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Dedication


For all the secret doms out there. Keep thrilling your subs.




Chapter 1


Emily
My bedroom is stifling hot. I’m a sweaty mess and daydreaming about the cool mist of our showerhead and wishing I was under it right now. Instead, I’m in reverse cowgirl riding my husband, Nate, and staring at the wall opposite the bed, wondering how much longer he’s going to take. I piston my hips faster, hoping to speed this up. 
Nate just turned 45 and I swear the older he gets, the slower he comes. Some women might consider this a bonus, but I miss the fast fuck days of our 20s. We’d be watching a movie together, and he’d turn to me, press me into the cushions of the couch, and have his way with me. I’d get a brief fun thrill and we’d finish the movie. Later, he’d lick my pussy and drive me wild until I came. I’m 35 and we’ve been together for 12 years — married for 10 — and he’s licked nothing below my breasts in the last 3 years. 
I might have forgotten what oral sex feels like, but he can’t say the same. He doesn’t overtly demand it, but he still gets his Saturday morning blowjobs because the few times I skipped it when I wasn’t sick or out of town, he pouted all day. Sometimes it’s easier to spend a few minutes on your knees than waste an entire day with a cranky man-child. 
Glancing at the clock on the wall, a flash of annoyance ripples through me. Jesus, we’ve been at this for 20 minutes. Would he just freaking come already? I’m bored with riding him and tired of fake moaning. His cock creates a pleasant friction inside my pussy; adequate to keep me horny and desperate to come, but not enough to get me close to an orgasm. It’s just one long edge session and I’m ready to be finished, one way or the other.
Nate stills and grasps my hips to stop me from moving. He sighs. “Emily, I don’t think it’s happening tonight. I’m just too tired.”
Halle-fuckin-lujah! With my back towards him, I don’t need to temper my expression and I’m betting I look pretty happy to be done. 
I try to soothe him and show him it’s not a big deal. “I think it’s too hot in our bedroom. That probably didn’t help.” 
He murmurs in agreement as I climb off him and snuggle against him for a moment. Our sweat-sticky bodies make it miserable, so I quickly roll over to my side of the bed to lie on my back and stare at the ceiling. Within a couple of minutes, Nate is snoring softly next to me, and my pussy is an angry buzz of need. Shit, I really needed to come tonight. 
Nate travels a ton for work and he just returned yesterday from a two-week trip. His company flies him around to different locations to help set up satellite offices or to troubleshoot when there’s a management problem at a site. He’s usually only gone one week at a time, but he ran into some complications and had to stay an extra week. I really needed the physical connection of a shared orgasm with him tonight, but our sex life is less than stellar, so deep down I knew I was asking for too much.
I spread my legs and reach down to my slick folds. God, I’m so wet. I slip a finger in and moan softly, but cut off my sigh when Nate shifts in his sleep. I’m not sure I can relax without coming. Gingerly, I crawl out of bed and tiptoe out of the room, using my cell phone’s soft flashlight feature to make sure I don’t hit anything on my way out. Since Nate hasn’t been asleep that long, I know he’s in a light phase. But I need to visit the bathroom before I fall asleep anyway, so it isn’t uncharacteristic of me to get up after sex, and I could use that excuse if he wakes up.
Escaping to the bathroom, I lean against the counter, spread my legs, and massage my clit with three fingers. My tiny moans echo in the small room, but the walls are thick enough between the bathroom and the master bedroom that I don’t care. We also sleep with a white noise machine going, so it would take more than some moaning to bother him.
I focus on my clit for a few minutes, and then press my fingers inside my slick cave, alternating between rubbing and finger fucking myself in a sexual haze. I need something more than I’m getting and my mind drifts to him — the guy I was trying to avoid thinking about tonight while with my husband.
I stop caressing myself and pick up my phone, swiping at the app I use for my friends when I play online games with them. I click on the picture of a sexy grey-haired fox named Aiden and stare at the voice message icon. Knowing I shouldn’t do it, I press on the voicemail and let the message play out loud. Aiden’s deep voice entrances me as I listen to him.
Emily,
I know you’ve been thinking about me. I know that my words have been making you restless, making you want to hear more.
You’re just discovering that you like being told what to do. That’s because you’re a natural submissive.
And a sub like you needs someone to guide them, teach them, show them how to obey.
Already you know I have an effect on you. As you listen to this, I know you’re squirming, maybe even wanting to touch yourself. You’re wondering just what serving me would be like.
So I’m going to make you an offer.
I will give you what you need, even though you don’t know what that is yet. I will teach you to serve, teach you to be obedient, teach you to do as your Sir tells you.
And in return, all I ask for is your total surrender to me.
So if you want me to be your Dom, all you have to do is reply.
And say “Yes Sir.”
I listen to the message again. The third time through, I realize I’ve been rubbing my clit the entire time and I’m about to come. I let the audio play one last time while I finger myself, and when he tells me to say, “Yes, Sir,” I come so hard my legs turn to Jell-o and I slide to the floor, panting. Aftershocks of pleasure ripple through my body and I stare at myself in the full-length mirror on the wall across from me. I’m wanton, naked, and sprawled with my legs wide open.
I sigh and let the phone slip out of my hand onto the linoleum with a gentle thud. Nate being at home should have solved any temptation from Aiden. Yet, here I am, on my bathroom floor after an intense orgasm from listening to his voice and offer. The same as I’ve done every day for the past five days since he left the message. 
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
I’m startled out of a light sleep by the bedroom door clicking closed. I wish Emily hadn’t been so obvious about wanting sex tonight. We need to chat and not being able to orgasm didn’t put me at ease. Something has been going on with her for weeks, and I hoped being gone would give us some time apart to realize how much we mean to each other. But as soon as I got home yesterday, I could tell nothing had changed and things might be worse. Maybe when she gets back to bed, we can really talk.
Realizing I’m thirsty, I get up and head to the kitchen. When I pass by the bathroom, the door is closed and I pause when I hear moaning. What the fuck. Is she masturbating in the bathroom? I put my ear against the door, feeling slightly like a peeping Tom, but curious if she really is touching herself.
Through the thin wood, I hear some guy offering to teach her how to obey while she moans. I stand there in shock. When the recording ends and she plays it again, my cock springs to attention. The other guy uses her name at the beginning, so this is a personalized message just for her.
I turn back to the bedroom, close the door behind me, and lie down in bed — forgetting the water. I stroke myself to the image of Emily playing with herself in the bathroom to a random guy offering to dominate her. She never told me she wanted that, and I don’t know that I could even do it if she asked. It only takes a minute of rubbing my shaft and squeezing my balls before I come super hard at the thought of her on her knees for another guy.
Jesus. I clean up my mess with some tissues from a box on the nightstand. When Emily comes back into the bedroom, I pretend I’m sleeping until I actually fall asleep. 




