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A Dangerous Wife

I woke up the next morning in almost the same position I had gone to sleep that night. Completely worn out by some of the best sex I had ever had, my wife’s naked body curled beside me, her head resting on my chest. As I raised my head from the pillow, I could see that she was still wearing the high heels she had worn to the bar last night. Her exertions tired her out just as much as they did me.

And as the memories of what had happened came flooding back, I couldn’t keep the smile off my face. This was uncharted territory for us - or at least for me. After all, my wife had finally shared that she used to dominate the man who is now sleeping in our guestroom, down on his luck and with nowhere to go. And as strange as I found its to have Michelle’s ex-boyfriend as our roommate, I couldn’t deny the incredible effect it had had on our sex life.

But at the same time, a shadow of doubt cast a pall over the sunshine in my mind as I thought of Nathan. I listened to see if I could tell if he was still asleep in the next room, but there was no sound to give me any guidance. Had he slept through the energetic sex Michelle and I had had the night before? It seemed impossible. She had screamed like a banshee, shaking the whole house with her cries of passion.

And I felt my cheeks color with embarrassment as I wondered if he had heard what I had said. The things Michelle had made me say with a belt around my neck, making me admit that she owned me, that I was hers. It was embarrassingly true. Then again, from what my wife told me, he had done things with her that were even more embarrassing.

And in all this emotional turmoil, I couldn’t deny the powerful feelings of lust I still had. I always wanted my wife, and that hadn’t changed from the moment I met her. In fact, if anything, she had become even sexier with time, growing into a confident woman at the peak of her sexual powers and attractiveness. But somehow, this was something else. Ever since this whole incident with Nathan, Michelle had grown even more erotic, assuming this dominant and aggressive sexuality that I was surprised by how much I loved.

She was so sexy when she took control.

And she was sexy just lying there next to me, her soft breath on my chest, one arm wrapped around me, her leg resting on mine. I didn’t want to move, to disturb this perfect vision of satisfied femininity that somehow chose to share my bed. But there are other urges the body has to submit to, too.

Carefully, moving with incredible slowness, I lifted Michelle’s arm off my chest and draped it over her side. Then, I slid sideways across the mattress, easing myself out from under her head and leg. I heard her moan softly, saw her smooth brow furrow for just a moment in a frown. Then she rolled over onto her side, facing away from me.

I paused for a moment, gazing in wonder at the curvaceous body in front of me. The way her torso tapered to her narrow waist before spreading out into her generous hips was enough by itself to drive a man mad. And that ass of hers, exposed completely to me now, firm and round yet soft and yielding, made my manhood start to swell all over again.

But I was trying not to wake my wife. So I stood, tiptoeing around the bed, almost stepping out of the room completely naked before I remembered that we were no longer alone in the house. So I pulled on a pair of boxer shorts and headed to the bathroom.

Relieved, I returned to bed. The door to the guestroom was still closed, no sound coming from behind it. Nathan, presumably, was still asleep. I crept around the bed again, easing myself down onto the mattress. But clearly, my movements weren’t subtle enough, because Michelle moaned again. And then, rolling over onto her back, she opened her eyes, blinking a few times at the ceiling.

“Good morning,” I said. Heedless of morning breath, I leaned over her and kissed her lips, a gesture she sleepily returned.

“What time is it?”

“Almost 9,” I said, glancing at my phone on my bedside table.

“That’s not too bad,” Michelle said in a voice that was still thick with sleep. “For a minute I thought it was going to be noon or something.”

“Yeah, that was pretty… Energetic, last night,” I said with a grin. “I have to say, I like this new side of you.”

Michelle was still staring at the ceiling as I spoke. But I saw the smile that crept across her face. Finally, she turned to me, resting her head on the pillow as she fixed those deep blue eyes on mine. Her hair was a mess, gathered in clumps and tangles around her head. Last night’s makeup was still on her face, smeared and blurry now. But to me, she looked absolutely radiant. She looked as beautiful as ever, a gorgeous goddess glowing with the pleasure she deserved, and I felt unbelievably lucky to be sharing my bed and my life with her. A great wave of love rose in my heart as she smiled at me, and although I still had my doubts and fears about the strange new direction our life had taken, I couldn’t argue with the pleasure and contentment that glowed inside me at that moment. The same pleasure and contentment I could see glowing in Michelle’s face as she grinned at me.

