. She had been very clear about that.

“This is going to be so good,” she said as she raised her head from the pillow to look at us both. Nathan and I stood at the foot of the bed, both of us naked except for our chastity devices, both of us attentive to every word our mistress spoke. Both of us mad with desire, completely humiliated, our will completely subordinate to hers.

“Remember, husband, you don’t cum until I do,” Michelle said as she pushed herself upright on the bed, a wicked smile on her face. She was naked too, her fragrant body still smiling of the soap we had used to clean her in the shower. Both of us working together to worship that magnificent body, to get her clean and radiant and beautiful again. One of the most humiliating and most arousing tasks she gave us, out of a long list.

“And I mean a proper cum, too,” Michelle went on. “I don’t mean with your fingers or mouth or toys. I mean a real orgasm with a real man’s cock between my legs. You’re going to help it happen, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said, my voice quavering as I spoke. This was the deal. This was the plan. Michelle was just reiterating what we both already knew to drive home the humiliation of it all. Because I was already helping. I had already helped her shower along with Nathan, and stood by like a humble servant while she put on her makeup. This time, she went even heavier than she did when she went to the office. This time, the only thing on my wife’s mind was seduction.

“Good,” Michelle grinned wickedly. “God, I never imagined we would end up here when we started playing like this. It’s amazing. I get to have my two beta boys locked in chastity, and I get to fuck a real man like Tony. I should’ve done this years ago. This really is the way marriage should be, don’t you think?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I humbly said, making her laugh again. After all, we both knew I had no choice. We both knew I had to obey, to say and do whatever my beautiful wife wanted. That key around her neck gave her all the power in the world to make me into the beta boy she had always wanted me to be.

“And remember, I still haven’t decided who gets a release afterward, if either of you deserve it,” Michelle said. “Whoever is the better beta. Whoever serves me best might, just might, get to cum. The loser definitely won’t. Don’t forget that, boys.”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I said, and Nathan spoke almost in unison with me, using the title my cruel wife had awarded herself. She beamed at us, completely in control, never for a minute doubting her ability or her right to treat us the way she did. And she was right about that, too. Inside the steel cage locked around my cock, my cock was absolutely aching for her. I would do anything for that release, and she knew it.

“Okay. Nathan, you did such a good job with my toes last time, I think I’m going to make you my permanent foot slave. Go ahead and paint my toes again. Nice and red and slutty, like they were last time.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Without hesitation, Nathan turned and headed toward the bathroom to grab Michelle’s pedicure kit. In the few seconds he was gone, she smiled at me.

“As for you, husband…” she said slowly. She moved on the bed, and I couldn’t keep myself from watching her breasts bounce, her nipples already puckered. She had just had an orgasm in the shower, and I could still taste her pussy from where she had made me lick it in the bathroom. That, too, was keeping the fires of lust burning inside me while my naked wife gloated in front of me.

“You can help me pick out my outfit,” she said. “We did a good job of that last time. Tony couldn’t resist me in my sexy secretary look. But now I need something even sexier. I want him to want me so badly. I want him to not be able to keep his hands off me. Do you think you can do that, beta boy? Can you get your wife all dressed up for another man to fuck?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” I mumbled, prompting another gale of laughter from her. Truthfully, I had no idea if I could. It was bad enough before, when we got her dressed up sexy for the office. But I had no idea then that she would actually cheat on me with her boss. Now, my wife was making no secret of the fact.

And I felt her stunning eyes locked on me as I moved toward the dresser. As I opened her underwear drawer, Nathan reappeared in the bedroom with the pedicure materials. He kneeled beside the bed, and Michelle barely looked at him as she extended her foot toward him. He began scrubbing her toes, removing the old polish, while I went through Michelle’s underwear for the perfect thing.

It was a tease, just like she intended it to be. As I went through her bras and panties, I remembered how she looked in some of them. Some of them I had bought for her, back when we had a normal marriage, back when I was still allowed to have sex with my wife. Her underwear drawer told the frustrating story of desire, my unending lust for her displayed in the lingerie I had purchased for her and for me to enjoy. But now, it was another man who was going to get to see her all dressed up like the sex kitten she was.

“How about this, Mistress?”

I turned toward the bed, holding up a bra. It was gray with black details, and the cups were cut so low that I knew when she wore it, they would barely cover her nipples. I also knew it would give her breasts a magnificent lift, enhancing and emphasizing her already impressive bust into a thing of pure beauty. The bra gave her an amazing cleavage that I had kissed and worshiped so many times, and just thinking about it was enough to make my cock ache inside the chastity device. It ached even more when I saw Michelle’s smile of approval.

“Perfect,” she said.

“No panties?” I asked. Michelle shook her head.

“No panties,” she echoed.

Fearfully, I carried the bra toward the bed. Michelle watched me approach, holding herself up with her arms, still smiling that wicked smile at me and completely ignoring her foot slave as he went about his task painting her toes. I kneeled on the mattress, and Michelle sat up straighter, lifting her hands from the bed behind her so that I could put the bra on her. I kneeled to her side and slightly behind her, helping her slide her arms through the garment. My cock surged again as I felt the weight of her breasts in my hands while I wrestled them into the tiny cups. I closed the bra behind her, watching over her shoulder as her boobs swelled high on her chest. Her cleavage was absolutely mouthwatering, and there above it, the two keys to our chastity devices dangled, enhancing her sex appeal with a reminder of her total power.

