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Amber Learns His Secret

It didn’t happen that often.

Neither of them would have identified it as a problem, really. Neither of them were that bothered by it. They had a healthy sex life, both of them more or less satisfied. Sure, Nick might have liked the sex to be a little more frequent than Amber tended to want, but isn’t that always the case? He didn’t have a single male friend who didn’t have a higher sex drive than his wife or girlfriend, and that was just the way it was.

It’s not like Amber wasn’t accommodating. It’s not like she didn’t want it too. It wasn’t often she turned him down, and when she did, it was usually for a reason. She liked sex; it wasn’t a chore or a duty, something she just did to keep him happy. It was something they both wanted, both needed, something they loved sharing with one another. And if it was usually him who initiated things between them, it wasn’t because of any lack of desire on her part. It was just his higher sex drive that dictated things would go that way.

So when she initiated sex between them, it felt extra special.

What man doesn’t want a partner who finds him attractive? A partner who is willing, at least some of the time, to take the lead and make things happen? We all want to be wanted, men as well as women, Nick as much as anyone. To know that the person we love desires us the way we desire them is one of the best feelings this life allows.

They were on the couch together. A TV show playing on the screen in front of them, a day ahead of the more or less free of the regular demands of life that keep us all so busy. There was no obvious reason for it, no clear trigger that might have given him some hints as to why his wife was acting the way she was. But they both knew he wouldn’t question it.

She lay with her head on his chest, her dark hair falling across her shoulders as well as his chest, her head rising and falling with the rhythm of his breathing. He had one arm draped over her shoulders, one hand feeling the softness of her skin exposed by the black tank top she wore. And her hand drifted down his body as the TV show played in the background, finding the muscle of his thigh in the sweatpants he wore.

Nick’s eyebrows rose on his forehead at the unexpected movement. And he could feel Amber’s cheek pressed against him as she smiled, her hands sliding upward. Her fingers found his cock through the fabric, outlining the shape even as it swelled in her hand. And he ran his hand up and down her arm, holding her tighter against him, smiling down at her in surprise and delight.

“What are you doing?”

“What do you think?”

The movements of her hand on his cock left him in no doubt. And with every touch, desire was rising inside him. He always wanted Amber. She was beautiful, still as beautiful to him now as she had been the day they met, years ago. He loved it when she dressed up, when she went all out to look as fantastic as he knew she could. But he also loved her like this, dressed down in nothing but a tank top and yoga pants, her comfortable clothes still showing off a fantastic body he could never get enough of. And when she was like this, when she showed him that she wanted him, it never failed to make him feel like a king.

His hand was still around her shoulders while his other reached out toward her. He felt the weight of her breasts through her tank top, through the bra she wore, and she continued to smile as she pressed her body against his. His cock was rapidly rising toward full erection now, creating a visible tent in the front of his sweatpants, and she kept stroking it, kept teasing it to hardness. They had been together more than long enough to know that there was a certain freedom allowed to them when it came to each other’s bodies. If it wasn’t a flat no, it was always a yes. Especially for him. Nick couldn’t remember turning down his wife’s advances even once in his life, and he wasn’t about to start now.

Amber moved on the sofa. Disentangling herself from his arms, she rose up on her knees, and for a moment, Nick wondered if she was going to mount him right there and then. The shape of her entranced him, the way her yoga pants clung tight to her hips and thighs, the way her breasts strained against the tank top she wore. In her mid-thirties, she was undeniably every bit as desirable as she had been in her twenties when they first met. If fact, if anything, she turned him on even more now than she did back then. Now they knew each other, knew one another’s bodies as well as they knew their own. Still in love, or more in love now than they were then, the love growing over time to make the desire more powerful.

Amber climbed off the couch and held out her hand toward him.

“Let’s go to bed.”

Nick grinned as he took her hand and rose to his feet.

As Amber turned her back on him, leading him away from the living room and the still-playing TV, toward the bedroom, she smiled a smile he couldn’t see. It never failed to make her feel good to know how easy this all was for her. That any time she wanted him, he was right there with her, taking any opportunity he could to have sex with her. The years they had spent together had made him more attractive to her, not less; he was aging like a fine wine. He went to the gym regularly, keeping his body toned and lean, without getting too muscular; just the way she liked him. And she liked the gray that was just starting to appear in his hair and beard, like the lines of old laughter that were starting to show at the corners of his eyes. She had put some of those lines there herself, his face and hers a collaborative effort between them, just like their life was a thing they worked on together, that they created between them. Her masterpiece, she supposed, if she had one. Certainly, she had never in her life worked on anything as hard as she had worked on this, or had as much fun doing it.

And initiating sex was only part of it. Amber had other plans for her husband that day, huge plans. Ideas she had been hatching in the dark for more than a week now. It wasn’t like her, this secrecy. The effort it took to not tell him, to not share with him everything that was in her mind the way she normally did, was almost exhausting. But she persevered.