“That’s one way of putting it. Do you think Nathan heard us?”

“I mean… I don’t see how he couldn’t. You were…um, pretty loud.”

“How much do you think he heard? You think he heard me slapping you? You think he heard me making you say that I own you?”

Michelle said the words so matter-of-factly, but I couldn’t help the blush that rose to my cheeks at her words. She had made me say that, and I hadn’t forgotten. In some strange way, even though I knew it was impossible, part of me hoped that my wife might have forgotten the things we said and did in the heat of the moment. But clearly, she hadn’t. And she had no problem bringing them up in the light of day to remind me just how weak I was when it came to her.

“I don’t know,” I said truthfully, a lot less comfortable with the idea of Nathan hearing my embarrassing cries that I was at the thought of him hearing my wife cum. But Michelle smiled wickedly. Moving on the bed beside me, she leaned toward me and kissed me again, more passionately this time, her soft lips making me almost dizzy with desire as I felt them against my own while her tongue slid into my mouth.

Then, she kissed her way along my neck, moving toward my ear. I sighed as she nibbled on my ear lobe, taking it between her teeth and pulling on it playfully. Then, she whispered in my ear, and her words seemed to strike sparks in some strange corner of my brain that I was only just coming to see for what it was.

“I hope so.”

“What? You want him to hear?”

I turned my head on the pillow to face my wife. This close, her features blurred, but I could tell that she was smiling as she looked into my face. And really, I wasn’t as surprised as I probably seemed. The thought occurred to me last night that, as enthusiastic as she always was, Michelle was rarely this loud. Maybe it wasn’t such a big surprise to learn that might be a reason for that.

“Yes,” Michelle giggled. I felt her hand moving over my chest as she spoke, as if she knew that physical contact could help take the edge off any news she wanted to give me. She was right about that, too. My wife always could read me like a book.

“Why?” I kept my voice quiet. As far as I was concerned, our houseguest had already heard more than enough.

“Because it’s fun,” Michelle said, this time matching my quiet voice with a whisper of her own. “Because it’s sexy. Do you think he still wants me?”

“I know he does,” I said, making my wife giggle. “You’re gorgeous. Every guy wants you.”

“Then imagine what that must’ve been like for him,” Michelle said, her eyes sparkling with a dangerous new impulse as I stared into them. “Imagine him lying in bed, hearing us fuck, knowing he’ll never get to do that again but wanting to so, so badly. That’s sexy to me. To be wanted like that. I hope he did. I hope he lay there awake, listening to you give me an incredible orgasm, wishing it was him in here with me instead of you.”

“You’re insane,” I said, shaking my head. But my wife just laughed in response.

“Oh,come on,” she said. “You know what I mean. You know you love it when I take charge. When I’m dominant. So does he. All you betas love that. And what could be more dominant than me getting to have great sex while he has to lie there and listen to it?”

“Is that why you wanted him to stay with us?”

“No. But it’s kind of a fringe benefit.”

“I – I don’t know what to say.”

Michelle nuzzled her face against my neck, kissing my skin again.

“All you have to say is yes,” she whispered into my ear. “I mean, you know that was some of the best sex we ever had last night. And there’s plenty more where that came from. This kind of thing turns me on. Maybe I’m just a bitch, but I like teasing guys. I like making them want me. It’s fun teasing you, but it’s even more fun teasing him, knowing he’ll never have me. Does that make sense?”

I lay silently beside her from moment, considering my response. None of it made sense. My wife is the sweetest, most caring person I know, but now she was revealing this bizarre sexual cruelty. For all my faults, I am no sadist, and it was difficult for me to understand anyone who was.

But after all, Michelle had a point. The sex we had that night and earlier in the day were some of the best experiences we had ever had in this bedroom. And she was right about other things, too.