Chapter 2


Emily
My husband makes a good income, so I only have to work part time at a craft store to help feed my crafting addiction and buy supplies with the employee discount. This leaves my days mostly free and boring. 
We own a three-story house, and the top floor is a weird mother-in-law apartment with a studio bedroom, a kitchenette, and a bathroom. Nate and I considered renting out the room since none of our family comes to visit, but we don’t need the money and we’re too lazy to hunt for a renter that might trash our house. Cleaning the house takes a fair bit of effort, but other than that my days are free.
To pass the time, several years ago I started playing an online multiplayer fantasy game, and I hate to admit it, but I’m obsessed with it. Nate doesn’t know how addicted I am since I play when he’s at work. I joined a guild that raided on UK hours, so I’d be raiding during the day, and the game is a second job for me. I am the recruitment officer in my guild and play an elven cleric named Sunshine. I’m continually helping with plans for the guild and acclimating new members to the schedule and requirements. 
Two months ago, a necromancer named Dreznar joined the guild. He was a quiet guy, but not a pushover. He knew his role and played his character well, so he quickly brought attention to himself for his dedicated playing style. I’m a flirt and attracted to quiet and shy guys, so I teased Dreznar a bit. He responded positively, and we forged a budding friendship. I quickly found out he wasn’t shy and was only quiet. Once he opened up, he flirted just as much as I did, and our interactions gave me tiny thrills. 
The more Dreznar and I talked, the more restless I became. Something about him attracted me like a moth to a flame and I woke up every morning thinking about him. Every night he was my last thought before I fell asleep. We started private messaging each other in an app the guild uses to communicate outside the game. Sometimes we’d just chat on the app all day, without even logging into the game first. We finally got comfortable enough to share our real names. His name was Aiden and from that point on, I mostly thought of him with his real name and not as his character.
Two weeks ago, things changed. Our conversations had taken on a flirtier tone in the week or two leading up to that night. Nate was out playing cards with some friends and I admit I was feeling horny and being more sexual than normal in my messages. 
Occasionally Aiden would take the flirting into character roleplay in the game where we would pretend it was just our characters talking and immerse ourselves in the moment. But that night he took it to a whole new level. Before I knew it, we were touring player housing, and Dreznar was bending Sunshine over a table. I was a willing participant and egged him on. I wanted to see how far he would take it. He pushed as far as I would go, which was Sunshine giving him everything she had to offer.
I’m no saint. Twice in my marriage I took flirting too far and ended up sexting another player. But each time it was a one-off type of deal and the other guy always left the game for mental health reasons after I wouldn’t continue on with a cyber affair. My guild leader joked I needed to avoid sexting the new guys because I was chasing them off. It was only two men, but in a way it was true, and after that I was careful in my dealings with people until I met Aiden. He changed everything.
Aiden rocked my world. After that first night bent over a table, I really couldn’t stop thinking of him all day, every day. His sexting differed from anything I’d ever experienced. He just… took control, and I didn’t have to do anything but sit there and touch myself and type occasional sentences about what I was doing or how I felt. 
Aiden worked nights, so we had all day together in the game. We grouped, explored, did quests, and found time to sext daily. I was having so many orgasms that I didn’t feel the need to have them with my husband. Not that Nate was asking for sex often, but even our weekly weekend sex was rote and more boring than usual. I wanted him to take control and become a wild beast with me, like Aiden was in text, but Nate is all about making love. His softness left me craving Aiden’s roughness even more.
During this time, we opened up more about our real lives. It was a scary thrill the day I found out Aiden lived in my state. What are the odds of that? I tried to be cagey about exactly where I lived. I don’t need a psychopath showing up on my doorstep threatening to talk to my husband. Aiden was more open than I was, and he told me he lived 30 minutes away from me. The sane part of me knew this kind of temptation living so close is a bad idea, but it’s only online, right?
Until I got the voicemail.




