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A Husband On A Leash

We had arranged to meet at a bar. Honestly, I didn’t know why. If Nathan was going to be sharing our house with us, there didn’t seem to be much point in meeting him first.

But I went along with it anyway.

Michelle had set the whole thing up. And she had displayed her usual impressive ability for getting past my objections, too. Maybe she was right, and men just aren’t that hard to figure out. Maybe it’s just me.

My sexy wife had me right where she wanted me. After the sex we had had, I was in a more placid and accepting frame of mind. Right where she wanted me when meeting her ex-boyfriend, who was going to be our roommate for a few days. Don’t get me wrong, I still found the whole situation incredibly weird. Maybe even weirder than before, now that I knew what I knew about the kinky sex life my wife had had with this man back when they were dating, before we met. But maybe it was the tranquil hormones that follow orgasm, or the reminder that my wife is a woman who was worth putting up with a lot for. Whatever it was, it worked. Michelle had me in an astonishingly accepting frame of mind as we headed to the bar to meet her ex.

She looked great. But she always does, so I tried not to read too much into that. She was wearing the same outfit that had got me all worked up in the first place, a tight blue skirt that showed off her hips and legs and a peach-colored shirt that didn’t do much to hide the impressive swell of her breasts beneath the fabric. She had paired the outfit with one of her seemingly limitless pairs of high heels, and every step she took showed off that gorgeous hourglass figure she had, the sexy body that drove me wild every single day we were together.

And not just me, either. As usual, I could see the heads of other men turning to look at us as we passed, and they sure weren’t looking at me. I was used to it by now. I enjoyed it. I liked knowing that other men wanted my gorgeous wife. Except now, there was a new thrill to it, after the strange conversation we had had in bed.

As we made our way toward our table, I saw Nathan was already there. He was a wiry man, clean-shaven, his hair cut short close to his scalp. It was brown, predominantly, but already starting to show signs of gray. As I expected, he was close to our age, mine and Michelle’s. Somewhere in his early 30s. Still young enough to have energy and drive, but old enough to have been kicked around by life a little.

As we walked toward him, I saw his eyes lift from the table in front of him. They looked at Michelle, and I felt a stab of emotion in my chest to see his eyes travel insolently over her body, as much of it as was revealed by her classy yet unmistakably sexy outfit. His eyes darted toward me, just for a moment, and I could almost see the thoughts turning in his head. He wanted to look at Michelle’s body, and as filled with jealous rage as I was, I could understand that temptation. But wisely, he knew that he didn’t want to piss me off. After all, it was my house he would be staying at, too.

“Hi, Nathan,” Michelle said in a voice that dripped with just a little bit too much familiarity for my comfort. Nathan rose to his feet as we approached, and I saw him put his arms tentatively around my wife’s body, pressing his cheek against hers. My wife assured me they hadn’t seen each other in a long time, that their only recent contact had been online. I had no reason to doubt her. But I would be lying if I said the thought didn’t cross my mind that I couldn’t possibly know what might have been going on behind my back.

But Michelle was like this with everyone, I reminded myself. She was a tactile person who never hesitated to show physical affection even for people she wasn’t all that close to. These are the thoughts and rationalizations I had to cling to if this was going to work at all. Above all else, this was a question of trust, and I had to trust my wife if we were going to come through this intact.

That didn’t mean I could control my thoughts. Michelle smoothed her skirt behind her as she sat down in a chair on the other side of the table from her former boyfriend, and I sat down too. I tried to block out the thoughts of the two of them together, the thoughts of the kinky sex Michelle had for some reason decided to tell me about right before we met this guy. Maybe she thought she was helping. Maybe she thought telling me that would make me less worried. So far, she seemed to be dead wrong about that.

I wore a longsleeved shirt, the cuffs hiding the faint marks of the shirt Michelle had used to tie me to the bed frame. It was the same shirt she was wearing now, each wrinkle and line at odds with her normally well-groomed appearance, telling a story only the two of us understood. It was strange and wild and surprisingly sexy. For a guy like me with no exhibitionist tendencies at all, bringing our sex life out into the open like this, even if only in a way no one else was likely to understand, was a new and unexpected thrill to add to all the other wild new experiences I was having.

