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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.”


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.


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?


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.


Making Him Grovel

I couldn’t believe it even while it was happening. But after it was all over, I could believe it even less. My orgasm swept over me in a great wave of pleasure, I snarled like an animal as I emptied myself into Michelle from behind. Almost immediately, a sense of disbelief at what had happened filled me.

And she was still crouching underneath me, still on all fours, still half-dressed in her sexy outfit, her beautiful body on display to me and Nathan who still stood there, looking absolutely astonished at what he was seeing. Our cries of passion seem to still ring out in the living room, the fragrance of our sex still dancing on the air, and even as a sense of remorse and regret washed over me at what we had done, there was a limit to how much I could feel bad about it. Not when it felt as good as it did. I remembered Michelle’s words from before, about how we were having the best sex of our lives now. This was just one more example. I couldn’t explain it even to myself, because I had never imagined that I would take any kind of pleasure in being watched in such an intimate moment with my wife. But I did.

And clearly, Michelle did too. While she crouched on the sofa, bent over the arm at one end, I could see her beautiful body shivering with the power of the orgasm she had had. For a moment, she seemed almost ruined by pleasure, practically destroyed, and it was an unbelievably intoxicating sight for me to see as I enjoyed a few tremors of my own.

But now fatigue filled me, and I leaned back. My cock slid out of her pussy, and I heard my wife moan, a faint echo of the screams of pleasure she had given full voice to just moments before. I sat back on the sofa, naked, feeling incredibly self-conscious to have another man watching me. A man I barely knew, at that. Then again, Nathan wasn’t watching me at all. His eyes were fixed on my wife instead. I couldn’t blame him for that. And strangely, I felt absolutely no jealousy. Or maybe it wasn’t strange. After all, how could I be jealous of him when I was the one who got to have sex with her?

Finally, Michelle rose from her place on the sofa. With movements made clumsy by the power of her pleasure, she pulled her latex leggings back up to cover her ass and pussy again. Then she sat down heavily on the sofa beside me. She lay against me, turning her head to grin up at me, and that cheeky smile managed to soothe away at least some of my doubts and fears about what had happened. If Michelle had any regrets, any second thoughts about what we had done, she gave absolutely zero sign of it. Instead, she looked extremely happy, thrilled with everything she had done. Delighted with the way this adventure had gone. This new side to my wife that I was seeing kept revealing new depths, new twists, new unexpected shocks. But I still couldn’t bring myself to complain. She had never been sexier.

And for Michelle, the game wasn’t done. We had shared a powerful orgasm, but that wasn’t enough for her. Not anymore. Ever since we had gone down this strange road, my wife had revealed this almost insatiable side to the sexuality. And I was the lucky beneficiary.

The show wasn’t only for me. I knew that, and it made me feel that strange fluttering in my stomach again, that inexplicable tumbling in my heart. Michelle was going down a dark road, and I was powerless to stop her, bewitched as I was by her beauty and her newfound kinky sexuality.

So I sat there and watched while she embarked on the next stage of her plan.

“That’s enough vacuuming, Nathan,” Michelle said. Nathan, I noted, had not been vacuuming for quite some time. Instead, he had simply stood there and watched while I fucked my wife on the sofa. But I also noticed how quickly and unquestioningly be obeyed her commands. He couldn’t take his eyes off her, and his body seemed to respond to her words as if he had no control over it anymore. Like he was a puppet controlled by my wife through invisible strings.

He set the vacuum down. At he looked at Michelle again, I saw his tongue flick out to moisten dry lips. And Michelle was grinning broadly, turning the full force of her beauty on him now, with her body still snuggled up against mine.

“I think my boots could use a polish,” Michelle said, “don’t you?”

As she spoke, she lifted one foot from the floor, sticking her leg straight out. She ran both hands down the shaft of her leather boot toward her knee, and I saw Nathan’s eyes follow the movement of her hands, and I wondered if he was one of those guys with a fetish for shoes. Bending her knee, Michelle put her high-heeled boot back on the floor, turning that smile on Nathan again.

“Come on, you know you want to,” she said. “Get on your knees at my feet.”

Michelle pointed authoritatively to the living room floor as she spoke, and I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing. My laughter was prompted by shock at least as much as it was by actual humor. I had never even imagined my wife giving out orders like that, and yet she did it so naturally, as if she had been a dominatrix her whole life. It was that confidence she had, I reflected. She was a woman who never felt out of place, who almost never doubted herself. Or at least, never let it show.

Nathan hesitated. For the briefest of moments, probably less than a second, his eyes darted toward me. But they quickly skittered away again, returning to my wife as if he could never bear to look anywhere else but at her. I couldn’t blame him for that, either. Although I strongly suspected that was a big part of the trap he was in.

After his little moment of hesitation, his little display of doubt, Nathan did as he was told. He stepped forward, and I could see that he was trembling too, the fingers on his hands twitching and rippling as he stepped toward Michelle. She kept smiling, looking at him, maintaining eye contact as if she was going to force him to submit to her through sheer force of will.

He kneeled on the floor at her feet. Michelle burst out laughing, clapping her hands together with evident delight at the pure sexual power she had over the man she used to date.

“Look, he’s doing it!” Michelle laughed, turning her face toward me for a moment to include me in the bizarre sexual drama playing out in front of us. “I told you I could get him to do anything I wanted!”

Without waiting for an answer from me, Michelle turned her attention back on her new plaything. Her red hair blazed like fire, but it was outmatched by the glow in her gorgeous eyes as she stared down at her former lover.

“Go ahead, Nathan,” she said. “You know you want to. Go ahead and kiss my feet. Show us both you know your place.”

“Oh my God, Michelle,” I murmured, shocked by what I was hearing. But Michelle just laughed again, that wild laughter that bubbled up out of her, making her breasts bounced invitingly in the low-cut top she was wearing. I loved it when she took control in the bedroom. But she had never gone this far. She had never made me do something so humiliating, so degrading. I told myself I was glad of that.

So why did she seem so sexy to me as she sat like a queen on her throne, with her humble subject kneeling at her feet and gazing up at her pure adoration and sexual desire?

“Awesome, isn’t it? He deserves it. Don’t you, Nathan? It’s what beta males get. They get to clean the boots of their Mistress while she enjoys sex with better men.”

“Wow,” I said, while Michelle just laughed again. “I can’t believe this.”

“Oh, you better believe it, honey,” Michelle giggled. “I told you how I used to dominate this little bitch. You better treat me right, mister, or you’ll be getting the same treatment. Now, get to work, Nathan. I want these boots spotless by the time you’re done.”

Again, Nathan hesitated. But even I could see that he had no chance. Michelle was just too sexy to resist. And as I looked at her, feeling the warmth of her beautiful body nestled up against mine, seeing her face light up with the pure pleasure of having this kind of control, a stray thought entered my mind. I wondered how well I would resist if I were in Nathan’s position. Despite the sex we had just had, my cock was already swelling in my pants, and I held Michelle’s body tighter against mine while she sat back against me, savoring the feeling of pure power that must by now be flowing through every cell of her body.

Nathan bowed his head to the floor. I could no longer see his face, his cheeks flushed with shame, but I knew he must still be feeling the same strange emotions as he did what Michelle told him. Michelle’s eyebrows rose on her forehead, and she leaned forward at the waist, her arms resting on her thighs, her mouth open with surprise and delight as she watched Nathan kiss the toe of her boot. She gasped a little, and in that gasp, I detected not just surprise, but also the thrilling edge of sexual desire.