“Look at these tits,” Michelle chuckled, shaking her head. “You boys are all the same. Well, maybe not exactly the same. But you all like the same things. Tony’s going to love these boobs of mine, isn’t he?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle.”

Once again, my voice was hoarse as I spoke, barely able to say the words I knew my wife wanted to hear. And she turned her head to smile blissfully up at me, enjoying the feel of my trembling hands on her boobs. Her eyes moved, flickering over my face, moving from my eyes to my mouth and back again. I could practically see the thoughts churning inside her head.

“You want them so bad, don’t you?

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Well, your mistress is feeling generous. Get over here and worship my boobs.”

I could hardly believe what she was saying. But I didn’t even hesitate. She laughed at my eagerness as I moved around in front of her and lowered my face to her chest. With a growl of desire and despair, I plunged my face between her boobs, feeling the soft warm skin against my cheeks. I closed my eyes, kissing and licking the jiggling flesh, and Michelle leaned back against the headboard, her breasts rising against my face before sinking again as she breathed in and out with a sigh.

“I bet you’d be rockhard right now if you weren’t in that cage, wouldn’t you, beta?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled into her breasts. She was right, of course. Having this contact with her was only feeding my desire, reminding me of all the times we had had normal sex before Nathan came along and changed everything in our marriage. And I didn’t regret those changes. My wife had never been sexier or more desirable to me than now that she was my dominant Mistress. Still, I couldn’t help missing what I had lost. I couldn’t help missing the ordinary sex we used to have, the orgasms I used to be allowed whenever I wanted. It had only been a week since she locked me away and took control of my sexuality, but it felt like a lifetime. And I was terrified that she would not let me go now that the week was up. After all, Michelle was enjoying her position of power way too much to just surrender it so easily.

As I kissed and licked her breasts, the key to my chastity was just inches from my face. Not for the first time, I was struck by the thought that I could reach out and grab it right now. I could snatch it off the chain around her neck before she could stop me and free myself.

And once again, I didn’t. And that, we both knew, was all the sign I needed to give that, no matter how much this night was going to torture me, I would gratefully endure the dark joy of serving my goddess wife.

“Poor little horny boy,” Michelle laughed. “God, this is turning me on so much. Did you realize your wife was such a slut?”

“No, Mistress.”

“Well, she is. And sluts need regular orgasms. Go on, down you go. Make me cum again while I think about what I’m going to do with Tony later.”

Michelle didn’t wait for me to respond. Instead, she placed her hand on the back of my head and forcefully pushed me down toward her crotch. Not that I was unwilling to do what she said. As she spread her legs, I feasted my eyes on her pussy, still swollen from the fun we had in the shower. I leaned forward, running my tongue over the sensitive folds, my head upside down as I bent over her. And I felt her shiver in anticipation, heard her let out a soft moan of pleasure as she used me.

Meanwhile, she reached out and took my caged cock and balls in her hand. She held them gently but firmly, an unnecessary reminder of who owned my manhood. I kissed her pussy, and Nathan went on painting her toes, and Michelle’s sighs of pleasure grew steadily louder, soon turning into moans as I plunged my tongue between her silken folds.

I tried to focus on the job in front of me. I tried to focus on the joy I felt in giving my wife pleasure. But I couldn’t forget why I was doing what I was doing, or what was coming next. After all, Michelle wouldn’t let me. She was crying out in pleasure now, her eyes closed as she leaned back against the headboard, her breasts shuddering in the bra I had picked out for her just beneath the key to my pleasure. I sneaked only the quickest of glances at her before returning to my task, knowing my job was to keep this goddess happy. And soon, I felt her pussy spasm against my face. I tasted for the second time in only a few minutes the hot gush of her fluids, the delicious taste of her ecstasy. Michelle growled in pleasure, and I lapped up every drop of her cum, my tongue sliding over her shaking inner thighs as she lay back like the queen she was, enjoying my worship.

“Good boy,” she said, releasing her hold on my manhood. Instead, she playfully slapped my ass. “Such a good boy, making your mistress cum before her date. Now, what else should I wear? Remember, it has to be super sexy. I want you to pick out your favorite thing for my closet, the thing that gets you going like nothing else so I can see if it has the same effect on my boss.”

I said nothing. As I raised my head from between her thighs, I saw that Michelle was smiling again. Climbing off the bed, I moved toward her closet. It was overflowing by now, her already extensive collection of clothes supplemented by an array of outfits I had bought her recently. Michelle had always liked to dress on the provocative side, but lately, she had taken it to a new level. And I didn’t even question the credit card bill when I saw the results. She looked fantastic. Unfortunately, it wasn’t for me.