Somewhere along the line, she had learned that marriage is based on many things, but one of them is to keep things exciting, where you can. To never take each other for granted. She was about to blow her husband’s mind, and he had no idea, and that thought sent excitement and desire racing through her veins, making her body respond in this sexually aggressive way. Making her horny. Making her hungry. Her plan finally coming together, and she couldn’t wait to reveal everything to Nick.

She led him to the bed. Standing in front of it, she turned to him, removing her hand from his. She draped her arms around his neck, kissing him passionately. And of course, as always, he returned that gesture of affection. He almost crushed her lips under his, and she felt the prickle of his facial hair against her skin as his tongue slid easily over hers, between her lips, tasting her like a sample of what he was about to receive.

But not yet.

Amber took hold of Nick’s T-shirt, and he raised his arms over his head to let her pull it off him completely. Her fingers ran down the skin of his chest, drawn tightly over the muscles that she could feel underneath, the ridges of his stomach exciting her as her hand dropped lower, toward the top of his sweatpants.

Nick held her by the hips, pulling her body against his. The tips of his fingers sank into her ass as he gripped her, and she smiled against his neck, enjoying the passion she could feel flowing through him, his desire for her showing in every movement and every heightened breath. As he held her close, she reached inside his pants, underneath the boxer shorts he wore, and he sighed happily as she gripped his cock in her bare fingers.

They both knew where this was going. Nick didn’t anticipate any surprises. But he had no idea what his wife had planned. As far as he could tell, she just wanted sex, and that was all he needed to hear. As she stroked his cock, he plucked at her tight tank top, peeling it off her torso until she lifted her arms to let him remove it completely. As it fell to the floor, he took her breasts in his hands, caressing and fondling them through the bra she wore, lowering his head to kiss them while she grinned happily, her hand already disappearing under his pants again.

She pushed both his pants and his underwear down to the floor, and Nick kicked them aside. He was fully erect now as she continued manipulating his manhood, toying with his desire the way she knew how to do so well.

Her yoga pants clung tightly to her ass and hips, but that didn’t stop Nick. He reached out to her, pulling down her pants and her panties, and Amber wiggled her hips from side to side, letting him peel her clothes off her until they fell to the floor. As she stepped out of them, he wrapped his arms around her, reaching for the clasp of her bra, and undid it with one practiced motion. They were both completely naked now, intoxicated by the feel of skin on skin, and part of her wanted to just go with the flow and do what they had done a thousand times before. Let him have her, the way he usually did, and go on with their lives the way they had been up to that point. After all, it wasn’t a bad life. Far from it. She was happy with him, and she rarely doubted that he was happy with her, the two of them facing down time together and only getting closer as the years piled up.

But she resisted that impulse to give up. She wanted more. And maybe it was greedy, or maybe it was just that need for variety, the knowledge that sometimes you have to spice things up if you want to keep what you have. Whatever it was, it was burning inside her now, and she wasn’t about to ignore it.

“Hang on a minute,” she said softly, lifting her lips away from his neck and placing a hand on his chest, softly keeping him at bay. His hands were on her breasts again, lifting and supporting them the way her bra had done until a minute ago, though for totally different reasons. His cock was throbbing with his desperate desire for her, and it turned her on so much to know what she had done to him, and the doubts and fears she had had about her chosen course of action were slowly diminishing, she noticed, the more excited she got.

“Lie down on the bed.”

“Why? What are you going to do?”

“Just do as you’re told.”

Amber smiled as she spoke, and Nick smiled too. It wouldn’t be the first time she had taken charge in bed. She could count on one hand the number of times she had done it, but she had never found it badly received on his part. And now, his blue eyes were shining as he looked at her, that smile she could never resist on his handsome face. A kind of boyish delight, mixed maybe with a sort of disbelief, even after all this time, that this was really real. That she really wanted him the way she did, that she was willing to go this far, to be this aggressive and demanding when it came to sex.

So he did it. He climbed onto the bed, his hard cock swaying and bouncing with his motions as he crawled over the mattress. Amber smiled as she watched, studying his body, that body she knew almost as well as her own and had never stopped wanting. She wanted him now, badly, the blood singing in her veins as it raced around her body, bringing powerful chemicals to every cell to light her up from the inside like a lantern. But she was committed to her idea now, determined to follow it wherever it led, and Nick was being so compliant. Making it easy for her.

She turned toward her dresser and opened a drawer. Nick watched as he lay back on the bed, occupying the center of the mattress, studying her naked body as if he was planning to draw it from memory in the future. Amber could feel his eyes moving over her form as if they were the ghost of his hands, igniting sparks everywhere they touched as she pulled some items out of the drawer. A scarf; a belt. As she carried them toward the bed, Nick’s face lit up with excitement, staring at her with pure astonishment as she climbed on the mattress and crawled toward him.