“This is my husband Roman,” Michelle said, and both Nathan and I mumbled a greeting as she formally introduced us.

“Thanks so much for letting me do this,” Nathan said, his green-brown eyes looking sincerely into mine as he spoke. It was only then, with that eye contact, that I allowed myself to feel a tiny stab of compassion for the man. Up until then, he had been this faceless threat, not really a real person as much as he was a potential danger to my marriage. But now that I was forced to look him in the eye, I had to acknowledge his humanity. And I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of pity for him. Bad enough to have lost a woman like Michelle, no matter how many years ago it happened. But how humiliating must it be for any man to now have to rely on her kindness? To be so defeated and friendless that he had to look up a now-married ex-girlfriend and beg her for a place to sleep?

Michelle was right, I inwardly scolded myself. I should be more compassionate toward him. Maybe there really was nothing more to the story than that, a guy fallen on hard times with nowhere else to turn. Normally, I loved my wife’s big heart just as much as I loved her sexy body. The fact that these two used to date didn’t absolve me of the need to show compassion to a fellow human being in trouble.

“No problem,” I said. Even though it was very much a problem. Or it had been, before my wife used sex to convince me she was right. And it was still going to be a problem, too. I didn’t exactly relish the idea of this man being around the house, even if it was only for a couple of days. But these are the things you say to set other people’s minds at ease, aren’t they? The lies we tell to make life a little easier.

A waitress appeared, and Michelle and I ordered a drink. Nathan already had a half-finished beer in front of him, and I wondered if he was drinking to calm his nerves a little bit. I tried to put myself in his position, tried to imagine what it would feel like to have to throw myself on the mercy of someone who I hadn’t spoken to in years, and her husband who I had never met. In his position, I’d probably be nervous too. In fact, in my position, I was nervous. In this strange situation the three of us found ourselves thrust into, only Michelle seemed truly comfortable.

She did most of the talking. And after a while, Nathan seemed to address his own talk only to her. It was easier that way. They had a pre-existing relationship, after all. I mostly listened, trying without success not to think about the life they had shared together before Michelle and I ever met. I knew it was silly to be jealous of the things my wife had done before we were together, but I was. I couldn’t forget the kinky sex we had had right before we came to meet him, like a glimpse into this other life she had enjoyed before I came along.

Maybe it wouldn’t have been so bad if I didn’t like what I saw so much.

But Michelle and Nathan were getting along like a house on fire. And really, he seemed okay. I mean, given the circumstances, the two of us were never going to be friends. Besides, I wasn’t in the market for more friends. But I supposed he wasn’t such an obnoxious person to be a houseguest. If only I didn’t have to keep thinking about the past he shared with Michelle.

Lights came on in the bar as the day grew darker. We ordered food. Michelle isn’t normally a big drinker, and it didn’t take many rounds to get her a little wobbly. I stayed sober, since I had driven us here. But dinner seemed to help my wife sober up, and the three of us chatted like old friends over bar food and more drinks.

Nathan had split up with his wife. It turned out, she had some high-powered lawyer who Nathan suspected she was sleeping with. Maybe that was true, and maybe it was just the bitterness of separation talking, but you couldn’t help feel sorry for the guy in the position he was in. Anyway, she was trying to clean him out, and so far, it was working. She was still living in the house they shared, and he had nowhere else to go. He didn’t have any family in the city, and apparently, few friends, despite having lived here a long time. He didn’t explain that, and I didn’t ask.

Still, he was working. With his next paycheck, he hoped he would be able to find an apartment and start rebuilding his life as a single man. He just needed a place to stay until then. And we had that guestroom that we never used, and Michelle had that big generous heart underneath her sexy exterior. It seemed like a perfect match.