Mindful of her words, I went through her clothes. Pants were out. That would defeat the whole reason for her not wearing any panties. Skirts or dresses only, I thought to myself. And as I went through her things, I found a dress I still remembered, even though she had only worn it once, years ago. It was a vibrant green silk mini dress, strapless and short, a tiny item of clothing that showed off every curve of her unbelievable body. I had bought it for her one Valentine’s Day, and it had taken a lot of convincing to get her to wear something so provocative in public, even though I knew she secretly loved it. When she wore it on our date that night, no one could keep their eyes off her, least of all me. And as soon as we got home, that dress had ended up on the floor of our bedroom.

I hadn’t seen it since. But as I pulled it out into the light, turning to show it to my wife, the smile on her face told me that she remembered it just as clearly as I did. And she knew exactly what it meant for me to offer it to her now.

“Oh, good choice, beta,” she said. “I hope it still fits.”

“It will. You haven’t gained a pound, Mistress,” I said.

“You love me in that dress, don’t you, beta?”

I love you in everything. But yes, you look amazing in this.”

“Okay. I hope Tony feels the same way. Are you done down there, bitch boy?”

Michelle turned her blazing eyes on Nathan, still kneeling there at the foot of the bed. She was even shorter with him than she was with me. But somehow, of the two of us, I was starting to suspect I was suffering worse. Yes, he had been locked in chastity for longer than me, with not even a hint of release on the horizon. But Michelle wasn’t his wife. He wanted her just as badly as I did, but he didn’t love her. He wasn’t feeling the desperate betrayal I was feeling as my wife prepared to seduce another man.

“Good,” Michelle said briskly. She swung her feet away from kneeling Nathan and placed them on the floor at the side of the bed. Then she stood. We both watched her, our eyes locked on her magnificent body as she stood in front of us in nothing but a push-up bra, her breasts heaving and quivering with every breath she took, her recently-satisfied pussy brazenly on display. Michelle stood with her hands on her hips, her outspread arms emphasizing her incredible hourglass figure, and I saw the challenge in her eyes as she looked at me with a wordless command.

Unzipping the dress, I stepped forward.

The silk rustled as I held it out for her. She stepped gracefully into it, one hand light on my shoulder for balance as she lifted one foot after the other. Then, I pulled the dress up her body. It was even tighter than I remembered, and I had to pull hard on the shimmering green silk to get it over her ample hips. But I did as I was told, wrestling the dress into position, covering my wife’s body in clinging green fabric even though all I wanted was to take her in my arms.

The dress was tiny. The hem sat well above the midpoint of her thigh, above where her fingers hung as she stood with her arms at her sides. It clung unbelievably tight to her hips, her thighs, her ass, and even her toned stomach before swelling out over her breasts. I struggled to pull the zipper up in the back of the dress as it grew even tighter around her, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. But once I had it done up, Michelle smiled, tossing her hair back over her shoulders as she turned to face me.

“How do I look?”

I took the invitation to stare with undisguised longing at her body. The green went perfectly with the fiery red blaze of her hair and the deep blue of her stunning eyes. Every curve of her magnificent figure shone in the light, emphasizing every movement she made. Although her pussy was now covered by a few inches of fabric, she looked no less sexy than she had almost naked a moment before. I literally couldn’t take my eyes off the woman. And I didn’t need to look toward Nathan to know he was feeling the same thing toward her.

“You look breathtaking, Mistress,” I said. Michelle’s smile never wavered.

“I was going for fuckable,” she said.

“That too.”

“You think Tony will want to fuck me in this?”

As she spoke, she twirled on the spot, her long red hair flying behind her. I took in every inch of her body, her quivering breasts, her round ass, her long legs, her thighs and hips shining underneath the fabric. My cock ached for release, pressing itself uselessly against the steel prison she had it caged in. Michelle faced me again as she finished her twirl.

“Any man would, Mistress.”

“I probably shouldn’t wear this bra with this dress,” Michelle said, hooking a thumb under the visible strap of the bra I had chosen for her. “But it does make my boobs look awesome, doesn’t it?”

“So sexy, Mistress.”

Slowly, Michelle trailed her fingertips over the swell of one of her breasts. The neckline of the dress was cut almost obscenely low, and although the cups of the bra barely covered her nipples, the dress was no higher. Acres of her creamy boobs were on display, and my mouth was practically watering at the sight of my wife’s cleavage with the two chastity keys dangling above it.

“Maybe Tony won’t mind,” she said. “I’m sure I can find ways to distract him. Now, what shoes shall I wear, beta boys?”

Michelle’s eyes flickered from me to Nathan and back again. We didn’t look at each other. I knew he was still kneeling at the foot of the bed, and for all I cared, he could stay there. We both maintained our policy of trying to interact with each other as little as possible. It wasn’t easy, now that we were both the pathetic frustrated slaves of the same dominant woman. We showered her together, we pleasured her together, and we kept her house in order while she came up with new ways to tease and frustrate us. But maybe I was feeling just a little bit warmer toward him than I used to. After all, I knew that he was no longer a threat to me. Instead, it was my wife’s boss that was going to take her from me.

