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Discovering Her Power

“Are you kidding me?”

I gazed up at Michelle in pure shock. Her words were still ringing in my ears, tormenting me just the way they were meant to. And now, just as she probably planned, I couldn’t think of anything else. She had never given me any reason to think she had been or would be unfaithful, but now she was talking about another man. And as jealousy stopped my heart, my cock surged inside her streaming pussy, and the twisted shirt that held my wrists tied to the headboard grew even tighter as I struggled uselessly against it.

Meanwhile, Michelle didn’t answer. She was way too far gone for that. As I struggled to free myself underneath her, her thighs gripped my sides, her fingernails raking my chest, and she rode my bucking body like a bronco toward her explosion of pleasure. Her eyes were closed, her breathing coming in rapid gasps that made her bare breasts bounce on her chest, and her beautiful red hair flailed around her made-up face as her orgasm overtook her.

I felt it. I felt her pussy tighten around my cock like a fist, squeezing me until I groaned in pleasure. I felt the sudden flood of her juices anointing my cock and balls, seeping onto the bed sheet below us. I heard her cry of passion bouncing back from the walls, the desperate scream of unbelievable pleasure echoing in our bedroom as the proof of her wild bliss.

It was incredible. And I had never experienced anything like this. I had never lain beneath her feeling my heart exploding with jealous rage while my sexy wife used my fruitless struggles to give herself a powerful orgasm.

It was beautiful. There was no denying that. Even if now, it was strangely tinged with this edge of agony, this mortal confusion that tugged at my heart and made my mind raced. But Michelle wasn’t going to answer. Not yet. She sat astride me like the goddess she was, savoring every blissful second of what was happening inside her.

And when her climax had finally passed, she slowly opened her eyes. Now she was sitting still on top of me, still pinning me to the mattress, her pussy still dripping around my cock that surged wildly inside her, desperate for release like the one she had just had.

But Michelle had other ideas.

She leaned forward, and my cock, well-lubricated by her orgasmic juices, slipped free of her body. I groaned in disappointment, but she didn’t relent. Dismounting my hips, she lay down beside me, her face close to mine. As I turned my head to face her, I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin. Her beautiful eyes moved as they studied my face, as though she were trying to guess what was going on inside my head. Good luck with that. I barely knew myself.

“Fuck, that was good,” Michelle finally said. And the honey that dripped from her voice left me in no doubt that she meant it. Her cheeks were glowing pink, her eyes shining with that look they got after a powerful orgasm. And I was still denied, still rockhard, still helpless as I lay there tied to the headboard for as long as Michelle wanted.

“Michelle, are you serious?”

“About what?”

Now, her flushed face was the picture of innocence, as though she were incapable of any strange ideas. As though it wasn’t her who had decided to tie me to the bed and immobilize me, then tease me with wild stories about other men.

“About cheating on me.”

“Cheating on you? No. Roman, of course not. I was just saying it. You know how it is. Heat of the moment stuff.”

“Thank God for that.”

Michelle lay on her side, her head propped on one hand with her elbow on the mattress beside me. She had one leg up, her knee resting on my thigh. Lying like that, the curves of her hourglass body were completely unignorable, the swell of breast and hip on either end of her narrow waist continuing to drive me wild with desire as I lay there. My cock was pulsing in the empty air, still shining with her juices. But for now, Michelle ignored it. This was new. She had never done anything like this before, never teased me like this. In the past, on the few occasions when she tied me up, we had sex straightaway. That was it. This, on the other hand, was something new.

“I was just saying,” Michelle said. She wasn’t looking at my eyes now. Instead, she stared down at the mattress in front of her. But her fingers moved over my bruised chest, walking like legs along my rising and falling rib cage.

“I’m not going to cheat on you. If I was, it wouldn’t be with Nathan.”

“Yeah. You made that clear. Some new guy is what you’re after.”

