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Michelle’s Confession

I knew it was a bad idea.

But I had absolutely no idea how bad it was going to get.

Or how good, either.

But Michelle always has her ways of getting around me. Sometimes, I don’t think she’s even conscious of it. I guess I just suck at denying her anything. Maybe that’s what love is. You want your wife to be happy, after all. After six years of marriage, I still felt like that was my primary goal in life. Making this wonderful creature I found myself living with as happy as it was in my power to do.

“I know it’s weird. But it won’t be for long. And he’d be homeless otherwise.”

She sat on the bed, adjusting her makeup with the help of a small handheld mirror as she spoke. As always, she looked fantastic. My wife is a high-maintenance woman, but you can’t argue with the results. She’s always dressed up, always made up, anytime she leaves the house. And she’d be a natural beauty without the help of the cosmetic brush, but with it, she’s a knockout.

I like that. I like that she dresses well, even though it costs us a fortune. I like that whenever we go out, she turns heads. Women either admire or envy her, or some combination of the two. Men simply want her. And I like that. Who wants to be with someone who has no other option? Every time I see a guy giving my wife that quick but meaningful glance, I know what he’s thinking. He’s thinking about what she looks like under her exquisite clothes, wondering what she looks like in the throes of orgasm.

Well, I don’t have to wonder. I get to see it. And it’s even more beautiful and erotic than those losers can imagine.

“I don’t even know why you still talk to your ex.”

That was the bone of contention between us. I had been with Michelle for the better part of a decade, so her last boyfriend was ancient history. I knew nothing about the guy, really. She had mentioned the odd thing about him from time to time. But as the years of our marriage went by, that got less and less frequent, both our individual pasts receding into the distance in favor of our shared present.

Until, thanks to social media, this ghost from Michelle’s past came rising up into the present again.

“I don’t, really.”

Michelle spoke carefully, her eyes on the mirror, her lips held rigid as she outlined them with a barely perceptible line of makeup.

“He just messaged me out of the blue. He’s got no one else to turn to.”

“That tells you something right there, doesn’t it?”

Finally, Michelle folded her mirror closed and set it down on the bed beside her. She turned to look at me, those deep blue eyes of hers blowing between thick dark lashes. Her red hair cascaded over her shoulders, framing that exquisitely beautiful face with her high cheekbones and full lips. She was wearing a peach-colored shirt and blue skirt, and as always, whenever I so much as looked at my wife, I felt again that stab of desire I never failed to feel. I still wanted her. In fact, sometimes, it seemed I wanted her more with every day that passed. She was like some addiction I didn’t want to beat, a habit I never wanted to lose.

“He’s never been good with people. He doesn’t have a lot of friends. And I guess now his wife has thrown him out, he has nowhere else to turn.”

“They have shelters for that.”

But Michelle didn’t respond. She knew I wasn’t completely serious. Look, it’s not that I don’t like to help people out. I might not have my wife’s compassion, but I wasn’t blind to the fact that a fellow human being had fallen on hard times. Still, I couldn’t get past the weirdness of the whole situation.

If it had been a female friend of hers, I wouldn’t have even hesitated. But it was a man, and a man she had been intimate with before, no matter how long ago it was.

Michelle had never given me any reason to be jealous. Despite the almost endless opportunities she had for infidelity, she had always remained faithful. As had I. It’s not that I didn’t trust her. But I certainly didn’t trust him. And even if I knew in my heart that nothing would happen between my wife and her ex while he lived under our roof, that didn’t mean I had to like the idea.

However, it did mean I couldn’t mount any reasonable objection to Michelle’s compassionate plan.

“It should only be for a few days,” she said. “And you know we have the space. He’ll just be in the guestroom. I would hope someone would do the same for me in that situation. Or you.”

“Oh, so you’d be totally fine with this situation if it were one of my exes that were coming to stay with us?”

“Yes. I would.”

Michelle smiled as she spoke, a smile that found a predictable echo inside my chest, making my heart glow with excitement. As anyone who’s fought with their spouse knows, it isn’t easy to stay mad at someone you love. And it’s even harder when you still want them just as badly as the first day you ever saw them. If not more so.