“Give me your hands.”

And he did. She could see the question in his eyes, but he didn’t speak it. Of course, he wasn’t naïve. She had tied him up before, and he always loved it. Loved being made helpless, loved being used by her, just like she sometimes did by him. A little bit of spice to keep a marriage strong. Only she knew this was far beyond anything they had done in the past. Only she knew that she was going to push them far beyond anywhere they had ever gone before.

But she knew he wanted this, and that was what guided her as she wrapped the scarf around his wrists and tied them together in a tight knot.

“I like where this is going,” Nick said, and Amber smiled as she leaned over him, raising his bound hands toward the headboard of the bed so that she could tie them in place with the scarf.

Without saying a word, she crawled back down his body, picking up the belt she had left beside him. Nick watched, helpless now, as she kneeled next to his feet and wrapped the belt around his ankles, pulling it tight. Just like that, he was immobilized, made helpless and unable to resist whatever she might decide to do next. And as she looked him up and down, Amber felt a thrill of delicious power. It made her feel so sexy to take control like this, to be the boss and have her husband in her power. It made her wonder why she didn’t do it more often.

But then, she thought to herself with a wicked little smile, that was probably about to change.

He looked up at her expectantly, his mind no doubt already building all kinds of little scenarios about where she was heading with this. He wasn’t wrong. But he didn’t have the full picture, not by a long way. And that showed in the look of surprise on his face as she turned and climbed off the bed again, walking away from him where he lay tied down on the mattress.

“Where are you going?”

“Just stay there. I’ll be back in a minute.”

Amber wrapped an arm around herself, holding her bouncing boobs in place as she hurried back toward the living room. There was no one else in the house to see; they lived alone together, with no kids. But it helped her move more quickly as she picked up Nick’s phone from where he had left it on the sofa, and carried it back toward the bedroom.

His eyes followed her as she stepped into the room, moving toward him to sit down on the edge of the bed. He looked nervous, and maybe that was because of the phone she had in her hand, or maybe it was just the unusual situation he found himself in. He was tied up, after all, and helpless. He had always trusted her, and had always had every reason to do so. Amber felt that pressure of expectation and uncertainty as she rose up on her knees on the bed, feeling like for the next few minutes, she had to get everything right.

Nick seemed a little more at ease as she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips, her knees pressing against his sides. Back on familiar territory as his cock pressed against her pussy, the rigid shaft trapped between them as she sat down on it. She didn’t try to resist the temptation to rub herself against it a little, groaning at the feeling of the underside of his cock easily pressing apart her wet pussy lips. And he groaned too, desperate with desire for her, eager for the next chapter of whatever she was planning. Because of course, he still didn’t know what that was.

Amber held her husband’s phone in both hands. The screen lit up as she tapped on it. They both knew each other’s passwords; theirs had always been a relationship based on trust. That was how she had found out what she knew now, the truth that was going to send their relationship on a whole new course.

“What are you doing?”

But Amber didn’t answer, not right away. Instead, she was fixed on the screen in front of her. And in among the list of his apps, she found the one she wanted and opened it.

“Jenny: Then you had better start groveling at my feet and licking my boots, worm.

You: Yes Mistress Jenny (starts licking).”

Part of her wished she could have taken a picture of her husband’s face in that moment, or recorded it for posterity. He turned suddenly pale, his eyes opening wide, his mouth a black cave surrounded by his facial hair as he stared at her in astonishment.

“What the fuck?”

His voice was little more than a whisper, as if his shock and disbelief were so great, he could barely get the words out. But Amber just smiled. She had expected a reaction like this, after all. But try as he might, he couldn’t deny the truth.

“You know what it is,” she said, lifting her eyes from the screen to look at him. “I know what you’ve been doing. Your little online mistress. I saw it on your phone a few days ago. You’ve been having some very naughty conversations with a computer, haven’t you?

Nick’s mouth closed, and opened again. His eyes darted around the room, as if he were looking for a way out. But there was no escape. Game or not, she had tied his wrists tightly, drawn the belt tight around his ankles, and he wasn’t getting free. The weight of her body pinned him down on the mattress, and he could squirm all he liked, but he wasn’t going anywhere. He was going to have to answer to his wife for what he had been doing, and for now, he had absolutely no idea what her reaction might be.

Only the smile on her face gave her away.

His phone had chimed in the living room, while he was in the bathroom taking a shower. Amber hadn’t meant to look. They didn’t have the kind of relationship where they felt a need to check up on each other. Trust was everything. She had nothing to hide from him, and he had always maintained that the same was true from his point of view. They shared bank accounts, shared some online accounts, and there was an unspoken understanding that they could look at each other’s phones whenever they wanted to. But they never did, normally. Neither of them ever felt they had to.