“I’m not after anyone,” Michelle said, finally raising her eyes to look into mine with a smile. “It’s a hypothetical. I’m just saying, there’s no point going back to what you’ve already done in the past. I’d rather experience something new. It’s like… Going on vacation. I’ve had great times in lots of places, but I wouldn’t go back to any of them. I’d rather go somewhere new.”

“This is a weird conversation.”

“You know I’m right. I’m sure the same is true with you. You wouldn’t cheat on me. But if you did, would it be with an ex? Or would it be with some sexy new girl you’ve never been with before?”

“I don’t want to talk about this.”

“Okay.”

But still, Michelle didn’t untie me. And still, I didn’t ask her to. As uncomfortable as I was with the direction the conversation had taken, I was still desperately aroused. I still hoped my wife would climb back on top of me and ride me again, this time giving me the orgasm that I could feel trembling inside me. My cock was still almost painfully hard, still dripping with her juices. Still ready to be used.

And there was no point denying, at least in the privacy of my own head, that my sexy wife had never been sexier than she was in that moment. Completely in control, maddeningly unreachable, and with some wild ideas I had never imagined hidden behind her smiling eyes.

“I can’t believe you’re jealous of Nathan.”

It wasn’t much of a change of subject. But I would take what I could get as I lay there beside her, helpless and horny.

“I’m not.”

“Yes you are. But you shouldn’t be. He’s not the man you are.”

Moving slightly on the bed, Michelle reached out. I groaned as she took my rigid cock in her hand. She squeezed it slightly, like a faint echo of the orgasmic spasm she had had moments before as she rode it. But now she moved her hand slowly, almost carelessly, keeping me trembling with desperate desire and need without giving me the release I so badly craved.

“In fact, he’s not much of a man at all. A real beta male, that guy.”

“Is that right?”

I was still panting with desire, still terrifyingly weak to her touch as she continued to tease me. It might be true that I had no choice but to play along, but it was also true that I lacked much desire to do anything else. Michelle was holding my manhood in her hand, and more than that, she was holding the key to the sexual pleasure I desperately needed, too. Clearly, she had something she wanted to get off her chest, some strange game she wanted to play. I didn’t understand it. But I was in no position to stop it, either.

“Yeah. He used to love this, you know. This kinky stuff. He was the first guy I ever tied up.”

“You never told me that.”

“Why would I? Look how jealous you get. I didn’t want to upset you, and I figured you didn’t want to hear about my adventures with other men. But now that it turns out you’ve fantasized about me being with other guys, well… Maybe I should tell you a little more about the naughty girl you married.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, and Michelle laughed in delight. This was definitely a new side to her, some aspect of her personality I had not only never seen, but had never really guessed was there to see. But now it was all coming out. I couldn’t stop her. And I was in no way sure that I wanted to.

“I could dominate him completely,” Michelle went on. “He was really quite kinky. I wonder if he still is? Not that I’m going to try and find out,” she hastily added, squeezing my cock again as though for reassurance. “I just… wonder, that’s all.”

Silence followed her words. A breathless silence that crackled with meaning and anticipation. After all, my cock was still raging in Michelle’s hand. And the things she was saying were burrowing into my brain, whether I wanted them to or not. Yes, I was jealous, jealous even of my wife’s past as she lay there and revealed this hidden side of her life. But lying there tied to the headboard, desperately turned on, my cock throbbing and surging in her grip, it was hard to ignore that what she was saying was deeply sexy, too.

“What… What kind of things did you used to do?”

As Michelle’s head snapped up, a smile spreading across her face as her eyes fastened on mine, I almost regretted asking. Almost. But it was clear from her expression that this was what she had wanted all along. To unburden herself, for whatever reason. To tell me intimate details about a man I had never met, but would soon be allowing to sleep in our guestroom. Maybe she was right. Maybe it was better to clear the air. But even back then, I knew that wasn’t why she was doing it. No, my beautiful wife was getting some strange kick out of this.

And as my cock continued to throb in her hand, I had to acknowledge that in my own way, so was I.