And the worst part was, I didn’t doubt that Michelle meant what she said. She trusted me, and she was right to. I’d have to be insane to cheat on a woman like her. I already considered myself outrageously lucky to be with her in the first place. Nothing was worth jeopardizing that.

But also, she had that confidence. She’s been beautiful all her life. She knows I’d never find anyone to compete with her. I’d never find anyone I wanted like her, let alone loved.

“I guess you would,” I grudgingly admitted. “None of them would have a chance against you anyway.”

“Exactly,” Michelle said. Rising to her feet, she walked across the room toward me, stepping lightly in bare feet. Standing in front of me, she reached out, running her hands over my chest through the T-shirt I wore. I watched her eyes move, looking me up and down, and then she went up on her tiptoes to press her lips against mine. They were unbelievably soft, warm and welcoming, and I tried without much success not to tremble with the power of her touch. Her tongue slid over mine slowly, tenderly, a kiss of love more than it was one of erotic passion. But with Michelle and me, that was never far away either. And as she wrapped her arms around my neck, I wrapped mine around her waist, pulling her close. Just like that, all disagreement between us was forgotten. Just at the touch of that incredible curvy body of hers, her breasts pressing against my chest, her hips in my hands underneath her skirt, all my irritation and fears and doubts melted away.

And I won’t lie. A new sneaky little thought occurred to me. I was doing this for her, and no matter how she might pretend otherwise, it was a big ask. Which meant that my sexy wife owed me.

I kissed her again, and she kissed me back with growing passion. I could feel my cock hardening inside my pants, and as it pressed against her beautiful body, I knew she could feel it too. I felt her smile against my mouth as I went on kissing her, and I held her tight as I stepped forward, moving back toward the bed.

Michelle laughed as I pushed her down onto the mattress. She had only just finished getting ready, but she knew what I had in mind. And she didn’t resist. Honestly, this wasn’t that rare occurrence for us. I love to see her get ready to go out, transform herself into the beautiful vixen that makes every head turn wherever she goes. Often, I couldn’t control myself. Often, right after watching her get dressed, I would give in to the urge to tear those beautiful clothes off her again.

And often, like now, she would let me.

I kissed my way down Michelle’s neck, toward the opening in the front of her shirt. At the same time, my hands opened her shirt further, exposing her breasts in their bra for me to kiss. I went on unbuttoning her shirt, and Michelle sighed as I pulled it completely open, dragging it off her shoulders. While I buried my face in her cleavage, she sat up slightly to slide the shirt off her arms, a willing participant in what was about to happen. After all, like I said, she owed me.

Besides, it’s not like there wasn’t anything in this for her.

Still kissing her passionately, I reached underneath her curvy body to find the zipper of her skirt. It came apart easily in my hands, and I slid the tight fabric off her hips, down her legs, until she kicked it off completely. Michelle sighed again as I reached between her legs, touching the front of her panties. She was warming up. I, on the other hand, was more than ready already. My cock was already throbbing in my pants as Michelle reached out and began to unfasten them, freeing the beast that raged between my legs. Smiling, she pushed down my pants and my underwear, and I kicked my way out of them, my cock surging as my beautiful wife wrapped her hand around it.

Erotic tension was crackling in the air now. I pull down her panties, exposing her pussy underneath the strip of pubic hair that proved her a natural redhead. She groaned faintly as I pressed my fingers against the lips of her pussy, feeling the heat of her pounding blood between her legs as I stroked it. And she stroked my cock too, keeping me boiling over with desire as I continued to lavish her boobs with kisses, inhaling the intoxicating smell of her perfume and the warmth of her body with every breath I took.

We lay like that for a while, pleasuring one another, getting each other more and more worked up. After all, we both knew that the greater the desire, the greater the eventual release. By now, I had completely forgotten about our argument, and about what lay behind it. I had forgotten all about her ex-boyfriend coming to stay with us. As always, I was totally absorbed in her, swept away by her incredible beauty and my outrageous desire for her. Nothing else mattered.