Chapter 3


Emily
What the fuck am I going to do about Aiden? I’m in the breakfast nook off the kitchen while Nate makes food. Our first attempt at sex after his trip didn’t go well, so what does this mean for our marriage? It doesn’t help that the orgasm from listening to Aiden’s voice message had me seeing stars, highlighting the difference with my husband. 
After listening to the voicemail for the first time five days ago, I messaged Aiden and told him I needed a few days to consider the offer. He replied that he’d give me a week and that I can’t drag it on forever. I need to decide today so I can give him my answer tomorrow. 
Nate brings me scrambled eggs, toast, and a small bowl of strawberries and sits down across from me. He flashes me a smile, and we both dig in wordlessly. Guess he doesn’t want to talk about last night, which is fine with me. 
“Emily, did you have plans for your day?”
Nate and I usually do our own thing on Saturday mornings after I give him his weekly blowjob, and then watch a movie together in the evening. When Nate got out of bed before I could even attempt the blowjob, it reinforced that something was off with him. He’s the type of guy you can’t press for answers and have to let come to you when he wants to discuss an issue, so I’ll bide my time and wait. 
I swallow my bite of egg before responding. “No, not really. Might log in and play my game.”
When he doesn’t respond, I take a sip of water before continuing. “Do you have plans?”
This is about as scintillating as our Saturday breakfast conversation gets. We eat, see what the other is doing, and then go our separate ways. 
Nate scrapes the last of his eggs onto his fork, shoves it into his mouth and talks with his mouth full. “Nope, probably just yard work.” 
Eww, he knows I hate it when he chews while talking, but he gets up to rinse his plate off in the sink so he misses the dirty look I toss in his direction. Watching him at the counter, I know I’ve made my decision. 
Before Nate leaves the kitchen, he comes over, kisses my forehead, and says he’ll see me later. I only wait a few minutes before dumping the rest of my eggs in the trash, laying my plate in the sink, and scurrying to my computer. My hands are shaking as I type my password into the game’s log-in screen, eager to find Aiden online. I’m hoping he’s in the game because I want to give my answer while my little elf is in front of him. I press enter, and pray. 
Sunshine enters the world in her house and breathes a sigh of relief when she sees Dreznar online. She can’t tell what part of the world he’s exploring, but it doesn’t matter. She can say hello from a distance. Sunshine has a funny greeting for Dreznar, and it made him laugh the first time she used it, so she continues to greet him that way.
“Yo, what’s up?”
Sunshine waits patiently, wondering how long it will take for him to reply.
He doesn’t respond for a solid minute, and I rub my clammy hands on my fleece pajama pants while I wait. Maybe he’s away from his computer? Usually he greets me with, ‘Good morning, Sunshine,’ which I find adorable every time he says it.
Sunshine finally gets a message. “Hello, Emily. Do you have an answer for me?”
I get a zing straight to my pussy when he types my real name and I’m instantly wet. Calling me Emily is hot. I know my answer, but his greeting throws me into a mental tailspin. I try to buy some time to think.
Sunshine rebuts, “Uh, I have one more day,” and receives no reaction. 
The longer I stare at the screen waiting, the wetter my pussy gets. Is he doing this on purpose? Does he know how turned on I’m getting when he makes me wait?
After a few minutes, he finally announces to Sunshine. “Okay, Emily. I am logging off. When you have an answer for me, you can find me on the app. I won’t talk to you until you do.”
Sunshine panics, and quickly messages him before he can leave.
“WAIT!”
Dreznar doesn’t respond to her for a good minute, and Sunshine checks her friends list again to verify he’s still in the world. He’s there, so why isn’t he talking to her? 
“Yes, Emily? I’m waiting.”
Oh, fuck. He was expecting Sunshine to continue.
“Um, I have an answer.”
The shaking has moved from my hands to my entire body and my clit is throbbing and demands attention. Hoping if I rub myself the shaking will stop, I slip a hand under the waistband of my pajama pants and underneath my panties. I’m so dang wet. My fingers glide easily between my silky folds and I massage gentle circles around my bean while I wait for him to answer.
When he hasn’t typed after a couple minutes, I close my eyes and lean back in my office chair, spreading my legs further so I can finger fuck myself easier. Everything Aiden does turns me on, so I don’t know why I’m surprised his lack of response is working me up.
I sigh and arch my hips up as I press my fingers downward. My mind clears of worry and thought, and a calm slips over me as I keep my eyes closed and lose myself in the sensation. Aiden and I have shared several selfies, including nudes, so I know what his cock looks like. I imagine my fingers are his thick shaft and that he’s in my office fucking me this very moment. The daydream is enough for me to come and my body quivers while I moan loudly and buck against my hand. Waves of ecstasy ripple through me and my pussy clenches as the pleasure peaks.
I’m not sure how long I sat there with my fingers in my snatch before removing them, wiping them on my pants, and opening my eyes. I’m relaxed, content, and ready to face Aiden.
And I am literally facing him. 
Dreznar stands in front of Sunshine in her house and at some point he spoke to her. 
“Don’t make me wait much longer.”
Fuckity, fuck, fuck, fuck. How long has he been there?
Sunshine squirms and blurts out, “Shit, I’m sorry. I’m back.”
Dreznar doesn’t reply, yet again, and Sunshine realizes he probably won’t. Taking a deep breath, she sits down right in front of him and speaks.
“Yes, Sir.”
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
My mind is a whirl of thoughts and emotions after I finish breakfast with Emily and go outside to do yard work. Usually manual labor clears my head, but I keep wondering who the guy in the message was. Where did she meet him? I had a friend in college who was into BDSM and told me stories, so I knew what the guy was offering. But does she?
This is an entirely new side of Emily. She didn’t just find this guy yesterday, and based on how loudly she was moaning, she wants to take him up on his offer. I can’t wrap my head around what has obviously been going on for a while. A ball of dread lodges in my gut when I realize she could be talking to him right now.
I want to run inside and tell her I love her and to stop talking to the other guy, but I’m reminded of what my father told me after my first girlfriend left me for another kid. He said you can’t force someone to stay with you. And while, yes, this is true, shouldn’t I fight for Emily? I realize things haven’t been good for a long time, but how did I miss something this big?
My thoughts continue in circles as I weed the flowerbeds I’d planted because Emily loves flowers. As I work on clearing the debris around my symbols of love to her, I start violently hacking away at the dirt. I’m tense and my heart is pounding, but not from the physical exertion. The tightness in my chest won’t ease and my mind races, searching for answers. I shouldn’t be the only one fighting for our marriage. She decided to not talk to me, and has made that choice for god knows how long.
By the time I’m done weeding, I’m more angry than anything else. As I put the yard tools in the shed and clean up, a plan forms. When she’s at work tomorrow, I’ll snoop on her computer and find out who this guy is. She usually goes in for a couple hours in the evening on Sundays since the craft store closes early. I won’t have to wait long until I can get answers — assuming she hasn’t hidden or deleted everything.