She was right that she had never been more powerfully enticing to me than she was when she was being a bitch, as she said. She was right that power is sexy. She was right that it was endlessly exciting to have this woman in my bed, to let her explore the full depths of her cruelty and her pleasure, to uncover this dominant side of my wife and learn more about what made her tick, even after all these years.

And I hadn’t missed the key point in there. He’ll never have me, Michelle said. She was getting off on being faithful to me, finding her own unique way to make fidelity part of her kink. That made my heart expand with gratitude and relief.

“I can’t say I fully understand it,” I said. “But I can see it makes you happy. And you’re right. I can’t argue with the sex we’ve been having.”

Michelle’s teeth showed as her grin grew wider, and she lunged toward me, kissing me again, this time with even more passion.

“I’m so glad,” she murmured. “There’s no one else I’d rather play these games with than you.”

I held her in my arms, and she held me, and with every moment that passed in our embrace, it seemed like I could feel my doubts melting away again. She knew how to put me at ease. And I smiled as I lay there. I never knew my wife had this hidden side to her, but like everything else about her, it only made her more desirable. Once again, I could feel desire swelling inside me as we lay there together. But soon, something else caught my attention. And just as I noticed it, Michelle lifted her head from the pillow, her eyes darting toward the closed door of our bedroom as she noticed it too.

“Is that bacon?”

Sitting up, she moved toward the edge of the bed. She cursed softly as she seemed to remember she was still wearing her high heels from the night before, and quickly kicked them off. Pulling on last night’s underwear, she wrapped herself in a robe and stepped out of the bedroom. I followed.

Michelle led me toward the kitchen. As we got closer, the smell of cooking grew stronger, and we could hear food sizzling in the pan. Nathan turned from the stove to face us as we appeared in the doorway of the kitchen.

“Good morning,” he said. “I hope you guys are hungry. I wanted to make you breakfast to thank you for taking me in like this.”

“Oh, Nathan, you shouldn’t have,” Michelle said. But I noticed the sly smile she gave me as she spoke, I wondered what it meant. “It smells so good,” she went on, “and I am really hungry.”

“Then grab a seat,” Nathan said. “It’s almost ready.”

While Michelle took a seat at the kitchen table, I returned to the bedroom to pull on a T-shirt and a pair of sweatpants. Then I joined her in time to see Nathan sliding a substantial pile of bacon, sausages, and eggs onto three plates. He carried two plates over to us, setting them down in front of us before bringing his own plate to the table.

“Thanks, Nathan,” Michelle said as she began to tuck into the food with obvious enjoyment. I ate too. I hadn’t noticed it with all the chaos of everything that was going on, but I was powerfully hungry too. And I tried not to look at my wife’s ex-boyfriend as I ate. He was acting normal, but I knew there was no way he didn’t hear us the night before. There was no way he didn’t know we had been having vigorous sex in the room next to his. Maybe he even knew we were being kinky. And after all, no one knew better than him the depths of my wife’s taste for sexual domination. Not even me.

“That was so good,” Michelle groaned, sitting back in her chair as she pushed the plate of unfinished food away from her. “I need to take a shower. “

“Can I go first? I have to head out the store.”

“Yeah, go ahead,” Michelle said to me. “I can clear these dishes away.”

“No no, I’ll do that,” Nathan said, springing to his feet. He moved around the table, picking up the plates and carrying them toward the kitchen. Michelle looked over at me, raising her eyebrows meaningfully. As if she was trying to point out to me that there were fringe benefits of having Nathan stay with us that even went beyond the boost he gave to our sex life.

The breakfast was good. I’ll admit that.

Stepping away from the table, I left my wife alone with her ex while I went to shower. My jealousy had subsided, without going away completely. I had to trust Michelle with him. She had said and done all the right things to convince me nothing was going to happen between them.

So I told myself to calm my fears and insecurities as I stood under the streaming water of the shower. And soon, the memories of the night before came flooding back, and soon, I felt my cock rising toward hardness at the image of Michelle, naked and beautiful, riding my cock while she held onto a belt wrapped around my neck. She was something else. This whole situation was unbelievable. It was real, and I had to resist the urge to touch myself while I cleaned off and got dressed to head out.