Lying underneath me, Michelle raised one leg, bending her knee and pressing her thigh against my side. Then, in an abrupt movement, she released my cock and pressed her foot down on the mattress, driving herself against me. Unresisting, I rolled over onto my back, smiling as Michelle climbed on top of me. I loved seeing her like that. I loved it when she went on top, controlling the pace of our lovemaking. She never looked more beautiful than she did in moments like this.

And she seemed to know it. For a moment, Michelle just sat there on my lower stomach, reaching behind herself to unfasten her bra and toss it to the bedroom floor. Her heavy breasts hung free, her pink nipples round and swollen with lust, and my cock surged even more at the sight. I reached out for her, taking those big boobs in my hands, and Michelle chuckled happily as I took their weight, the tips of my fingers sinking slightly into the firm yet soft flesh. I ran my thumbs over her nipples, and she bit her lower lip as a shiver of pleasure raced through her gorgeous body.

“You know, you’re cute when you’re jealous,” she said.

“I’m not jealous,” I said. Michelle snorted with laughter, but the sound soon turned into another soft moan as I continued to play with her breasts.

“Oh, sure you’re not,” she said, those deep blue eyes fixing mine as she stared down at me. “That’s why it bothers you so much, the thought of Nathan coming to stay.”

“It doesn’t bother me,” I said. “I just think it’s weird, that’s all.”

“Okay then,” Michelle smiled down at me, not believing a word of it. “That’s why you keep bringing it up.”

“I’m not the one bringing it up now. I don’t know why we’re still talking about this. It’s like you’re trying to make me jealous.”

Michelle didn’t say anything right away. Instead, I watched her moving, shifting her weight on her knees to position herself better on top of me. Then, she reached out underneath herself, her long red hair hanging over her face as she took my cock in her hand. She guided it inside herself, and I groaned just as loudly as she did as I felt the wetness of her pussy lips, spreading like a flower to receive me. Michelle lowered herself slowly down onto me, taking me inside her inch by inch, and I held her hips, watching her eyelids flutter as she closed her eyes for moment, losing herself for a time to the blissful sensations of sex.

Then, when I was fully inside her, she opened her eyes. I could see the glow in them, the fire of lust that burned inside her, and for what felt like the millionth time, I wondered what wild stroke of luck had seen me end up with a woman like this. A goddess who could have any man she desired, who could rule the world if she wanted, just with her beauty and sex appeal and unconquerable confidence. But instead, for whatever reason, she had chosen married life with me.

I had learned it was better not to look into these things too hard.

And then, Michelle raked her cascade of fiery hair back from her face and leaned forward. Her big breasts lay heavy on my chest, her face closing in on mine, and for a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me again. But instead, she placed her mouth beside my ear and whispered:

“Maybe I am.”

My cock surged inside her, both of us feeling the way I reacted to her words as she pushed herself upright again. Now she sat with her hands on my chest, her fingernails sinking slightly into the skin. There was something possessive in her posture, something almost triumphant. I lay beneath her already conquered by her beauty and the desire for her it made me feel. And Michelle just sat there for a moment with my cock inside her, not moving, looking down at me where I lay beneath her, gazing up at my goddess of a wife.

Then, she moved.

My manhood was still buried inside her as she leaned over to one side, sweeping up the shirt I had only just taken off her. She twisted it between her hands. I watched, not understanding what she was up to but willing to go along with just about anything if it promised the pleasure I desperately craved. Michelle leaned forward again, and as her breasts covered my face, I kissed and licked them frantically, my blind lips and tongue seeking out her nipples to send those jolts of pleasure racing through her again.

But for now, Michelle ignored that. Instead, she grabbed one of my hands. Her fingers meshed with mine as she pulled my arm up toward the head of the bed. I felt the fabric of her shirt against my skin as she took my other hand with hers and pulled that up above my head too. It was only when she unthreaded her fingers from mine and began to wrap her twisted shirt around my wrists that I realized what she was doing. By then, it was already too late.

But lying there underneath her boobs, I smiled as my wife bound my wrists together, then tied them to the headboard. This wasn’t the first time she had done something like this. And even though the vast majority of our sex was vanilla, Michelle wasn’t afraid to introduce a little kink into the bedroom whenever things started to get a little stale.