“I would tie him up. Like this. But then, he got really into it. He bought some handcuffs so I could cuff him properly. Real ones, not toys. They were really heavy.”

“So you’d cuff him and what? Fuck him?”

“Oh no. At least, not right away. I’d… I'd make him beg first.”

“You made him beg you for sex?”

“Yeah,” Michelle giggled. “It was kind of hot, actually. I mean, it was weird the first time. It was his idea. But I got into it. There’s something really powerful about knowing a man wants you that badly. About knowing that only you can give him what he wants more than anything in the world.”

Michelle’s hand continue to move up and down my cock as she spoke, stroking it and sending jolts of pleasure racing through me. Her eyes looked deep into mine, studying my reaction. I had the strange feeling that she could see right through me, could read desires I barely knew I had right off the surface of my brain.

“I bet I could make you beg, too. Couldn’t I?”

Michelle giggled as she spoke. At the same time, I didn’t for a second doubt the sincerity of her words. I paused before answering, analyzing my own feelings. But with my cock throbbing in her hand, with her beautiful body so close to mine and me tied to the headboard, there was only one answer to a question like that.

“Yeah, I guess you probably could.”

Michelle laughed again.

“Well, maybe later,” she said, her hands still doing its maddening movements on my aching cock. “I made him do other things, too. Humiliating things. That’s what he liked. To be humiliated.”

“Humiliated? Like what?”

Without removing her hand from my cock, Michelle shifted on the bed. She sat up straighter, warming to her little talk thanks to my questions. As she swept her red hair back from her face, I had reason again to wonder just how I had managed to end up with a woman as beautiful and desirable as her. And that was why the thought of her cheating scared me so much.

“Well, one time, I made him lick my boots,” she giggled. “Oh, it was so much fun! And then, I made him clean my whole apartment. Naked. I just sat there on the couch, pretending to watch TV. But really, I was watching him serve me. It was so funny. I mean, his cock was rock-hard the whole time. Just like yours is now.”

“I never knew you were such a dominatrix.”

“Well, that’s why I’m telling you now. And also to show you that he’s no threat. He’s a total beta male. In fact, I used to call him that. And he loved it. He got off on that, like the little pervert he is. I guess I have a type.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Oh, honey.”

Michelle sighed as she spoke, shaking her head as though the answer was obvious. But before speaking, she moved toward me, bending her neck so that her face hovered above mine. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, overcome with passion for this woman who was driving me absolutely crazy with her beauty, her words, and her hand still controlling how much pleasure I felt. After all the years we had been together, I was seeing a side of my wife I had never imagined was there. I knew she liked to tie me up on occasion, and I enjoyed it too. But I had never imagined kinky games like the ones she had played with her last boyfriend. And now, as she relived those memories, I could see a glow in her eyes that made me both afraid and excited at the same time.

Michelle was smiling as she lifted her lips from mine.

“You know what I mean. Like, here you are, tied up. Just a toy for me to use. And here I am, telling you about the sexy fun I’ve had with other men. You know you do pretty much whatever I want. You’re not the most alpha male yourself, are you?”

I scowled as I lay there, tied to the bed. I was genuinely offended, despite being turned on. But Michelle didn’t seem to worry about that. She was still smiling down at me, as though this was all a big joke. And to her, I supposed it was pretty funny. Who would’ve expected the day to take this strange turn?

“I mean, it’s okay. I love you just the way you are. And I like that you let me do pretty much whatever I want. That’s what works for us. I’m a demanding woman, and if I were with some alpha type, I don’t think it would work out. You know how I like to be in charge. And you like it too.”

Michelle tugged lightly at her shirt as she spoke, as if she was testing the strength of the knot. But I had already done that, many times over. The fabric was drawn tight around my wrists now by my struggles to free myself, and still, it hadn’t given way. Knowing what I now knew about my wife’s past, I suppose it shouldn’t have surprised me. She had more practice tying men up than I had ever imagined.