There was no doubt that this little display was turning her on. Maybe it was turning Nathan on too, but I tried not to think about that. There was no denying that it was turning me on. Once again, I was forced to admit that my wife had never looked sexier than she did now, dressed like a dominatrix and acting like one, her sexual superiority confirmed by the desperate man groveling at her feet.

“Lick them, Nathan,” Michelle ordered. “I told you, I want them spotless.”

And he did. Michelle was absolutely right about that. Nathan did whatever he was ordered, without complaint. His tongue slid over the leather of her boots, leaving a shining trail wherever it went, and Michelle smiled as she sat back against me again, heaving a deep sigh of relaxation and pleasure at her own power. For a moment, the only sound in the room was that of Nathan’s tongue working on my wife’s boots.

“This is awesome,” Michelle finally said, breaking the heavy silence that had settled over all of us. “I wish we could keep him. You know how many uses I could find for a little slave boy like him around the house?”

“I don’t doubt it,” I said. “But this is… I mean, it’s really weird.”

“Too much for you?”

Michelle spoke those words softly, turning her head to look up at me with a considered gaze. And for a moment, I thought about my answer. I got the sense that if I said so, she would stop right there, even though she clearly didn’t want to. After all, I could already see that for these games to work, everybody had to give full consent, even if sometimes, it might seem like they weren’t. It was like the tie-up games Michelle and I played from time to time. The illusion of losing control, while still feeling safe enough to let go. Still exciting enough to be dangerous.

Now, I would have to lie if I were to say that I had no idea what Nathan was feeling in that moment. I had never done anything like what he was doing, never let a woman or anyone else treat me that way. But I wanted Michelle just as badly as he did, and I knew just how easily she could use that desire to get her way.

At the same time, I could see how much it was exciting her.

“No, not too much,” I said, and watch the smile spread across her pretty face again. “It’s just… A lot to take in all at once.”

“Yeah. I guess it is. But it’s hot though, isn’t it? I love this. It’s turning me on so much. And the best part is knowing that his mistress is married now, and he’s never going to get what he wants ever again. He’s just going to stay on his knees, a horny little boot-licking slut, knowing he can’t have what my husband does.”

Again, Michelle’s words shocked me to the core. And I wasn’t the only one. Down at floor level, I heard Nathan groan softly, his tongue still sliding over the shining leather of Michelle’s boots while he debased himself for her pleasure. And now, she wasn’t even watching him. She was staring right at me, smiling that same smile, completely overjoyed with what she was doing to both of us. Despite the handful of kinky experiences the two of us had had together, I had never imagined I married such a minx.

And I couldn’t hold out anymore.

Michelle squealed as I slid out from behind her on the sofa. I thrust an arm behind her, circling her waist, and slid another one under her knees. Planting my feet on the floor close to where Nathan kneeled, I stood, lifting my wife straight up off the couch. Michelle howled in delight as she threw her arms around my neck, pressing her head with her flaming red hair against my shoulder. And as I carried her out of the room, heading down the hallway toward our bedroom, I could see that she was looking in Nathan’s direction. She didn’t say anything to her new toy. She didn’t need to. I could only imagine the look of smug delight on her face, the expression that would say everything she was feeling without the need for words. A pure pleasure at having this kind of power, getting satisfaction her ex-boyfriend could only dream of having from her.

But as I carried Michelle into our bedroom, thoughts of Nathan quickly receded. I threw her down on the bed, and she yelped as the mattress bounced underneath her. I didn’t bother to close the door. I was desperate for more sex. Besides, around Nathan, the two of us no longer had a single thing to hide.

I climbed onto the mattress, and Michelle smiled up at me. The beautiful dominatrix conquered now, ready herself to submit in her turn. She lay with her arms raised, her hands on either side of her head, as if she was surrendering. And as I took one of her legs in my hands, she lifted it from the mattress, smiling as I drew down the zipper of her shining boot and pulled it off to toss it carelessly to the floor.

The other boot followed. Then, repositioning myself on top of her, I lifted her sequinned top over her head and cast that to the floor on the other side of our bed. Her breasts heaved and bounced with every breath she took, every move either of us made on the mattress, and I took a moment to bury my face in them, kissing and licking the tender flesh while she groaned in pleasure above me.

Then, I reached behind her to unhook her bra. She giggled again as I slid it down her arms, throwing it to the floor. I took those magnificent breasts of hers in my hands, squeezing them together, kissing and licking both swollen nipples until she was squirming in delight underneath me. The air crackled with sexual tension, and I knew she was just as ready, just as eager as I was as I finally let go of her boobs and reached for those provocative latex leggings.

The pants came off, though not without a struggle. I had to peel the rubber away from her body, turning it inside out as I pulled it down her legs. Michelle lay back, lifting her legs in the air, making a cycling motion to help me get the leggings off. I threw them aside and climbed on top of her beautiful naked body, taking off my own pants at the same time while my cock throbbed between my legs.

I kissed her, and she kissed me back. The passion between us was electric now, spurred on by her strange adventure with her ex-boyfriend in the living room. Neither of us were thinking about him now. Nothing more than a toy to get the two of us worked up for each other. Our kisses struck sparks, our lips and tongues sliding over one another, as though each of us was trying to devour the other completely.

As I kissed my way down Michelle’s neck, she moaned softly. I showered her boobs with kisses again, and she squealed and laughed, knowing what was coming next. I took my time, enjoying every inch of that beautiful body. Somehow, it seemed more precious and valuable to me now that I had seen just how badly another man wanted her.

Michelle spread her legs as I positioned myself on top of her. I leaned forward, and her eyes looked into mine so that I could see the burst of pleasure that animated her features as I slid my cock inside her. Her pussy was just as warm and snug as it had been earlier on the sofa, and just as wet now as it had been then. We both groaned together at the pleasurable sensations of my cock sliding easily in and out between her tight well-lubricated walls, both of us shivering with the joy of being together again after the wild show she had put on in the living room.

Michelle wrapped her legs around my hips, her customary signal to go faster. She was more than ready. And even as I did what she wanted, I reached out and took her wrists in my hands, pinning her hands to the mattress. She moaned at that, closing her eyes with the pleasure of submitting, even though we both knew there was nowhere else she would rather be. It was all a game, a performance, but it was an undeniably thrilling one. For both of us.

I went faster. I felt no pain, no fatigue, nothing but bliss as I drove my cock in and out of her trembling body over and over again, driving us both toward the precipice of pleasure. And soon, my wife’s happy moans turned into long drawn-out screams. She howled like a banshee as I fucked her, filling our room with her cries of pleasure, letting them drift down the hallway to where her ex-boyfriend probably couldn’t help but listen. She was still putting on a show. Still involving him in her sex, even though he wasn’t in the room with us. But I didn’t care. I was too far gone in pleasure, too soaked in joy to think too hard about what my wife had become.

She was a vixen. She was a goddess. And in my own way, I wanted to please her. I wanted to make sure that this was the best sex we ever had, to keep climbing new peaks of erotic delight together with the woman I loved. So despite how desperately turned on I was, despite how the display of female dominance in the living room excited me, I did my best to hold back. And I was rewarded by the unparalleled sight of Michelle having another orgasm.

Her body shook and trembled. Her breasts bounced on her chest. Her eyes closed, her mouth open, her features almost lost in a sweep of fiery red hair, she bellowed her passion at the ceiling. Screams filled the whole house, echoing from room to room, drawing more lust out of me as I continued to plunge my cock into her pussy that was now spasming in the unmistakable rhythm of orgasm.