It was always like this, too. It was always her in charge. We had tried it the other way, but I couldn’t get comfortable with treating her badly, even as part of a sexy game. Besides, Michelle wasn’t the type of woman who submitted to anyone easily. And so we had fallen into this pattern instead.

Frankly, I loved it. There was nothing sexier to me than seeing my wife take charge, seeing her so selfish and greedy for sex that she would treat me like an object for her pleasure. We both loved it. My only regret was that it didn’t happen enough.

Of course, back then, I had no idea what the future held.

Once she had my arms tied, Michelle sat back. She looked enormously pleased with herself as she straddled me, my cock throbbing inside her more urgently than ever, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed. I wanted nothing more than to reach out and take that beautiful body in my hands again, but that was the point. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t do anything unless Michelle said otherwise. And I would stay exactly where she wanted me until she was completely satisfied.

Michelle’s thighs tightened as she began to rock up and down on top of me. I groaned in pleasure, and so did she, both of us bewitched by the slick feeling of my cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy. I raised my hips from the mattress as far as I was able, trying to get as deep inside her as I could. But Michelle controlled the depth and the rhythm, just the way she liked. It was her show now.

“Maybe I like you being jealous,” Michelle said. Her voice was a little breathless, dripping with sexual pleasure as she spoke, and it rang in my ears in a way that made my heart pound even faster than it already was. “Maybe it’s a good thing to remind you every now and then that your wife has options.”

“Oh, I know that,” I said, making Michelle laugh. “I’m reminded of that every time we go anywhere, and every guy in the place can’t keep his eyes off you.”

“It must be hard, having such a sexy wife.”

“It’s awesome. I love that other guys want you.”

“You do? That’s… kind of kinky.”

“But they can’t have you. They can look all they want. But you’re mine.”

“Am I?”

Michelle’s pussy pulsed around my cock as she spoke, and I knew the action was deliberate. That didn’t mean it didn’t work. I groaned again at the jolts of pleasure that spread out from between my legs, filling me with bliss. I didn’t know where she was going with this as I gazed up at her beautiful face, one finger in the corner of her mouth as she smiled down at me suggestively. But there was no denying the effect it had on me. It only made me want her more, and her shirt only grew tighter around my wrists as I struggled against the bondage she had put me in. But it was no use. I wasn’t getting free until my gorgeous wife decided otherwise.

“I… I hope so.”

“Seems the other way around to me. Seems like right now, you’re mine, Roman.”

“Yeah. I am.”

“Say it, then.”

Michelle never stopped her movement on top of me, her dripping pussy still sliding up and down my cock as she spoke. She didn’t alter her rhythm, either. She was like a machine, just moving up and down at a steady pace, keeping us both boiling over with sexual desire but not giving me the release I wanted. The release that increasingly, I felt as though I needed.

And as always happens at this moment, I could feel my inhibitions melting away. Nothing mattered except pleasure, both mine and that of the goddess sitting on top of me. If this gorgeous woman wanted to play kinky games with me, I had no problem with that. It was hard to think of a better way to spend the afternoon.

“I’m yours, Michelle.”

“That’s right. You are. My little toy, to use however I want.”

I grunted as Michelle’s hands slid over my chest, taking both my nipples between her fingers and twisting them. She laughed as she did it, a laugh that made her pussy tighten even further around my cock. She had never tried to hurt me, in bed or anywhere else. This had been the extent of our expressions of kink, a little bit of bondage to add excitement to our regular sex. But I could see a new wildness in my wife. Something had gotten her worked up into this state, and in my position, I didn’t feel inclined to think too hard about what it might be. I resolved to simply enjoy the ride.

“You like this, don’t you? You like when I take control.”

“Yes, I do.”

“And you like when other men look at your wife. You love it when I get dressed up all sexy, don’t you? When we go out on dates and I wear something a little risqué.”

“Yeah. I love it. You’re so beautiful. So sexy.”

“So tell me something, my little toy. And tell me the truth.”