But I knew my duty. Again, I headed toward Michelle’s closet, this time crouching on the floor to go through her even more impressive collection of shoes and boots. She wanted sexy, I thought to myself with a kind of inner growl of frustration and spite, and I would give her sexy. I would make her look like the absolute slut she clearly wanted to be.

I found a pair of ankle boots in Michelle’s closet. They were patent black leather, with laces up the front, a rounded toe, and a wickedly sharp high heel that was at least six inches tall. They were a recent purchase, and clearly not the kind of shoes designed to be worn anywhere but the bedroom. I could only imagine how difficult they were to walk in, but I didn’t care. Maybe some vengeful part of me wanted my wife to experience a little bit of discomfort, after everything she was putting me through.

Then again, sexy and impractical was exactly what Michelle wanted.

“There’s a good beta,” she beamed as I turned back from the closet with the shoes in my hands. “Those will make your wife looked like exactly the slut she is. Come on. Put them on me.”

As she spoke, Michelle sat down on the edge of the bed. Her hips spread in the shining dress, and as I crawled toward her with her boots in my hands, she crossed her legs, depriving me of the sight of the pussy I could still taste in my mouth. But I still wanted her. I wanted to see it, wanted to look up that skirt and see her sex that ruled my life. I couldn’t get enough of it. I was addicted to her. And kneeling at her feet, I slid her boots on while she smiled down at me, basking in my obvious adoration of her body.

“Kiss,” she ordered, shaking the foot that hung off the ground. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the rounded toe, leaving a faint impression that quickly faded as I kissed my wife’s foot.

“You too,” she ordered, and Nathan immediately crawled toward her and kissed the same shoe I had kissed. Michelle smiled down at us both, our chastity keys shining above her unignorable cleavage, her hands in her lap as she sat above us like a vision of unbelievable sex appeal.

“I look good, don’t I, betas?”

“You look fantastic, Mistress,” I said truthfully.

“Amazing, Mistress Michelle,” Nathan said.

“Good. A real man deserves a little effort. Not like you betas. Now, it’s time for you to to make yourself scarce. I don’t want to freak Tony out, and he’ll be here soon. Stand up.”

As she spoke, Michelle stood too. Already, she had to tug down her dress that had slid up her smooth legs, showing off even more of her thighs. While Nathan and I rose to her feet, she stepped past us, crossing the bedroom in a few small steps while her high heels thumped on the floor. If she had trouble walking in them, she gave no sign of it. In fact, the slender heels gave her body a sexy sway, the tight silk dress shimmering around her so provocatively that I had to suppress a groan of pleasure that rose to my lips just at the sight of her.

Michelle reached into her drawer, and I heard the rattle of metal. Turning, she strode quickly toward us again, two pairs of handcuffs dangling from her fist. Placing her hand on my bare chest, she pushed me back toward the closet. I didn’t know what she was up to, but I didn’t even think of resistance. And Michelle kept smiling as she pushed me inside her closet, among her dresses and skirts, the sexy outfits the drive me wild with desire every time she put them on.

“Raise your hands,” she said, and I did as I was told. Michelle threaded the chain of the handcuffs over the rod of her closet and locked one bracelet around each of my wrists. Then, she stepped away from me. She ordered Nathan to stand in the closet beside me, and he put up no more resistance than I had. She locked his arms to the closet rod too, both of us standing uncomfortably close to each other, trapped in her closet with the rest of her things.

“You’re both going to stay there,” she said, her head turning from me to him and back again as she gave us our instructions. “And I don’t want to hear a peep out of either of you. Don’t you dare do anything to scare Tony off, or I’ll make sure you never have another orgasm again, as long as you live. Understand, betas?”

“Yes, Mistress Michelle,” we both meekly said, and I watched a smile return to her face.

“Now, which would you prefer? Standing in there, you’re going to hear everything he does to me. But should I leave the door open just a crack so you can see your Mistress get fucked as well?”

“Yes please, Mistress,” Nathan said, making Michelle laugh out loud. However, I hesitated. For me, it was different than for him. Much more emotional. Much more intense. And my mind raced as I asked myself the question Michelle had just asked. Was it better to see, or not?

“Open, please, Mistress,” I said. Michelle laughed again. Without responding, she turned and walked across the room. I saw her reaching into her laundry basket. Soon, she returned to where we stood, and both Nathan and I saw she had a pair of worn panties in each hand.

“Open your mouths, bitches,” she sneered. And we did. Balling up her used panties, she stuffed one pair into my mouth, and another into Nathan’s.

“Keep those there,” she said. “They’ll keep you quiet, and they’ll give you something to remember me by while I’m having fun.”

Just at that moment, there was a knock at the door. Michelle’s eyes went wide, the giddy smile returning to her face as she looked at me. Reaching for the closet doors, she pulled them shut, leaving them open just a crack. From where I stood, I could see about half of the bed I had bought with my wife, the one I had thought no man but me would ever be in.

So much for that. Michelle turned, heading toward the door to let in her new lover, and I watched her beautiful body in its tight green dress through the crack in the closet doors until she vanished from my sight.

But not for long. She was going to put on quite the show.