Michelle’s juices burst out of her in a hot torrent, and she whimpered and cried through a throat that sounded raw with passion. I leaned forward, pressing my face against her skin, kissing her throat as it expanded and vibrated with those wild and passionate cries.

And I carried on fucking her.

I didn’t stop. The pleasure that coursed through me was just too pure and too powerful. Michelle’s next orgasm followed hard on the last one, as though she had barely recovered herself before the spasm of pleasure overtook her again.

This time, she wasn’t alone.

I growled like a demon as I exploded inside her, and she howled that pleasure at the ceiling again, my orgasm seeming to draw hers out of her so that her gorgeous body and mine trembled in time together. Our organs throbbed together to the same rhythm of desperate passion, our bodies soaked in the same overwhelming bliss. Long in arriving, my pleasure was long in evaporating too, gallons of hot fluids seeming to pour out of me in spurt after spurt as I emptied every ounce of myself into her. And Michelle took it all, still moaning in ecstasy, her eyes squeezed shut now, her beautiful face frozen in an expression that looked almost look like pain if I didn’t know any better.

Finally, it was over. I slumped on top of her, panting desperately, my whole body suddenly exhausted by the power of that unbelievable release. And she continued to sigh and moan softly, her pussy still spasming erratically around my cock as though her body still couldn’t quite believe what had happened to it.

Neither of us needed to say a word. We both knew the truth. Michelle had said that we were having the best sex of our lives since Nathan reappeared, and after that unbelievable display, there was no denying the truth.

I still maintained it was weird. Part of me still told me I shouldn’t be indulging this, that what my wife might not be actually cheating on me, but she was certainly getting sexual pleasure from doing things with another man. But why would I complain when it felt like this? Why would I question something so pure and powerful and unbelievable? I had never known pleasure like this, and I suspected that Michelle hadn’t either. And if I wanted to compete with her lover from the past, if I wanted to prove to her that she had something with me that was better than what she had had with any other man, this was how I would do it.

I rolled off her. My cock slid out of her once again, and for a while, we just lay there side-by-side, panting. Each of us lost in our own thoughts, or no thoughts at all. Each of us savoring the afterglow of those powerful orgasms, the strange and wild sex we had shared that had been unlike any other we enjoyed in our married lives.

But nothing lasts forever.

And soon, I saw that no matter how drained and satisfied I was, my wife felt differently. Still the insatiable vixen, still the commanding dominatrix, even in the glow of recent orgasm. Or maybe especially then.

“Holy fuck,” she said, and I heard that her voice was indeed raspy and raw, her throat aggravated by her heedless screams of passion that Nathan must’ve heard. “That was amazing.”

“Yeah. It was,” I admitted. And part of me didn’t want to admit it. Part of me wanted to hide the truth that Michelle was right, that bringing Nathan into our lives had somehow enhanced the sex we were having. But there was no point living a lie. Besides, my sexy wife already knew the truth.

“Can we keep him?” Michelle said. Smiling, she managed with some difficulty to roll over onto her side, her naked body drawing my attention as she faced me.

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” I said. She didn’t have to explain what she meant. Now that my orgasm had come and gone, I couldn’t forget that Nathan was outside, and that his display of total submission to my wife was what prompted this wild explosion of great sex between us. He was part of our sex lives now, for better or for worse, mine and Michelle’s. I was no longer jealous of him the way I had been, no longer concerned about my wife’s fidelity. She had made it perfectly clear who she really wanted. But I couldn’t forget that in some way, another man was now part of our sex, even if only as an audience.

“Oh, come on,” she said with a smile, her hand trailing over the skin of my arm in a gentle touch as she spoke. “You know that was amazing. See how much it turned me on having a man grovel at my feet. And unless you’re willing to do it, Nathan seems like the perfect candidate.”

“Well… if that’s that something you want…”

The expression of delight on Michelle’s face as I spoke made me instantly regret my words.

“Seriously? You’d do that? You lick my boots if I ordered you to?”

“Well… I mean, maybe. I’m sure you could talk me into it.”

For a moment, Michelle said nothing. She simply looked at me, her deep blue eyes moving up and down over my face while she bit her lower lip. Then, as though she had made a decision, she rolled over onto her back again. She used her arms to push herself up on the mattress, leaning back against the headboard.

“Nathan! Get in here!”

She looked at the open door of the bedroom as she spoke, projecting her voice down the hall. Spluttering in shock, I had just enough time to grab a corner of the blanket and pull it over my still-glistening genitals when her browbeaten ex-boyfriend stepped through the open door of our bedroom.

His eyes widened at the sight of her. And Michelle didn’t even try to hide an inch of her body. She sat there shamelessly naked in front of him, breasts bare, legs slightly parted so he could see the wetness of her pussy after the vigorous sex we just had. I didn’t need to fully understand the game she was playing to know it was deliberate. She was flaunting what he couldn’t have in front of him. And it seemed to be working. Seeing her, Nathan’s shoulders seem to slump even more, his will to resist her draining even further away.

“Pick my boots up off the floor,” she ordered, as though he really were a lowly servant and she was some unreachable queen. “After your pathetic licking, they need a proper polish. There’s polish under the sink. Go do it.”

“Okay,” Nathan mumbled. His eyes darted around, and it seemed as though he wanted to look at the floor, to avoid making eye contact with either of us. But the gravitational pull of Michelle’s beauty was just too much. He kept raising his eyes to look at her again, and she allowed it.

“Don’t you dare jerk off while you think about my husband fucking me,” Michelle said, and I stifled a gasp of shock at my wife’s crude words. “You don’t get orgasms in this house. That’s for your superiors. Off you go now.”

Dismissed, Nathan turned and stepped through the door, carrying my wife’s boots with him as she turned back to me, and Michelle burst out laughing.

“You’re crazy,” I said as she nestled her body against mine, resting her head on my shoulder.

“I know,” Michelle said. “But I’m just the kind of crazy you love.”


Michelle In Charge

Michelle really was insatiable. Having her ex-boyfriend in the house had lit a strange fire in her heart, and ordering him around seemed to give her this wild sexual energy. I wasn’t complaining.

I had never seen my wife like this. Not even when we first started dating and sex was almost the only thing on our minds. We spent all day in bed, pausing only to recharge with snacks and drinks between bouts of energetic sex. And whenever she felt like it, Michelle would give Nathan an order, to wash dishes or do laundry or some other humiliating domestic task. And every time, he did it, without complaint. His only reward, as far as I could see, was when he got to come into our bedroom to receive fresh orders and see my wife sitting there naked, her skin glowing with the pleasure of sex, the room smelling of our passion.

It had to be torture for him. I could only imagine what he was going through. But at the same time, he knew where the door was. He didn’t have to do what Michelle said. He wanted to. As she explained to me between fits of laughing, this was what he wanted. His role in life as a beta male, Michelle explained, glittering with sadistic laughter as she said it. Letting him hear it, too. Hoping he would, to drive home his lowly status and humiliation in the eyes of the woman he had once been lucky enough to call his girlfriend.

Not anymore. Now she was my wife. She was showing and entirely different side to herself, a new facet to her personality and sexuality that I had never guessed before.

By the time night fell, I was exhausted. I had never in my life thought that there could be such a thing as too much sex, especially not with the woman I loved. But we had tested the boundaries of what was possible. And finally, we both fell into an exhausted sleep, our bodies entwined, completely satisfied and worn out with one ecstatic burst of orgasmic pleasure after another.

When I woke up, for a moment, I thought it was all a dream.

My dreams had been wilder than usual, plagued by strange sexual images and fantasies. My cock was throbbing with desire from the moment I woke up and found my beautiful wife still sleeping next to me. And as my mind replayed the previous day, picking apart fantasy and memory, I had to confront the unbelievable truth.