As she spoke, Michelle twisted my nipples again, and I groaned. It wasn’t horribly painful, but it was certainly a sensation I had never experienced before. And not necessarily one I liked, beyond the kinky excitement of knowing there was nothing I could do about it. That my wife was going to use my body in any way she chose to, and could deliver pleasure or pain according to her whim. It was like I could feel myself melting away, feel whatever weak defenses I had had against her crumbling all at once. She was just too much to resist. And she knew it.

Michelle leaned forward again, her weight pressing down on my chest through her hands. Her burning eyes stared deep into mine, and I watched her full painted lips forming the words before she spoke.

“Do you ever fantasize about me with other men?”

I sucked air through my teeth as I lay beneath her. She was still riding me, still keeping up that same steady pace with her thighs even as she stared into my face. And I remembered what she said about telling her the truth. Maybe a lie would be easier. But it’s hard to be so emotionally intimate with someone that you’re inside them and still have the wherewithal not to tell the truth.

Somehow, she had seen it. Somehow, she had guessed, without me giving any outward sign, as far as I was aware. It’s not like I thought about it a lot. But it would be a lie to say it never crossed my mind. Especially now that Nathan had come back on the scene unexpectedly.

The thing is, I wanted her so badly that it made me possessive even over her past. Part of me wished she had no past, that she had never been with anyone before me, as impossible as that was. But part of me wondered, too. After all, Michelle had had a full complement of bedroom skills when I met her. She evidently knew her way around a man’s body, and didn’t need any input from me. That’s fine. We all have a past.

But every now and then, yes, I thought about it. I thought about her and her previous boyfriends, the nameless faceless men I would never meet. She had chosen me, and that was that. We were married, and happy. But it’s human nature to wonder. And sometimes, I played a pointless game of comparison. Michelle seemed happy with our sex life, and I certainly was. But sometimes I wondered if I was the best she ever had. Or if there was someone else out there who satisfied her more. And if so, how?

These weren’t thoughts I had ever dared to say out loud. I know you’re supposed to be honest with your spouse, but some things don’t need to be said. Mostly, the thought of her with anyone else horrified me. It made me physically sick. But then there were those other times. Those other times when I thought about how she looks when she cums, how beautiful she is in the throes of passion. And what it might be like to see that without being part of it.

“I have,” I managed to croak.

Michelle’s blue eyes turned huge as her eyebrows climbed her forehead. Her mouth dropped open, looking down at me in shock. But that expression lasted only an instant. Quickly, it changed to a smile. Her white teeth showed between her painted lips as she grinned down at me, and her fingernails sank a little more forcefully into the skin of my chest, leaving ten tiny red dimples behind.

“You have? You naughty boy! Have you thought about me with Nathan?”

“No.”

“Are you thinking about it now?”

“Yes.”

Michelle laughed at that. It was a full-throated laugh that seemed to bubble out of her. She tipped her head back, tossing her flaming red hair back over her shoulder. Now, finally, she began to ride me a little faster, the bed starting to shake with the force of our movements as she plunged up and down on my cock.

“That’s so wild,” she said. “That’s so… naughty. Are you worried your wife is going to fuck her ex while he lives with us?”

“No. You wouldn’t do that. Would you?”

Michelle smiled. It was a smile I knew even in the moment I saw it I would never forget, as if I could feel it burning itself into my brain as I lay beneath her. Even now, after everything that has happened, I can recall it perfectly, reconstructing it with exact precision inside my mind until it feels like she’s smiling down at me again.

I couldn’t know this at the time, of course. But that smile changed everything.

“No,” Michelle panted, and I let out a sigh of relief that soon turned to a groan of pleasure. “I mean, what would be the point? I already fucked him, years ago.”

By now, I was barely listening. Instead, I was in a kind of delirium, lying back on the shaking bed, giving in completely to the sensations of pleasure that roared inside my body. It wasn’t just the sex, as powerful as that was. It was the answer she had given me, the answer I desperately craved, no matter what some small deviant part of my brain might say.

But then, as Michelle’s pussy tightened around me, her whole body trembling on the edge of wild release, my sexy, beautiful, impossible wife leaned forward and looked deep into my eyes again.

“If I was going to cheat on you, Roman, it would be with someone new.”
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