Her Big Show

I stood in the closet, my heart burning with something close to terror. Everything we had done in the past few weeks was totally outrageous, but this was on a whole other level. My wife was going to betray me, and I mean really betray me. As shocking as it had been to watch her have her ex-boyfriend lick her pussy, this was something else.

Because I knew what was going to happen. There was no way to mistake it. And Michelle hadn’t exactly been quiet about it, either. She hadn’t invited Tony back here to talk about business. She was going to fuck him.

There was nothing I could do about it. Standing there next to Nathan, I was every bit as helpless as him, every bit as unable to affect what happened next as he was. Just like him, I was going to have to go along with whatever happened and find some way, somehow, to accept it.

If I could.

It was uncomfortable standing so close to this man I still barely knew, both of us practically naked, both of us dominated and humiliated. But let’s face it, it was hardly the most uncomfortable thing about the situation I found myself in. And there was nothing I could do about that, either. Nothing I could do except endure it and watch and feel that same old desperate desire raging inside my chest, reminding me just how submissive I had become to my wife’s will, and just how much she could get away with.

The sound of her voice coming down the hall was like a warning, the prelude to an event I couldn’t stop and couldn’t control. And it wasn’t just her voice, either. I cringed at the deep sound of her boss’s voice, another man in my house, there for one terrible purpose.

They stepped inside the room. I saw Michelle first, the beautiful curves of her incredible body wrapped tight in that outrageous dress. And even if it was only seconds since I had last seen her, it didn’t matter. The flood of her beauty hit me like a train all over again, and if it didn’t make this outrageous night seem completely okay, it at least justified what was happening and reminded me why I allowed it.

As if I had a choice.

Michelle passed by the closet, and even though I knew it must have been tempting for her, she didn’t look. The gap she had left for us to see through gave us a good view. I hoped it kept out enough light that Nathan and I would be more or less invisible, hiding in there among her things. At least to someone who wasn’t really looking for us there, anyway.

And Michelle didn’t need to see us to know that we were there. She didn’t need to look at us to know that we were both watching her every move, two unbelievably horny men who could do nothing except long for what they couldn’t have and desperately desire the incredible body her scandalous dress showed off. She knew we were there, and that was all my kinky wife needed. To know that she had two horny and frustrated man locked in chastity in the closet while she enjoyed a night of sex with her boss. For about the millionth time, I asked myself how it had come to this. And as usual, the only answer I got was the sight of her through the gap in the doors, her gorgeous body and pretty face and unbelievably kinky mind seducing me all over again and reminding me that when it came to her, I never really had any choice.

Michelle passed by the opening in the doors that provided her two cuckolds with a simultaneous glimpse of both heaven and hell. She didn’t look. And behind her came Tony.

I had seen him before, but never like this. A tall, broad-shouldered man with a thick head of dark hair that stood up almost like the crest of some animal. I had never had strong opinions on my wife’s boss one way or the other. But now I hated him. Even though I had to acknowledge that in his position, I would’ve done the exact same thing he was doing. Anything to sleep with Michelle. I couldn’t hate her, and so I had to hate him. But my hate was as impotent as everything else about me as I stood there in my wife’s closet, unable to look away. That was the point. That was exactly what Michelle wanted.

Michelle was smiling blissfully as she led Tony toward the bed. Her small hand was engulfed in his big one, her eyes shining, smiling up at him, encouraging him. Wordlessly telling him that it was okay, that this was exactly what she wanted. As if she needed to. As if anything could possibly stop him, now that he was this close to his goal.

Michelle sat down on the bed. I watched her hips spread, the tight green dress growing somehow even tighter as it stretched to accommodate her beautiful form. I watched her long legs shining as the dress slid higher, her smooth skin calling to me, the toned muscle of her body reminding me of everything I couldn’t have. Not yet, anyway. Not until my unbelievably cruel and dominant wife decided otherwise. And the only way to get from here to there was to give her everything she wanted. To let her do this unbelievable act of betrayal to reinforce the outrageous power she had over me. And maybe then, if everything went right, I would finally get to enjoy some fraction of what Tony was getting and the pleasure of sex with the girl who had always been the woman of my dreams.

But for now, she was somebody else’s.

The smile never faltered on Michelle’s face as Tony sat down on the bed next to her. The green silk of her dress shimmered with every movement she made as she turned her body toward him, those big breasts of hers testing the strength of the fabric. Above the endlessly inviting cleavage she displayed, I could see the two keys to mine and Nathan’s chastity. I wondered if Tony ever wondered what they were for. Probably not. Probably he was too distracted by the possibility of sex with this incredible woman, too entranced by the beauty of her unbelievable body. Just like I would be if I were him. Her perfect hourglass figure sheathed in green silk was enough to capture anyone’s attention, and she knew it, and she took incredible joy in it. She was about to show me exactly what she could do.