Chapter 4


Emily
Almost every Sunday morning, Nate takes his mother to church. Nate and I aren’t religious, but his mom doesn’t like to drive, and it’s their bonding time after his father passed away. It also lets him keep eyes on how she’s doing and make sure she’s taking care of herself. Unless she’s sick she never misses a Sunday, so I usually have the house to myself for a few hours. 
Once Nate leaves, I slink into the office to log in and look for Aiden. I giggle at myself for sneaking around since I’m alone. Everything seems more real with Aiden now. After I accepted his offer, he told me training would start today. I don’t know what that means, but he had to log off and said he would explain today. 
Dreznar is in Sunshine’s house when she enters the world and she jumps in fright. He’s one of the few people who can enter her house, but she still wasn’t expecting to see him there. 
“Yo, what’s up?”
“Emily, that’s not how you will greet me anymore.”
Uncertain what he means, Sunshine comments, “Oh?”
“You chose to call me Sir, so I want you to use it. Some variation of ‘good morning, Sir,’ is what I expect.”
Well, that’s hot. I reach down and give my pussy a brief rub through my pajama pants before I continue typing on Sunshine.
Sunshine replies, “Okay.”
“No. Okay is what you say to your boss when they ask you to serve a customer. When talking to me, you say, ‘yes, Sir,’ and show me the respect I am due.”
Uh… Sunshine is at a loss for words.
I’m not sure how I feel about where this is going, but my traitorous pussy clenches and is wet, which tells me I like it more than I want to admit. It feels wrong to be talking to Aiden this way, but also incredibly right. When I don’t immediately echo his words, he types again. 
“I’m waiting.”
Oh, shit! Sunshine answers, “Yes, Sir,” but almost fucks up the wording in her haste and has to correct it.  She doesn’t want to get in trouble for being sloppy. 
“Good girl.”
His use of ‘good girl’ pings a part of Sunshine’s brain briefly, and she wants to shout. See, I did something right! 
“Emily, your training starts today.”
Oh, now we’re getting to the good stuff. 
Sunshine responds, “Yes, Sir.”
“I’m going to give you some simple commands and I want you to follow them.”
Huh… I’m confused, so I have Sunshine get clarification.
“Wait, Sir. Is this in-game commands, or is this stuff I will do for real?”  
“I’ll give you a combination of both, but eventually more real than game. But for now, I want you to think as if Sunshine is submitting to me and we’ll work on training you this way.”
Oh. Sunshine knows she’s about to get toyed with, but her body tingles and her heart rate speeds up so she knows she wants it. Sunshine is a powerful, good cleric and submitting to this evil necromancer is the perfect kind of naughty for her.
“Emily, kneel for me and open your mouth.”
Oh, shit. He’s not wasting time. When he continues to use Emily instead of Sunshine, I squirm in my seat. Since this is all virtual, it won’t matter if I’m touching myself through this, so score on it being in-game only.
“Oh, and Emily?”
“Yes, Sir?” Sunshine replies. 
“While you’re doing this, you can’t touch yourself in real life unless I give you permission.”
Fuck. How did he know what I was thinking? Him telling me I can’t touch makes me want it all that much more. I mean, he won’t see me, right? I’m tempted to reach down, but stop myself. If I misbehave, it’s possible he won’t teach me. The need to learn more keeps me from grinding my pussy against my hand. 
I’m breathless and my hands shake when I continue in the game.
“Yes, Sir.” 
Sunshine kneels and opens her mouth. 
I don’t understand why this is so fucking hot since it’s not real, but I want to spear my fingers inside my wet hole while he’s typing to me.