Yes, we had done all that. We had had sex multiple times in front of Michelle’s ex-boyfriend, and he had let her order him around. He had performed menial tasks for us like an unpaid servant while we fucked in the bedroom.

Now, somehow, we were going to have to face him after all that.

Michelle woke up only a few minutes after I did, perhaps jolted awake by my furtive movements in the bed beside her. She opened her eyes and smiled at me, leaning over to nuzzle her head against my neck.

“Good morning, honey,” she said in a voice still thick with sleep but already showing the first stirrings of passion. “Ready for another day of fun?”

“Oh my God,” I said. “You want more? I’m exhausted after yesterday.”

“Boo,” Michelle said, pouting theatrically. “Don’t tell me you can’t keep up with your naughty wife? Sounds like something a beta male would say.”

I smiled a tight little smile at her words. And Michelle laughed out loud, seeming to see the hesitation in my face. After all, I knew what those words meant. What Nathan was going through seemed like torture to me, even if he was clearly getting some kind of kick out of it. I guess in my way, I understood it. I had fallen for Michelle’s dominant charms more than once. And there was no hiding the fact that she had never looked sexier than she did sitting on our sofa dressed like a dominatrix, giving out orders to her humiliated submissive play toy.

That didn’t mean I wanted it for myself. Even if the idea was enough to send a jolt of desire racing through me all the way to my already-throbbing cock.

“You boys are always a disappointment,” Michelle said with a sigh. “That’s why a smart woman should ideally have more than a few boy toys to serve her at all times.”

“Now, hang on a minute,” I said, turning to my wife while she spluttered with laughter. “I didn’t say that. I’m tired. But I’ll struggle through.”

“What a trooper,” Michelle smiled ironically. “But first, I need to see what my little slave boy’s up to and whether he’s done all his chores.”

Michelle sat up on the mattress and moved toward the edge of the bed. I watched her beautiful body as she stepped out into the room, completely naked, completely unashamed. After all, it wasn’t like she had anything to be ashamed about. In her early 30s, my wife was in her sexual prime, and her curvaceous body was practically a work of art. Even after all the sex we had had, tired as I was, I couldn’t keep my eyes off her. And I watched, breathless with anticipation and confusion and desire as I watched my wife walk out of our bedroom completely naked, the way she sometimes did when there was only the two of us at home. Except now we weren’t alone. Her ex-boyfriend was out there somewhere, in the guestroom or already up. And she didn’t care.

That wasn’t right either, I reminded myself. Michelle did care. She wanted Nathan to see. She wanted him to see every inch of the beautiful body he had once had, and would never have again. And jealousy burned inside my heart again at the thought that the two of them had been together, but I was oddly reassured by the fact that my wife was having way too much fun denying her ex what he clearly desperately wanted to offer him more than that.

Lying back in bed, I listened to Michelle move through the house. Her bare feet were almost silent on the floor, and I could only take a rudimentary guess as to where she was and what she was doing. I heard her voice, and Nathan’s, but they were too far away to make out the words. Again, I felt that jealousy in my heart, and I resisted the urge to get out of bed and see what was going on. I had to trust her. This whole exciting game depended on that. And already, I had to admit that as strange and downright weird as I found what we were doing was, I didn’t want it to stop.

Finally, Michelle returned. She was strutting along proudly, her head held high in the air, her beautiful breasts bouncing with every step and the well-manicured strip of red pubic hair pointing the way down to her pussy. Just seeing her was enough to make desire rage inside me. I sat up in the bed as she climbed onto the mattress, watching her curvy body approach me on all fours, anticipating more exciting sex that day. Like I said, I was tired. But I wasn’t going to turn down this golden opportunity to spend all weekend having sex with her. After all, for all I knew, the opportunity might never come again.

Michelle scrambled toward me. She smiled down at me, her red hair hanging down around her face, and she pressed her lips against mine in a deep and passionate kiss. I didn’t care that she hadn’t brushed her teeth yet, and she didn’t care that I hadn’t. Passion swept us both up in its grip, sweeping away any doubts, any fears, all the questions that buzzed in my mind as I wondered what kind of life we were heading into. None of that mattered when she was kissing me. None of that mattered when I had that beautiful body close to me, in bed with me, naked and beautiful and ready for pleasure.

And for Michelle, the game was only just beginning.

She seized my wrists suddenly, pulling them toward the headboard. I knew what that meant. And it was only then, as she took hold of my arms, that I realized she must’ve gone to the garage, naked as she was, and grabbed some plastic cable ties. Because she pushed my hands back against the headboard and wrapped the study plastic strips around my wrists, pulling them tight with that ratchet sound they made.

And I let her. I let her tie me up, knowing we both loved it when she was in charge. I had been following her lead ever since Nathan showed up in our lives, and it had gotten us here, and I couldn’t argue with those results. Of course it made me nervous, more nervous than ever as she tied me to the bed. But it excited me more than anything, too.

Once she had my wrists tied, Michelle sat back on her knees. She swept her hair back behind her ears, her deep blue eyes glowing as she looked down at me. Of course I knew how much she liked taking control; I could see it in the expression on her face. I could see it in the way her eyes flashed. I could see it in every line of that gorgeous body as she loomed over me, completely in control now of both the men in our house.

“You’re here to make me happy,” she said, smiling as she spoke the words. “You’re here to make me cum. Don’t forget that. I don’t care if you’re tired. You’ll stay here all day if I say so, and I’ll use that cock whenever I feel like it. Understand?”

“Yeah, I understand,” I grinned up at my wife.

“So you say. But we’ll see.”

Michelle shifted her position on the mattress. She lay down beside me, lying on her side, her breasts pressing against my chest, one knee on my leg. Supporting her head on one hand, she reached down with the other and wrapped her fingers around my cock. I groaned as she started to slowly stroke it, and she smiled, reminded all over again of the unstoppable power she had over my desire.

“Looks like I have two little slave boys to please me now,” she smirked. “This is exactly what I want. This is exactly how it should be. Me in charge, and you beta males doing everything you can to keep your mistress happy. And I can use you both in any way I want.”

“Michelle, you can’t have sex with him,” I said, fear clutching at my heart as I spoke. But my wife just laughed.

“Don’t be silly,” she said, still stroking my cock and keeping me trembling with desire as I lay helpless in the bed. “I have no intention of having sex with him ever again. I regret that I ever did. Beta males don’t deserve pussy like mine. Instead, they just get to serve dominant woman and tend to her every need while she enjoys the best sex of her life with other men. Sounds good, doesn’t it?”

“As long as the other man is me.”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you? You like having sex with me in front of him.”

“I mean, it wasn’t my idea. But it was fun. It was fun without him there, too. I just love having sex with you.”

“Of course you do,” Michelle said with a sigh. “I’m a good fuck. That’s what makes it so easy to control you boys. You betas. But don’t worry. I have a few more tricks up my sleeve to keep you both in line.”

“Oh my God, what now?” I groaned. And my groaning was something close to despair, but it was also close to desire. Because Michelle’s hand never stopped moving on my cock, keeping me vibrating with desperate lust, and she chuckled to herself as she continued to manipulate me. It was all so easy for her, reinforcing the frightening power she had to control me. A couple of strips of plastic and the touch of her hand, and I was suddenly afraid of just how helpless I was, in bed with this dominant vixen who had suddenly decided that she wanted to enjoy her sexual power to the fullest.

“You’ll see,” she said. “It’ll be fun, I promise. But that comes later. You think Nathan masturbated while thinking about me last night?”