When dinner was over, we settled the bill and left the bar. Nathan followed us home in his car, an ancient beat-up vehicle it took three tries to start. He really was down on his luck. As I drove us home, Michelle turned to me from the passenger seat, her eyes sparkling with the effects of the alcohol she had consumed.

“Thank you for doing this, Roman,” she said. And she placed her hand on my knee as I drove, that hand sparking all sorts of wild and adventurous thoughts along with the memory of the sex we had already had that day.

“It’s okay,” I said, keeping my eyes on the road, not without difficulty as my beautiful wife sat beside me. “I still think it’s weird, but you’re probably right. He seems like he needs a break.”

“Yeah,” Michelle said softly. “I feel bad for him. I mean, he’s not a bad guy. Everyone gets unlucky sometimes.”

She fell silent after that, and I drove us the rest of the way home, pulling into the driveway with Nathan’s rattling car close behind. The three of us walked to the front door and stepped inside, turning on the lights in the house and then heading to the living room. We stayed up chatting for another couple of hours, with both me and Nathan finally able to join my wife in drinking alcohol. But soon, tiredness kicked in. Nathan yawned, and Michelle offered to show him what would be his room, and I watched her lead him down the hallway, explaining where the towels were and how she had put fresh sheets on the bed. I could hear him thanking her all the way into the guestroom while I picked up the glasses and carried them out the kitchen.

I washed the glasses, standing them upside down to dry on the drying rack. And when I finally turned away from the sink, I saw that Michelle was standing there in the doorway of the kitchen, her deep blue eyes locked on me.

“Hey,” I said.

Michelle smiled, those full red lips lifting wickedly at the corners, her red hair blazing like fire as she fixed me with an unmistakable look.

“Come here,” she said, raising her index finger and bending it to summon me to her.

As I stepped toward her, Michelle turned. I could see the tiny zipper of her tight skirt shining in front of me with every step she took, still wearing the high heels she had worn to the bar that made her body sway provocatively with every step. I followed her down the hallway, past the closed door of the guestroom where Nathan, maybe, was already fast asleep. Maybe not. But I tried not to think about him, focusing all my energy instead on my wife as she led me to our bedroom and swung the door shut behind us.

Then, she stepped toward me. I felt her hands on my shoulders as she pressed her body against mine, kissing me deeply. I kissed her back, feeling once again that incredible body in my hands, the tempting shape of her exquisite hourglass figure calling to every cell of my body as we pressed ourselves together. I had already taken that outfit off her once that day and enjoyed that perfect body to the fullest. And now, from the way my wife was kissing me, I suspected I was going to get the chance again.

“I think you should be rewarded for being so generous,” Michelle said in a quiet voice as she lifted her lips just inches from mine.

“I’m into that,” I said, making my wife chuckle. After all, I was nothing if not reliable.

Her skillful fingers began unbuttoning my shirt, moving quickly to expose my chest as she pulled the fabric down over my shoulders. At the same time, I pulled her shirt out of her skirt. I lifted it over her head, her long red locks of her hair seeming to glow from within in the dim light of the bedroom as I cast the garment aside. Her breasts rose and fell in a bra that enhanced their perfect shape and size, the deep cleavage on her chest calling to me as urgently as it always did.

Meanwhile, Michelle reached for the front of my pants.

She unfastened my belt and pulled it free of my pants in one long motion, stepping away from me so that her skirt grew even tighter around her legs. Once she had the belt free, she whipped it in the air, making a loud snapping sound that made me jump.

“Might need this later,” she giggled. Nervously, I glanced toward the wall that separated our bedroom from the guestroom. With just the two of us here, we never normally had to worry about the noise we might be making. But I was painfully conscious of the man in the next room, who may or may not already be asleep.

Still, it’s not like that was going to stop me.

I stepped closer to my wife again. She tossed the belt onto the bed and finished pulling down my pants. She pushed them and my underwear to the floor in one smooth motion, and my cock sprang out, hard and ready for another adventure like the one we had had early that day. She took hold of it, moaning happily as she ran her hand along the shaft. And I unzipped that skirt, pulling the tight fabric down over her hips, letting it fall to the floor so that she could step out of it, dressed now only in her matching bra and panty set and her high heels.