Her eyes on him, that bright blue glow weaving the same spell over him that it did over me, over Nathan, over any man she chose to direct it at. He turned his face to her, smiling back, their lips just inches apart. I tried not to groan into the wet panties that filled my mouth as my wife placed her hand on another man’s cheek and pulled his mouth down toward hers. Their lips met, and I trembled as I watched them kiss, seeing something I had never imagined I would see in my life. And the passion in their kiss was real, the raw sexual tension that filled the room and made the air feel as if it were about to ignite at any moment. I could see their jaws working, could see the way their tongues slid over one another as they made out, watching it all with wide eyes in the darkness of my wife’s closet surrounded by the sexy clothes that made me desire her so much.

It was unbelievable. It was the ultimate mind fuck, somehow more powerful even than all the outrageous things she had already said and done over the last little while.

And as always, my cock throbbed and ached inside its steel prison, desperately pressing against the unyielding chastity as though it still didn’t believe that it couldn’t free itself by brute force.

Over on the bed, Michelle made a tiny little noise in her throat. I don’t really know how to describe it. It was a sound I had heard before, but not in a while. Just pure excitement, I guess, welling up inside her, finding whatever outlet it could. And as she finally glanced over toward the gap in the closet door where Nathan and I hid, fixing us with that bright blue stare just for a second, I felt my cock throb even more urgently.

It was turning me on. After everything we had been through together, there was no point denying that. It was turning me on to watch my wife with this other man, to watch her make out with him like they were lovers, like I didn’t matter at all. But that glance toward the closet, as teasing and sexually frustrating as it was, was a kind of reassurance too. Because Michelle hadn’t forgotten me. I might be nothing more than a spectator, but the fact that I was there meant something to her. It made this all more exciting for her to know that her husband and her ex-boyfriend were watching everything, unable to do anything about it. As long as those keys hung around her neck, we would be her frustrated, teased slaves.

I heard her make that noise again, that tiny little soft sound deep in her throat. And I watched her hands sink down over Tony’s body with a mingled sense of desire and despair. Her hands moved over his shoulders, over his muscular chest, down his thick arms, and clearly, Tony wasn’t the type to miss an invitation like that. He reached out for her, his hands moving over her body, over the shimmering silk that wrapped her like a second skin, and I watched every movement, jealousy gnawing away at my insides as I wish those hands were mine.

And probably I should’ve expected that my wife had never looked more beautiful. Probably I should have anticipated that I had never wanted her more than I did now, seeing the way another man got to touch her, to hold her, to follow those incredible curves toward what I wanted more than anything.

Tony’s hands slid over the whispering silk of Michelle’s dress, over her narrow waist, over the swell of her hip, toward where the hem of her dress tightly gripped her thigh. I watched his hand move over the bare skin of the legs Nathan and I had shaved for her date, sliding inevitably under the tight silk.

And of course, Michelle let him. Of course, the whole thing turned her on. He slid his hand up between her legs, and I moaned softly into the panties that still tasted of my wife as he reached for her pussy. I knew, just as Nathan did, that she wore nothing under that revealing dress. And when Tony found out the same thing, it seemed to encourage him.

He shifted his weight on our bed, the bed we had chosen together years ago, the one I had once thought only the two of us would share. His hand slid up further, and I heard Michelle groan. His lips were still locked on hers, their tongues still exploring each other’s mouths, but he was touching her pussy. He was playing with my wife’s body, and she was loving every minute of it.

With his other hand, he slid her dress up a little higher. I stared, drinking in every detail of her body, the scene in front of me burning itself into my brain while I watched trembling from the closet. Tony kept pushing, and soon, her dress was up around her hips, only his lucky hand hiding her pussy from my view.

Michelle’s lips broke away from his, and she let out a loud moan that echoed in the bedroom. He smiled and kissed her neck as he slid his fingers inside her, and she closed her eyes, supporting herself with her hands on the mattress as she leaned back, giving in to the sensations of pleasure he was giving her. He kept kissing her, moving down over her chest, finally sinking his face between those voluptuous boobs. And she placed her hand on the back of his head, holding him there, enjoying the feeling of him kissing her cleavage while he continued to finger her dripping pussy.

Just from that, she was moaning as though it was the most pleasurable feeling anyone had ever given her. Just from his fingers, she was panting and gasping as though she could barely withstand the intensity of this bliss. But I knew, just as she did, that the show had only just begun. That there was so much more to come before my wife was fully satisfied with her new boyfriend.

And Michelle, I knew, wasn’t the type to be satisfied with anything less than the best.

Her eyelids snapped open, pupils shrinking to show off more of the bright blue of her iris between the dark bars of her lashes. Again, her eyes flickered for just a moment toward the crack in the closet door where we hid, and my heart stumbled over itself at that recognition of my humiliating plight. Then, she turned her attention back to her new lover.

She reached for the front of his pants. He smiled as her skilled hands unfastened his belt and pulled it open, working quickly as though she couldn’t wait to get down to business. I whimpered into her soaked panties as I watched my wife reach into the underwear of another man and pull out his cock, already rockhard just as mine would be if my wife didn’t have it locked in inescapable chastity.

And as she ran her hand along it gently, from base to tip and back again, as though coaxing it to some even greater level of erection, I could see that my wife’s boss was much bigger than me.