“I don’t know,” I frowned. “I don’t want to think about that.”

“I do,” Michelle said. “I want to know he wants me that bad. But I also hope he didn’t. The trick to keeping a man under control is keeping him horny and frustrated. And that’s exactly what I’m going to do. I think there should be a firm no masturbation policy in this house no one. No male masturbation, anyway.”

“What are you talking about?” I said, still frowning. But Michelle just laughed again. After all, she didn’t have to explain herself to me. She knew that she now had total control, and that was just the way she liked it. Just the way we all liked it.

And Michelle’s hand kept sliding up and down my cock, and soon she had me groaning in pleasure, and I no longer cared about anything else. She could do whatever she wanted so long as she kept me feeling that good. I struggled against the plastic ties around my wrists, but they bit into my skin, not letting me go.

And then, abruptly, she stopped.

Michelle sat up. I gazed at her in despair as she lifted her hand away. She laughed out loud at the look on my face, a look no doubt of pure desire and frustration and wordless need. But my sexy wife had other ideas.

I watched her breasts bounce when she moved toward the edge of the bed again. She stood and walked toward our dresser, pulling open a drawer. For a moment, I thought she was going to put on some clothes. But instead, she lifted out something small and closed her fist around it. Then she climbed back into bed, kneeling on the other side of me now. She set the item down on my chest, and I could see a strange curve of metal with a small lock on top and a key sticking out of it.

“You know what this is?”

“No idea. Some kind of lock?”

“You’re so pure. Yes, it’s a kind of lock. It’s a chastity device. You put it on a man’s cock, and then you just… lock it away and take the key.”

As she spoke, Michelle lifted the device off my chest. Holding it in the palm of one hand, she turned the key in the lock and removed it, demonstrating how it worked. Fear bloomed inside me, more intense than ever this time. My wife knew so much more about this world that we were heading into. I felt like an absolute novice compared to her, with no idea what I was getting into.

“Wh-why?” I asked. The smile never left my wife’s pretty face.

“Why? So that he can’t touch himself anymore. So that he can’t cum, ever, without permission. So that I own his cock completely. Own the cock, and you own the man. That’s what they say, anyway.”

“Michelle, where did this come from?”

“I ordered it online.”

“You mean you planned this?”

“Oh yes. Of course I did. But I have to say, I’m really pleased with how well you’re dealing with it all. You’ll see, this will be a whole new way of life for us. I can’t wait to have a little chastity slave completely devoted to me.”

“Nathan?”

“Yes, Nathan. He’s already pretty obedient, but imagine how obedient he’ll be when I have his thing locked away. He won’t be able to jerk off. He’ll rely on me completely for any sexual pleasure he might have. I have total power over him. I’ve been looking it up online, and all the women say that they can’t believe how much power it gives them to have him under lock and key.”

“And you’re not going to have sex with him?”

“You’re so worried about that, aren’t you?” Michelle giggled. “No, I’m not. Ever. Any release I do give him won’t be that. I might let him masturbate, if he’s a really good boy. Maybe I’ll humiliate him while he does it. But he’s never getting this pussy again. Don’t worry. That poor little beta is never getting any pussy ever again.”

Michelle toyed with the device in her hands, turning it over and over. I gazed up at her, barely understanding this woman I loved and thought I knew so well. Her occasional dominant tendencies, the fun she got out of tying me up, was nothing compared to this strange new universe of domination.

But at the same time, I had to admit it didn’t exactly make her any less sexy. Looking up her with that device in her hand, I could imagine all too well the insane power it would give her over any man. To be controlled like that, to be owned, to have this goddess own your sexuality completely - well, it was unlike anything I had ever imagined, or ever heard of. It made my head spin to think that this was my wife who was suggesting such an outrageous act.

“You know what’s funny? He wanted me to do this before. When we were dating. I wouldn’t do it. I just found it too weird. I wasn’t ready for that kind of power back then. And then I met you, and here we are. Having the best sex ever. And now, I can see it. I can see how much fun it will be to own a man’s cock and decide everything about when and how he gets to use it. So that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to go lock him up and make sure he can’t touch his worthless little thing while we fuck.”

“And you think he will go along with it?”

“I know he will,” Michelle grinned. “You know how persuasive I can be what I want to be. I mean, look at you right now.”

Slipping the key back into the lock, Michelle gripped the device in her fist again. Leaning over me, she kissed me again, nothing more than a quick peck on the lips this time. Then, she sprang out of bed, bouncing on the mattress as she rose to her feet and moved to the door. I could only watch, immobilized, completely overcome by my newly dominant wife’s evil plan as she stepped out of the open door of the bedroom, still completely naked, and went looking for her ex-boyfriend again.

Again I listened intently, focusing every ounce of my being on trying to hear what was going on. Again, I had only limited success. I could hear her talking to him, but not what she was saying. And Michelle was right, of course. I knew just how persuasive she could be. Still, it was hard to believe even she could pull this off. Even if Nathan had wanted this once. That was before, back when they were dating, before I came on the scene. Submissive as he was, would he really be willing to surrender his manhood to a woman who was married to somebody else?

All I could do was wait and see.

Michelle was out there a long time. Maybe even her persuasive powers had met their match. And despite her words, I listened hard, terrified of hearing the sounds of them having sex. Not that I could do anything about if they did, it dawned on me. The plastic cable ties around my wrist held firm, and I wasn’t going anywhere until Michelle decided otherwise. In my own way, I was as much a prisoner as any man she might get to put on that cruel cage.

And the longer she was away, the more fear replaced desire. Even though I couldn’t hear them having sex, I wouldn’t feel comfortable until my wife was back by my side. I thought of calling out to her, but I decided against it. After all, this was her game, and it was going to go the way that she wanted. It turned me on, even while I lay there alone and nervous.

She was gone a long time, but not forever. Eventually, I heard her footsteps in the hallway, saw her stepping through the open door of the bedroom. My heart gave a little kick at the sight of her, as though it recognized the woman I loved so much, the woman who now controlled me with her wild and dominant sexuality.

Her hands were empty she stepped through the door. She was smiling, a sly smile of smug satisfaction, walking tall and proud of her beautiful body with her head in the air. She climbed onto the bed beside me again, smiling as she lay down on the mattress.

“Well? What happened?” I asked.

“What do you think happened? Nathan learned his place as a beta male, and now I own his cock.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“Nope.”

Michelle raised her hand in front of me, slowly opening it to show me the tiny key that shone on her palm. She didn’t need to explain it any more than that. I knew what the key was for. And that meant that her ex-boyfriend was out there with his cock locked in a steel cage, completely under my wife’s control.

That meant she had seen his cock, which wasn’t exactly a thought that filled me with pleasure. But Michelle’s deep blue eyes were shining in that intoxicating way they had when she was excited. And now that she was back by my side, desire began to win the war against fear.

“Isn’t that a sexy thought? Owning his manhood like that?” Michelle said. Carefully, she laid her tiny key down on my chest. Then, her free hand reached down between my legs again. I groaned all over again as she took hold of my cock, my member rapidly swelling at her touch until it filled her hand again.

“I don’t know,” I said, struggling against the desire and pleasure that rose within me as she started to stroke. “It’s too weird.”

“It’s awesome,” Michelle said. “Look, let’s just do it as a trial. I know he was only supposed to stay a couple of days, but I like having him around. You have to see the benefits of it too. Let’s keep him for… Two weeks. I mean, it’s not like he has anywhere else to go. At the end of two weeks, of him serving us and being our little houseboy, we’ll all get together and decide if we want to keep playing like this. If not, no hard feelings. He can find somewhere else to stay, and we’ll go back the way things were. But somehow, I don’t think you want that. I think you’ve got a taste for having a dominant wife.”