Leaving the two of them alone, I went to the store. I needed lumber for a project at home, but as usually happens when I go to the hardware store, I found myself getting distracted by lots of other possibilities. It was a least an hour before I made it back home. And as I stepped through the front door, heading down the hallway toward the living room, I felt a sudden jarring jolt at what I saw in front of me.

Nathan was vacuuming the living room floor. He was pushing the vacuum over the hardwood, turning it this way and that to get every spot. Except I could see he was distracted in his task. When he saw me, an expression of shock formed on his face, the blood seeming to drain from his cheeks in a way that made me instantly suspicious.

And then I looked at Michelle.

She was sitting on the sofa, watching TV. As I entered the living room, she turned her head to smile at me, and that wicked smile pierced me to the heart, spawning all kinds of strange new thoughts in my head as I looked at her.

She had showered, and reapplied her makeup. Her vibrant red hair hung loose around her shoulders, bared by the thin straps of the sequined black top she wore. As I came around the couch, I saw the rest of her outfit, and felt that familiar stab of desire I felt so often when I looked at her. Only this time, it was magnified, spurred on by an outfit that was more appropriate for a night out clubbing than it was a Saturday morning at home.

She was wearing a pair of black latex leggings that shone where they gripped the outrageous curves of her hips and thighs. The material was so tight it looked painted onto her body, revealing far more than it hid even as she sat there on the sofa with her legs crossed. And the skintight leggings disappeared into the top of a pair of black leather boots that rose to her knees, ending with a pointed toe and a spiked heel that was at least five inches tall.

In other words, Michelle looked like sex personified as she sat down on the sofa in her black outfit. I never even knew she had those leggings in her closet, and I had only seen the boots a couple of times before. There was no getting around it. She looked like a dominatrix. And the stark black outfit made her fiery red hair and red lips glow even brighter as she grinned at me, letting me take in the sight of her looking like an absolute goddess on our living room sofa.

“Hi, honey,” she said, as though there were nothing at all out of the ordinary about what was happening. “How did you get on at the store?”

“Okay,” I said cautiously, standing there beside the sofa and almost overcome by the way she looked. The vacuum cleaner went on buzzing as Nathan went on cleaning, but for now, I had virtually forgotten all about that. Just looking at Michelle was enough to make me want her desperately. And the smile on her pretty face seemed to tell me that she knew that all too well.

“Have a seat,” she said, patting the cushion behind her. “Nathan’s just doing a bit of cleaning for us.”

Jarred out of my contemplation of her sexy body, I glanced across of the other man again. He quickly tore his gaze away from my wife, returning to pushing the vacuum across the floor. Watching him, I could see his ears redden in embarrassment, as though he had been caught doing something he shouldn’t. I suppose he had. He had been gazing lustfully at my wife. But strangely, I didn’t feel as jealous as I would have imagined I would. I mean, it’s not like he could help it. Michelle looked too incredible to ignore.

Almost stumbling forward, I sat on the sofa next to my wife. The cushion sank underneath me, and she leaned her body against mine, smiling happily. As though she was trying to tell me something without words. But I didn’t understand.

“Nathan, can you go start the washing machine for me?” she said, raising her voice so he could hear it over the noise of the vacuum. Nathan turned to her again, nodding without speaking, and I could see the strain on his face as he did his best not to look her up and down again and take in the sight of her sitting there with her legs crossed like some dark goddess on a throne. He switched off the vacuum and set it down on the floor, then walked toward the kitchen. The moment he was gone, Michelle pressed her lips against my ears and began rapidly whispering.

“I told you, I can make him do anything I want,” she said. “All I have to do is look a bit sexy, and he’s putty in my hands. Besides, it’s the least he can do to show his gratitude. It’ll be fun to have a manservant for a couple of days. And don’t worry, you’ll get plenty out of it, too. Just play along with me, okay, honey? I really need this.”

I didn’t have time to respond. Nathan had returned from the kitchen, and his eyes darted from Michelle to me and back again to her before he spoke.

“Okay, it’s running,” he said.

“Thank you,” Michelle said. “You can carry on vacuuming now.”