She yelped happily as I picked her up, my fingers sinking slightly into the firm flesh of her ass under her slight weight. She wrapped her legs around my waist, hooking her high heels together behind my back, draping her arms around my neck to support herself while I carried her. I lay her down on the mattress and climbed on top of her, already reaching for her panties. She untangled her legs from around me, then let me pull off her underwear, casting it to the floor at the side of the bed. Then I buried my face in her boobs, kissing and licking the magnificent globes of her flesh as my hands reached underneath her, unfastening the clasp. I drew the bra off her shoulders, and her breasts bounced free, lying full and heavy on her chest, the nipples swollen and erect, ready for fun.

I kissed one nipple, and Michelle groaned as I wrapped my lips around it. I sucked on it gently, teasing it with my tongue, and she squirmed in pleasure underneath me. My cock was throbbing with desire, and I could tell that my gorgeous wife was in the same state of arousal, and there was no doubt about what was going to happen next. Once again, I was going to have sex with this incredible woman, a woman I still struggled to believe I was really married to.

A woman who could still surprise me when she wanted to.

“I want to go on top again,” Michelle whispered. Her face was a picture of desire as she beamed up at me, her white teeth biting her lower lip, her eyes shining between twin curtains of fiery red hair. Desirable as she looked naked beneath me except for her high heels, she could have asked for a lot more, and I still would’ve happily given it to her.

“Fine by me,” I said, and Michelle giggled again. I rolled over onto my back, and she climbed up on top of me. I watched her movements, transfixed by her body, intoxicated by the way her breasts bounced on her chest, the way her hips moved as she straddled me, the sight of her pussy shining between her legs, ready for action.

But first, she picked up the belt that lay on the bed beside us.

I watched, a growing nervousness inside me as she folded it in half. And Michelle seemed to notice that nervousness. She seemed to enjoy it. Still biting her lip, she giggled as she trailed one end of the folded leather over my chest, lightly brushing the skin.

“You’ve been a good boy,” she said in a voice that dripped with pure seduction. “So I guess I should be rewarding you, not punishing you. Just remember that. If you want what your wife can give you, what only I can give you, you need to always be a good boy.”

“What are you talking about?”

But Michelle just giggled. She knew what I was trying to hide. That I know exactly what she was talking about. After that morning’s kinky conversation, I couldn’t forget that my wife had this old life as a dominatrix. And clearly, with Nathan around, she was remembering just how much she always enjoyed being in charge. Plus, she never looked sexier than she did now, sitting naked on top of me, her eyes blazing with pure desire, her body absolutely perfect. We both knew I stood no chance against her. And that if she decided to take control, I wasn’t going to stop her.

So Michelle didn’t say a word in answer. Instead, she just leaned forward, the belt in her hands. As she placed her hands on either side of my head, I thought she was leaning in for another kiss, her beautiful red hair trailing over my skin and acting as a curtain to shut out the rest of the world. But that wasn’t what she did. Instead, she slipped the end of the belt underneath my neck, then grabbed it from the other side. In a second, she had threaded the belt through the buckle and pulled it tight around my throat. Sitting astride me, she held the long end of the belt in her fist, and the leather creaked as she twisted it around her hand, tightening it.

“This is kinky,” I said, and Michelle laughed.

“Yeah, it is,” she said. “Don’t pretend it doesn’t turn you on.”

And now it was my turn to say nothing. There was no need for me to reply. I had no doubt that Michelle could see in my face just how much I desired her, just how much it excited me when she took control. And as she rose up on her knees, reaching down underneath her to wrap her free hand around my cock again, there could be no doubt about just how much she was exciting me.

Slowly, carefully, Michelle lowered herself down onto my throbbing cock. I groaned as it slid inside her, lubricated by her obvious wetness. And she groaned too, her eyes closing momentarily as she pulled on the belt around my neck like a leash. She settled down slowly on top of me, gasping in pleasure at every inch of me that slid inside her. And finally, when I was all the way inside, she sat on top of me, her eyes opening again to shine down on me with an expression of pure satisfaction.