I groaned as she squeezed my cock, and Michelle laughed. She didn’t need any more answer than that. My passion was obvious as my cock throbbed in her hand, just as much under her control as Nathan’s was, wherever he was at that moment. And nothing turned Michelle on like having that kind of power. She was practically vibrating with it, overwhelmed by her own sense of sexual superiority.

That was how she was going to play this game. That was how she would win me over, I knew already. Because she was right that we were having incredible sex, and it was all because of her and her kinky games and her wild imagination. Already, I had the feeling that I wasn’t going to be able to resist even her slightest whim.

Michelle let go of my cock. Rising up onto her knees, she picked up the key from my chest, holding it in her hand as she straddled me. With her other hand, she reached down underneath herself and guided my cock into her pussy again. Then she started to ride me, moving rhythmically on top of me, her mouth opening as her sighs of pleasure turned slowly into gasps.

“Betas shouldn’t be allowed to cum,” she said in a breathless voice, almost as if she was talking to herself. Seducing herself with her own dirty talk while I lay underneath her, my cock rock hard and rigid, a toy for her to use, just like she said. “They should devote themselves to serving their mistresses. Shining my shoes. Doing my laundry. Washing my car. Just doing everything I say to make sure I have the best life possible. That’s all a beta male deserves. They don’t deserve orgasms. Only women and their alpha male lovers deserve that.”

“Oh my God,” I groaned, but Michelle didn’t react. She didn’t even seem to hear me. Her eyes were closed now, as if she were lost in her own little world of sexual domination. And I was part of it, but a passive part. For now, Michelle was the driving force behind everything we did, just as we both liked it.

“I don’t want him jerking off,” she went on, her eyes still closed as she spoke. “I don’t allow it. Male orgasms are an occasional reward for exceptional behavior. That’s how a woman controls you guys. It’s almost too easy. I should have done this years ago. Just think, he’s out there, wishing he was where you are right now. Wishing he was tied to my bed, being fucked. But he’ll never get that. Instead, he just gets an endless list of chores to do to make me happy while I have sex.”

Her voice was getting more breathless by the moment, her pleasure overwhelming her. I watched, unable to turn my eyes away from this beautiful spectacle, my wife coming into her full dominant power right before my very eyes. As if with every thrust of my cock inside her, every bounce of her beautiful body on top of me, her power and self-confidence grew.

And as she rode the great wave of sexual pleasure rising inside her, Michelle stopped talking. Her hands gripped my chest for balance, pressing the tiny key against my skin. Her pussy spasmed and tightened around my cock as a sadistic orgasm swept through her. Once again, my beautiful wife howled her dominant bliss at the ceiling as she came.

Because nothing turned her on more than being in charge.


Michelle’s Pleasure Toy

It’s a disorientating feeling to know that your wife controls the sexual pleasure of another man.

That’s not a sentence I ever thought I would write. And it’s certainly not an experience I ever thought I would have. But Michelle, somehow, had created a situation unlike any I had ever imagined before. And she did it so easily and so skillfully that sometimes, I found myself wondering if she had planned this all along.

But that wasn’t the vibe I got. Instead, I suspected that she was freestyling this, making it up as she went along. Like she was in the grip of something bigger and more powerful than herself, as swept up in it as the rest of us were. Not to say she wasn’t riding this unexpected wave with tremendous skill, though. Of course, I already knew that my wife could be convincing. But I guess I never anticipated just how great her power to charm could be.

And suddenly, Michelle was in her element.

This dominant side to her sexuality wasn’t exactly a surprise to me. Or if it was, it was the degree of it that surprised me, not the fact itself. She had shown me enough of that in our own relatively mild little games that I wasn’t shocked to learn she liked to be in control.

But she had never given any indication that she would go this far, that her deviant desires went this deep.

And it was sexy. I’m not going to deny that. Seeing her explore this admittedly dark fantasy, seeing her put normal behavior behind her and fully indulge something so kinky and wild was a massive turn on for me. And that surprised me too. After all, I would have expected that the last thing I would ever want was to see her involved with another man. And yet, I was under no illusions that that was what was going on.

Yes, it helped that she wasn’t having sex with him. She wasn’t even kissing him. All she was doing was teasing him, just the same way that she might tease any stranger she met in the street by wearing one of her provocative outfits. I always loved that. As Michelle like to remind me, this was just like that. Only a more intense, more deliberate version of it.

Maybe that made sense. Maybe it didn’t. All I knew was that Michelle was absolutely in her element. And as badly as I had wanted her since the very day that we met, I had never been as turned on by my wife as I was now that I was seeing this cruel and dominant side of her.

And somehow, it was always a shock. Maybe because in my everyday life, I could get some distance from it, and from her. While I was at work, my thoughts circled around my wife and the strange games she was playing with a man who used to be her lover. And it seemed outrageous to me. It seemed unbelievable that I was possibly going along with it. Yes, they weren’t having sex. The strange chastity device locked around his manhood proved that. Although of course, Michelle held the key, and she could free him if she wanted to. Jealous ideas flooded my brain sometimes, tormenting me with thoughts of what might be happening behind my back. I trusted my wife. I always had. But I had never suspected she had these kind of depths of depravity and kinkiness and cruelty about her. What else might Michelle be hiding from me?

Leaving aside the threat of infidelity, just the pure strangeness of what she was up to astounded me whenever I wasn’t around her. At the office, I would be plagued by thoughts of how weird this all was, of how my life had taken a turn more strange than anything I had ever heard about. I couldn’t even invent something this weird and wild, and yet it was the reality of what my life had become.

Sometimes, while I was at work or away from her for some other reason, I would even tell myself that it had to stop. That while it was interesting and while I didn’t want to be a prude, this was just too weird for me. This wasn’t what I had signed up for when I married the girl of my dreams. I would go home that night and tell her that it had to stop.

But of course, I never did. Because every time I got home, there she was. And her presence, her beauty, her undeniable sex appeal were more than enough sweep away my doubts and fears and convince me that, as strange as my life had become, maybe it was worth letting my wife get her way for one more day.

Here’s what I mean.

A few days into our new arrangement, I came home from work. Once again, I had spent much of the day telling myself that this deviant game had to end. I couldn’t deny that it had been fun, or that I had enjoyed Michelle’s turbocharged sex drive ever since Nathan came into our lives. After all, I had been the lucky recipient of all that energy, not him. But enough is enough. All good things come to an end, and so do all strange things, and this strange thing had run its course.

And then I stepped through the door of our house and reentered the strange world of dominance and submission that Michelle had created, and once again, I found my willpower just melting away.

Michelle was sitting on the couch. As usual, she was looking radiant. She always dressed to impress anyway, but now she was living out these wild dominatrix fantasies, her clothing choices had become even more adventurous and provocative than they were before.

She must’ve changed when she got home from work, because there was no way she wore that stretchy black dress to her office. The elasticated fabric clung to her body, conforming to every line and curve, and the dark fabric made her red hair blaze in contrast as she turned her pretty face toward me and smiled that wicked smile that she knew could get her just about anything.

“Hi, babe,” she said, her blue eyes glowing with desire and delight as she looked at me. And in that look, already, I felt my resistance evaporating. I felt all the reasonable arguments I had made to myself at work for why we shouldn’t do this anymore crumbling like chalk, confronted with her beauty.