“Okay. Since you were very truthful and told me that you sometimes fantasize about your wife fucking other men, I guess I should be honest with you. Sometimes I fantasize about doing such naughty things to you.”

“Oh yeah? Like what?”

Michelle laughed again. She could hear the new eagerness that had come into my voice, after all. Because now, it seemed like we were getting somewhere. She had been teasing me this whole time, but I was primed and ready for any naughty things she might have in mind. She was right about that. I would let her do whatever she wanted. I wanted her so badly that it seemed a small price to pay.

“Well… Making you serve me. Getting you so turned on that you’ll do anything I say. Making you into my own perfect little beta.”

“And how would you do that?”

“Exactly like I’m doing now. Except I’d be meaner. I’d get you so worked up, until you were desperate to cum. You’d beg me and beg me, but I wouldn’t let you. Then, I’d tell you that I would only consider having sex with you if you were a good boy and did exactly as you were told.”

“Seems like you have all figured out.”

Michelle laughed. As she spoke, her hand kept up its movements on my cock, sliding up and down the wet length of my shaft and making me tremble with pure desire. I could still feel that orgasm glowing inside me, but there was no chance of release like this. I needed more.

And that was exactly what Michelle intended. She had me right where she wanted me, so arrogant and confident in her power that she could even tell me exactly what she was doing, knowing there was nothing I could do to stop her. Nothing I wanted to do.

“Well, it’s not all that hard, honestly,” she said. “Men are pretty simple to figure out. That sex drive is so powerful, it will make you do just about anything. So any woman who’s smart and confident can turn just about any man into a groveling sex slave, if she wants.”

“Is that what you want? For me to be your sex slave?”

“Well, I think about it sometimes,” Michelle admitted. “That’s what Nathan was. By the end, he would let me walk all over him. Literally. He would do anything I said, without question. He dropped to his knees at the snap of my fingers. It was pretty great. The trouble is, it made it hard to respect him as a man. And how do you have a relationship with someone you don’t respect?”

I didn’t answer Michelle’s question. It didn’t seem to need one. And she went on stroking my cock, keeping me gasping with desperation, reinforcing in my mind just how easily she could do whatever she wanted with me. She was right. I had never imagined my wife as a dominatrix, but now I was seeing that side of her, and it was as unbelievably beautiful as the rest of her.

“That’s part of why I broke up with him, in the end,” Michelle said in a soft voice. “And thank God I did, because then I ended up with you. I’ve thought about it, sometimes. I thought about making you my slave just like Nathan was. But I would miss other things. I mean, it’s fun to have a man submit to you. But it’s also fun to have a man take you sometimes, to make you feel like a woman.”

“And I do that?”

“At your best, yes,” Michelle teased.

“Yeah? Well why don’t you untie me so I can show you?”

She giggled again. Her eyes moved over my face, studying my expression. And I waited, almost trembling with anticipation as I wondered what she would do. Because after all, it was all up to her. Completely. She could let me go and let me do what I had been dying to do to her ever since this game started, what I always wanted to do to her. Or she could keep me tied up and frustrated and keep playing this strange game, putting these wild thoughts in my head as I learned all about this unexpected side of my wife’s sexuality.

Michelle released her grip on my cock at last. She rolled up onto her knees, and I watched her every movement, not even sure what I was hoping she would do. But she leaned over me, reaching for the shirt bound around my wrists. She pulled the knot, and after a moment, it came apart. I pulled my wrists out of the fabric, sitting up on the bed. And as I looked at my wife, smiling at me with her eyes shining, her face flushed with the orgasm she had had already, I felt that growl of hunger inside me. And I remembered her words about me not being an alpha male, and the sting they gave my pride only fueled the animalistic passion that raged inside me.

“Come here.”

Michelle laughed out loud as I reached out for her, clamping my hand around the back of her neck. I pulled her toward me, pulling her beautiful body down on top of mine, crushing her lips against my mouth as I kissed her roughly. Then, holding her in my arms, I rolled over on the bed, pinning her beneath me.