And to my astonishment, Nathan nodded his agreement. Bending to the floor, he picked up the vacuum again and started the motor. He focused on his task, pushing the vacuum around the living room floor. But his eyes kept straying toward Michelle, looking at her breasts and her low-cut top and her thighs shining underneath the latex leggings. And she looked right at him, not trying to hide anything. She smiled as she watched them serve her, one hand resting on my leg. I could feel the tension in her fingers, and even though some parts of my brain screamed at me that this wasn’t normal, that this was some kind of sex play I shouldn’t be allowing, I didn’t try to stop it. I remembered what Michelle had said and kept quiet.

“Do you like my outfit?” Michelle suddenly asked, turning her smiling gaze on me.

“Yeah, I do,” I said truthfully. “You look incredible.”

“Thanks,” she grinned. “I hoped you’d like it. I hoped it would turn you on. It’s the kind of thing beta boys like.”

I frowned at those words, but Michelle kept smiling. Glancing over toward Nathan for a moment, who kept vacuuming the floor, she swept her hair back behind her ears and turned that smile on me again.

“Honestly, I was hoping you’d come home soon,” Michelle said to me. “I missed you.”

“Michelle, what are you –“

But I didn’t finish my question. It was obvious what my wife was up to as she plunged her hand between my legs, taking hold of my cock through the jeans I was wearing. And she just smiled at me, shrugging slightly as she manipulated my manhood through my jeans.

I glanced over at Nathan. He was watching us now, transfixed by what Michelle was up to. But for now, all her attention was on me. And she squeezed my cock in her hand, keeping me focused on her as she unzipped my jeans and pulled them open.

“That’s more like it,” she purred as her hand reached under my underwear to touch the bare skin of my cock. “Hard and ready for me, just the way I like it. Come on, honey, you just lie back. You let your sexy wife take care of you.”

And without waiting for an answer from me, Michelle began to move. She rose up on her knees on the sofa, pulling down my underwear as she bent over me. She rubbed my cock with her hand, smiling up from between the hanging curtains of her red hair. And as she opened her mouth and lowered her head down over my lap, taking my cock between her luscious lips, I forgot about everything else.

I groaned in pleasure as her tongue moved over the sensitive head of my cock. Her lips gripped my shaft tight as she blew me, and pleasure swelled inside me. She gazed up into my eyes as her cheeks hollowed, and I stared down at her, watching her blow me. Behind her, I knew that Nathan was watching, the still-running vacuum idle in his hand. I knew that her latex-covered ass was pointing toward him, giving him a teasing view of Michelle’s incredible body. But Michelle was doing everything she could to make sure I wouldn’t resist. That I would accept this strange new situation, the first time anyone had seen me in an intimate situation apart from the person I was with at the time.

But Michelle knows her way around a cock. Soon, she had me groaning and squirming in pleasure. It felt so good that I pushed aside the strangeness of the situation, ignoring how bizarre it was to be doing this with another man watching. It no longer mattered.

And by the time Michelle lifted her wet mouth from my member, I was already hovering on the verge of pleasure.

“Fuck me, Roman,” she said in a voice that dripped with desire. And she didn’t wait for an answer. Sitting up on the couch, she turned, facing away from me. Facing toward Nathan instead.

I watched her hands grab the top of her latex leggings and pull them down to the middle of her thighs. She wore no panties underneath, and I could see her pussy glistening with pure arousal. I had never so much as imagined a situation as wild as this, but I couldn’t resist an offer like that. I couldn’t resist the sight of her gorgeous body in front of me, yielding to me, ready to be used.

I kneeled on the sofa behind her. And Michelle moaned as I slid my cock deep into her waiting pussy. I held her by the hips, leaning over her, driving my cock deep inside her. And she screamed in pleasure, gripping the armrest of the couch for balance, her body shaking and shuddering as I drove my cock in and out of her with increasing force.

And her ex-boyfriend stood there watching it all, a dull expression of shock and desire on his face. My wife screamed and laughed, she howled in pure sadistic bliss, and I fucked her as though my life depended on it, right there on the couch, in front of our new captive audience.
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