These games make Michelle happy. I knew that. But it was one thing to know that intellectually, to carry that information around in my brain while I went about my day at work. It was a totally different thing to see it right there in front of me, see the way this unbelievable arrangement filled her with light and joy. How was I going to refuse anything to her when she looked like that? She had paired her revealing black dress with black leather boots, the ones she took such sadistic pleasure in making Nathan polish, and they made her long legs look even longer as she sat crosslegged on the sofa, the tight dress sliding easily up her smooth thigh. It wasn’t an accident. She knew what she looked like. And she knew the effect it had on me, as well as on her former boyfriend and newfound submissive boy toy, too.

Because as always, Michelle wasn’t alone. There was Nathan, kneeling on the floor of our living room at my wife’s feet, gazing up at her with that expression of stricken desire he almost always wore when she was around. As I entered the room, he turned to look at me just like she did, but unlike her, he quickly glanced away. He never could meet my eyes for long. And that didn’t surprise me. I didn’t particularly want to look at him either, and be reminded that there was another man involved in our sex life now, no matter how subservient a role he played. Instead, we both found it easier to focus on Michelle, to study her beauty that kept us both captive in our different ways. Of course, my attention-seeking wife was more than happy with that.

And it always made me feel funny to see them there like that. Another reminder that they could’ve been doing anything. I knew I had to trust my wife, and that I had to take Michelle at her word that they weren’t having sex. Honestly, I believed her. Even though I knew she could unlock Nathan’s cage if she wanted to, her whole new dominant demeanor helped to convince me that she wouldn’t. Because if she did, she would lose the power she had over him. And often, lately, I thought to myself that the power turned her on far more than he did.

Still, that doesn’t change how strange it felt to see another man kneeling at my wife’s feet. Especially since he was completely naked.

By now, it wasn’t the first time I had seen wife’s ex-boyfriend naked. Or as naked as he got with the chastity device locked around his cock, anyway. Michelle liked him that way. It was another sexual thrill for her, another reminder of the power she had over him. To deny him even the ability to wear clothes in her presence, while she dressed up in her favorite fashions. Or maybe she just liked seeing his caged cock, liked being reminded of what he had sacrificed for her for very little discernible reward. Whatever the true story was, the effect was the same.

And there was no getting past the way it looked to see him kneeling there at my wife’s feet. There was no missing the symbolism that was the point of the whole exercise. It looked like he was praying. Like he was worshiping my wife. And in a way, I knew that he was. That ever since he had come to stay with us, Nathan’s infatuation with Michelle had made him a prisoner of her kinky desires.

I still hadn’t got past the strangeness of being confronted with that when I came home. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t sexy, too.

“Hi,” I managed to say in response to my wife’s greeting, the word sounding ridiculously mundane in the situation we found ourselves in. Michelle was a lot better than I was at acting as though this was somehow normal. Still, she couldn’t keep that expression of delight off her face. She couldn’t hide the pleasure she took in being worshiped like a goddess by her ex-boyfriend. To be honest, she didn’t even try.

“Bitch boy here was just begging me for sex, as usual,” she giggled, while I winced at her words. Nathan looked at the floor, Michelle’s shining boots filling his vision as he cringed in embarrassment that she took enormous pleasure in fueling. She had never displayed that kind of sadism with me, not even on those rare but exciting occasions when she tied me to the bed. When that happened, it was just part of our sex, a mildly kinky twist on what we normally did. This was different. This was a deep psychological game she was playing, and her selfishness made her unbelievably sexy to me.

“What do you think? Should I unlock him?” Michelle said. As she spoke, she raised her hand toward her throat, and I saw her slide her thumb underneath a thin silver chain that lay across her collarbone. She lifted it, and the key that hung from it flashed in the light. She had started wearing the key to Nathan’s chastity, as though she never wanted to forget the power she held. As if she ever could.

“No,” I said quickly, and Michelle burst out laughing. Of course, she knew I was going to say that. Why would I say anything else? In leaving it up to me, Michelle was ensuring she got the answer she wanted. Besides, I was under no illusions that it was really up to me. Always and forever, it was up to her. That was the way we both wanted it. The way all three of us wanted it.

“You would say that. You’re so mean.”

I didn’t respond. It wasn’t me that was setting these crazy rules. This strange new three-way relationship wasn’t my idea. In my way, I was much a passenger as Nathan was, or maybe even more. Both of us caught up in desire for the same woman, both of us entranced by her beauty and cruelty. Seeing him kneeling there at her feet, I felt the disdain for him I imagined I was supposed to feel. But I also felt a stab of jealousy. I wanted to worship Michelle’s beauty and dominance just as much as he did. And just being around it was enough to make my heart pound in my chest as I looked at my wife and wondered what strange new adventure she had planned.

“Come here.”

Michelle patted the sofa cushion next to her as she spoke, shifting slightly on her seat and tugging at the hem of her tight dress. I stepped toward her, Nathan shifting on his knees to make room for me as I did. Nervousness was fluttering in my stomach now, a nervousness that I hadn’t felt in a long time until he came along, but now was feeling almost every day. This was a regular weekday, a workday, and yet the moment I stepped through that door, I was back in this strange kinky game. Back in this world of dark sexuality that none of us could get enough of.

I sat down on the sofa beside her. The faint hint of her perfume hovered in the air like a heat haze that rose from her body, her personal power increasing the closer I was to her physically. All I wanted was to wrap my arms around Her magnificent body, to feel again the pleasure of sex with my beautiful wife. It’s never enough. The more I got of her, the more I wanted her. We hadn’t had sex this frequently and passionately since the very start of our relationship. Maybe not even then. She was like a drug I was completely hooked on, unable to say no even when caution suggested I should. And she knew that. Michelle seemed to know everything.

Her hand rested on my leg, and I felt my cock swelling with desire. Michelle smiled at me, her deep blue eyes locked onto mine, the naked man kneeling at her feet seemly forgotten for now as her hand crept ever higher. As usual, she was feeling frisky. As usual, I wasn’t going to argue. All I had to do was look at her, and desire soared inside me again, and that was all the weapon she would ever need to get me to do what she wanted.

“Poor boy,” she said in a soft voice, her eyes flickering over my face as if she were trying to memorize every detail. “He wants me so bad.”

“You’re the one who locked him up, not me,” I said. And Michelle burst out laughing at my words, as though I was reminding her of something she had forgotten. As though she could possibly forget the power she had over her ex-boyfriend with the key to his manhood hanging so teasingly around her neck.

“I know,” she groaned. “But that’s what beta boys deserve. If they can’t satisfy their mistress, they get their cocks locked away until they learn their place. Which is serving my every desire. Actually, it’s lucky you’re home now. You know how turned on I get making my slave do whatever I say.”

And now I groaned as Michelle’s hand touched my swollen cock through my pants. She knew exactly how to use physical touch to take the edge off the things she said. Probably she knew I didn’t exactly relish hearing how much it turned her on to play with her new submissive boy toy. But she also knew that giving me physical pleasure would make my objections evaporate almost immediately. Her hand rubbed my cock through the pants I had worn to work, and already, I was putty in her hands. I was willing to go along with anything for the promise of pleasure she held out. Michelle relied on that, and it had never failed her yet.

“I was thinking I might have to use him, until you got home,” Michelle said. And as I gasped in shock, she smiled, shifting her weight on the sofa and using both hands now to pull down the zipper of my pants. She reached inside my clothing, her practiced hands finding my throbbing cock and guiding it out into the light. Sitting next to me on the sofa, she stroked it, not caring that a naked man was watching with pure desire. No; it was that she didn’t care. It was that it turned her on to know just how badly she was teasing her former boyfriend with what she gave me, what he couldn’t have.