“Today, Emily, I’m only giving you a small taste. Every day you please me, I’ll teach you more. I want you to imagine me sliding the tip of my cock into your mouth, and just holding it there so you can lick and suck on the tip. Can you do that for me?”
Sunshine’s heartbeat thunders in her head. “Yes, Sir.”
“Good girl. Now, rub your clit for 30 seconds, and 30 seconds only, while thinking about sucking on me. Start now.”
Fuck! I frantically shove my hand down my pajama pants, knowing I’m wasting precious seconds. A guy needs to give a woman a little warning. It’s not like my privates are jutting out and hitting the desk, ready for action at all times. 
As I rub my fingers against my clit, I relax and moan softly. I’m down for this type of training every day. Unfortunately, 30 seconds is nowhere near long enough. Just as I’m getting into it, he tells Sunshine to stop. That felt longer than 30 seconds, so he might have accounted for the time it would take to get my hand down my pants.
“How do you feel, Emily?”
Sunshine doesn’t know how to respond to him. Turned on? Needy? Wanting him to press his cock further into her mouth to give her more time to touch herself? 
She goes for the simple answer. “Wet.”
“Good girl.”
My brain goes a little fuzzy at hearing ‘good girl,’ again. Jesus, before long I’m going to be a drooling mess whenever he says that to me.
“Now say goodbye to your Sir. I need to log off.”
Sunshine bites her lip and rubs her arms, wishing he could stay longer. “Goodbye, Sir. I’ll talk to you later.”
“Have a good day, Doll.” Dreznar smiles at Sunshine when he logs off. 
My pulse speeds up and I’m breathless when he calls me Doll. I hope he plans to keep calling me that. Aiden didn’t say if I could touch myself after he left the game and I don’t know what to do. I’m aching and desperate to finger fuck myself while reviewing the chat log, but I hold back. I don’t want to get into trouble. With half my training in-game roleplay and the other half in real life, I’m tied up in knots, but I’m loving every minute and don’t want to stop.
[image: image-placeholder]Nate
I try to avoid Emily for most of the afternoon and only briefly kiss her goodbye when she leaves for work. She seems distracted, so she doesn’t notice I’m not talking much, which is just as well. After she leaves, I pace and watch the clock. I want to wait at least five minutes to make sure she doesn’t come back before I start the hunt for her secrets.
As soon as it’s safe, I rush to the computer. My heartbeat is strong and steady and I’m leaning forward, intent on the screen as I scour around on her desktop and in folders. I’m not expecting this to be an easy search, and I slowly shake my head when I find what I’m looking for within a couple of minutes.
Oh, Emily, I expected a challenge. Instead, she has a folder on her desktop labeled “To Keep,” and inside are screenshots of her character in the game with some dark elf in a robe. My stomach clenches and nausea hits me as I read the text chats. The two of them are sexting and most of the time she’s calling the dark elf by his character name — I can tell because it’s also visible in the screenshots — but occasionally she says Aiden.
I close all the open browser windows, turn off her computer and straighten her desk to make it look exactly how it did. Time slows down as I go about the house, not really seeing what I’m doing. It sounds like his real name is Aiden, but having found the information so easily, I’m now at a loss for what to do about it. I’m not ready to confront her, but what I saw leaves no doubt at what she’s doing. I don’t want to talk to her tonight, so I send her a text message that I have a headache and I’m going to bed early. Popping a sleeping pill the doctor gave me for a bout of insomnia I had last year, I make sure I’m asleep by the time she gets home.