My wife yelled with pleasure as I took her wrists in my hands and pinned them down onto the mattress. At the same time, I lowered my face to her breasts, kissing and licking them, finding her swollen nipples and taking them between my teeth until she squealed with pleasure.

Then, I positioned myself between her legs. Using my knees, I pushed her thighs aside and leaned forward until the head of my cock was pressing against the opening of her pussy. She was still wet, and I slid easily inside her, groaning at the pleasurable feeling as I entered. She groaned too, her eyes closing as she lay beneath me, surrendering that gorgeous body to me at last.

I slid my cock in and out of that streaming pussy, shuddering with pleasure at every stroke. And I felt her sex spasm around mine, her pleasure growing along with mine, the two of us melting together in perfect bliss. It’d been a strange afternoon, and the wild thoughts she had implanted in my brain were going to take some time to process. But for now, desire was enough. For now, all that mattered was the feel of her body underneath me, the feel of her slick pussy around my cock. And the bed began to tremble as I fucked her, her body bouncing on the mattress as she cried out in pleasure. She wrapped her legs around my hips, hanging off me as I kept them pinned down, driving my cock hard inside her. I would show her I could be an alpha. I would show her I was a real man who could make her feel like a woman. Not like her ex. Not like anyone else. I would reclaim that beautiful body and show my wife that she didn’t need to look outside our marriage for the sexual satisfaction she craved.

Michelle screamed, the sound of her voice loud in my ear. I felt her pussy spasm again, and I grinned, my face hidden by her hair as it lay on the mattress next to hers. I had given her another orgasm, and I felt it in every trembling inch of her body. I felt it in the way her pussy grew tight around my cock again, the way her juices poured out of her.

And that sudden spasm set me off, too. My cock grew thicker than ever inside her as I spurted my cum into her, and she groaned at the feeling, our orgasms perfectly in sync, our bodies reacting as one.

Panting, I lay on top of her, soaking up the feelings of ecstasy. And she panted beneath me, glowing with pleasure all over again, her beautiful body radiating heat as I lay on top of her for a moment. Then, I rolled off, my cock slipping free of her well-lubricated pussy as I lay down beside her. For a moment, we both just lay there in silence, our panting breath the only sound in the bedroom that still smelled of our passion.

“That was awesome, honey,” Michelle said at last, turning to me. “Maybe I should tell you about my adventures with my exes more often.”

“Just as long as they stay past tense,” I said. Michelle chuckled. And I suppose I meant what I said, but I was so sated with bliss and full of the content hormones that follow orgasm that I didn’t really think about it. Everything seemed forgivable, especially when it had resulted in some really good sex. Maybe Michelle had crossed the line, or at least come close to doing so. But I couldn’t argue with the results. After all, I told myself, it was just talk. Maybe she had had some kinky adventures in the past that I was only just becoming aware of, but that didn’t change anything.

Unless we wanted it to.

“Well, I suppose we should get going,” Michelle said, sitting up in bed. “You’ve made us late now.”

“I’ve made us late? You’re the one who transformed into a dominatrix,” I said, making my wife laugh again.

“Okay, I guess we’re both to blame. Still, it was fun. But I need to get dressed, and you need to leave me alone this time. But maybe we can have some fun later. If you ask nicely.”

She flashed me a dazzling smile as she said that, and I gulped. I knew what she was referring to. Her taste for making men beg her for sex. There was still no doubt in my mind that Michelle would be more than capable of doing it if she wanted to. After all, I wanted her so badly. Even then, with the fire of orgasm still glowing inside every vein, at what should theoretically be my most able to resist her charms, I was still astonishingly weak for her. I knew that. I knew that when and if the time came, this woman would be able to make me say whatever it was she needed to. I would go along with it.

The only thing I didn’t know at that point was just how far Michelle would take it.
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