“That’s better,” she said, and every ounce of the pleasure she was feeling echoed in her voice as she looked down at me. She was making no attempt to talk quietly, either. As though she had completely forgotten about our new housemate in the room next door.

“I kind of like having you on a leash like this,” she said, tugging playfully on the belt around my neck. “Maybe it’s where you belong. A leashed little pet for your wife to use and abuse whenever she feels like. How would you like that?”

Michelle began to move as she spoke. I held her by the hips, and felt her thighs tightening as she began to rise up and down, her tight wet pussy stroking my shaft as she rode my cock. The feelings of pleasure swelled inside me, eclipsing everything else. And more than alcohol, they worked to sweep away my inhibitions. Nothing that felt like that could be bad, I told myself. Nothing mattered except more of this wild pleasure, this pure bliss my unexpectedly kinky wife was giving me. If these were the games she needed to play, so be it. All that mattered was these unignorable feelings of ecstasy.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” she groaned. “I forgot how much I enjoy this. Tell me you’re mine. Tell me who owns you.”

I looked up at Michelle in astonishment. But her face, shining with pleasure as it was, gave no sign that she was joking. And, like I said, the pleasure I was feeling was sweeping everything else away. That included any desire to resist this incredible woman.

“I’m yours, Michelle,” I said, and heard my wife cry out in pleasure as the words, which only encouraged me to keep going. “You own me.”

“Say it again!”

Michelle yelled with shock and surprise as I squirmed underneath her. And at the same time, she pulled hard on the belt around my neck. Leaning forward, she used her other hand to deliver a stinging slap to my chest. I had never seen her like this. The teasing she had done that morning had been the kinkiest experience of my life, but I had never imagined my sweet, gorgeous, caring wife being so sexually aggressive.

And I liked it.

“You own me, Michelle,” I said, as she cried out again, her pussy tightening around my cock in an unmistakable sign of just how much this was turning her on.

“Damn right I do,” she said.

She was breathless now with her exertions, riding up and down on my cock faster than ever. Her red hair bounced around her shoulders, and her bare breasts swung and swayed on her chest, and every line of her body spoke of the strain of an oncoming orgasm. The belt creaked, pulled tight between her fist and my throat, and our bed groaned and shook with the force of her reckless movements. She was bouncing on top of me now, heedless of anything else, my cock plunging deep inside her body with every ounce. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth, howling her cry of pure bliss at the walls and ceiling, letting the whole house rang with the noise of our kinky pleasure.

She came. Her juices poured out of her in a hot flood, warming my skin as she convulsed in pleasure. I felt her pussy tighten like a fist around my manhood, and I groaned at that incredible sensation, my own orgasm boiling up inside me to explode out of the tip of my throbbing cock. For the second time that day, we came together, our boiling breath merging in the scented air of the bedroom, our bodies melting together in pure passion.

Michelle was still panting as she opened her eyes. I saw her pupils adjust as she focused on me, and a sly smile spread across her face once again. Her gaze took in my face and the belt around my neck, as if she couldn’t believe quite what she had done. Leaning forward over me, she loosened the belt and pulled it free of my throat, at the same time kissing me deeply with obvious passion.

I kissed her back, my cock still buried inside her, the warm mess of our juices still flowing slowly out of her to pool on my skin and on the mattress underneath me.

“That was amazing,” Michelle said as she lifted her lips from mine. She groaned as she rolled off me, and I groaned too at the feeling of my cock sliding out from between her legs. She lay down on the mattress beside me, placing her head on my chest, the belt lying innocently beside us now as our bodies slowly cooled from the exertion of orgasm.

“Maybe I should put you on a leash more often,” she giggled, and my heart clenched like a fist in my chest.

And while she lay there, snuggling her naked body against mine, basking in the glow of orgasm, my mind strayed again to the man in the room next door. He must’ve heard that. The neighbors probably heard it.

Was that the point?
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