Chapter 5


Emily
I swear I blink and it’s already two weeks since I agreed to obey and serve Aiden. Saying yes increased the time I’m spending with him during the daytime, but it’s less time in-game and more time over the app. It’s been non-stop sexual gratification. Every day he’s teaching me a tiny bit more, and it’s funny how I had zero clue what I was getting myself into.
He quickly learned that I enjoy being controlled, so he started asking me to do little things, like take photos with my phone of my panty choices in the morning so he can choose which one I wear — or tell me to not wear any and go without for the day.
One training session involved me looking at pictures of different ways to kneel and snapping photos of myself in the positions and emailing them to him so he could evaluate how I was doing. This progressed to him giving me an assignment to kneel for five minutes every morning after Nate leaves for work, and to spend that time thinking about Aiden and how I want to serve him. 
Every little thing he does makes me a wet mess. I’ve been changing my underwear multiple times per day. The days I don’t wear any, my inner thighs are damp most of the day, and I just laugh at myself. This craziness has to die down eventually, right?
Nate wasn’t feeling good last weekend, so we missed our weekly sex — not that I cared — but now it’s Saturday night again and as we’re snuggling on the couch watching a show, he moves my hand over his sweatpants so I’ll rub his hard cock. Guess it’s game on tonight. 
I turn my head towards him, smile, and he leans over and kisses me deeply. As our tongues swirl, my stomach flutters and my pussy throbs and tingles. Aiden’s sexual teasing and thrilling me has kept me horny and Nate is about to benefit.  
We abandon our show, and I grasp his hand and lead him to the bedroom. I’ve got to strike while the iron is hot. My pussy demands a cock inside of her.
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I resolve to not make love with Emily until she and I talk about her online cheating. But two weeks have gone by and I still haven’t talked with her since it never seems like the right time. What makes it worse is that she’s blossoming before my eyes. She moves with more confidence, smiles easier, and her restless spirit seems soothed. I’m seeing brief hints of an emerging sexual goddess in Emily and knowing that it’s another guy bringing this out is killing me.
I waste most of my days trying to not think about Aiden and wonder what’s so special about him. My head spins and my mouth goes dry whenever I focus on my failures in our marriage and what possibly led Emily to this point. The fear that I’m not good in bed crossed my mind, and I thought that would make my sex drive disappear, yet I’ve been masturbating daily thinking about this new Emily. If she wasn’t so damn tempting, I could resist her.
That second Saturday my resolve finally breaks. We start our Saturday night movie and she’s wearing grey shorts with no socks. Her bare legs and pretty red pedicure distract me as I imagine them wrapped around me with her doing her cute little moans in my ear. My cock twitches and throbs, growing harder the longer we sit close together.
Finally, I can’t stand it and I move her hand to my hardness, encouraging her to stroke me. My mind blanks a little and sexual need takes over. When she leads me to the bedroom, a small part of me wonders if I should hold firm to my plan of no sex, but my cock is in control and there’s no way he’s passing up this chance.