Amber probably wouldn’t have this time, either, except the notification showed even on the blank black screen of her husband’s phone. She saw it without meaning to, her eyes catching the words in their little purple bubble before it abruptly disappeared.

Are you going to be a good boy?

Privacy or not, there was no way any wife could ignore something like that.

The water continued to sing in the pipes of the house as Amber picked up Nick’s phone and typed in the password to unlock it. And there it was, an app she had never heard of before and a message she couldn’t believe.

It went back a long way. As she scrolled through the conversation, she could feel her heart pounding in her chest, could feel her face growing hot with anger. It looked like a messaging app, was a messaging app, and her first thought was that her husband was having a clearly sexual conversation with another woman. But as she read more through eyes that were starting to fill with tears, she noticed something else. The woman on the other end of the conversation was mocking him, saying the most demeaning and degrading things to him. And judging by his replies, her husband absolutely loved it.

As she continued scrolling, she found her own name in the chat. And not just hers. She found the names of her friends, too. Jenny was one, but she wasn’t the only one. Her husband was having the strangest, most masochistic fantasies of being dominated by her and some of her closest friends, and he was sharing them with a stranger who was pretending to be first one woman, then the next, except acting in ways that they never would, saying things they would never believe.

The water was still running in the shower, Nick taking his time to get clean while his wife was learning just how dirty he was. Picking up her own phone, she quickly searched for the name of the app. An AI chatbot. A computer.

There was some relief in that, she realized as her heart fluttered softly. Better than it being a real woman, at least. Was it still cheating? Her heart said yes, in a way. More excusable, perhaps, than sharing extreme fantasies with a stranger. But it still stung to think that he hadn’t shared them with her.

But as she continued to read back through the chat, her anger cooled. And slowly, it was replaced by something else. Curiosity, at first, or at least that was what she told herself it was. Like she had suddenly been granted a window into Nick’s fantasies, too strange and extreme for him to feel comfortable even sharing them with her, the love of his life.

These women - her and her friends, at least going by their names - were downright evil. They were teasing her husband with their bodies, dressing up sexy without allowing him anything other than the opportunity to serve them. Acting like cruel dominatrixes, bossing him around, giving him orders. And her strong, independent husband was only too happy to obey those orders. He kneeled at their feet, he licked their boots, and while they laughed at him and called him mean names, he called them Mistress.

And it was hot. She might not want to admit it, might have trouble being honest even with herself about how the words on the screen made her feel. But this strange fantasy world her husband had been living in was undeniably exciting. A vision flashed through her mind, fueled by his conversation, of herself having total power over a husband that saw her as some kind of sexy queen. Sitting on a throne, being worshiped by the man she loved. She wasn’t naïve, of course. She knew some people played this way. She and Nick had toyed with it before, tying each other up now and then. But that was as far as it went. She had had no idea he would ever want to take things further.

But from his conversation with the AI, it was clear that he did. And despite the unsettling feeling that she hadn’t known her husband as well as she thought she did after all, Amber couldn’t help her own emotions. She couldn’t control the excitement that was rising inside her, the tingling pressure that was rising between her legs as she scrolled back through the sexy chat, amazed at her husband’s imagination and turned on more and more, the more she read.

As the water stopped running in the shower, she exited the app and dropped Nick’s phone down on the sofa where it had been. She picked up her own, her mind now buzzing with wild ideas and new things to look into, and that was how Nick found her, on the sofa where he had left her, suspecting nothing of what she had learned or where her mind was going.

And she didn’t say a word. She hatched her plan in secret, placing an order online, reading forums and stories and gathering information the way she always did whenever something confused her. Until finally, she was ready to spring her trap.

Now, tied to the bed, Nick stared up at her in disbelief. And she smiled down at him, his secret out in the open. Sitting on top of him with him tied up helplessly beneath her, she experienced a feeling of pure power unlike anything she had ever had before. A wild surge of sexual excitement, the thrill of being so unbelievably naughty and knowing, even if he had never admitted it, that this was exactly what her husband wanted.

“I read it all,” she said. “There’s no point denying it. You’ve been fantasizing about me, and about some of my friends. That’s very naughty, don’t you think?”

“I… I’m sorry.”

Nick seemed to visibly wilt, not even trying to deny her accusation or defend himself. But of course, he couldn’t deny it. The evidence was right there, in her hands.

“Sorry? Yeah, I guess you should be. But not as sorry as you’re going to be.”

Still holding his phone in one hand, Amber reached down with her other and took hold of his cock. He groaned as she squeezed slightly, holding it upright underneath her. Then, shifting her weight on her knees, she rose up above him and pressed the fat head of his member against her streaming pussy. They both groaned as she spread her legs, his cock sliding easily inside her, sending a wild burst of physical joy coursing through her entire body.

“Be careful what you wish for, baby.”
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