“What do you mean?”

The words fluttered in my throat, my lips trembling as I struggled to form them. Michelle’s soft hand kept moving up and down my shaft, sending bolts of pleasure through me, and it would’ve been easy to forget about everything else but that. Easy to lose myself in the pleasure she was giving me, embrace the physical sensations I craved and forget about everything else. But still, that doubt gnawed and nagged at me. And often, lately, I suspected that that was a big part of what turned my kinky wife on, too.

“Well… You know. It’s not like I was going to unlock him or anything. I wouldn’t let that worthless cock anywhere near me at this point.”

Michelle laughed again, that same giddy and sadistic laugh that sent a feeling like panic racing along my spine.

“But there’s more than one way to pleasure a woman,” she went on. “Before you got home, I was starting to wonder to myself… Would it really be that bad to use his mouth to get me off?”

“Michelle!” I gasped, my outrage tempered with the desire that raced through me. And her satisfied smirk told me that she knew exactly what she was doing to me. I knew it too, but that didn’t mean I had any power to resist her. I knew that she was giving me pleasure at the same time as she was pushing forward her own agenda, testing the boundaries of what I would and wouldn’t allow her to do and making me feel good while she did it. It worked. That was the problem. It worked far too well for her to ever stop now.

“What?” she said, feigning an innocence that was at odds with both her behavior and her appearance as she continued to stroke me right there on the couch. And although I didn’t look over at him, I knew that Nathan was still watching it all, taking everything in from his knees. My wife was his mistress, and his desire for her was so deep and so pure that he would allow her to do just about anything, even knowing she had no intention of sleeping with him. Although for me, that certainty was being shaken with every word my sexy wife spoke as she continued to manipulate my cock in front of this new stranger.

“I don’t think that’s really cheating,” she went on. “Getting head from a slave boy’s like… Well, it’s like using a toy. You wouldn’t get jealous of a dildo I used, would you? It’s just like that. Just a toy for me to use.”

As she spoke the words, Michelle’s gorgeous eyes drifted toward her former lover, just for a moment. He, as always, was staring right at her, unable to look anywhere else. I knew exactly what he must feel at hearing those words from her, because I felt the same thing. They just made her seem more powerful, more dominant, more sexy. My cock surged in my wife’s hands as she continued to idly stroke, wearing down my defenses, sweeping away any objections I might have to her unbelievable power. Somehow, in my heightened state of arousal, her words were starting to seem almost reasonable. I knew that was crazy, and that she was playing with me. But I was too caught up in desire to care. Michelle was turning me on, and she knew it, and she knew as well as I did she could get me to go along with almost anything when she did that.

“Is that… what you want?” I said carefully. And Michelle’s smile grew as she looked at me, her hand tightening just a little around my surging shaft. She knew she had already won. Once again, my gorgeous wife was going to get everything she wanted.

“Yes. It is. And I know exactly what you want. So maybe we can both get what we’re after.”

Michelle shifted on the sofa again. This time, she pulled up her legs underneath her, kneeling on the cushion beside me. She swept her fiery hair back behind her ears, then leaned forward, and I gasped as she took my cock in her hand again. Her blue eyes sought mine as she lowered her mouth down onto it, tightening her lips around the sensitive head and making me groan as her wet tongue drifted across the tip of my organ.

And as my wife pleasured me, she pursued her own agenda. One hand still held my cock, but the other reached for the hem of her dress. She pulled it up her thighs, and the elasticated fabric sprang back as she pulled it over her ass. I watched, not saying a word, barely believing what I was seeing as she pulled her dress all the way up around her waist. At the same time, she shifted on her knees, spreading her legs apart. Then, lifting her mouth from my cock momentarily, she smiled at me, that sultry and seductive smile that never failed to make my heart miss a beat in my chest.

Then she turned her attention to her slave.

“Get to work, bitch boy,” she said, her tone suddenly sharp, very different from the way she had been speaking to me since I walked through the door. “Make me cum while I suck my husband off. And be quick about it. I want you to get me ready to fuck him while you make us dinner.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan said in a dull voice. As though argument didn’t even occur to him. As though it never even crossed his mind that he could say no. Like he had no will of his own, he shuffled forward on his knees. But I knew what Michelle had learned, too. It was easy to make him do what he already wanted to do. And as he tentatively reached out, placing one hand on each of her thighs as he steered his head down between her legs, Michelle turned to me with a smile and tightened her hand around my shaft again.

“See? Just think of him as a voice-controlled sex toy. He’s going to get me off while I get you off, and then we’re going to fuck all night while he does our chores for us. Sounds like a win-win to me.”

My beautiful wife didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she lowered her mouth back down onto my cock, tightening her lips around the shaft again. And I groaned as pleasure took hold of me, racing like lightning up and down my spine.

Michelle’s hair broke free from behind her ears, tickling my thighs as she bobbed her head up and down more forcefully. With every movement she made, my pleasure grew, and soon my cock was throbbing desperately inside her mouth, aching for release.

At the same time, I could hear the wet sound of Nathan running his tongue over my wife’s pussy. And soon, I could feel the vibration of her moans of pleasure as she continued to suck my cock. I sat trembling on the sofa, torn between pleasure and disbelief. Michelle had done it again, only this time, she had pushed me even further. Now, she was getting oral sex off another man, and part of my brain told me I should be horrified. I should be resisting this with everything I had, putting a stop to this wild adventure.

But I didn’t. Just as my wife knew I wouldn’t. Because the pleasure I was feeling was just too intense. And if I’m honest with myself, I would have to admit that it was sexy to see her so selfish. Sexy to both hear and feel her sounds of ecstasy as another man licked her while she sucked me off, my wife behaving like an absolute slut and not caring about anyone’s pleasure but her own. It was magnificent. It was everything I wanted her to be. And even if I wasn’t ready to admit that even to myself, that didn’t change the fact that it turned me on more than I would ever have believed possible.

My cock surged inside Michelle’s mouth. And her breathless gasps grew louder and louder. Her head bobbed up and down more frantically, her pleasure spurring her on to give me more of mine, and before long, I exploded in her throat. She groaned as she swallowed, sucking the boiling cum right out of my cock while I trembled to her touch, one arm over her shoulders, my eyelids fluttering with the power of pure bliss my wife had given me.

And when she had swallowed every drop of my orgasm, Michelle raised her pretty face from my lap. Sweeping her red hair back from her face, she smiled at me, her eyes glowing with pure passion.

Nathan still kneeled behind her, lifting his face from her pussy as she straightened up. And her long hair clung to her shoulders as she turned to look down at him over her shoulder. Again, I heard that dismissive tone in her voice, that sharpness she used only with him as she gave him new and humiliating orders.

“That’s enough, slut. Go put dinner on. You can serve us once we’re done having fun.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Nathan meekly said. And the smile that lit up Michelle’s face as she watched him rise to his feet and head toward the kitchen, naked except for the chastity device locked around his cock, made her look every inch the sexy dominatrix she was.

Nathan disappeared into the kitchen. My wife turned her eyes back to me. Placing her hands on my shoulders, she pushed me back onto the sofa, raising one leg and swinging it over me as she straddled my lap. Then, reaching down underneath herself, she took my wet cock in her hand and began stroking again.

“See? This is awesome. Now, let’s get you hard again so you can fuck me properly while my slave boy makes us something to eat.”

She was unbelievable. She was unstoppable. And at her touch, my cock, so recently drained, started to fatten once again. Because after all, nothing was sexier than when Michelle took charge.
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