Chapter 6


Emily
Nate is especially eager tonight, and as soon as we get into the bedroom, we both rapidly strip and fall onto the bed together. I moan as he kisses me and runs his hands along my ribs and cups my breasts. It’s hard not to close my eyes and imagine I’m in bed with Aiden, but I promised myself I would keep my two lives separate and give Nate the attention he deserves when I’m with him.
Nate nibbles down my stomach. Time slows down and I go dizzy when he kisses past my belly button. Is he finally going to go down on me again? A gush of wetness leaks from my pussy at the thought and I moan and arch my back towards him. Oh please, god, yes. I’m craving his tongue on my clit and I want to beg him to lick me, but something holds me back.
He kisses along the line of my bush, but goes no further. I moan in frustration as he moves his mouth up my body. I’m aching and needy for him to fuck me, but every touch is a gentle caress. When he finally brings his hand between my legs and slips his fingers between my silky, wet folds, his softness is too much for me to take. I close my eyes and picture Aiden’s hand instead and imagine him rubbing me roughly. I pinch and pull my own nipples while Nate does his sweet and sensual thing, and the added harsh pleasure from manhandling myself propels me towards an orgasm.
Before I come, Nate removes his hand and climbs between my legs. In my head, it’s Aiden’s cock fitting against my entrance and when he presses into me, I picture Aiden doing it tenderly to drive me wild before he ravishes me. Nate sets a steady, loving pace and I sigh and moan from the joy I’m getting from my vision of Aiden. Maybe I need to think of Aiden all the time. I’m getting double the pleasure from imagining both men.
Nate doesn’t talk and I hear Aiden’s voice in my head calling me a dirty little slut for thinking of him while having sex with my husband. The delicious naughtiness drives me into a frenzy, and I almost come from the thoughts of Aiden. As I soar closer to my orgasm, a moment of clarity hits me.
It’s time to tell Aiden where I live and ask him to fuck me in real life. There’s no reason to keep it online-only when he lives close and can give me what I’m craving — what my dear husband cannot with his softness.
Making the spontaneous decision to bang Aiden pushes me over the abyss and my orgasm is stronger than it has been in months. I cry out, and in my head I’m chanting for Aiden to fuck me harder.
As I convulse around Nate’s cock, he pauses and stops moving. I buck against him, desperate to get every ounce of enjoyment. Suddenly, he grabs my wrists, pins them to the bed above my head and turns savage. He pounds into me, and my body responds in delight. I was already blissfully spinning from the first orgasm but this sensual raw power removes all thoughts of Aiden as Nate slams against me, sending shocks of pleasure straight to my toes.
My first orgasm had peaked and I was coming down, but as Nate drills repeatedly into my core I crest and come again. I scream out, while the room spins and stars explode behind my eyes from the force of my climax. Wave after wave of ecstasy washes over me. Nate must have come when I did because he goes limp on top of me as my orgasm trails off to just tiny shivers of rapture.
Holy shit. Where did that come from?
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Whenever I make love to Emily, I want to worship her body. She’s soft in all the desirable places, and I love her tiny moans when I touch her in just the right spot. And tonight, when I push my cock into her, she’s more animated and eager for sex than she’s been in a while. I bliss out while I leisurely press against her, loving how her warm, tight cave molds against every inch of my cock.
I can tell Emily is getting close to her orgasm, and it pushes me towards mine. I love coming when she does. When Emily comes, the intensity of her quaking and rocking against me shocks me a little but gives me a nice sexual zing. Guess I’m not bad in bed after all. She cries out and moans loudly, ending it with a plea for Aiden to fuck her harder.
I freeze. 
My wife just said some other guy’s name in bed. My mind goes momentarily blank before a pounding in my ears and a rush of adrenaline spurs me on. I grab her wrists, not caring if I hurt her, and pin them above her head. Determined to make her unable to think of anyone but me, I fuck her more roughly than I ever have before.
I pound my cock into her box, chanting in my head everything I wish I could say to her, as I fuck her with total disregard to her pleasure. “How do you like this, Emily? Is my cock just as good as Aiden’s? Can he do this to you?” With each thought, I slam harder into her.
Emily comes again and as her pussy milks my cock, I explode load after load of cum into her quivering core. I collapse on top of her and roll off in disgust. I can’t believe what I just did. Peeking over at her, I expect to see her upset, but she’s lying on her back, eyes closed, and a dreamy smile on her face. She looks content and more satisfied than I’ve ever seen her after a round of sex.
Well, fuck. Now what do I do?
The End


[image: image-placeholder]Want a bonus Emily and Aiden short?
Join my newsletter and get a free bonus short story of a what happens when Emily gets a lesson on edging while Nate is at work. 
Get the bonus story “BDSM Adventures: A Spanking, a Wooden Spoon, and Licking It Clean” at 
https://lacey-cross.com/emilyssecretdom






Mastering Emily Excerpt


Dear Reader,
Please enjoy chapter 1 of Controlling Emily, the next book in the Illicit Desires series.