Of course, Michelle already knew that. And she didn’t look over at the closet this time, all her attention on her boss for now. Still, after all our years together, I felt like I could guess at least some of what she was thinking. Maybe she was thinking about me as she stroked his cock. Maybe she was comparing us, recognizing that the man she married was far smaller than the man she was now with. Maybe she was thinking about my cock straining away inside the chastity device to which she held the only key, her new toy that would only be used when she decided.

Or maybe that was wishful thinking. Maybe, overcome with desire for Tony, Michelle wasn’t thinking about me at all. Somehow, that hurt even worse.

Michelle moved on the bed. He green dress was barely covering her anymore, and of course, she didn’t care. She slid off the mattress, and I held my breath, my teeth grinding against the wet panties that filled my mouth as I watched her drop to her knees on the floor of our bedroom. I knew what was coming next as she looked up at Tony, fluttering her eyelashes, smiling that pretty smile, doing everything to make him want her more and more. And it was working.

Tony sighed as my wife leaned forward, her open mouth closing around his cock. Her red hair caught the light, gleaming like spun copper as she moved back-and-forth. One hand gripped his shaft by the base while her lips ran up and down, pressing tight against his skin, making his manhood shine with her saliva on every pass.

And soon, my wife’s boss was moaning in pleasure. He looked down at her with his eyes half closed, a kind of sneering smile of satisfaction on his face, and I watched her suck another man’s cock with pure enthusiasm, as though it was the best tasting thing she had ever had in her mouth. As though she wanted to spend the rest of her life there on her knees, pleasuring him, feeling that big cock between her lips to make her feel like a real woman.

Michelle took her time. She moved slow, then fast, then slow again, playing her boss’s cock like an instrument. And soon, she had him moaning and crying out in pure pleasure.

Even back when she used to do that for me, she never spent so long doing it. She never took so much obvious joy in it. But now, she was practically worshiping his manhood, in love with the feeling of being such a slut while her frustrated slaves watched from the closet.

Tony shivered with bliss. His eyes closed, and his fingers disappeared into the red tangles of Michelle’s long hair. He held her by the head, growling like an animal as his cock throbbed and surged between her lips, and I closed my eyes as though to blackout what I knew was coming next.

But only for a second. Something made me open them again. Some masochistic instinct to see it all, to witness the fullness of my own betrayal. Or just the desire to see my wife performing like a porn star, filling my mind with memories I knew I would never be able to erase. Seeing her there in her slutty dress sucking her boss’s cock was the hottest thing I had ever seen in my life, and I knew I had never wanted her more. I knew I was never going to be able to escape this image of pure deviant sex appeal from my mind. Maybe I never wanted to.

Tony came. Right there in front of me, in my bed, his cock buried deep in my wife’s throat, he unleashed what seemed like a torrent of cum. And I cringed like a beaten dog as I listened to the wet sound of my wife slurping it down, swallowing his load the way she never did for me. I watched her sucking him greedily, the juices of his orgasm running down her chin while more poured down her throat, and he pumped his cum into my wife as though he was claiming her body forever, making her his and not mine. These were the thoughts that raced through my brain as I stood there in the closet, the ultimate humiliated cuckold who had no choice but to watch his wife betray him and have the time of her life doing it.

Finally, Tony sighed. I heard Michelle cough slightly as she lifted her head from his crotch, his big cock sliding easily out of her mouth. She sat back on her knees, her sharp high heels pointing back toward the closet where I hid, trapped in an agony of desire and frustration and humiliation.

“Holy shit,” Tony said, laughing as he spoke. And he should laugh. He was using another man’s beautiful wife as his personal slut, as his sexy pleasure toy, and Michelle couldn’t get enough of it.

“Thanks, boss,” Michelle giggled flirtatiously. “You want a drink? Replenish those fluids?”

“Sure,” Tony said. I watched Michelle rise to her feet, pointlessly tugging down her tight dress as she stood. And I watched his eyes follow her every movement, still drinking in the beauty of her body, still turned on by my wife as she stood in front of him despite the load she had just sucked right out of his balls.

“It’s a shame my husband isn’t here, actually,” Michelle said teasingly. “Wouldn’t it be fun to make him fetch us drinks instead?”

“You’d do that?”

“Maybe,” Michelle said coyly.

“You can make him do things like that?”

This time, my wife laughed out loud.

“I can make that little bitch do whatever I want,” she said. “And not just him, either. You’d be surprised how many men there are there who want nothing more than for a pretty woman to boss them around.”

“I don’t get it.”

“No, of course you don’t,” Michelle said, shaking her head. “You’re a real man, boss. You’d never let your little side piece tell you what to do, would you?”

“Is that what you want to be? My side piece?”

“Works for me.”

With that, Michelle turned and strutted out of the bedroom. I could tell by the way she swung her hips from side to side with every step that she was still horny, still eager for what else the night might bring.

With Michelle gone from the room temporarily, there was nothing to look at but Tony. He sat there on the edge of the bed, looking massive and immobile, temporarily sated with pleasure. His cock was still hanging out, his pants down past his knees, but I didn’t look at that. I looked at his face, and I felt that hatred swelling inside me again, and I knew there was nothing I could do about it. No outlet for the rage that was building inside me as long as Michelle kept me captive here.