[image: image-placeholder]Chapter 1

Emily
Aiden plunges his thick, meaty cock into my sopping wet hole so forcefully it feels as if he’s ripping me in two. The intense pain along with the pleasure has me begging for more. He’s tied my legs to the bed, wide open, so I can’t do anything but lie there while he fucks me. My hands are free and I can touch him, but when I hit a sensitive spot on his neck, he pins my wrists with his hands. My eyelids flutter as I try to stay focused, and I fight to keep them open so I can watch his expression as he comes inside of me, but it’s a losing battle. 
Aiden growls. “Emily, look at me.”
I force my eyes open wider and Aiden has a feral look as he fucks me hard.
“Can your husband make you feel this way?”
Oh, god. I hate it when he asks me about Nate, but I thrill whenever he makes me compare them. It’s immoral and he knows it makes me come harder.
I pant out, “No. No one can but you, Sir.” 
“That’s… right...” Aiden punctuates both words with sharp thrusts into me while I moan louder.
The room spins as I edge closer to my orgasm. I can’t hold it back much longer, but Aiden hasn’t said I can come yet. He only has several firm rules, and the main one is that good girls don’t come without permission. But the pleasure is too intense. I need permission now.
“Oh, my god. I’m going to come! Can I please come, Sir?”
Aiden gives a raw, harsh laugh, taunting me, “No, not yet,” and reaches his hand between us to rub my clit while still slamming into me. Within a few seconds of him caressing my hard bean, I can’t stop myself from coming. I scream out, convulsing against his hand and cock, while shocks of delight ripple through my body in waves. I ride the orgasm while Aiden grunts on top of me and comes with a roar, painting my cave walls with ropes of his warm, sticky cum. We’re both panting as he relaxes his body into mine. He rolls to my side to snuggle close. I’m barely coherent, and still buzzing from the orgasm.
He whispers in my ear, his breath tickling me. “You know you’re going to be punished for that.”
A rush of excitement hits me from his words. So far, I’ve enjoyed the punishments, and that orgasm was worth it. As I relax and drift, I think about how crazy it is that it’s only been a month since I told Aiden we should meet in real life. A month of meeting Aiden in secret at his apartment twice a week and having dirty, wild sex behind my husband’s back.

[image: image-placeholder]Nate
I walk back to my car after watching Emily and Aiden fuck. Today Aiden had the bedroom window open, and I could hear them through the screen. Aiden’s bedroom is on the ground floor in a quiet complex of duplexes and his apartment is on the edge of the property. It’s isolated and I can creep around the side of his apartment without anyone noticing me. If the blinds aren’t closed, a person can see most of the bottom floor. Aiden rarely closes the blinds all the way.
The stain on my crotch is testament to how amazingly hot it was to peek in and watch Aiden fuck Emily hard. Her cries of ecstasy were more than I could take and I furiously rubbed myself to completion when she came.
I sit in my car for almost 10 minutes. I’m in no shape to drive yet. My cheeks burn and I’m shaking, while self-loathing and disgust wash over me. How did my life get to this point?
When the shaking dies down to a soft tremble, I sigh and start the car. I need to get back to work. Emily thinks I’m working longer hours, when in reality I told my boss I have mental health appointments. He’s letting me take longer lunches and working later to make up the time difference. I tell myself ‘never again’ as I drive off, but I know I’ll be back. I say I’m going to stop every time and I never do.
The End of Chapter 1


[image: image-placeholder]If you enjoyed this, you can get Mastering Emily at https://mybook.to/MasteringEmily or buy the Illicit Desires Bundle Volume 1 to get the first 3 books together at http://mybook.to/illicitdesires1








Acknowledgments


I’d like to thank three very special people.
This book would not be what it is without my editor, Wordcat. I appreciate all your help in bringing my visions to life.
To Sabine M, thank you for the brain storming session that helped drive the direction of this entire series. This would be a very different book without that conversation.
Also, thank you Alec Lake for giving me clarity on how Aiden should talk and react to Emily.  Your advice and help have been invaluable.  




cover.jpeg
LACEY CROSS

Nilicii@ esires 1















images/00011.jpeg
2 P =