Soon, my wife returned. She had a glass of water in each hand, and she handed one to him, then drank most of the other one herself. Then, setting it aside on the bedside table, she sat down on the mattress next to Tony again with a soft sigh. Smiling at him, she shifted on the bed, swinging her long legs up onto the mattress as she pushed herself back to sit against the headboard.

“What you say, boss? Ready for round two?”

And as she spoke, she spread her legs, her tight green dress sliding up her thighs.

Tony smiled. His eyes dropped to between Michelle’s legs, fastening on the pussy that I couldn’t see, but he could. He set his glass of water down on the floor near his feet and kicked off his shoes. With hurried motions, he pushed down his pants and underwear, then ripped off his shirt. Completely naked, his cock already rising back toward hardness, he climbed onto the bed and moved toward my wife.

Michelle yelped as he took her by the hips and pulled her down the bed. Her red hair fanned out behind her, forming a kind of halo around her pretty face as she smiled up at him. His big hands thrust her dress higher on her legs, pushing it up around her waist, exposing her pussy completely. And in one suddenmotion, he leaned forward, plunging his thick cock deep into my wife’s body.

Michelle screamed. Her eyes closed with the force of her passion, and her hands gripped the headboard behind her for balance as her body rocked beneath his. He was not gentle. He was not tender. He pounded my wife like she was a piece of meat, and in no time at all, she began screaming in ecstasy, loving being used like this.

The bed rocked to their movements, every screw and bolt creaking with the strain. I had never made sounds like that when I had sex with my wife. And she had never made sounds like this, the animalistic cries he tore out of her throat as he fucked her. As he continued pounding away, his big hands mauled her breasts, pulling them out of the dress and out of the bra I had put on her, squeezing and slapping them until she yelped in a mixture of pleasure and pain. He was using her body like it was his own personal toy, heedless now of her pleasure, and as dominant as Michelle could be when it came to me and Nathan, she seemed to love surrendering to him like this.

Her high heels caught in the sheet as her feet scrabbled on either side of him. Her legs trembled and thrashed, and her cries rose to a fever pitch, bouncing back from the ceiling, and I knew what was about to happen. She roared in pleasure as she came, that beautiful tight pussy I craved more than anything in the world spasming around the cock of another man, and I heard her boss grunt in pleasure as he fucked her.

But Tony didn’t cum. And as soon as Michelle’s orgasm passed, her boss seemed to have another idea. Controlling her body with his hands on her hips, he rolled over onto his back, pulling her on top of him. And Michelle screamed in pleasure again as she straddled him, his cock sinking deep inside her. She leaned forward to place her hands on his broad chest, her face partially skewered by the hanging curtain of her bright red hair. Both Nathan and I had to watch in utter amazement, total frustration, as she bounced her round ass up and down on top of him, hungry for more ecstasy.

Michelle rode Tony to another orgasm. Her wild cries of passion filled the bedroom once again, driving home my defeat.  Gagged and chained and silenced in the closet, I watched it all, watched her betray me with every thrust, watched her experience joy unlike any I had ever been able to give her.

Not long after her second orgasm, I heard Tony growl, and for the second time that night, he came inside my wife. Their pleasure peaked together, their bodies locked in an embrace of pure bliss that I was locked out of, able only to watch in horrified humiliation.

Their climax seemed to go on forever. But eventually, it had to come to an end. Shaking and shivering and sighing, Michelle climbed off Tony and sprawled beside him on our bed. And he lay there where she left him gasping, slowly recovering his faculties as the glow of pleasure drained out of both of their exhausted bodies.

“You better go,” Michelle said, turning to her boss after a long period of silence.

“Really?”

“Yeah. My husband will be back soon. I don’t want him to find you like this.”

Michelle was still half-dressed in her tight dress as she climbed out of the bed and began gathering up her boss’s clothes to hand to him. He looked confused, but he pulled them on the way she wanted. She smiled at him, but she ushered him out of the door, guiding him out of the bedroom and toward the front door of our house. From the closet, I listened to them kiss on the doorstep, then heard the door shut behind him. Then, for a moment, the only noise in the house was that of Michelle’s high heels coming toward us.

“Hello, boys.”

Michelle flung the closet doors wide. Her eyes flashed as she looked me and Nathan up and down, a broad smile spreading across her pretty face that was still glowing red from the excitement of orgasm. She paused for a moment, letting us take in the sight of her in the closet’s open doorway, her body tempting and teasing us the way it always did until we were wild with desire for her, weak to her feminine charms. Right where she wanted us.

“That was amazing,” she grinned. “And you know what made it even better? Having my two humiliated cuckold boys watching every moment. But now, I think I need a little bit more. I think I need my husband.”

As she spoke, she reached into her bra and produced a small key. She unlocked the handcuffs that held me to the closet rod, and my heart soared with bliss. Taking me by the hand, my sexy wife guided me toward the bed, the key to my chastity glowing as it hung from its chain above her boobs. Finally, I knew, it was time for my reward.
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